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PROLOGUE

My mother’s lover said, “How beautiful you are! You look like Rebecca at the well.”

Did I dream that, she asked herself. My mother, Caroline, died before I was old enough to know her. And Eve almost never talked about Caroline’s lover. More likely, as I think back, it was Lore who told it to me.

She told me how alike they were, Eve and Caroline, with their black exotic eyes, and only twenty years between them, so that although they were mother and daughter, they were often thought to be sisters.

The worlds in which they began their lives could not have been farther apart. One was a stolid, dependable town near the shores of Lake Erie, while the other was Europe, bleeding its way toward war. In the end, these worlds with their secrets came together, woven into a coat of many colors, as my mother’s lover might also have said.


PART ONE
1938
CAROLINE


ONE

The house, built of creamy stone, was square and substantial, made, as in all of Berlin’s prosperous suburbs, to endure forever. Its tall, narrow windows overlooked in various directions a sloping park across the avenue, elms, horse chestnuts, houses, hedges, and gardens; in its own garden, at the center, a rose bed had a sundial on a marble pedestal.

Here Caroline, while her poodle, Peter, lay under her chair, had often used to read or do her lessons. Now though, in 1938, there were to be no more lessons and no more examinations, for the university was closed to her, and her sole present problem was simply to decide what skill would be most practical for an emigrant. She was eighteen, but she felt much older, and she was much older because people age in times of fear and danger.

“For you, it’s easy,” said her father, who was a doctor. “You can tutor, in English or French. There’s always a demand. But for me, all those licensing examinations in another language! And at my age.”

The vision of their radical departure from everything they had known, everything that had been normal, house, friends, and their very language, was sometimes too hard to bear, especially on a shimmering, mild afternoon. She stood up, closed her book, fastened Peter’s leash onto his collar, and crossed the avenue to the park.

Dry leaves, amber and faded red, lay on the walk. A windstorm earlier in the week had piled heaps of them beneath the trees, and into these Peter leaped and scrabbled with great yelps of joy. She stood and watched the scene: a girl and a dog in sunlight; change the girl’s costume and she could be a subject for Vermeer, who had painted in the seventeenth century, or for any painter in any century. It was all so natural, she thought again. And it was just this naturalness that made the heart ache. How was it possible, while so many terrible, unbelievable things were happening every day, perhaps at this moment, somewhere in this city? Somewhere.

“That’s a fine poodle you have.”

She had not heard anyone approach. He was a young man holding a German pointer on a leash.

“Don’t worry. Siggy’s gentle. He doesn’t fight with other dogs.”

“Peter doesn’t, either.”

Indeed, the two dogs had begun to sniff at each other, entangling the leashes.

“Funny creatures,” the young man said. “And yet some of us can’t do without them.”

“That’s true. We’ve had Peter for three years. He’s Peter the Second. We got him after the first one died.”

“I like his natural haircut. I always think there’s something pathetic about poodles who are decked out like clowns.”

“Oh, I agree.”

People said that the best way to start a flirtation—although she had never experienced anything like a flirtation—was to go walking with a charming child or a dog. In ordinary circumstances, this would have been a delightful little adventure. He was a very attractive person, well built, well spoken, with fine features, and only a few years older than she. But the circumstances were not ordinary. All this went through Caroline’s mind.

“Were you planning to walk farther?” he asked.

Yes, she had been. Usually, she went as far as the pond, circled it, and started home. Sometimes she even went twice around the pond.

“Well then, do you mind if we go together?”

“Not at all.”

She had poise. She was known to have it. So no one could have guessed at her sudden excitement. He had such a beautiful face! His light eyes, under dark brows, were friendly, while his mouth was serious, as a man’s mouth ought to be. Yet she was at the same time aware that she was being foolish, schoolgirlish and absurd.

“Walter Litzhauser,” he said with a bow and extended hand.

“Caroline Hartzinger,” she answered, shaking the hand. And they walked on with the dogs on either side.

“This dog-walking is a new experience for me. My parents are away and I’ve been made responsible to take Siggy out for his exercise. I usually don’t have much time at home. I’m at the university.”

“I take Peter every day. He’s my own dog. He lives in my room.”

There seemed, then, nothing to say. She was thinking how odd it was that human beings, no matter how casually met, have to keep talking in order not to appear rude or indifferent.

“May I ask,” he inquired, “are you studying for the university, or are you perhaps already there? I am not very good at judging how old people are, so forgive me if I—”

So he, too, was self-conscious. And she answered quietly, “I have not yet decided whether I want to go or not.”

There was, after all, no reason why she should tell the truth to this stranger. We are going to leave the country.

He nodded. “Yes, it is hard to know what to do with one’s life. I have only a few more months before I’ll be finished with my courses. Then I’ll be at a crossroads. What I want is to go on further in art history and eventually become a curator, but my father wants me to enter his firm.” He made a small grimace. “They manufacture ball bearings.”

“You have quite a problem,” she said ruefully.

“I do.” He picked up a pinecone and threw it for the dog to retrieve. “Well, on a more pleasant note, do you go to the opera? The Ring Cycle starts again soon.”

“Yes, it’s wonderful, isn’t it?” She could have explained, We are not allowed to go. That is, my mother is not allowed because she is Jewish, and of course my father would never go anywhere without her.

But she did not say so. What use would it be?

So they walked, managing all the while to produce more desultory conversation until they had made the circuit back to the starting point.

“I live here,” Caroline said, indicating the house across the avenue.

“Oh, not far from me. I’m down that way, left, only five minutes’ walk. Shall we meet again tomorrow? My parents will not relieve me of Siggy until next week.”

“Perhaps. I’m not sure,” she answered.

Her mood had reverted to the somber gray that had enveloped her before their walk. Unready just yet to enter the house and its inevitable daily anxieties, she sat down again in the garden. And those same anxieties came flooding.… She had been twelve years old in 1933, when the Party took power with its red banners flying, its thousands cheering and thousands marching. Always the endless marching. Suddenly everything was organized: children’s groups, student groups, veterans’ groups, everyone, even the physicians—except her father.

Because of Mama, he had been removed from the state medical plan and had lost his post as lecturer in the medical college. Uncomplaining, he continued to serve whoever among his old patients still wanted to consult him. Often he took payment in kind: a carpenter replaced a door, or a plumber repaired the pipes. Often he took no payment at all, so that they were rapidly using up their savings.

Mama said that his profession was one of the two things that kept him from leaving the country. The other was his conviction, with which she did not agree at all, that this regime could not last. Only after Crystal Night, two weeks ago, had he lost that hope. Mass arrests of the innocent, thugs rampaging through the streets while the police stood watching, fires, broken glass and broken heads, weeping women and children, all had finally put an end to his now admittedly foolish hope.

So they were leaving. Or, to be exact, trying to leave. It was not such a simple matter. It was, in fact, a very complicated matter of quotas and transit visas, of affidavits and money.

“What are you doing out there with your daydreams?” called Lore, coming down the rear steps.

“You’re off early today.”

“I switched with someone. I had to go to the dentist. My aching teeth, as usual.”

She was still in hospital white with the Red Cross insignia. Her walk looked confident. Her homely, wide face was strong. She knew what she was about. And Caroline had a sudden thought: If I were sick, I would want Lore to take care of me.

“I saw you from the kitchen window. Since you’re doing nothing else, anyway, you might as well help me peel these leftover vegetables for soup. It’s a shame to waste.”

This was an oblique reference to Mama, of whom Lore was otherwise fond. But Mama was a poor cook. Mama played the piano most beautifully and read good books. Ever since the servants had been dismissed, she had, with Caroline’s help, been preparing the meals and doing her best. Nevertheless, it was always a relief when Lore was home taking charge.

“Cut the carrots finer, Caroline.”

The sun was almost as warm as in spring, a freakish comfort with Christmas only a month away. Basking in it, they sat silently, with a sense of being talked out. The talk, the subjects, were always the same, either the anxious unknowable future or the wistful past.

Lore spoke suddenly. “I remember every single detail of my first day in this house. You were three months old, asleep in the perambulator right here in this garden. I even remember the pink coverlet with the ribbon bow in the center. Like a rosette, it was.”

Caroline could hardly count the times she had heard this story and all the stories: how one of Father’s patients had told him about an orphaned twelve-year-old niece—such a bright, good child—how the patient could no longer afford to keep her, having eight children of her own and an unemployed husband, and how Father, having himself met the child Lore and been touched by pity, had taken her into their home.

From her parents, Caroline had heard their side of the story. Lore, at twelve, had been such a cheerful, obedient little girl! She had been so grateful for everything, for good food and clothes, a pretty room of her own, and kind attention. She had been a hardworking student. At nursing school she had done very well. Indeed, she did everything very well.

More than that, she was the elder daughter of the family; midway in age between Caroline and her mother, she was the confidante of both.

“My teeth,” Lore said now. “Look at them crumbling away. I was six years old when the war began in 1914, just in time for scarcity. We never had proper nourishment. No wonder my bones are soft. And then all the men were killed, my father and my two older brothers.” She looked around the yard, and seeing no one there, leaned toward Caroline, whispering, “That’s why I have to get out now before the next war comes.” Then she laughed. “And before all the young men die and I’ll never be able to find a husband.”

Caroline felt sad for her. Poor Lore! She never went out anywhere except with other women. Nature was very uneven when it handed out eyes or noses or human skeletons, she reflected. Lore was short and large boned; she had scanty dull-brown hair and a large, flat nose with large nostrils. Unfair. Men would not bother to find out how smart and competent and good she was.

“There. The peas are shelled. I’ve already done the beans, and you have the carrots. Now, with yesterday’s leftover meat, we’ll have a fine soup. There’s nothing like a thick soup and some fresh bread.”

They went back into the house. Already, though no furniture had been moved, it had begun to feel deserted and temporary. Many of the rooms were never used anymore; the English governess had gone home the year before, and the French one, being Jewish, had left long ago for France. Five-course dinners in the long, formal dining room had given way to simple meals in the breakfast niche. In the glass-walled sunroom one felt too exposed to the bands of roving toughs who sometimes came through the neighborhood. The little library at the back of the house felt safest, and there they all huddled in the evening to read or listen to concerts over the radio, or to Mama playing softly on the piano.

Now, especially since Crystal Night, in their very own house they were afraid.

“EXCELLENT soup, Lore,” Father said.

“On Sunday, I’ll be free and I’ll make apple charlotte for you.”

“There’s nothing like your cherry strudel,” Mama said, sighing. “I remember last summer on Caroline’s birthday, it was good enough for a king’s banquet.”

So they talked for a while about food, recalling dinners that none of their friends—of those who were left—ever gave anymore. And restaurants to which they never went anymore. They talked about a book that Mama had finished and recommended, or about a surgical case that Lore was tending. Quite obviously, they were trying to skirt the one question that was on all their minds.

Lore, whenever she did private duty nursing, was sure to bring back a few tidbits of interesting gossip, most of it harmless stuff about forbidden romances. Sometimes she had more than gossip to relate. And then, inevitably, they would return to what was foremost in their minds.

“Yes,” she said now, addressing Father. “They really are building that airport you heard about. A man who was visiting my patient this afternoon is working on it. But I only heard a bit because someone shut him up.”

“What difference?” Father said glumly. “We all know what’s coming.”

“You had better hurry,” Lore warned, as always.

“What are you talking about? Visas for England are impossible. And as for America, it’s wait your turn on the quota. Hurry up and wait. Wait, especially for poor Eva, who was born in Poland and has a filled-up quota. Please don’t tell me we should have applied a long time ago because I already know it.”

“The world is closed,” Mama murmured.

Our ancestors, Caroline thought in the silence. God alone knows how long Father’s people have been in what is now Germany; from prehistoric times, most likely. And Mama’s have been in Europe for how many centuries? Before 1492 they were in Spain, perhaps since the destruction of the temple in 70.

“Maybe you should leave now, Lore,” Father said thoughtfully. “Why should you be stuck here with us if we can’t get out?”

“No, you’re my family and I go where you do. Right now, I’m going to bed. I’m on duty early tomorrow.”

“God bless her,” said Mama, when Lore went upstairs. “She’s a princess, a saint.”

It was true. Lore was Caroline’s older sister and her best friend.

“Poor soul,” said Father. “That nose of hers is her main enemy. Well, other things besides. If she ever stops living with us, I’m afraid she will live alone for the rest of her days. Men are such fools.… Play something, Eva. Play some Bach. He is hopeful and filled with faith.”

Long after Caroline had gone to her room, the piano sounded faintly from below. Because it was routine, it was reassuring. Peter’s warm little body pressed against her feet was also reassuring.

Then her thoughts traveled back to the meeting in the park. She felt vaguely troubled. Had she been curt when he asked her whether they would meet again tomorrow? Or if not curt, exactly, perhaps just dismissive? Or cool? A teacher had once remarked, kindly enough, that she should stop analyzing herself. Perhaps, he said, she had been very strictly brought up, with heavy emphasis upon manners, and so she had a fear of giving offense.

Yes, carried too far, that business could become ridiculous. You spent a few minutes with a total stranger, and now you are worried that you hurt his feelings. You will probably never see him again. And if you do, what difference would it make? He walks his dog, you walk yours, and that’s the end of it.

Yet she knew she would see him again.

He was standing across the avenue from her house the next afternoon, and it was obvious that he had been waiting for her. Indeed, he told her that he had.

“I would like to know you,” he said.

“Well, I walk here every day, unless it should be raining too hard.”

“That’s not what I meant. I would like to go somewhere with you, to a concert or to the opera, since you said you like music.”

Had she said so? She did not recall. Although they had begun to walk side by side and she was not looking at him, she felt that he had turned toward her with expectation.

“Your neighbors, the Cassells at the end of your street, are friends of my family. You can ask them about me.”

“Oh, no, I don’t need to. I can tell for myself, I—”

“Can you?” There was a slight amusement in his tone, and as she looked up at him, a slight, appealing twinkle in his eyes. “From the first minute yesterday, I was sure we would get along. That happens sometimes, you know, not only in fairy tales.”

“Yes, I know.” She hesitated, and then, diving into cold, unfriendly waters, said directly, “You shouldn’t even be talking to me. I’m half Jewish.”

For a moment as she watched, he stood still, regarding her. Then he said quietly, “It doesn’t matter.”

Even though she had not known what to expect from him, the stillness, as though he was disappointed, and also the words, were startling.

“I don’t understand,” she said. “How can it not matter, the way things are?”

“It is only a complication. One finds one’s way around complications. That’s all there is to it.”

Their eyes were looking into each others. In his, she saw a sympathy that would have made her cry if she had given way to it. There was so little kindness these days.

And she said gently, “I wouldn’t want you to have any trouble because of me.”

For an answer, he took her hand, saying only, “Let’s walk.”

Already, they were behaving as if there was going to be a connection. Neither spoke. They arrived at a place where the path sloped toward a small lake on a wide sward, where in fine weather people walked and children played ball games. There were benches. To one of these he drew her, and they sat while the dogs lay down willingly at their feet, as if they, too, sensed the mood of the day.

Unlike the day before, there was no sun, and it was very cold. Bitter November had finally settled itself upon the world. All was quiet. In the windless air, the topmost elm twigs made a delicate black pattern against the pale gray sky.

“Look. Like a Japanese print, or calligraphy,” Walter said, pointing upward.

He was still holding her hand, and she was still holding back tears. Why? What was happening?

From the lowest branches of the trees, there sounded a sweet twittering of birds, little winter creatures with dark heads.

“Hunting berries, going their cheerful way as usual, in spite of everything,” he said. “Yes, nature. Nature and art. Nothing else lasts, so in the long run, nothing else matters.”

“Nothing matters? How can you say that?”

“In the long run, I said.” Letting go of her hand, he faced her to ask abruptly, “What are you going to do in the short run?”

“My family, you mean?” She had not needed to be warned against putting trust in strangers. Yet this time, she did just that. “We are trying to emigrate to America. But we are very late, and you need to have people over there who will support you so you will not be a public charge. My mother has gotten hold of some New York City and Chicago telephone books. People are all passing them around. She writes to people with names like those in her family, although we have no relatives abroad. Perhaps generations ago they were relatives. Who knows? But perhaps they will have a heart anyway.”

He shook his head. “It’s all insane. Insane and evil. This whole country—”

“It’s dangerous to talk that way.”

“I know that. I don’t usually talk that way.”

“Except at home? One has to talk someplace.”

Again he shook his head. “Never at home.”

For a few moments he was silent. Three lines were drawn across his forehead. She wondered, and had never noticed, whether other people as young as he was ever had such marked lines. When he spoke again, it was with sadness.

“We don’t argue. I respect my father. Besides, he is a man with whom people never argue. This has troubled our relationship because I can’t speak openly. Still, he must know how I feel about affairs here. It is often what one does not say that expresses things as clearly as what one does say.”

Then, brightening as if with an effort, he changed the subject. “Well, Caroline, since we find ourselves in rather special circumstances, where are we going to meet from now on? It can’t be always in the middle of the park, especially because”—and he held out his hand—“it has started to rain.”

“We will go back to my house,” she said.

AND SO, Caroline’s life reached a divide: There was before Walter and then there was after Walter.

Lore, who had been at home that first afternoon, was intensely curious. “You go for a walk in the park and look what you bring back! His manners, his looks. Real elegance. But tell me, does he know—know about—”

“About Mama? Of course. He doesn’t care. He’s a cultured, intelligent man. What do you think, that he’s some kind of Brownshirt thug?”

Lore teased, “Look at you, defending him already. Have you fallen in love so fast?”

“What’s wrong with you? I have not fallen in love, Lore.”

“Maybe not yet, but I’m sure you will. It’s only natural. And they say it’s wonderful,” she added wistfully. “Still, in these times, you have to wonder.”

There was great confusion within Caroline, a dread of appearing foolish, as if her thoughts could be visible to other people. She embarrassed herself with the thoughts that were taking shape in her head.

When the week passed and there were no more daily walks in the park, Walter began the evening visits that introduced him to the family.

“A fine young man,” her father said cordially. But after the first two or three times, he expressed his doubts. “I don’t have to tell you that we are living on the thin edge. Walter should be more careful, too. I’m surprised that he comes here at all.”

Mama says nothing, thought Caroline, because she feels such a weight upon her. A heritage that she had always been proud to hand on had now, in this mad time, become a danger to her daughter. Her husband had lost his career and was leaving his country for her sake.

“What do you know about his family?” Father asked, meaning: What is their work and do they belong to the Party? “No, of course they can’t, or else he wouldn’t—” he said, thinking aloud, and then stopped, resuming a moment later. “Anyway, we shall be leaving soon. And you are so—”

So young, he meant. Father’s little girl. He had developed this new habit of spilling half a thought into a broken sentence. And Caroline remembered how he had used to be, positive and sanguine, a doctor, a father who knew all the answers to whatever you needed to know.

One day she took Peter for his walk in the direction of Christina’s house. As little girls up to the age of twelve, they had gone to school together. After that, when Caroline changed to a school run by Jewish teachers, they had, in memory of that first childhood intimacy, kept hold of a tenuous friendship. Nostalgia now drove her simply to walk past the house without having any intention of going in.

It happened that Christina was coming along the street from the opposite direction, and glad to see each other they rushed to meet. Yet after the first few greetings, each felt some constraint. Christina was a university student. She was going to Italy over the holidays. There was little else to say, and they were about to part when a long black official-seeming car with a chauffeur stopped at the next house.

Christina grimaced. “Litzhauser. Ball bearings. With a swastika on his lapel. Big Party man,” she said contemptuously. “My parents detest him, although I don’t have to tell you, he’ll never know it.”

Caroline understood: Christina’s people had always been religious Christians. Also, she understood that Christina would not have dared to talk like that to any of her current friends. Caroline had an impulsive wish to trust and confide, to ask about Walter, to ask anything. But, almost instantly thinking better of it, she did not, and watched with a hidden shudder as Walter’s father, bulky, important, and with his close-shaven head a caricature of his kind, walked into his house.

So she embraced Christina and went home with foreboding like a chill all through her body.

To tell or not to tell. This was too crucially important to keep secret. On the other hand, once her parents knew, it would be the end of Walter. And there was no other place for them to meet besides her house, which in itself wasn’t wonderful; her parents sat and sat, as if he had come to visit them. When finally they did go upstairs, it was almost time for him to leave, anyway.

At dinner that night, very casually, her father inquired, “Is Walter coming again this evening?”

Her reply was equally casual.

“I don’t know. He might just drop in.”

“He has been here five times in the last two weeks,” Mama said.

Lore winked at Caroline. Take it easy, her wink meant.

“We only mean,” Father said, “that you shouldn’t be getting any ideas. I certainly don’t have to give you reasons why.”

“Goodness, he’s only a friend. We talk, and it’s fun. And I don’t have—”

Father interrupted. “You don’t have any fun, and young people should have it. We know that all too well. That’s why the sooner we get away, the better. God knows we’re trying,” he finished wearily.

There had been no replies from the United States to any of the appeals that they had been sending, the so-careful letters that, because of censorship, dared not reveal the fear, the terrible urgency, and the terrible truth.

“It’s almost like putting a message in a bottle and floating it out to sea,” Mama said.

But Father, true to his nature, reminded them that other people had received answers and had even been taken into American homes by total strangers.

“It happens, although I admit it’s asking an awful lot and there can’t be too many people in the world who will do it. Still, I have a feeling we’ll be lucky.”

“What shall we do for money?” asked Mama. “They’ve frozen everything. Frozen. Stolen is more like it.”

“We can raise some when we sell the furnishings, and buy some jewelry to hide. We’ll see. We’ll work it out somehow.”

But Mama had no faith. Sometimes, whenever she was not doing some chore around the house, and constant reader that she was, she would sit with a book; but it was only to put it down on her lap and stare into space. After a while she would rise abruptly and go to the piano, filling the rooms with waves, a tumbling ocean of music.

“Poor Eva. She drowns her sorrows in it,” said Lore, who saw through everyone.

Walter arrived one evening while Eva was still playing. “I stood at the front door until you finished the sonata before I rang the bell,” he explained. “It was too beautiful to be interrupted.”

“You shouldn’t have done that, standing in the cold,” Eva said. But she was pleased.

“Am I interrupting anything else?” he asked. For the little group looked as if it had gathered for a purpose.

“Not at all,” Mama assured him. “We were only having our usual discussion about emigration, and as always, since we were getting nowhere, I decided to make some music. Come, Arthur, we’ve some things to look at upstairs.”

At last they are taking some pity on me, thought Caroline. For once I can talk to him without them.

Yet suddenly now, alone with Walter, she could not think how to begin. She was too aware of him and of the way he examined her, making her wonder whether her hair and her dress were right, making her awkward.

“There’s a beautiful feeling in this house,” he said, “with the pictures and the books lying around, books that people actually read. It’s almost a religious atmosphere.”

“Religious? No. My parents have never declared themselves one way or the other.”

“I meant it in a different sense, in a truer sense that belongs to all religions. The way your father talks about his work, his calling. And your mother’s music. She plays with her whole soul. I think she must be a very gentle woman. Am I right?”

“Yes. But she can be lively, too, and very funny. Not lately, though. Not for a long time.”

“Affidavits and visas. A frustrating business. I understand.”

“We don’t know what’s going to happen.”

“They mustn’t wait if they can help it.” Walter spoke soberly. “People are talking, not too loud, of course, about war by next summer. After Austria and the Sudetenland, anything’s possible.”

“I know.”

“I shall miss you,” he said.

There was an ache in her throat. An ache and a yearning for things lost, as if the future had already happened, as if she had already lived through the coming together, the joining, and the parting. Then she said a thing that she had not intended to say.

“I saw your father going into your house.”

An instant later she had no idea why she had told him. To what purpose had it been? Perhaps because all things must be truthful and clean between them?

She saw that he was startled, even alarmed. “When was that?”

“A while ago. He came home in a car.”

“A government car?”

“I thought it was.”

“So now you know.”

She was looking at the lines on his forehead, the three painful lines above the level brows and the kind, beautiful, translucent eyes.

“Have you told your parents?”

“No.”

“It hurts you to keep secrets from them?”

“Yes, but they would be terrified if they knew. And you? What would your father do?”

“To you, do you mean?”

“And to you.”

“God only knows, Caroline.”

“Have you always been afraid of him?”

“Mostly because of my mother, to keep peace in the house for her sake. It’s not pleasant to be there when he’s angry. And now, with this powerful national cause …”

The space, the warm room that contained them, seemed very small; the night, so full of unknown danger, peered through the windows and pressed the very walls.

“Come here,” Walter said. “Sit with me.”

On the small sofa between the windows he took her hand. “I haven’t held your hand since the day we sat on the bench in the park.”

“Because we are never alone.”

“I understand. Your parents are afraid for you. I would be, too, if I were your father.”

She smiled. “But you are not my father.”

For a long minute he stared at her. “My God,” he said.

When they kissed, she felt the strong, racing beat of his heart, and was struck by awe. His living heart. So they stayed unmoving for long minutes, unable to draw away.

“It’s like coming home,” she murmured, “as if I have always been like this with you, all my life.”

Smoothing her long hair away from her forehead, he gazed at her face. “How beautiful you are. Rebecca at the well. So tender and so young.”

“No, Walter. I’m not tender. I’m very strong. And I’m very old, too. Old enough to know what I want.”

“Six weeks, and I have thought of nothing else but you. I love you so, Caroline.”

There were footsteps on the stairs, and Mama called her name. “Is that you, Caroline? I saw the light and I wondered.”

Walter stood up. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Hartzinger. It’s my fault. We have been talking and I had no idea it was so late.”

“That’s all right, Walter. I was just wondering about the light.”

Mama was still partway down the stairs when he left. As soon as the door closed upon him, she came the rest of the way.

“What are you thinking of, Caroline?” she reproved.

“I don’t know what you mean. We simply didn’t look at the time.”

“You must consider appearances. A young man and you alone, so late …”

It wasn’t really appearances or the lateness that Mama minded. It was her suspicion that they were in love.

“Lore thinks you are in love with him.”

“Lore doesn’t know anything about it.”

“But she cares about you so much, and she knows you. She doesn’t want you to be hurt.”

“I won’t be hurt.”

Her mother was looking at her with pity. “Even if there were nothing else to hinder you, you’re too young to experience love,” she said.

“I’m eighteen, and you were nineteen and of a different religion, too. But you fell in love. That was twenty-two years ago, and you’re still here together.”

“The times were different, Caroline. There was no terror.”

“Mama, this is ridiculous. I hardly know him.”

“That’s true enough. What do you know about his family? He never mentions them. I have a feeling that he doesn’t want them to know he comes to this house.”

She thought with dread, If her parents knew about his father … To look at her, you wouldn’t think Mama was so sharp.

“It could be dangerous for all of us. We don’t want to attract attention.”

“Mama, don’t worry. I tell you, there’s nothing to it. He’ll soon get tired of coming, anyway. In fact, I think he’s beginning to already.”

But no one was fooled. In the kitchen, not thinking they could be overheard, Mama and Lore were talking.

“Caroline is an innocent,” Lore said. “He should leave her alone and find somebody a few years older, nearer his own age, more experienced. Still, in the end, I don’t think anything will come of it. We mustn’t worry too much.”

Mama sighed. “I hope you’re right. What can I do? The more you talk against these things to a young girl, the more you are apt to make matters worse.”

THE New Year came, winter turned toward spring, and Walter had become an unacknowledged member of the house and of the establishment, although not of the family. He appeared routinely on most evenings after dinner; occasionally he accepted an invitation to dinner, to which he always brought a small, proper gift, some chocolates or flowers, and once, a history of the opera for Caroline’s mother.

Conversation roamed all over the globe and touched on every subject from architecture to zoos, on anything except politics. There was a tacit agreement to leave politics alone.

Plainly the two men enjoyed each other, which Caroline thought would have been a very good thing if so many other things had been different.

One morning before going to work, Father took her aside in the hall to ask rather delicately whether Walter was serious. “It’s obvious that I like him very much, but that’s not the point. I’m not comfortable. I hope you have no crazy thoughts about marriage. You must be open with me, Caroline. Have you?”

“We’ve never even mentioned it,” she said, feeling as though her back were against the wall.

“You must see that it would be impossible.”

“What shall I do? What do you want me to do? Shall I tell him to stay away?”

She saw in her father’s sorrowful gaze that her heart, where the pain lay, was transparent.

For a moment, he did not answer. “No,” he said tiredly. “No. Just don’t do anything foolish.”

“What does he want with a baby like you?” said Lore, mixing teasing with love. “He’s a man, an exceptional man, and you’re just a pretty baby. Don’t tie yourself down. You have the whole world to explore. You’ll have a dozen men before you finally choose one.”

“Lore’s a smart woman,” Walter said when Caroline reported this comment. “But she’s wrong this time.” He had driven Lore to the hospital on several evenings when he was going into the city, and had remarked that she could talk like a professor. “Yes, she’s very smart, but not this time.”

On the sofa under the soft lights, they kissed and listened to music and talked about everything except reality. Once, while his arms were around her, Caroline had a vivid recollection of the day he had said, I shall miss you, and she would have cried out to him, What are we going to do? if she had dared. But perhaps it was better not to know.

Soon, though, they would have to speak out. How carefully they were walking around in a fog of denial, as if the fearful future were not looming, as if they could keep on as they were! And all the time, they were only longing to be completely alone. They were longing for each other.…

THEN one day there came a letter from America. It was a simple note written on lined paper that had been torn off a pad. Mama read it aloud.

“My name is Sandler, like yours, Mrs. Hartzinger. I don’t believe we can be related by blood unless your people also came from Lithuania. But in times like these, we are all related. My wife and I cried when we read your letter. I am not a rich man, just a worker, but our children are grown. We have food and beds for you in our apartment. It’s small, not grand, but it is yours for as long as you need it. We have been talking it over every day all week. I will sign papers for you that will satisfy the authorities.”

The letter was signed “Jacob Sandler,” and there was a postscript: “We are religious people.”

“In the best sense,” said Father, who was plainly much moved. “Imagine, inviting us, willing to share with strangers. I told you that somewhere, somebody would.”

They had sent a snapshot labeled “Jacob and Annie.” There was nothing to distinguish them from millions of men and women who were neither old nor young, thin nor fat, handsome nor ugly, merely ordinary.

“You wonder,” Father said, “what makes them different enough to do what they’re doing.”

In the dusk, sunk in a corner chair, Caroline observed the scene. Her father, true to his nature, was shaking his head over the miracle. Her mother was looking around the room at the Dresden figurines of shepherds and shepherdesses, caressing with her eyes the photographs, the books, and the piano—always the piano—as if she were already seeing them for the last time.

And then she remarked, “I suppose they will be surprised to meet you, Arthur. And you, Lore, with your mother’s gold cross around your neck.”

“Nonsense, Eva,” Father said. “More than a few Christians are also departing from this insane asylum, or trying to.”

His father, Caroline thought. His father, with the swastika in his lapel. We should have talked about it. We should have met the truth head-on.

Her own father seemed abruptly transformed, taking swift charge, as in the old days that she remembered: the cheerful doctor, hurrying off in the morning, sure of himself and sure of his answers.

“God bless these people, whoever they are. I’ll tell you one thing,” he said. “We won’t cost them any more than a few days’ lodging, if that. I’ll find a job in a hospital. I’ll clean the floors and do anything until I can get a license to be a doctor again. Eva will give piano lessons. Caroline, you can tutor in French or teach English to other refugees.”

“Yes, and she’d better help me with English,” Lore said, “so I can get back into nursing.”

“Only one thing remains.” Father was listing everything on his fingers. “Our American visas. I’m going to ask again on Monday, the first thing in the morning. They must be sick of seeing me. And Eva, you’ll take your jewelry and get what you can for it. Don’t take the first offer. Try as many places as possible, although I don’t imagine there’ll be too much difference among them. They all know Jews are desperate.”

Timidly, Mama asked, “You mentioned something, didn’t you, about some doctor who wanted the piano?”

“Yes. Braun. He’s a decent sort, nothing Nazi about him. He told me he’ll pay the true price, doesn’t want to take advantage.”

“Maybe there are some more like him.”

“I will try, Eva. And when we have raised enough money, we’ll buy jewelry.”

“Then what’s the sense in selling mine now?”

“My darling wife, I’m sorry to say that nothing you’ve ever owned is valuable enough for our purposes. We need to have a few small, superb gems, rings that can easily be concealed.”

Lore spoke. “Let me be the first to leave. I can quickly get things into Switzerland. They won’t bother me, a working girl carrying my shabby suitcase.”

Mama burst out crying. “Who could have thought? Who could have dreamed? Lore, you, too, to be driven out of your country.”

“I’m not being driven out, I’m departing of my own free will.” Lore laughed. “I don’t feel like starving my way through one more war.”

Her laughter lifted the mood. Mama wiped her eyes. Father was busy with his list. And nobody, immersed as they all were in this sudden activity, had looked toward—perhaps had not even thought of—Caroline.

IN the rear garden, the first snowdrops had poked through the hard earth, and it was warm enough, when wrapped in heavy clothes, to sit in the sun. The Sunday morning quiet was so profound that they spoke almost in whispers.

“Did you really think that when the time came, I would let you go without me?” asked Walter.

“I didn’t want to think about it. I only remembered that once you had said, ‘I shall miss you.’ ”

“That was a thousand years ago. No, I shall never miss you because I shall be with you.”

“What about your family? Are you going to slip away one day without saying anything, or what?”

“Slip away, and the sooner the better, because a real crisis is coming. I shall be finished with my examinations by May, and then there’ll be not only a showdown about entering the firm, but worse yet, about taking some sort of position in the Party. My mother’s in a women’s group, my brother has an army career, my sisters are in Hitler Youth, and I am the only one who’s kept apart from all that. I guess you can have some idea,” he said grimly, “about the pressure that’s put on me. I hate being home even for an hour at dinner. My life is lived at the university.”

He got up, walked to the wall, and looked out over the avenue into the park. When he came back and stood before Caroline, she saw that he was extremely agitated.

“The strange thing is that in spite of all I’ve told you about him, I still cannot really hate my father. In all decency, how can a person forget the years of nurture, the labor that made life comfortable for me? When I was ill, when I wanted or needed something, he was there for me. No, I can’t hate him, but only what he stands for and what he is trying to make me stand for, too. Oh, Caroline, when can we get away?”

“Father and I are promised our visas for America by May. Mama’s number will not be reached for months. She wants us to leave without her. She says it’s wrong for us to be delayed because of her. They almost had an argument about it last night.” And feeling her lips quiver, she stopped for a moment before resuming. “One of the doctors who used to be a friend of Father’s, and certainly isn’t one now, has divorced his Jewish wife. Can you imagine, Walter?”

“Swine.”

“Father says if it comes to that, he’ll die with Mother. But he doesn’t believe it will come to that. Or at least, he says he doesn’t believe it.”

“Of course, then, you didn’t have a chance to talk to them about us,” Walter said gently. “Not that they don’t already know.”

“It wasn’t the proper time. And you’re right, of course they know. It’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?”

“They haven’t wanted to hear it. But now they have to. May we go inside so we can tell them officially?”

The parents were still at the breakfast table, where they had been sitting since earliest morning, thrashing through their predicament. Caroline’s father looked up in surprise when Walter appeared with her.

“I wouldn’t disturb you at this hour,” Walter said, “if we didn’t have something important to tell you. Or, I should say, to ask you. Caroline, shall I do it, or will you?”

They looked so tired, she thought. This isn’t the way it should be. There should be laughter, congratulations and a bottle of champagne, as it’s described in all the books. Walter’s family would come for a gala dinner to get acquainted.…

“I think we can guess,” her father said.

“I hope you have no objection to me,” replied Walter.

“To you? No. In these last few months you’ve become a friend. It’s all the unknowns in this situation that trouble me and my wife.”

“Then the thing to do is to clear up the unknowns.”

“Sit down, please, and begin, if you can.”

And so Walter, deliberate and decisive, laid out the facts as carefully as though he were writing a chart for a study. Caroline, holding Peter close on her lap, watched their faces; Walter’s with the earnest lines on his forehead, Mama’s dismayed, as without words she observed her husband’s reaction, and Father’s, whose lack of any expression at all actually showed how stunned he was.

“That’s how it is,” Walter concluded. “The whole story.”

There was a moment during which no one said anything. Then Father asked slowly, “And what place does our daughter have in such a family? Surely you see that—”

“No place. She will have no place in it, nor will I. I will be a part of your family instead, if you will have me. I want to go with you to America and wait to marry Caroline there, so as not to complicate the visa that is being prepared for her.”

The two men regarded each other, measuring each other more astutely than either probably had until this moment.

“It is predictable, Walter, that you will be called to the army soon.”

“Quite right. My father is a decorated veteran of the last war, and with his connections has already made plans to place me in an officers’ corps.”

“In that case, how do you expect to get out of the country?”

“I’m told by people who ought to know that we have some months’ leeway. I’ll find an errand in Switzerland and go there very soon. I have money inherited from my grandfather, and I plan to bank it there temporarily.”

“You can’t get currency out now.”

“You can’t, that’s true. But I can. There are ways.”

“So you have it all thought out. What do you think, Eva?”

“Well, you know what I have been thinking, that Caroline is too young. Yet now all of a sudden I’m remembering how, when we wanted to marry, people found all those obstacles that really weren’t there.”

“There was no war coming, Eva. We had just gotten over one.”

“All the more reason to act quickly now,” Walter said. “And if there should be no war, and possibly better minds will prevent it, who knows, why then—”

“Then we shall be in America, anyway,” Caroline shouted. Jumping up, she kissed her parents, and there, right before them, kissed Walter, too, and laughed and cried.

By late afternoon, everything had been talked over and decided. Caroline was to leave for Switzerland as soon as her visa was received. There she would wait for her parents at the home of a Swiss doctor, a friend from Father’s days in medical school. Lore, as a “normal” citizen, would make one or two trips back and forth with jewelry, as already planned. And Walter, another “normal” citizen, would take a few weeks’ vacation in Switzerland.

“My friends have a house on the edge of a lake, not far from Geneva,” Father said in conclusion. “It’s a beautiful part of the world, a fine start for a long, happy life.”
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