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		PART I

		The Quangels

		1

		Some Bad News

		The postwoman Eva Kluge slowly climbs the steps of 55 Jablonski Strasse.
			She’s tired from her round, but she also has one of those letters in her bag that she
			hates to deliver, and is about to have to deliver, to the Quangels, on the second floor.

		Before that, she has a Party circular for the Persickes on the floor below. Persicke is some
			political functionary or other – Eva Kluge always gets the titles mixed up. At any rate,
			she has to remember to call out ‘Heil Hitler!’ at the Persickes’ and watch
			her lip. Which she needs to do anyway, there’s not many people to whom Eva Kluge can say
			what she thinks. Not that she’s a political animal, she’s just an ordinary woman,
			but as a woman she’s of the view that you don’t bring children into the world to
			have them shot. Also, that a home without a man is no good, and for the time being she’s
			got nothing: not her two boys, not a man, not a proper home. So, she has to keep her lip
			buttoned and deliver horrible letters from the front that aren’t written but typed, and
			are signed Regimental Adjutant.

		She rings the Persickes’ bell, says ‘Heil Hitler!’ and hands the old drunk
			his circular. He has his Party badge on his lapel, and he asks, ‘Well, what’s
			new?’

		She replies, ‘Haven’t you heard the bulletin? France has capitulated.’

		Persicke’s not content with that. ‘Come on, Fräulein, of course I knew that,
			but to hear you say it, it’s like you were selling stale rolls. Say it like it means
			something! It’s your job to tell everyone who doesn’t have a radio, and convince
			the last of the moaners. The second Blitzkrieg is in the bag; it’s England now! In
			another three months, the Tommies will be finished, and then we’ll see what the
			Führer has in store for us. Then it’ll be the turn of the others to bleed, and
			we’ll be the masters. Come on in, and have a schnapps with us. Amalie,
			Erna, August, Adolf, Baldur – come in here. Today we’re celebrating; we’re
			not working today. Today we’ll toast the news, and in the afternoon we’ll go and
			pay a call on the Jewish lady on the fourth floor, and see if she won’t treat us to
			coffee and cake! I tell you, there’ll be no mercy for that bitch any more!’

		Leaving Herr Persicke ringed by his family, hitting the schnapps and launching into
			increasingly wild vituperation, the postie climbs the next flight of stairs and rings the
			Quangels’ bell. She’s already holding the letter out, ready to run off the second
			she’s handed it over. And she’s in luck: it’s not the woman who answers the
			door – she usually likes to exchange a few pleasantries – but the man with the
			etched, birdlike face, the thin lips, and the cold eyes. He takes the letter from her without
			a word and pushes the door shut in her face, as if she were a thief, someone you had to be on
			your guard against.

		Eva Kluge shrugs her shoulders and turns to go back downstairs. Some people are like that; in
			all the time she’s delivered mail in Jablonski Strasse, that man has yet to say a single
			word to her. Well, let him be, she can’t change him, she couldn’t even change the
			man she’s married to, who wastes his money sitting in bars and betting on horses, and
			only ever shows his face at home when he’s broke.

		At the Persickes’ they’ve left the apartment door open; she can hear the clinking
			glass and rowdy celebration. The postwoman gently pulls the door shut and carries on
			downstairs. She thinks the speedy victory over France might actually be good news, because it
			will have brought the end of the war nearer. And then she’ll have her two boys back.

		The only fly in the ointment is the uncomfortable realization that people like the Persickes
			will come out on top. To have the likes of them as masters and always have to mind your
			p’s and q’s, that doesn’t strike her as right either.

		Briefly, she thinks of the man with the bird face who she gave the letter from the front to,
			and she thinks of old Frau Rosenthal up on the fourth floor, whose husband the Gestapo took
			away two weeks ago. You had to feel sorry for someone like that. The Rosenthals used to have a little haberdashery shop on Prenzlauer Allee that was Aryanized,
			and now the man has disappeared, and he can’t be far short of seventy. Those two old
			people can’t have done any harm to anyone, they always allowed credit – they did
			it for Eva Kluge when she couldn’t afford new clothes for the kids – and the goods
			were certainly no dearer or worse in quality than elsewhere. No, Eva Kluge can’t get it
			into her head that a man like Rosenthal is any worse than the Persickes, just by virtue of him
			being a Jew. And now the old woman is sitting in her flat all alone and doesn’t dare go
			outside. It’s only after dark that she goes and does her shopping, wearing her yellow
			star; probably she’s hungry. No, thinks Eva Kluge, even if we defeat France ten times
			over, it doesn’t mean there’s any justice here at home…

		And by now she’s reached the next house, and she makes her deliveries there.

		In the meantime shop foreman Otto Quangel has taken the letter from the front into the
			parlour and propped it against the sewing machine. ‘There!’ he says, nothing more.
			He always leaves the letters for his wife to open, knowing how devoted she is to their only
			son Otto. Now he stands facing her, biting his thin underlip, waiting for her smile to light
			up. In his quiet, undemonstrative way, he loves this woman very much.

		She has torn open the envelope, and for a brief moment there really was a smile lighting up
			her face, but it vanished when she saw the typed letter. Her face grew apprehensive, she read
			more and more slowly, as though afraid of what each next word might be. The man has leaned
			forward and taken his hands out of his pockets. He is biting his underlip quite hard now,
			sensing that something terrible has happened. It’s perfectly silent in their parlour.
			Then the woman’s breathing comes with a gasp.

		Suddenly she emits a soft scream, a sound her husband has never heard from her. Her head
			rolls forward, bangs against the spools of thread on her sewing machine, and comes to rest
			among the folds of sewing, covering the fateful letter.

		In a couple of bounds Quangel is at her side. With uncharacteristic haste he places his big,
			work-toughened hand on her back. He can feel his wife trembling all over.
			‘Anna!’ he says, ‘Anna, please!’ He waits for a moment, and then he
			says it: ‘Has something happened to Otto? Is he wounded, is it bad?’

		His wife’s body continues to tremble, but she doesn’t make a sound. She makes no
			effort to raise her head to look at him.

		He looks down at her hair, it’s got thin in the many years of their marriage. They are
			getting old; if something serious has happened to Otto, she will have no one to love, only
			him, and there’s not much to love about him. He has never had the words to tell her how
			much he feels for her. Even now, he’s not able to stroke her, be tender to her, comfort
			her a little. It’s all he can do to rest his heavy hand on her hair, pull her head up as
			gently as he can, and softly say, ‘Anna, will you tell me what’s in the
			letter?’

		But even though her eyes are now very close to his, she keeps them shut tight, she
			won’t look at him. Her face is a sickly yellow, her usual healthy colour is gone. The
			flesh over the bones seems to have melted away – it’s like looking at a skull.
			Only her cheeks and mouth continue to tremble, as her whole body trembles, caught up in some
			mysterious inner quake.

		As Quangel gazes into her face, so familiar, and now so strange, he feels his heart pounding
			harder and harder, he feels his complete inability to afford her the least comfort; he is
			gripped by a deep fear. A ridiculous fear really, compared to the deep pain of his wife, but
			he is afraid that she might start to scream, more loudly and wildly than she did a moment ago.
			He was always one for peace and quiet; he didn’t want anyone to know anything about the
			Quangels at home. And as for giving vent to feelings, no, thank you! But even in the grip of
			his fear, the man isn’t able to say any more than he did a moment ago: ‘What is it
			in the letter? Tell me, Anna!’

		The letter is lying there plain to see, but he doesn’t dare to reach for it. He would
			have to let go of his wife’s head, and he knows that her head – there are two
			bloody welts on it from the sewing machine – would only slump once more. He masters
			himself, and asks again, ‘What’s happened with Ottochen?’

		It’s as though the pet name, one that the man hardly ever used,
			recalled the woman from the world of her pain back into life. She gulps a couple of times; she
			even opens her eyes, which are very blue, and now look bled white. ‘With
			Ottochen?’ she says in a near whisper. ‘What do you think’s happened?
			Nothing has happened, there is no Ottochen any more, that’s all!’

		‘Oh!’ the man says, just a deep ‘Oh!’ from the core of his heart.
			Without knowing what he’s doing, he lets go of his wife’s head and reaches for the
			letter. His eyes stare at the lines without being able to decipher them.

		Then the woman grabs it from him. Her mood has swung round, furiously she rips the letter
			into scraps and shreds and fragments and she shouts into his face: ‘What do you even
			want to read that filth for, those common lies they always write? That he died a hero’s
			death for Führer and Fatherland? That he was an exemplary soldier and comrade? Do you
			want to hear that from them, when you know yourself that Ottochen liked nothing better than
			fiddling about with his radio kits, and that he cried when he was called away to be a soldier?
			How often he used to say to me when he was recruited that he would give his right hand to be
			able to get away from them? And now he’s supposed to be an exemplary soldier, and died a
			hero’s death? Lies, all a pack of lies! But that’s what you get from your wretched
			war, you and that Führer of yours!’

		Now she’s standing in front of him, the woman, so much shorter than he is, her eyes
			sparkling with fury.

		‘Me and my Führer?’ he mumbles, stunned by this attack. ‘Since when is
			he my Führer? I’m not even in the Party, just in the
			Arbeitsfront, and everyone has to join that. As for voting for him, I only did that once, and
			so did you.’∗

		He says it in his slow and cumbersome manner, not so much to defend himself as to clarify the
			facts. He can’t understand what has induced her to mount this sudden attack on him. They
			were always of one mind…

		But she says heatedly, ‘What gives you the right to be the man in the
			house and determine everything? If I want so much as a space for my potatoes in the cellar, it
			has to be the way you want it. And in something as important as this, it’s you who made
			the wrong decision. But then you creep around everywhere in carpet slippers, you want your
			peace and quiet and that’s all; you want never to come to anyone’s attention. So
			you did the same as they all did, and when they yelled: ‘Führer, give us your
			orders, we will obey!’ you went with them like a sheep. And the rest of us had to follow
			you! But now Ottochen’s dead, and no Führer in the world can bring him back, and
			nor can you!’

		He listened to her without answering a word. He had never been a man for quarrelling and
			bickering, and he could also tell that it was her pain speaking in her. He was almost glad to
			have her scolding him, because it meant she wasn’t giving in to her grief. The only
			thing he said by way of reply was: ‘One of us will have to tell Trudel.’

		Trudel was Ottochen’s girlfriend, almost his fiancée; she called them Mother and
			Father. She often dropped in on them for a chat in the evening, even now, with Ottochen away.
			By day she worked in a uniform factory.

		The mention of Trudel straightaway set Anna Quangel off on a different tack. She glanced at
			the gleaming clock on the mantel and asked, ‘Will you have time before your
			shift?’

		‘I’m on from one till eleven today,’ he said. ‘I’ve got
			time.’

		‘Good,’ she said. ‘Then go, but just ask her to come. Don’t say
			anything about Ottochen. I’ll tell her myself. Your dinner’ll be ready by
			midday.’

		‘I’ll ask her to come round tonight,’ he said, but he didn’t leave
			yet, but looked into his wife’s jaundiced, suffering face. She returns his look, and for
			a moment they look at each other, two people who have been married for almost thirty years,
			always harmoniously, he quiet and silent, she bringing a bit of life to the place.

		But however much they now look at each other, they can find no words for this thing that has
			happened, and so he nods and goes out.

		She hears the apartment door close. No sooner is she certain he is gone than
			she turns back towards the sewing machine and sweeps up the scraps of the fateful letter. She
			tries to put them back together, but quickly sees that it will take too long now. She has to
			get dinner ready. She scoops the pieces into the envelope and slides it into her hymnbook. In
			the afternoon, when Otto is at work, she will have time to fit them together, glue them down.
			It might all be lies – mean, stupid lies – but it remained the last news she will
			ever have of Ottochen. She’ll keep it safe, and show it to Trudel. Maybe she will be
			able to cry then; just now it still feels like a flame in her heart. It would do her good to
			be able to cry.

		She shakes her head crossly and goes to the stove.
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		What Baldur Persicke Had to Say

		As Otto Quangel was going past the Persicke apartment, rapturous shouting mixed
			with chants of ‘Sieg Heil!’ greeted his ears. Quangel hurried on, anxious not to
			encounter any of that company. They had been living in the same building for ten years, but
			Quangel had always been at pains to avoid the Persickes, even at the time old Persicke was
			just a little loudmouthed publican. But now the Persickes had turned into important people,
			the man held all sorts of Party posts, and the two older boys were with the SS; money
			didn’t seem to be an issue for them.

		The more reason to be wary of them now, because people like that had to keep on good terms
			with the Party, and the only way they could do it was if they did things to help the Party.
			‘Doing things’ meant reporting on others, for instance: So-and-so was listening to
			a foreign radio station. Ideally, Quangel would have packed up all the radios in Otto’s
			room and stashed them in the basement. You couldn’t be careful enough in times like
			these, when everyone was spying on everybody else, the Gestapo had their eyes on all of them,
			and the concentration camp in Sachsenhausen was expanding all the time. He, Quangel,
			didn’t need a radio, but Anna had been opposed to getting rid of them. She still
			believed in the old proverb, ‘A good conscience is a soft pillow.’ Even though it
			was all bunk now, if it hadn’t always been.

		With these thoughts going through his mind, Quangel hurried down the stairs, across the
			courtyard, and into the street.

		The reason for the cheering at the Persickes was that the darling of the family, young Bruno
			– who now goes by Baldur because of Schirach∗ and, if his father’s
			string-pulling can get him in, is even going to one of the party’s
			elite Napola schools – well, Baldur came upon a photo in the Party newspaper, the Völkischer Beobachter. The photo shows the Führer with
			Reichsmarschall Göring, and the caption reads: ‘After receiving news of the French
			capitulation.’ And the two of them look like they’ve heard some good news too:
			Göring is beaming all over his fat face, and the Führer is smacking his thighs with
			delight.

		The Persickes were all similarly rejoicing when Baldur asked, ‘Doesn’t anything
			strike you about that picture?’

		They stop and stare at him in consternation, so convinced are they of the intellectual
			superiority of this sixteen-year-old that none of the rest of them even hazards a guess.

		‘Come on!’ says Baldur. ‘Think about it! The picture was taken by a press
			photographer. He just happened to be there when news of the capitulation arrived, hmm?
			Probably it was delivered by phone or courier, or perhaps a French general brought it in
			person, though there’s no sign of any of that. It’s just the two of them standing
			in the garden, having a whale of a time…’

		Baldur’s mother and father and sister and brothers are still sitting there in silence,
			gawping. The tension makes them look almost stupid. Old Persicke wishes he could pour himself
			another schnapps, but he can’t do that, not while Baldur’s speaking. He knows from
			experience that Baldur can cut up rough if you fail to pay sufficient attention to his
			political lectures.

		So the son continues, ‘Well, then, the picture is posed, it wasn’t taken when the
			news of the capitulation arrived, it was taken some time before. And now look at the
			Führer’s rejoicing! His mind’s on England, has been for ages now, all
			he’s thinking about is how to put one over on the Tommies. This whole business here is a
			piece of playacting, from the photo to the happy clapping. All they’re doing is making
			mugs of people!’

		Now the family are staring at Baldur as if they were the ones who were being made mugs of. If
			he hadn’t been their Baldur, they would have reported him to the Gestapo right away.

		But Baldur goes on, ‘You see, that’s the Führer’s greatness for you:
			he won’t let anyone see his cards. They all think he’s so pleased about defeating
			the French, when in fact he might be assembling a fleet to invade Britain
			right now. We need to learn that from our Führer, not to tell all and sundry who we are
			and what we’re about!’ The others nod enthusiastically: at last, they think,
			they’ve grasped Baldur’s point. ‘Yes, you’re nodding now,’ says
			Baldur crossly, ‘but that’s not the way you act yourselves. Not half an hour ago I
			heard Father say in the presence of the postwoman that we were going to turn up at the old
			Rosenthal woman’s flat for coffee and cakes.’

		‘Oh, the old Jewish cow!’ says Father Persicke, in a bantering tone of voice.

		‘All right,’ the son concedes, ‘I daresay there wouldn’t be many
			inquiries if something should happen to her. But why tell people about it in the first place?
			Better safe than sorry. Take someone like the man in the flat above us, old Quangel. You never
			hear a squeak out of him, and I’m quite sure he sees and hears everything, and probably
			has someone he reports to. And then if he reports that you can’t trust the Persickes,
			they’re unreliable, they don’t know how to keep their mouths shut, then
			we’ve had it. You anyway, Father, and I’m damned if I lift a finger to get you out
			of the concentration camp, or Moabit Penitentiary, or Plötzensee Prison, or wherever they
			stick you.’

		No one says anything, and even someone as conceited as Baldur can sense that their silence
			doesn’t indicate agreement. To at least bring his brothers and sister round, he quickly
			throws in, ‘We all want to get ahead in life, and how are we going to do that except
			through the Party? That’s why we should follow the Führer’s lead and make
			mugs of people, put on friendly expressions and then, when no one senses any threat, take care
			of business. What we want the Party to say is: ‘We can trust the Persickes with
			anything, absolutely anything!’

		Once again he looks at the picture of the laughing Hitler and Göring, nods curtly, and
			pours himself a brandy to indicate that the lecture is over. He says, ‘There, there,
			Father, don’t make a face, I was just expressing an opinion!’

		‘You’re only sixteen, and you’re my son,’ the old man begins, still
			hurt.

		‘Yes, and you’re my old man, but I’ve seen you drunk far too many times to be in awe of you,’ Baldur Persicke throws back, and that
			brings the laughers round to his side, even his chronically nervous mother. ‘No, Father,
			let be, and one day we’ll get to drive around in our own car, and you can drink all the
			Champagne you want, every day of your life.’

		Old Persicke wants to say something, but it’s just about the champagne, which he
			doesn’t rate as highly as corn brandy. Instead Baldur, quickly and now more quietly,
			continues, ‘It’s not that your ideas are bad, Father, just you should be careful
			not to air them outside the family. That Rosenthal woman might be good for a bit more than
			coffee and cake. Let me think about it – it needs care. Perhaps there are other people
			sniffing around there, too, perhaps people better placed than we are.’

		He has dropped his voice, till by the end he is barely audible. Once again, Baldur Persicke
			has managed to bring everyone round to his side, even his father, who to begin with was
			offended. And then he says, ‘Well, here’s to the capitulation of France!’
			and because of the way he’s laughing and slapping his thighs, they understand that what
			he really has in mind is the old Rosenthal woman.

		They shout and propose toasts and down a fair few glasses, one after another. But then they
			have good heads on them, the former publican and his children.
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		A Man Called Borkhausen

		Foreman Quangel has emerged on to Jablonski Strasse, and run into Emil Borkhausen
			on the doorstep. That seems to be Emil Borkhausen’s one and only calling in life, to be
			always standing around where there’s something to gawp at or overhear. The war
			hasn’t done anything to change that, for all its call on patriots to do their duty on
			the home front: Emil Borkhausen has just continued to stand around.

		He was standing there now, a tall lanky figure in a worn suit, his colourless face looking
			glumly down the almost deserted Jablonski Strasse. Catching sight of Quangel, he snapped into
			movement, going up to him to shake hands. ‘Where are you off to then, Quangel?’ he
			asked. ‘Your shift doesn’t begin yet, does it?’

		Quangel ignored the extended hand and merely mumbled: ‘’m in a hurry.’

		And he was off at once, in the direction of Prenzlauer Allee. That bothersome chatterbox was
			really all he needed!

		But Borkhausen wasn’t so easily shaken off. He laughed his whinnying laugh and said:
			‘You know what, Quangel, I’m heading the same way!’ And as the other strode
			on, not looking aside, he added, ‘The doctor’s prescribed plenty of exercise for
			my constipation, and I get a bit bored walking around all the time without any
			company!’

		He then embarked on a detailed account of everything he had done to combat his constipation.
			Quangel didn’t listen. He was preoccupied by two thoughts, each in turn shoving the
			other aside: that he no longer had a son, and that Anna had said ‘You and your
			Führer.’ Quangel admitted to himself that he never loved the boy the way a father
			is supposed to love his son. From the time Ottochen was born, he had never seen anything in
			him but a nuisance and a distraction in his relationship with Anna. If he
			felt grief now, it was because he was thinking worriedly about Anna, how she would take the
			loss, what would now change between them. He had the first instance of that already:
			‘You and your Führer.’

		It wasn’t true. Hitler was not his Führer, or no more his Führer than
			Anna’s. They had always agreed that after his little carpentry business folded, Hitler
			was the one who had pulled their chestnuts out of the fire. After being out of work for four
			years, in 1934 Quangel had become foreman in the big furniture factory, taking home forty
			marks a week. And they had done pretty well on that.

		Even so, they hadn’t joined the Party. For one thing, they resented the dues; they felt
			they were contributing quite enough as it was, what with obligatory donations to the Winter
			Relief Fund and various appeals and the Arbeitsfront.∗ Yes, they had dragged him into the
			Arbeitsfront at the factory, and that was the other reason they both had decided against
			joining the Party. Because you could see it with your eyes closed, the way they were making
			separations between ordinary citizens and Party members. Even the worst Party member was worth
			more to them than the best ordinary citizen. Once in the Party, it appeared you could do what
			you liked, and never be called for it. They termed that rewarding loyalty with loyalty.

		But foreman Quangel liked equality and fair-dealing. To him a human being was a human being,
			whether he was in the Party or not. Quangel was forever coming up against things at work, like
			a man being punished severely for a small mistake whereas someone else was allowed to deliver
			botched job after botched job, and it upset him. He bit his lower lip and gnawed furiously
			away at it – if he had been brave enough, he would have told them where they could stick
			their membership in the Arbeitsfront!

		Anna knew that perfectly well, which is why she should never have said that
			thing: ‘You and your Führer!’ They couldn’t coerce Anna the way they
			could him. Oh, he could understand her simplicity, her humility, and how she had suddenly
			changed. All her life she had been in service, first in the country, then here in Berlin; all
			her life it had been Do this, do that. She didn’t have much of the say in their marriage
			either, not because he always ordered her about, but because as the principal breadwinner,
			things were run around him.

		But now Ottochen is dead, and Otto Quangel can feel how hard it has hit her. He can see her
			jaundiced-looking face in front of him, he can hear her accusation, and here he is off on an
			errand at a quite unusual time for him, with this Borkhausen fellow trotting along at his
			side, and tonight Trudel will come over and there will be tears and no end of talk – and
			Otto Quangel likes order in his life and routine at work; the more uneventful a day is, the
			better he likes it. Even a Sunday off is a kind of interruption. And now it looks as if
			everything will be topsy-turvy for a while to come, and maybe Anna won’t ever get back
			to being her old self again.

		He wants to get it all clear in his head, and Borkhausen is bothering him. He can’t
			believe it, here’s the man saying, ‘And is it true you got a letter from the field
			today, not written by your Otto?’

		Quangel throws a sharp, dark glance at the fellow and mutters, ‘Chatterbox!’ But
			because he doesn’t want to quarrel with anyone, not even such a waste of space as that
			idler Borkhausen, he adds, rather in spite of himself, ‘People all talk too much
			nowadays!’

		Borkhausen isn’t offended because Emil Borkhausen is not an easy man to offend;
			instead, he concurs enthusiastically: ‘You know, Quangel, you’re right! Why
			can’t the postwoman Kluge keep her lip buttoned? But no, she has to blab it out to
			everyone: There’s a letter for the Quangels from the field, and it’s a typed
			one!’ He stops for a moment, then, in a strange, wheedling, sympathetic voice, he
			inquires, ‘Is he wounded, or missing, or…?’

		Silence. Quangel – after a longish pause – answers indirectly.
			‘The French have capitulated, eh? Well, it’s a shame they didn’t do it a day
			earlier, because then my Otto would still be alive…’

		Borkhausen pulls out all the stops: ‘But it’s because so many thousands have died
			heroic deaths that the French have surrendered so quickly. That’s why so many millions
			of us are still alive. As a father, you should be proud of such a sacrifice!’

		Quangel asks, ‘Are yours not of an age to go and fight, neighbour?’

		Almost offended, Borkhausen says: ‘You know perfectly well, Quangel! But if they all
			died at once in a bomb blast or whatever, I’d be proud of them. Don’t you believe
			me, Quangel?’

		The foreman doesn’t give him an immediate answer, but he thinks, Well, I might not have
			been a proper father and never loved Otto as I ought to have done – but to you, your
			kids are just a millstone round your neck. I think you’d be glad if a bomb came along
			and took care of them for you!

		Still, he doesn’t say anything to that effect, and Borkhausen, already tired of waiting
			for an answer, says, ‘Just think, Quangel, first Sudetenland and Czechoslovakia and
			Austria, and now Poland and France – we’re going to be the richest country on
			earth! What do a couple of hundred thousand dead matter! We’re rich!’

		Unusually rapidly, Quangel replies, ‘And what will we do with our wealth? Eat it? Do I
			sleep better if I’m rich? If I stop going to the factory because of being such a rich
			man, what will I do all day? No, Borkhausen, I don’t want to
			be rich, and much less in such a way. Riches like that aren’t worth a single dead
			body!’

		Borkhausen seizes him by the arm; his eyes are flickering, he shakes Quangel while whispering
			fervently into his ear, ‘Say, Quangel, how can you talk like that? You know I can get
			you put in a concentration camp for defeatist muttering like that? What you said is a direct
			contradiction of what the Führer says himself! What if I was someone like that, and went
			and denounced you…?’

		Quangel is alarmed by what he has said. The thing with Otto and Anna must
			have thrown him much more than he thought, otherwise he would certainly not have dropped his
			innate caution like that. But he makes sure that Borkhausen gets no sense of his alarm. With
			his strong workingman’s hands Quangel frees his arm from the lax grip of the other, and
			slowly and coolly says, ‘What are you getting so excited about, Borkhausen? What did I
			say that you can denounce me for? My son has died, and my wife is upset. That makes me sad.
			You can denounce me for that, if you want. Why don’t you, go ahead! I’ll come with
			you and sign the statement!’

		While Quangel is speaking with such unusual volubility, he is thinking to himself, I’ll
			eat my hat if Borkhausen isn’t a snoop! Someone else to be wary of. Who is there
			anywhere you can trust? I have to worry what Anna might say, too…

		By now they have reached the factory gates. Once again, Quangel doesn’t offer
			Borkhausen his hand. He says, ‘All right, then!’ and makes to go inside.

		But Borkhausen grabs hold of his shirt and whispers to him, ‘Neighbour, let’s not
			lose any more words about what’s just happened. I’m not a spy and I don’t
			want to bring misfortune to anyone. But do me a favour, will you: I need to give my wife a bit
			of housekeeping money, and I haven’t got a penny. The children have had nothing to eat
			all day. Will you loan me ten marks – I’ll have them for you next Friday, I
			swear!’

		As he did a moment earlier, Quangel shakes free of the man’s clutches. So that’s
			the kind of fellow you are, he thinks, that’s how you make your living! And: I
			won’t give him one mark, or he’ll think I’m afraid of him, and then
			I’ll never see the last of him. Aloud he says, ‘Listen, mate, I take home thirty
			marks a week, and we need every penny. I can’t lend you a thing.’

		Then, without a further word or glance back, he passes through the factory gates. The
			security guard knows him and doesn’t stop him.

		Borkhausen stands there staring and wondering what to do next. He feels like going to the
			Gestapo and denouncing Quangel, that would certainly net him a couple of packs of cigarettes
			at least. But better not. He had got ahead of himself this morning, he should
			have let Quangel speak; following the death of his son, there was every chance he would have
			done. But he got Quangel wrong. Quangel won’t allow himself to be played like a fish.
			Most people today are afraid, basically everyone, because they’re all up to something
			forbidden, one way or another, and are worried that someone will get wind of it. You just need
			to catch them at the right moment, and you’ve got them, and they’ll cough up. But
			Quangel, with his hawk’s profile, he’s different. He’s probably not afraid
			of anything, and it’s not possible to catch him out. No, Borkhausen will let him go, and
			perhaps try to get somewhere with the woman; the woman will have been thrown for a loop by the
			death of her only son! She’ll talk, all right.

		So, he’ll keep the woman in reserve for the next few days, but what about now?
			It’s true that he needs to give Otti some money today, this morning he secretly scoffed
			the last of the bread in the box. But he has no money, and where is he going to get hold of
			some in a hurry? His wife is a real nag and can make his life a misery. Time was, she was a
			streetwalker on Schönhauser Allee, and she could be really sweet. Now she’s the
			mother of five children – most of them probably nothing to do with him – and
			she’s got a tongue on her like a fishwife. And she knocks him around too, him and the
			kids, in which case he hits her back. It’s her fault; she doesn’t have the sense
			to stop.

		No, he can’t go back to Otti without some money. Suddenly he thinks of the old
			Rosenthal woman, who’s all alone now, without anyone to protect her, on the fourth floor
			of 55 Jablonski Strasse. He wonders why he didn’t think of her before; there’s a
			more promising victim than that old buzzard, Quangel! She’s a cheerful woman – he
			remembers her from before, when she still used to have her haberdashery, and he’ll try
			the soft approach with her first. If that doesn’t work, he’ll bop her over the
			head. He’s sure to find something, an ornament or money or something to eat –
			something that will placate Otti.

		While Borkhausen is thinking, envisioning what he might find – because of course the
			Jews still have all their property, they’re just hiding it from the
			Germans they stole it from in the first place – while he’s thinking, he nips back
			to Jablonski Strasse, pronto. In the stairwell, he pricks up his ears. He’s anxious not
			to be spotted by anyone here in the front building; he himself lives in the back building, in
			the ‘lower ground floor’ of the ‘garden block’ – the back
			basement, in other words. It doesn’t bother him, but it’s sometimes embarrassing
			when people come.

		There’s nobody in the stairwell, and Borkhausen takes the stairs quietly and quickly.
			There’s a wild racket coming from the Persickes’ apartment, laughing and shouting,
			they must be celebrating again. He really needs to get in touch with people like that –
			they have proper contacts. If he did, things would start to look up for him. Unfortunately,
			people like that won’t even look at a part-timer like him, especially not the boys in
			the SS, and that Baldur is up himself like you wouldn’t believe. The old fellow’s
			different; when you catch him good and drunk, he’s good for five marks.

		In the Quangels’ apartment everything’s quiet, and at Frau Rosenthal’s one
			floor up, he can’t hear anything either, though he presses his ear to the door for a
			good long time. So he rings the bell, quick and businesslike, like a postman, say, someone
			who’s in a hurry to move on.

		But nothing stirs, and after waiting for a minute or two, Borkhausen decides to try again,
			and then a third time. In between, he listens, but can’t hear anything, and finally he
			hisses through the keyhole, ‘Frau Rosenthal, open up! I’ve got news of your
			husband! Quickly, before someone sees me here. I can hear you, Frau Rosenthal, open the
			door!’

		He keeps ringing, but without results. Finally, he falls into a rage. He can’t go home
			empty-handed – there’d be an almighty scene with Otti. The old Jewess should just
			hand back what she stole. He jams his finger into the bell and yells through the keyhole,
			‘Open the goddamned door, you Jewish bitch, or I’ll smash your face in so badly
			you won’t be able to see out. I’ll haul you off to the concentration camp today,
			if you don’t open the door, you fucking kike!’

		If only he had some gasoline, he could torch the bitch’s door.

		Suddenly Borkhausen goes all quiet. He’s heard a door open downstairs, and he presses
			himself against the wall. No one must see him here. They’re bound to be going out, he
			just needs to keep really quiet.

		But the steps are coming closer, ever closer, even if they’re slow and halting.
			It’s one of the Persickes, and if there’s anything Borkhausen doesn’t need,
			it’s a drunken Persicke. Whoever it is is making his way toward the attic, but the attic
			is secured with an iron door, and there’s nowhere to hide. Now he’s only got one
			hope, which is that whoever it is is so drunk, he’ll walk straight past without seeing
			him; if it’s old Persicke, it could happen.

		But it’s not old Persicke, it’s the loathsome boy, Bruno or Baldur or whatever he
			calls himself, the worst of the lot. Prances around in his Hitler Youth uniform all day long,
			looking to you to greet him first, even though he’s a little snot. Slowly Baldur climbs
			up the last few steps, gripping the banister – that’s how drunk he is. His glassy
			eyes have spotted Borkhausen against the wall, but he doesn’t address him till
			he’s standing directly in front of him. ‘What are you doing hanging around in the
			front building? I’m not having you here, get down to your basement hole with your whore!
			Get lost!’

		And he lifts his hobnailed boot, but quickly puts it down again: he’s too unsteady on
			his pins to kick anything.

		Borkhausen simply can’t cope with a tone like that. If he gets barked at, he curls into
			a frightened ball. He whispers back, ‘Terribly sorry, Herr Persicke! I was just looking
			to have a bit of fun with Frau Rosenthal!’

		Baldur furrows his brow, thinking. After a while he says, ‘Stealing is what you came to
			do, you sonofabitch. Well, on your way.’

		The words are crude, but the tone has something a little more gracious or encouraging about
			it. Borkhausen has a sensitive ear. So, with a grin that craves indulgence for the joke, he
			says, ‘I don’t do theft, Herr Persicke – at the most I might do some
			spontaneous reorganizing from time to time!’

		Baldur Persicke doesn’t smile back. He won’t sink to the level
			of people like that, even though they have their uses. He cautiously follows Borkhausen
			downstairs.

		Both of them are so preoccupied with their thoughts that they fail to notice that the
			Quangels’ door is slightly ajar. And that it opens again once the men have passed. Anna
			Quangel darts over to the balustrade and listens down the stairwell.

		Outside the Persickes’ door, Borkhausen extends his arm in the ‘German
			greeting’: ‘Heil Hitler, Herr Persicke! And thank you very much!’

		He’s not sure what he has to be thankful to him for. Maybe for not planting his boot on
			his backside and kicking him downstairs. He couldn’t have done anything about it, little
			pipsqueak that he is.

		Baldur Persicke doesn’t return the salute. He fixes the other man with his glassy
			stare, until he starts blinking and lowers his gaze. Baldur says, ‘So you wanted to have
			a bit of fun with Frau Rosenthal?’

		‘Yes,’ answers Borkhausen quietly, not looking at him.

		‘What sort of fun did you have in mind?’ comes the question. ‘A bit of
			smash and grab?’

		Borkhausen risks a quick look up into the face of the other. ‘Ach!’ he says,
			‘I would have given her a good beating-up!’

		‘I see,’ Baldur says. ‘Is that so?’

		For a moment they stand there in silence. Borkhausen wonders if it’s okay for him to
			go, but he hasn’t yet been told he can. He continues to wait in silence with his eyes
			averted.

		‘Get in there!’ says Baldur Persicke, suddenly, in a thick voice. He points
			through the open door of the Persicke apartment. ‘Maybe we’re not finished yet!
			We’ll see.’

		Borkhausen follows the pointed index finger and marches into the Persicke apartment. Baldur
			Persicke follows, a little unsteadily, but still upright. The door slams behind them.

		Upstairs, Frau Quangel lets go of the banister and sneaks back inside her flat, softly
			letting the lock click shut. She’s not sure what prompted her to listen to the
			conversation between the two men, first upstairs outside Frau Rosenthal’s, then
			downstairs outside the Persickes’. Usually she does exactly what her
			husband says, and doesn’t meddle with the other tenants. Anna’s face is still a
			sickly white, and there’s a twitch in her eyelid. Once or twice she has felt like
			sitting down and crying, but it’s more than she can do. Phrases go through her head:
			‘I thought my heart would burst,’ and ‘It came as such a shock,’ and
			‘I felt as though I was going to be sick.’ All of them had some truth about them,
			but also there was this: ‘The people who are responsible for my son’s death
			aren’t going to get away with it. I’m not going to let them…’

		She’s not sure how she’s going to go about it, but her listening on the stairs
			might be a beginning. Otto’s not going to decide everything by himself, she thinks. I
			want to do what I want some of the time, even if it doesn’t suit him.

		She quickly prepares dinner for him. He eats the lion’s share of the food they buy with
			their ration cards. He’s getting on a bit, and they always make him work past his
			strength, while she sits at home with her sewing, so an unequal distribution is perfectly
			fair.

		She’s still wielding pots and pans when Borkhausen leaves the Persickes’ place.
			As soon as he’s on the steps, he drops the cringing posture he adopted in front of them.
			He walks upright across the yard, his stomach has been pleasantly warmed by a couple of
			glasses of schnapps, and in his pocket are two tenners, one of which should be enough to
			sweeten Otti’s temper.

		As he enters the parlour of the so-called lower ground floor apartment, Otti isn’t in a
			foul temper at all. There’s a white cloth on the table, and Otti is on the sofa with a
			gentleman unknown to Borkhausen. The stranger, who is by no means badly dressed, hurriedly
			pulls away his arm, which had been thrown round Otti’s shoulder, but there’s
			really no need for that. Borkhausen’s not particular in that regard.

		He thinks to himself, Well, will you look at that! So the old bird can still pull in a john
			like that! He’s bound to be a bank employee at least, or a teacher, from the look of
			him…

		In the kitchen, the children are yelling and crying. Borkhausen cuts them each a slice from
			the loaf that’s on the table. Then he has himself a little breakfast
			– there’s sausage and schnapps as well as bread. He throws the man on the sofa an
			appreciative look. The man doesn’t seem to feel as much at home as Borkhausen, which is
			a pity.

		And so Borkhausen decides to go out again, once he’s had a bit of something to eat. He
			doesn’t want to chase the john away, heaven forfend. The good thing is that he can keep
			his twenty marks all to himself now. Borkhausen directs his strides toward Roller Strasse;
			he’s heard there’s a bar there where people speak in a particularly unguarded way.
			Perhaps he’ll hear something. There’s always fish to be caught in Berlin. And if
			not by day, then at night.

		When Borkhausen thinks of the night, there seems to be a silent laugh playing around his
			drooping moustache. That Baldur, those Persickes, what a bunch! But they’re not going to
			make a mug of him, no sir! Let them think they’ve bought him off with twenty marks and
			two glasses of schnapps. He can see a time coming when he’ll be on top of all those
			Persickes. He just has to be clever now.

		That reminds Borkhausen that he needs to find someone called Enno before nightfall –
			Enno might be just the man for the situation. But no worries, he’ll find Enno all right.
			Enno makes his daily rounds of the three or four pubs where the little punters go. Borkhausen
			doesn’t know Enno’s full name. He only knows him by sight, from a couple of pubs
			where everyone calls him Enno. But he’ll find him all right, and it could be he’s
			exactly the man Borkhausen is looking for.
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		Trudel Baumann Betrays a Secret

		While it might have been easy for Otto Quangel to get into the factory, getting
			Trudel Baumann called out for a moment to see him was an entirely different matter. They
			didn’t just work shifts as they did in Quangel’s factory, no, each individual had
			to produce so and so much piecework, and every minute counted.

		But finally Quangel is successful, not least because the man in charge is a foreman like
			himself. It’s not easy to refuse a favour to a colleague, much less one who has just
			lost his son. Quangel was forced to say that, just for a chance to speak to Trudel. As a
			consequence, he will have to break the news to her himself, whatever his wife said, otherwise
			she might hear it from her boss. Hopefully, there won’t be any screaming or fainting.
			Actually, Anna took it remarkably well – and surely Trudel’s a sensible girl,
			too.

		Here she is at last, and Quangel, who’s never had eyes for anyone but his wife, has to
			admit that she looks ravishing, with her dark mop of curls, her round bonny face that no
			factory work was able to deprive of its healthy colour, her laughing eyes, and her high
			breasts. Even now, in her blue overalls and an ancient darned and patched sweater, she looks
			gorgeous. But maybe the most captivating thing about her is the way she moves, so full of
			life, every step expressive of her, overflowing with joie de vivre.

		Strange thing, it crosses Otto Quangel’s mind, that a lard-ass like our Otto, a little
			mama’s boy, could land such a girl as that. But then, he corrects himself, what do I
			really know about Otto? I never saw him straight. He must have been completely different to
			how I thought. And he really understood a thing or two about radios; employers lined up for
			him.

		‘Hello, Trudel,’ he says, and holds out his hand, into which she
			quickly slips her own warm, plump hand.

		‘Hello, Father,’ she replies. ‘What’s going on at home? Does Mother
			miss me, or has Otto written? You know I like to pop by and see you whenever I can.’

		‘It’ll have to be tonight, Trudel,’ Otto Quangel says. ‘You see, the
			thing is…’

		But he doesn’t finish the sentence. With typical briskness, Trudel has dived into her
			blue overalls and pulled out a pocket calendar, and now starts leafing through it. She’s
			only half listening, it’s not the moment to tell her anything. So Quangel waits while
			she finds whatever it is she’s looking for.

		The meeting of the two of them takes place in a long, drafty corridor whose whitewashed walls
			are covered with posters. Quangel’s eye is caught by the one over Trudel’s
			shoulder. He reads the jagged inscription: In the Name of the German
				People, followed by three names and were sentenced to death by
				hanging for their crimes of treason. The sentence was carried out this morning at
				Plötzensee Prison.

		Involuntarily he takes hold of Trudel with both hands and leads her away from the picture so
			that he doesn’t have to see her and it together. ‘What is it?’ she asks in
			perplexity, and then her eyes follow his, and she reads the poster in turn. She emits a noise
			that might signify anything: protest against what meets her eyes, rejection of Quangel’s
			action, indifference, but then she moves back to her old position. She says, putting the
			calendar back in her pocket, ‘Tonight’s not possible, Father, but I can be at your
			place tomorrow at eight.’

		‘But it has to be tonight, Trudel!’ counters Otto Quangel. ‘There’s
			some news of Otto.’ His look is sharper now, and he sees the smile vanish from her face.
			‘You see, Trudel, Otto’s fallen.’

		It’s strange: the same noise that Otto Quangel made when he heard the news, that deep
			‘Ooh!,’ now comes from Trudel’s chest. For an instant she looks at him with
			swimming eyes and trembling lips, then she turns her face to the wall and props her head
			against it. She cries, but cries silently. Quangel can see her shoulders shaking, but he can
			hear no sound.

		Brave girl! he thinks. How devoted she was to Otto! In his way Otto was
			brave, too, never went along with those bastards, didn’t allow the Hitler Youth to
			inflame him against his parents, was always opposed to playing soldiers and to the war. The
			bloody war!

		He stops, struck by what he has just caught himself thinking. Is he changing too? It’s
			almost like Anna’s ‘you and your Führer!’

		Then he sees that Trudel has rested her forehead against the very poster from which he just
			pulled her away. Over her head he can read the jagged type: In the name
				of the German people; her brow obscures the names of the three hanged men.

		And a vision appears before him of how one day a poster with his own name and Anna’s
			and Trudel’s might be put up on the wall. He shakes his head unhappily. He’s a
			simple worker, he just wants peace and quiet, nothing to do with politics, and Anna just
			attends to the household, and a lovely girl like Trudel will surely have found herself a new
			boyfriend before long…

		But the vision won’t go away. Our names on the walls, he thinks, completely confused
			now. And why not? Hanging on the gallows is no worse than being ripped apart by a shell, or
			dying from a bullet in the guts. All that doesn’t matter. The only thing that matters is
			this: I must find out what it is with Hitler. Suddenly all I see is oppression and hate and
			suffering, so much suffering… A few hundred thousand, that’s what that cowardly
			snitch Borkhausen said. As if the number mattered! If so much as one person is suffering
			unjustly, and I can put an end to it, and the only reason I don’t is because I’m a
			coward and prefer peace and quiet, then…

		At this point, he doesn’t dare to think any further. He’s afraid, really afraid,
			of where a thought like that, taken to its conclusion, might lead. He would have to change his
			whole life!

		Instead, he stares again at the girl with In the name of the German
				people over her head. If only she wasn’t crying against this particular poster.
			He can’t resist the urge to pull her shoulder away from the wall, and says, as softly as
			he can, ‘Come away from that poster, Trudel…’

		For an instant she looks uncomprehendingly at the printed words. Her eyes
			are dry once more, her shoulders no longer heaving. Now there is life in her expression again
			– not the lustre that she had when she first set foot in this corridor, but a darker
			sort of glow. With her hand she gently and firmly covers the word ‘hanging’.
			‘Father,’ she says, ‘I will never forget that when I stood crying over Otto,
			it was in front of a poster like this. Perhaps – I don’t want it to be – but
			perhaps it’ll be my name on a poster like that one day.’

		She looks at him hard. He has a feeling she’s not really sure what she’s saying.
			‘Girl!’ he cries out. ‘Stop and think! Why would your name end up on a
			poster like that? You’re young, you’ve got your whole life ahead of you. You will
			laugh again, you will have children.’

		She shakes her head stubbornly. ‘I’m not going to bring children into this world
			to be cannon fodder. Not while some general can say “March till you drop!”
			Father,’ she goes on, clasping his hand firmly in hers, ‘Father, do you think you
			can carry on living as before, now that they’ve shot your Otto?’

		She looks at him piercingly, and once again he tries to fight off the alien influence.
			‘It was the French,’ he mumbles.

		‘The French!’ she shouts indignantly. ‘What sort of excuse is that? Who
			invaded France? Come on, Father!’

		‘But what can we do?’ Otto Quangel says, unnerved by this onslaught. ‘There
			are so few of us, and all those millions for him, and now, after the victory against France,
			there will be even more. We can do nothing!’

		‘We can do plenty!’ she whispers. ‘We can vandalize the machines, we can
			work badly, work slowly, we can tear down their posters and put up others where we tell people
			the truth about how they are being cheated and lied to.’ She drops her voice further:
			‘But the main thing is that we remain different from them, that we never allow ourselves
			to be made into them, or start thinking as they do. Even if they conquer the whole world, we
			must refuse to become Nazis.’

		‘And what will that accomplish, Trudel?’ asks Otto Quangel softly. ‘I
			don’t see the point.’

		‘Father,’ she replies, ‘when it began, I didn’t
			understand that either, and I’m not sure I fully understand it now. But, you know,
			we’ve formed a secret resistance cell in the factory, very small for now, three men and
			me. A man came to us, and tried to explain it to me. He said we are like good seeds in a field
			of weeds. If it wasn’t for the good seeds, the whole field would be nothing but weeds.
			And the good seeds can spread their influence…’

		She breaks off, deeply shocked about something.

		‘What is it, Trudel?’ he asks. ‘That thing with the good seeds makes sense.
			I will think about it. I have such a lot to be thinking about now.’

		But she says, full of shame and guilt, ‘I’ve gone and blabbed about the cell, and
			I swore I wouldn’t tell a soul about it!’

		‘Don’t worry, Trudel,’ says Otto Quangel, and his calm is such as to
			immediately help to settle her agitation. ‘You know, with Otto Quangel a thing goes in
			one ear and out the other. I can’t remember what you told me a moment ago.’ With
			grim resolve he gazes at the poster. ‘I don’t care if the whole Gestapo turns up,
			I don’t know anything. And,’ he adds, ‘if you want, and if it makes you feel
			more secure, then from this moment forth, we simply won’t know each other any more. You
			don’t need to come tonight to see Anna, I’ll cook up some story for
			her.’

		‘No,’ she replies, her confidence restored. ‘No. I’ll go and see
			Mother tonight. But I’ll have to tell the others that I blabbed, and maybe someone will
			come and see you, to see if you can be trusted.’

		‘Let them come,’ says Otto Quangel menacingly. ‘I don’t know
			anything. Bye, Trudel. I probably won’t see you tonight. You know I’m rarely back
			before midnight.’

		She shakes hands with him and heads off down the passage, back to her work. She is no longer
			so full of exuberant life, but she still radiates strength. Good girl! thinks Quangel. Brave
			woman!

		Then Quangel is all alone in the corridor lined with posters gently flapping in the draft. He
			gets ready to go. But first, he does something that surprises himself: he nods meaningly at
			the poster in front of which Trudel was weeping – with a grim
			determination.

		The next moment, he is ashamed of himself. How theatrical! And now, he has to hurry home. He
			is so pressed for time, he takes a streetcar, which, given his parsimony that borders
			sometimes on meanness, is something he hates to do.
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		Enno Kluge’s Homecoming

		Eva Kluge finished her delivery round at two o’clock. She then worked till
			four totting up newspaper rates and surcharges: if she was very tired, she got her numbers
			muddled up and she would have to start again. Finally, with sore feet and a painful vacancy in
			her brain, she set off home; she didn’t want to think about everything she had to do
			before getting to bed. On the way home, she shopped, using her ration cards. There was a long
			line at the butcher’s, and so it was almost six when she slowly climbed the steps to her
			apartment on Friedrichshain.

		On her doorstep stood a little man in a light-coloured raincoat and cap. He had a colourless
			and expressionless face, slightly inflamed eyelids, pale eyes – the sort of face you
			immediately forget.

		‘Is that you, Enno?’ she exclaimed, and right away gripped her keys more tightly
			in her hand. ‘What are you doing here? I’ve got no money and nothing to eat, and
			I’m not letting you into the flat either.’

		The little man made a dismissive gesture. ‘Don’t get upset, Eva. Don’t be
			cross with me. I just wanted to say hello. Hello, Eva. There you are!’

		‘Hello, Enno,’ she said, reluctantly, having known her husband for many years.
			She waited a while, and then laughed briefly and sardonically. ‘All right, we’ve
			said hello as you wanted, so why don’t you go? But it seems you’re not going, so
			what have you really come for?’

		‘See here, Evie,’ he said. ‘You’re a sensible woman, you’re
			someone a man can talk to…’ He embarked on a long and involved account of how he
			could no longer extend his sick leave, because he had been off for twenty-six weeks. He had to
			go back to work, otherwise they would pack him off back to the army, which
			had allowed him to go to the factory in the first place because he was a precision toolmaker
			and those were in short supply. ‘You see, the thing is,’ he concluded his account,
			‘that I have to have a fixed address for the next few days. And so I
			thought…’

		She shook her head emphatically. She was so tired she could drop, and she was longing to be
			back in her flat, where much more work was waiting for her. But she wasn’t going to let
			him in, not if she had to stand outside half the night.

		Quickly he added, in a tone that immediately struck her as insincere, ‘Don’t say
			no, Evie, I haven’t finished yet. I swear I want nothing from you, no money, no food,
			nothing. Just let me bed down on the sofa. No need for any sheets. I don’t want to be
			the least trouble to you.’

		Again, she shook her head. If only he would stop talking; he really ought to know she
			didn’t believe a word of it. He had never kept a promise in his life.

		She asked, ‘Why don’t you get one of your girlfriends to put you up? They usually
			come through for something like this!’

		He shook his head. ‘No, Evie, I’m through with women, I can’t deal with
			them any more, I want no more of them. If I think about it, you were always the best of them
			anyway, you know that. We had some good years back then, you know, when the kids were still
			small.’

		In spite of herself, her face lit up at the recollection of their early married years. They
			really had been good years, when he was working as a machinist, taking home sixty marks a
			week, before he turned work shy.

		Immediately Enno Kluge saw the chink. ‘You see, Evie, you see, you still have a bit of
			a soft spot for me, and that’s why you’ll let me sleep on the sofa. I promise
			I’ll be quick dealing with the management, I’m not bothered about the wages, I
			just want to go on sick leave again and stay out of the army. In ten days I’ll have my
			medical discharge, I promise!’

		He paused and looked at her expectantly. This time she didn’t shake her head, but her
			expression was opaque. He went on, ‘I don’t want to do it with stomach ulcers this
			time, because then they don’t give you anything to eat when
			you’re in hospital. What I’m trying for this time is inflamed gall bladder. They
			can’t prove you’re lying, all they can do is X-ray you, but you don’t have
			to have gallstones to have the inflammation. You might, but you don’t have to.
			That’ll work. I’ll just have to clock in for ten days first.’

		Once again she didn’t say a word, and he went on, because it was his belief that you
			could talk your way into or out of anything and that if you were persistent enough, in the end
			people would just give in. ‘I’ve got the address of a doctor on Frankfurter Allee,
			he writes medical excuses just like that, he just doesn’t want any trouble afterward.
			He’ll do it for me, I’m sure; in ten days I’ll be back in the hospital and
			you’ll be rid of me, Evie!’

		Tired of all the chat, she spoke at last: ‘Look, Enno, I don’t care if you stay
			here till midnight talking, I’m not taking you back. I’m never doing that again; I
			don’t care what you say or what you do. I’m not going to let you wreck everything
			again with your laziness and your horses and your hussies. You’ve done it three times,
			and then a fourth, and then more, but I’ve reached my limit, and that’s it.
			I’m going to sit down on the steps, because I’m tired, I’ve been on my feet
			since six. If you want to, you can sit down, I don’t care. You can talk or not,
			that’s up to you: as I said, I don’t care. But you’re not setting foot in my
			apartment ever again!’

		She sat down on the same step where he had stood and waited for her. And her words sounded so
			determined that he felt no amount of talking would change her mind. So he pulled his cap
			slightly askew and said: ‘Well, Evie, if that’s the way you feel about it, and you
			won’t even do me a little favour when you know I’m in trouble, the man you had
			five children with, three of them in the ground, and the other two away fighting for
			Führer and Fatherland…’ He broke off. He had been talking mechanically to
			himself, going on and on as he was used to doing in pubs, even though he had grasped that
			there was no point in it now. ‘All right then, Evie, I’m going. And let me tell
			you, I’ve no complaints against you, I’m no better than I ought to be, Evie, you know that, but at least I don’t bear grudges.’

		‘Because you don’t care about a thing in the world except your races,’ she
			retorted, in spite of herself. ‘Because nothing else interests you, and because you
			don’t feel an ounce of affection for anything else, not even for yourself, Enno
			Kluge.’ But she stopped right away; she knew it was useless talking to this man. She
			waited a while, and then she said, ‘Weren’t you going to leave now?’

		‘I am going, Evie,’ he said surprisingly. ‘Be a good girl. I don’t
			hold anything against you. Heil Hitler, Evie!’

		She was still firmly convinced this leave-taking was a trick on his part, a prelude to a new
			and stupefying bout of talk. To her limitless surprise, he said nothing further, but really
			did start walking down the stairs.

		For one or two minutes more she continued to sit on the stairs, as though numb. She
			couldn’t believe she had won. She heard his footfall on the bottom step, he hadn’t
			stopped anywhere to hide, he really was going! Then the front door banged shut. With trembling
			hand she unlocked her apartment door; she was so nervous, she couldn’t get the key into
			the keyhole. Once inside, she put on the chain and slumped into a kitchen chair. Her arms
			dropped; the struggle had taken the last of her strength. She had no more energy. If someone
			had prodded her with a finger, she would have fallen out of the chair.

		Gradually, as she sat there, strength and life returned to her. She had done it at last, her
			willpower had defeated his obstinacy. She had successfully guarded her home, kept it for
			herself. He wouldn’t be sitting around here any more, banging on about horses and
			stealing every mark and every piece of bread that crossed his path.

		She leaped up now, full of renewed courage. This little bit of life was what remained to her.
			After the endless work for the post office, she needed these few hours here to herself. The
			delivery round was hard for her, harder with each passing day. Earlier in her life she had
			suffered from female troubles, and that was why her three youngest were all in the graveyard:
			they had all been born prematurely. Now her legs were giving her trouble. She
			wasn’t cut out to be a working woman was what it came down to – she should have
			been a housewife. But when her husband suddenly stopped working, she had been forced to go out
			and earn money. Back then, the two boys were only little. It was she who had brought them up,
			she who had kept this little home going: two rooms, kitchen and bedroom. And, on the side, as
			it were, she had pulled a man along as well, whenever he wasn’t staying over with one of
			his fancy women.

		Of course, she could have divorced him long ago; he wasn’t exactly discreet about his
			adulteries. But divorce wouldn’t have changed anything. Divorced or not, Enno would have
			gone on clinging to her. He didn’t care – there really wasn’t a speck of
			pride in him anywhere.

		She hadn’t thrown him out of the house until the boys had gone off to war. Till that
			time, she’d always believed she had to maintain some semblance of family life, even
			though the boys had a pretty shrewd idea what was going on. She was reluctant to let others in
			on her struggles. If someone asked after her husband, she would say he was off on some
			installation job. Even now, she paid the odd visit to Enno’s parents, took them
			something to eat or a few marks, to pay them back, so to speak, for the money that Enno
			filched from their pathetic pension.

		But inwardly, she was long done with the man. Even if he had changed and started working
			again, and become what he was in the first years of their marriage, even then she
			wouldn’t have taken him back. She didn’t hate him – he was such a nonentity
			you couldn’t hate him – he was simply repulsive to her, like a spider or snake. He
			should have just left her in peace – all she wanted for her contentment was not to see
			him again!

		While Eva Kluge was thinking of these things, she put her dinner on the hob and tidied up the
			kitchen – she did the bedroom in the morning before going to work. As she listened to
			the soup bubbling, and the good smell of it spread through the kitchen, she got out her
			darning basket – stockings were always such a bother; she ripped more of them in a day
			than she could mend. But for all that she didn’t resent the work, she loved those quiet
			half hours before supper, when she could sit snugly in the wicker chair in
			her felt slippers, her aching feet stretched out and crossed – that was how they seemed
			to rest most comfortably.

		After dinner, she wanted to write to her favourite, older boy, Karlemann, who was in Poland.
			She had rather fallen out with him of late, especially since he had joined the SS. A lot of
			bad rumours were flying around about the SS. They were supposed to be terribly mean to the
			Jews, even raping and shooting Jewish girls. But she didn’t think he was like that, not
			the boy she had carried in her womb. Karlemann wouldn’t do that sort of thing! Where
			would he have got it from? She had never been rough or brutal in her life, and Enno was just a
			dishrag. But she would try to put some hint in her letter to him to remain decent. Of course
			it would have to be very subtly expressed, so that only Karlemann understood it. Otherwise,
			the letter would wind up with the censor, and he’d get in trouble. Well, she would come
			up with something – maybe she would remind him of something from his childhood, like the
			time he stole two marks from her and spent them on sweets, or, better yet, when he was
			thirteen and went out with that little floozie, Walli. The trouble there had been then, to get
			him out of her clutches – he was capable of such rages, her Karlemann!

		But she smiled as she thought of it. Everything to do with the boys’ childhood seemed
			lovely to her. Back then, she still had the strength, she would have defended her boys against
			the whole world, she worked day and night so that they didn’t have to go without what
			other children got from their fathers. But over the past few years, she had got steadily
			weaker, particularly since the two of them had gone off to the war.

		Well, the war should never have come about; if the Führer really was all he was cracked
			up to be, then it should have been avoided. Danzig and that little corridor outside it made a
			reason to put millions of people in daily fear of their lives – that really wasn’t
			so very statesmanlike!

		But then they claimed he was illegitimate or all but. That he’d never had a mother to
			look after him properly. And so he didn’t understand how mothers felt in the course of
			this never-ending fear. After each letter from the front you felt better for a day or two, then you counted back how many days had passed since it was sent, and
			then your fear began again.

		She has let the stocking fall from her grip, and has been sitting in a dream. Now she stands
			up quite mechanically, moves the soup from the stronger hotplate to the weaker one, and puts
			the potatoes on the better one. While she is doing that, the bell rings. She stands there,
			frozen. Enno! she thinks, Enno!

		She puts the saucepan down and creeps silently in her felt slippers to the door. Her heart
			calms down: at the door, a little to the side so that she can be seen more easily, stands her
			neighbour, Frau Gesch. Surely she’s come to borrow something again, a little fat or
			flour, that she always forgets to return later. But Eva Kluge nevertheless remains suspicious.
			She tries to scan the landing as far as the peephole will allow, and she listens for every
			sound. But everything is as it should be: there is only Frau Gesch occasionally scraping her
			feet in impatience or looking into the peephole.

		Frau Kluge makes up her mind. She opens the door, though only as wide as the chain will
			permit, and she asks, ‘What can I do for you, Frau Gesch?’

		Straightaway, Frau Gesch, a wizened old woman worked half to death, whose daughters are
			living very nicely thank you off their mother, launches into a flood of complaints about the
			unending washing, always having to be doing things for other people, and never getting enough
			to eat, and Emmi and Lilli doing nothing at all. After supper they just walk out of the house
			and leave their mother with the washing-up. ‘Yes, and Frau Kluge, what I came for, I
			think I’ve got a boil on my back. We only have the one mirror, and my eyes are bad. I
			wonder if you’d have a look at it for me – you can’t go to the doctor for
			something like that, and when do I have time to go to a doctor? You might pop it for me too,
			if you wouldn’t mind, though I know some people just are squeamish about that sort of
			thing…’

		While Frau Gesch goes on and on with her lamentations, Eva Kluge quite mechanically undoes
			the chain, and the woman comes into her kitchen. Eva Kluge is about to shut the door, but a
			foot has slid in the way, and Enno Kluge is in her flat. His face is as
			expressionless as ever; a degree of excitement is betrayed by the trembling of his almost
			lashless eyelids.

		Eva Kluge stands there with her arms hanging down, her knees shaking so hard she can barely
			stay on her feet. Frau Gesch’s speech has suddenly dried up, and she looks silently into
			their two faces. It’s perfectly still in the kitchen, only the saucepan goes on bubbling
			away gently.

		Finally Frau Gesch says, ‘Well, Herr Kluge, I’ve done as you asked. But I tell
			you: this once and never again. And if you don’t keep your promise, and you start the
			laziness and the pub-crawling and the gambling again…’ She breaks off after
			looking at Frau Kluge’s face, and says, ‘If I’ve done something stupid, then
			I’ll help you throw him out right away, Frau Kluge. The two of us together can do it
			easy!’

		Eva Kluge gestures dismissively. ‘Ah, never mind, Frau Gesch, it’s all
			right!’

		Slowly and cautiously she goes over to the cane chair and slumps into it. She keeps picking
			up the darning and looking at it vaguely, as if she didn’t know what it was.

		Frau Gesch says, a little offended, ‘Well then, good evening or Heil Hitler, whichever
			you prefer!’

		Hurriedly Enno Kluge says, ‘Heil Hitler!’

		And slowly, as though waking from a dream, Eva Kluge responds, ‘Goodnight, Frau
			Gesch.’ She pauses. ‘And if you’ve got something with your
			back…’

		‘No, no,’ Frau Gesch says hastily, from the doorway. ‘There’s nothing
			the matter with my back, it was just something I said. But this is the last time I’m
			getting mixed up in other people’s affairs. I get no thanks from anyone.’

		With that she has talked her way out of the apartment; she’s pleased to be away from
			the two silent figures – her conscience is pricking her somewhat.

		No sooner is the door shut behind her than the little man springs into action. With an air of
			routine and entitlement, he opens the closet, frees up a coat hanger by bunching two of his
			wife’s dresses together on one, and hangs up his coat. He drops his cap on top of the
			dresser. He is always very particular about his things, he can’t stand
			being badly dressed, and he knows he can’t afford to buy himself anything new.

		Now he rubs his hands together with a genial ‘Ah!’ and goes over to the gas and
			sniffs at the saucepans. ‘Mhm!’ he says. ‘Boiled beef with potatoes –
			lovely!’

		He stops for a moment. The woman is sitting there motionless, with her back to him. He
			quietly puts the lid back on the pot and goes to stand over her, so that he is talking to the
			back of her head: ‘Oh, don’t just sit there like a statue, Evie. What’s the
			matter? So you’ve got a man in your flat for a few days again, I’m not going to
			make any trouble. And I’ll keep my promise to you as well. I won’t have any of
			your potatoes – or just the leftovers, if there are any. And those only if you freely
			offer them to me. I’m not going to ask you for anything.’

		The woman says nothing. She puts the basket with the darning back into the dresser, sets a
			bowl out on the table, fills it from the two pans, and slowly starts to eat. The man has sat
			down at the other end of the table, pulls a few sports gazettes out of his pocket, and makes
			notes in a thick, greasy notebook. From time to time he casts a swift glance at the woman
			eating. She is eating very slowly, but he is sure she has refilled her bowl a couple of times,
			so there won’t be very much left for him, and he is ravenous. He hasn’t eaten
			anything all day, no, not since the night before. Lotte’s husband, returning on furlough
			from the field, drove him out of their bed with blows and without the least regard for his
			breakfast.

		But he doesn’t dare to talk about his hunger to Eva: her silence frightens him. Before
			he can feel properly at home again here, several things need to happen. He doesn’t have
			the least doubt that they will, any woman can be talked round, you just need to be persistent
			and take a lot of nonsense from her first. Eventually, usually quite suddenly, she will cave
			in, because she’s had enough of resisting.

		Eva Kluge scrapes both saucepans clean. She’s done it, she’s eaten the food for
			two days in one single evening, so now he can’t beg her for any leftovers! Then she
			quickly does the little bit of washing up, and embarks on a wholesale removal. Before his very eyes, she moves everything of the least value to her into the
			bedroom. The bedroom door has a lock; he’s never yet managed to get into the bedroom.
			She lugs the provisions, her good coats and dresses, her shoes, the sofa cushions, yes, even
			the photo of their two sons into the bedroom – all before his watching eyes. She
			doesn’t care what he thinks or says. He tricked his way into the flat, he’s not to
			profit from it.

		Then she locks the bedroom door and puts the writing things out on the table. She’s
			dog-tired, she would much rather go to bed, but she’s decided she’s going to write
			Karlemann a letter, and so she does. It’s not just her husband she can be tough with,
			she’s tough on herself as well.

		She has written a couple of sentences when the man leans across the table and asks,
			‘Who’s that you’re writing to, Evie?’

		In spite of herself, she gives him an answer, even though she’d intended not to speak
			to him. ‘It’s to Karlemann…’

		‘I see,’ he says, and puts his sports papers away. ‘I see. So you write to
			him, and for all I know you send him food parcels, but for his father you don’t even
			have a potato and a scrap of meat to spare, hungry as he is!’

		His voice has lost a little of its indifference; it sounds as though the man is seriously
			offended because she has something for the son that she refuses to the father.

		‘Forget it, Enno,’ she says calmly. ‘It’s my business.
			Karlemann’s not a bad lad…’

		‘I see!’ he says. ‘I see! Then you’ve obviously forgotten the way he
			was to his parents when he became a pack leader. How everything you did was wrong in his eyes,
			and he laughed at us as a stupid old bourgeois couple – you’ve forgotten all that,
			have you, Evie? A good lad is he, Karlemann!’

		‘He never laughed at me!’ she feebly protests.

		‘No, no, of course not!’ he jeers. ‘And you’ve forgotten the time he
			didn’t recognize his own mother as she was lugging her heavy mailbag down Prenzlauer
			Allee. Him and his girlfriend just looked the other way, what a charming piece of
			work!’

		‘You can’t hold something like that against a boy,’ she says. ‘They
			all want to look good in front of their girls, that’s the way they are.
			In time, he’ll change, and he’ll be back for his mother who nursed him from a
			baby.’

		For an instant he looks at her hesitantly, as if he had something he wasn’t sure
			whether to tell her or not. He’s not a vindictive man usually, but this time she’s
			offended him too badly, first by not giving him anything to eat, and secondly by carting all
			the valuables into the other room. Finally he says, ‘Well, if it was me that was his
			mother, I wouldn’t ever want to take my son in my arms again, not after he’s
			turned into such a thoroughgoing bastard!’ He sees her eyes grow wide with fear, and he
			says pitilessly right into her waxen face, ‘On his last furlough he showed me a
			photograph that a comrade took of him. He was proud of it. There’s your Karlemann, and
			he’s holding a little Jewish boy of about three, holding him by the leg, and he’s
			about to smash his head against the bumper of a car.’

		‘No!’ she screams, ‘No! You’re lying, you’re making it up!
			It’s your revenge because you didn’t get anything to eat. Karlemann wouldn’t
			do anything like that!’

		‘How could I have made it up?’ he asks, calm again after dropping his bombshell.
			‘I don’t have the imagination to make up something like that. And if you
			don’t believe me, you can go to Senftenberg’s pub, which is where he showed the
			photo round to anyone who cared to see it. Senftenberg and his old woman, they saw the picture
			themselves…’

		He stops talking. He’s wasting his breath talking to this woman. She sits there with
			her head slumped on the table, crying. That’s what she gets, and her a postwoman and
			therefore a member of the Party, who’s taken an oath to support the Führer and his
			deeds. She can’t be too surprised at the way Karlemann’s turned out.

		For a moment, Enno Kluge stands eyeing the sofa doubtfully – no cushions, no blanket.
			This isn’t going to be a comfortable night! But perhaps it’s the moment to take a
			chance? He hesitates, looks at the locked bedroom door, and then he acts. He reaches into the
			woman’s apron pocket as she sits there crying hysterically, and pulls out the key. He
			unlocks the door and starts rummaging about in the room, not even quietly…

		And Eva Kluge, the exhausted, downtrodden postwoman, hears it all too; she
			knows he’s robbing her, but she doesn’t care. What’s the point of her life,
			why has she had children, taken pleasure in their smiling and playing, when in the end they
			just become monsters? Oh, Karlemann, what a sweet blond boy he was! She remembers how she took
			him to the Busch Circus, and the horses were made to lie down in the sand, and he felt so
			sorry for the poor hossies – were they ill? She had to comfort him, promise him the
			hossies were only sleeping.

		And now he is going around doing things like that to the children of other mothers! Eva Kluge
			doesn’t doubt for a second that the story about the photograph is true: Enno really
			isn’t capable of inventing such things. No, it seems she has now lost her son as well.
			It’s much worse than if he had merely died, because then at least she could mourn him.
			Now she can’t take him in her arms again, and she must keep her doors closed against him
			too.

		The man rummaging around in the bedroom has found the thing he has long suspected was in his
			wife’s possession: a post office savings book. Six hundred and thirty-two marks in it,
			thrifty woman, but why so thrifty? One day she’ll get her pension, and with her other
			savings… He’ll start tomorrow by putting twenty on Adebar, and maybe another ten
			on Hamilcar… He flicks through the book: not just a thrifty woman, an admirably tidy
			one. Everything in its place – at the back of the book is the card, and there are the
			credit slips…

		He is about to put the savings book in his pocket when the woman shows up. She takes it out
			of his hand and drops it on the bed. ‘Out!’ she says. ‘Get out!’

		And he, who a moment ago thought he had victory in his sights, now leaves the room under her
			furious glare. Silently and with hands shaking, he gets his cap and coat out of the wardrobe,
			and without a word he slips past her into the unlit stairwell. The door is drawn shut, and he
			switches on the stair lights and climbs down the stairs. Thank God someone has left the street
			door unlocked. He will go to his local; if push comes to shove, the landlord will let him bed
			down on the settee. He trudges off, reconciled to his fate, used to receiving
			blows. Already he’s half forgotten the woman upstairs.

		She, meanwhile, is standing by the window staring out into the night. Fine. Awful. Karlemann
			gone, too. She’ll make one last attempt with her younger son, with Max. Max was always
			the colourless one, more like his father than his dazzling brother. Perhaps she can win Max
			over. And if not, then never mind, she’ll live by and for herself. But she will keep her
			self-respect. Then that will have been her attainment in life, keeping her self-respect.
			Tomorrow morning she will try to find out how to go about leaving the Party without getting
			stuck in a concentration camp. It will be difficult, but maybe she’ll manage it. And if
			there’s no other way of doing it, then she’ll go to the concentration camp. That
			would be a bit of atonement for what Karlemann has done.

		She crumples up the tear-stained beginning of the letter to her older boy. She spreads out a
			fresh sheet of paper, and writes:

		
			Max, my dear son, it’s time I wrote you a little letter again. I’m still doing
				all right, as I hope you are, too. Father was here a moment ago, but I showed him the door
				– all he wanted was to rob me. I am also breaking off relations with your brother
				Karl, because of atrocities he has committed. Now you are my only son. I beg you, please
				keep your self-respect. I will do all I can for you. Please drop me a line or two yourself,
				if you have a chance. Kisses, from your loving Mother.

		

	
		6

		Otto Quangel Gives up His Official Function

		The part of the furniture factory where Otto Quangel was foreman once employed
			eighty male and female workers and turned out single pieces to order; all the other sections
			of the factory made only mass-produced articles. At the beginning of the war, the business was
			put on a war footing, and Quangel’s workshop was assigned to make large, heavy crates
			that it was thought were used to transport bombs.

		As far as Otto Quangel was concerned, he didn’t have the least interest in the
			destination and function of the crates; to him, this new, mindless labour was simply
			ridiculous. He was a craftsman, whom the grain of a piece of wood or the finish on a nicely
			carved wardrobe could fill with a deep satisfaction. He had found in such work as much
			happiness as a person of his cool temperament was capable of finding. Now, he had sunk to
			being an overseer and a taskmaster who only had to make sure that his workshop fulfilled, and
			if possible overfulfilled, its quota. In accordance with his nature, he had never spoken to
			anyone about such feelings as he might have, and his sharp, birdlike face had never betrayed
			anything of the contempt he felt for this wretched matchwood carpentry. If someone had
			observed him, he might have noticed that the laconic Quangel had stopped speaking altogether
			and that in his role as overseer he tended simply to wave things through.

		But then who was there to attend to such a dry and flinty character as Otto Quangel? All his
			life he had seemed to be no more than a drudge, with no other interest except the work in
			front of him. He had never had a friend at the plant, never spoken a kindly word to anyone
			there. Work, nothing but work, never mind if it was men or machines, so long as they
			worked!

		For all that, he wasn’t disliked, even though his job was to supervise
			the workshop, and to exhort the men to greater effort. He never swore, and he never went
			running to the management. If production wasn’t proceeding properly somewhere, he would
			go to the trouble spot and with a few deft movements silently fix the problem. Or he would go
			and stand beside a couple of chatterboxes and stay there, his dark eyes fixed on the speakers,
			until they no longer felt like talking. He seemed to spread an aura of chill. During their
			short breaks, the workers tried to sit as far away from him as they could, and in that way he
			enjoyed a sort of automatic respect, which another man could not have won for himself with any
			amount of shouting and ordering about.

		The factory management was perfectly well aware of what an asset they had in Otto Quangel.
			His workshop achieved the best scores, there were never any personnel issues, and Quangel
			always did whatever he was told. He would have been promoted long since if he had only
			consented to join the Party. But he never did. ‘I’ve no money to spare for
			that,’ he said. ‘I need every single mark. I have my family to feed.’

		They might very well smirk at what they termed his money-grubbing attitude. Quangel really
			seemed to feel every ten pfennig piece he was forced to contribute at collection time. It cut
			no ice with him that joining the Party would earn him much more in terms of an increased wage
			than it would cost in contributions. But this hardworking foreman was politically a hopeless
			case, and so people didn’t mind leaving him where he was, holding a moderately
			responsible job, even though he wasn’t in the Party.

		In reality, it wasn’t Otto Quangel’s miserliness that kept him out of the Party.
			It was true, he was dreadfully pernickety about money matters and would be annoyed for weeks
			by the tiniest needless expense. But just as he kept scrupulous account of his own affairs, so
			he did also with the affairs of others, too, and this Party seemed to him to be anything but
			precise in the way it enacted its so-called principles. The things he had learned from his
			son’s years at school and in the Hitler Youth, the things he heard from
			Anna and those he directly experienced himself – for instance, that all the best-paid
			jobs in the factory were held by Party members, who exercise authority over the most able
			non-Party members – all reinforced in him the conviction that the Party was not
			scrupulous, was not just, and that therefore he wanted none of it.

		That was another reason why he was so hurt by Anna’s accusation this morning, about
			‘You and your Führer’. It was true, thus far he had been a believer in the
			Führer’s honest intentions. One just had to strip away the corrupt hangers-on and
			the parasites, who were just out for themselves, and everything would get better. But until
			such time, he wasn’t taking part in it, not him, and Anna, who was the only person he
			really talked to, knew that. All right, she had said it in the heat of the moment, he would
			forget it in time, and he wasn’t the sort to bear grudges.

		Now, standing in the din of the workshop, head slightly raised as he scanned the room from
			the planing machine to the band saw to the nailers, drills, and conveyor belts, he can feel
			the news of Otto’s death, and in particular Anna’s and Trudel’s reactions to
			it, continuing to affect him. He doesn’t really think about it, but he knows
			instinctively that that layabout of a carpenter, Dollfuss, has already been gone from the
			workshop for seven minutes, and that the work on his part of the line is grinding to a halt,
			because he’s popped out either for a smoke or a political harangue. Quangel will give
			him another three minutes, and if he’s not back then, he’ll go looking for him in
			person!

		And as he glances up at the hand on the wall clock and sees that in another three minutes
			Dollfuss will have skipped all of ten minutes, he thinks of the hateful poster over
			Trudel’s head, and what treason means, and how he might learn more about it, but he also
			thinks about the fact that he has in his jacket pocket a curt note given him by the porter,
			summoning Foreman Quangel to report to the office canteen at five o’clock precisely.

		Not that the note unduly bothers him. Earlier, when the factory still made furniture, he was
			often summoned to the boardroom to discuss the production of some item or
			other. The office canteen is an unfamiliar venue, but that doesn’t bother him so much as
			the fact that it’s only six minutes till five and he’d like to have Dollfuss back
			at his saw before he has to go. So he sets off to find Dollfuss a minute earlier than
			he’d intended.

		But he finds him neither in the toilets nor in the corridor nor in the adjacent workshop, and
			by the time he’s back in his own workshop, the clock is showing one minute to five and
			it’s high time to go to the meeting, if he’s not to be late. Quickly, he brushes
			the worst of the sawdust off his jacket, and then he heads for the administration building,
			the ground floor of which houses the office canteen.

		It’s clearly been made ready for a lecture. A speaking platform has been set up, and a
			long table for committee members, and the whole room is full of rows of chairs. The layout is
			familiar to him from the meetings of the Arbeitsfront that he’s had to attend, only
			these are always held in the works canteen. The only other difference is that they sit on
			rough wooden benches, not cane chairs, and that most of those present wear workman’s
			blue, like him, whereas here the majority are in uniforms, brown or grey, with a few people in
			civilian suits sprinkled among them.

		Quangel takes a chair right by the exit, so he can get back to work as soon as possible after
			the end of the talk. The room is already pretty full, and some of the audience are already
			sitting down; others are standing in the aisles or along the walls of the hall, talking
			together in little groups.

		But all of those who are gathered here are wearing the swastika. Quangel seems to be the only
			one present without the Party badge on his lapel, except for the people in Wehrmacht uniforms,
			and they have army insignia. He’s probably been invited here by mistake. Quangel turns
			his head alertly from side to side. He knows a few of the faces. The pale fat fellow already
			sitting at the committee table is Director Schröder, whom he knows by sight. The little
			one with the pinched nose and the pince nez is the cashier who hands him his wages every
			Saturday evening, and with whom he’s had a couple of arguments about
			deductions. Funny, thinks Quangel, he never wears his Party badge when he’s standing by
			the till!

		But most of the faces are completely unfamiliar to him. They’re probably all managerial
			or white-collar. Suddenly, Quangel stares hard: in one group he has spotted the man he was
			just looking for in the toilets and corridors, the carpenter Dollfuss! But Carpenter Dollfuss
			is not wearing his work clothes, he’s wearing a dark suit and is talking to a couple of
			men in Party uniforms as though among equals. And Carpenter Dollfuss, the fellow whose
			incessant chitchat already has drawn Quangel’s attention in the workshop, is also
			wearing a swastika. So that’s it! thinks Quangel. The man’s a spy. Perhaps
			he’s not a carpenter at all and his name isn’t Dollfuss, either. Wasn’t
			Dollfuss the name of the Austrian chancellor, the man they murdered? It’s all rigged
			– and I didn’t even notice!

		And he starts to wonder whether Dollfuss was already in the workshop at the time that
			Ladendorff and Tritsch were suspended and there were rumblings about them having been put in a
			concentration camp.

		Quangel tenses. Careful! he feels his instinct warning him. And: I’m sitting among
			murderers here. Later on, he thinks: I won’t let them get me. I’m just an old
			foolish foreman, I don’t know anything about anything. But I’m not going to join
			them, for all that. I saw the dread that came over Anna this morning, and Trudel; I’m
			not going to participate in something like that. I don’t want a mother or bride to be
			put to death on my account. I want no part in this business…

		So Quangel tells himself. In the meantime, the room has filled to the very last chair. The
			table is occupied by brown jackets and black uniforms, and on the podium is a major or colonel
			(Quangel has never learned to distinguish different uniforms and badges of rank), speaking
			about the state of the war.

		Of course it’s going splendidly, victory over France is duly proclaimed, and it can
			only be a matter of weeks before England is crushed. Then the speaker gradually gets to the
			point he wants to make: with the front making such great strides, it is all the more urgent that the home front do its duty. What now follows sounds as though
			the major (or captain or colonel or whatever he is) has come directly from HQ on behalf of the
			Führer to tell the workforce of Krause & Co. that they will have to up their
			productivity. The Führer expects them to increase it by 50 per cent within three months,
			and to have doubled it within six. Suggestions from the floor as to how the target could be
			reached are welcome. Anyone not participating will be viewed as a saboteur and treated
			accordingly.

		While the speaker pronounces one final Sieg Heil to the
			Führer, Otto Quangel is thinking, So England will be defeated within a few weeks, the war
			is done and dusted, and we’re going to double our productivity inside six months. Who
			comes up with this nonsense?

		But he sits down again and looks at the next speaker, a man in a brown uniform whose chest is
			thickly bespattered with medals, orders, and decorations. This Party speaker is a completely
			different sort from his army predecessor. From the get-go, he speaks in a sharp and aggressive
			way of the poor attitude that still prevails in some industries, in spite of the tremendous
			victories won by the Führer and the Wehrmacht. He speaks so sharply and aggressively that
			he seems to scream, and he doesn’t spare the moaners and the pessimists. The very last
			of them are to be eradicated. They will be ridden over, they’ll get smacked so hard
			they’ll be looking for their teeth. Suum cuique, it said on
			the belt buckles in the First War, and To each his own over the gates of the labour camp.
			There they’ll be re-educated, and anyone who helps get a defeatist man or woman put away
			will have done something for the German nation, and will be a man after the
			Führer’s heart.

		‘But all of you sitting here,’ roars the speaker in conclusion, ‘foremen,
			department heads, directors – I make you personally responsible for the healthy
			condition of your works! Healthy condition means National Socialist thinking, and nothing
			else! Anyone who is weak-willed and mealy-mouthed and doesn’t immediately denounce
			anything and everything wrong will wind up in a concentration camp himself. I swear, whether
			you’re directors or foremen, I’ll get you knocked into shape, if
			I have to kick the feebleness out of you with my own boots!’

		The speaker stands on the rostrum a moment longer, his hands clenched with fury, his face is
			purple. At the end of this outburst the auditorium is silent. Everyone looks sheepish, all
			those who have effectively been asked to spy on their fellow workers. Then the speaker stomps
			off, the decorations on his chest tinkling slightly, and Director Schröder gets up and
			inquires palely whether anyone in the audience has anything to say.

		The assembly draws a deep collective breath, shifts about in their chairs – it’s
			as though a nightmare has come to an end and the day can begin. No one seems to have anything
			to contribute, everyone wants to leave the hall as soon as possible, and the general director
			is about to close the meeting with a Heil Hitler! when a man in a
			blue work tunic gets up near the back and says that as far as the productivity of his team
			goes, there is a perfectly simple remedy. They just need such and such machinery, and he lists
			the items and explains how they have to be set up. Yes, and then six or eight people will have
			to be laid off the team – unproductive wastrels and layabouts. If he were given those
			conditions, he would be able to reach the productivity targets in three months, not six.

		Quangel stands there, cool and calm: he has taken up the fight. He can feel them all staring
			at him, the simple worker, out of place among these natty gents. But he has never cared about
			them especially, and he doesn’t care that they are staring at him now. Now that
			he’s said his piece, they put their heads together on the rostrum to talk about him. The
			speakers are asking who the fellow in the blue shirt is. Then the major or colonel gets up and
			tells Quangel that the technical directors will discuss the machines with him, but what does
			he mean about the six or eight people who ought to be thrown out?

		Slowly and obstinately Quangel replies, ‘Well, there’s some who can’t work,
			and some others who don’t like to. There’s one of them sitting there!’ And
			with his big stiff index finger he points directly at Carpenter Dollfuss, sitting a few rows
			in front of him.

		A few people in the hall burst out laughing, among them Dollfuss, who has
			turned his head round to look and is now laughing at him.

		But Quangel goes on, not batting an eyelid, ‘Yes, talking and smoking cigarettes in the
			lav, and skipping work, that’s all you’re good for, Dollfuss!’

		On the rostrum, they have put their heads together about this peculiar eccentric. But nothing
			can hold back the speaker in the brown uniform, who leaps to his feet and shrills:
			‘You’re not in the Party – why are you not in the Party?’

		And Quangel answers the question the way he has always answered it: ‘Because I need
			every penny for my family to live. I can’t afford to join any Party.’

		The man in brown roars, ‘Because you are a selfish dog! Because you won’t do
			anything to help your Führer and your nation! How many are in your family?’

		Coldly Quangel answers to his face, ‘Listen, mate, don’t talk to me about my
			family today. I’ve just had news that my son has fallen.’

		For an instant there’s a deathly hush in the room, the brown official and the old
			foreman stare at one another across rows of chairs. Then abruptly, as though everything was
			settled, Otto Quangel sits down, and a little later the Nazi sits down, too. Once more,
			Director Schröder rises and offers the Sieg Heil! to the
			Führer. It sounds a little thin. With that, the meeting is at an end.

		Five minutes later, Quangel is back in his workshop; with raised head, he slowly allows his
			eyes to travel from the planing machine to the band saw and then on to the nailer, the drills,
			the conveyor belts… But it is no longer the old Quangel standing there. He can sense it,
			he knows it, he has outfoxed them all. Maybe he did it in an ugly way, by capitalizing on the
			death of his son, but where does it say you have to play fair with those monsters? No, he says
			to himself, almost aloud. No, Quangel, you’ll never be the same again. I’m curious
			what Anna’ll have to say to all this. Perhaps Dollfuss won’t return to his
			workstation? Then I’ll have to take on another man, we’re shorthanded…

		But no need to worry, here comes Dollfuss. He’s even accompanied by a
			junior manager, and Foreman Otto Quangel is instructed that, while he will technically remain
			in charge of the workshop, he will be replaced in the Arbeitsfront by Herr Dollfuss, effective
			immediately. ‘Understood?’

		‘You bet I understand! I’m glad you’re taking the post off me, Dollfuss! My
			hearing is getting worse, and having to keep my ears peeled the way the gentleman told us to a
			little while ago, I don’t think I can do that in all this noise.’

		Dollfuss nods curtly and says, ‘What you saw and heard a moment ago, not a word to
			anyone, or else…’

		Almost offended, Quangel replies, ‘Who am I going to talk to, Dollfuss? Have you ever
			known me talk to anyone? I’m not interested in all that, I’m interested in my
			work, and I know we’re significantly behind today. It’s high time you were back at
			your machine!’ And with a look up at the clock: ‘That’s one hour and
			thirty-six minutes you’ve missed already!’

		A moment later, Carpenter Dollfuss is back at his saw, and in no time, no one knows from
			where, a rumour has started up that Dollfuss was given a carpeting for his incessant smoking
			and chitchat.

		But Foreman Otto Quangel walks alertly from machine to machine, takes a hand here, glowers at
			a chatterbox there, and thinks to himself, That’s the end of that, for good and all. And
			they haven’t got a clue: as far as they’re concerned, I’m just a doddery old
			fool! When I called that Nazi ‘mate’, that did it for them! I wonder what
			I’m going to do next. Because I will do something, I know. I just don’t yet know
			what it will be…
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