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PROLOGUE

Hannover,	Germany,	August	1939
Martin	took	a	last	look	around	the	empty	apartment.	The	crates,	with	their	furnishings,	had
left	for	New	York.	The	sun	streamed	through	the	curtainless	windows.	A	ball	of	dust	sat	in
a	corner,	and	he	stooped	to	pick	it	up,	putting	it,	absently,	into	his	trouser	pocket.	The	light
spaces	 on	 the	walls	were	 ghosts	 of	 the	 pictures	 that	 had,	 until	 recently,	 hung	 there.	He
shook	off	 the	memories	of	 the	seven	years	he	and	Claire	had	nested	here,	picked	up	his
medical	bag,	checked	to	make	sure	the	passports	were	safely	stowed.	He	closed	the	door
on	the	memories,	locked	it,	and	went	downstairs.

He	 rang	 the	 super’s	 bell,	 and,	wordlessly,	 handed	 the	 keys	 to	Herr	 Julke,	who	 took
them	gingerly,	as	 though	 to	avoid	contamination	with	Jewish	germs.	Without	a	word	he
gave	 the	 Nazi	 salute	 and	 slammed	 the	 door.	 Martin	 shrugged.	 There	 was	 one	 man	 he
wouldn’t	miss.	While	Herr	Julke	had,	when	 they’d	 first	moved	 into	 the	apartment,	been
obsequious,	 and	 couldn’t	 do	 enough	 for	Herr	Doktor	 and	 his	 family,	 since	 January	 30,
1933,	 when	 Hitler	 had	 become	 Chancellor,	 everything	 had	 changed.	 Repairs	 remained
undone,	garbage	stayed	uncollected.	Herr	Julke	had	hinted	broadly	 that	 this	was	not	 the
neighborhood	 for	Dreksjuden	and	while	he	had,	grudgingly,	 continued	 to	 take	 their	 rent
money,	he	had	grinned	only	when	Martin	had	told	him	they	were	leaving.

Outside	 in	 the	 warm	 air	 Martin	 took	 a	 deep	 breath	 and	 squared	 his	 shoulders.	 He
started	down	 the	 street	 toward	Willie’s	house.	Willie	 and	Martin	had	been	 friends	 since
university	 days,	 and	 while	 Willie	 had	 been	 saddened	 when	 Martin	 told	 him	 of	 their
emigration,	he	had	understood.	Claire	and	the	children	were	with	Willie,	and	the	four	of
them	would	stay	until	they	left	for	Hamburg	in	the	morning.

Martin,	Claire,	Willie,	and	his	wife,	Eva,	sat	in	the	Meinhoff	dining	room.	The	dining
table	was	covered	by	a	white	linen	cloth.	The	sideboard	and	vitrine,	as	well	as	the	chairs
on	which	they	sat,	were	a	rich	mahogany,	the	seats	upholstered	in	a	dark	maroon	brocade.
On	the	sideboard	stood	a	silver	coffee	and	tea	service,	with	sugar	and	creamer.	Behind	the
glass	of	the	vitrine	were	Meissen	figurines—dancers	and	shepherds—as	well	as	demitasse
cups	and	saucers.	The	windows	were	covered	with	heavy	silk	drapes	in	a	dark	champagne
color.	On	the	walls	were	portraits	of	men	in	three	piece	suits,	their	watch	chains	prominent
on	their	protruding	bellies.	Each	patriarch	boasted	a	dueling	scar.	Clearly	Willie’s	family
had	gone	to	University	for	generations.

The	remains	of	a	 farewell	dinner	had	been	cleared	by	Suze,	 the	Meinhoff	maid,	and
only	their	wine	glasses	and	the	crumbs	of	a	ruhrkuchen	remained.	The	children	had	been
tucked	into	their	beds.	Peter	was	sharing	a	room	with	little	Willy,	who,	at	almost	two,	was
a	golden-haired	smiling	angel.	While,	unlike	Peter,	he	did	not	yet	talk	or	walk,	he	was	an
exceptionally	good-natured	child.	Ninemonth-old	Margot	was	in	a	crib	in	the	room	Martin
and	Claire	had	been	sharing	since	their	furniture	had	gone	into	the	crates.

“This	has	been	wonderful,”	Claire	said,	taking	a	sip	of	the	dessert	wine.	“I	don’t	know
what	we’d	have	done	without	you.”

“You’d	 do	 the	 same	 for	 us,”	 Willie	 said.	 He	 lit	 a	 cigarette	 and	 inhaled	 deeply,
accenting	 the	 dueling	 scar	 that	merely	 heightened	 his	 blond	 good	 looks.	 His	 blue	 eyes



looked	sincerely	at	Martin.	“I	hate	this,”	he	said.	“I	wish	we	could	go,	too.”

“It	 will	 pass,”	 Eva	 said.	 She	was	 small,	 plump,	 like	 a	 sparrow.	 She	 patted	 Claire’s
hand.	“When	this	is	over	you	can	come	back.”

“Never,”	Claire	said.	“I	don’t	go	where	I’m	not	wanted.”

“But	…	you’ll	be	wanted	again,	you’ll	see,”	Eva	protested.	“Hitler	doesn’t	speak	for
all	of	us.”

“I	know	not	 for	you,	personally,”	Claire	persisted.	“But	 for	enough	of	you.	But	 let’s
not	spoil	our	last	evening	together.	You’ve	been	wonderful	friends.”

“Our	only	friends,”	Martin	said.

“That	can’t	be	true,”	Eva	demurred.

“It	is	true.	Our	only	Christian	friends.	Heinrich	wanted	to	buy	my	equipment,	what’s
left	of	 it,	but	I	haven’t	heard	a	word	from	him	since	I	 told	him	you	were	 taking	it	over,
Willie.”

“Yeah,	well,	Heinrich.	He	was	always	an	opportunist.”

“But	surely,”	Eva	said,	“what	about	Helmut?	Julius?	Oskar?	You	were	all	such	good
friends.”

“Nothing,”	 Martin	 said.	 “I	 suppose	 I	 understand.	 They	 have	 their	 positions,	 their
families.	But	that’s	why	I’m	so	grateful	to	you	both	…”

“Don’t,”	 Willie	 said.	 “I’m	 embarrassed.	 Let’s	 talk	 about	 something	 else.	 Is	 your
position	…”

“Mama,”	a	voice	wailed	from	somewhere	back	in	the	apartment.

“That’s	Peter,”	Claire	said,	rising.

“Suze	will	take	care	of	it,”	Eva	said.

Claire	shook	her	head.	“No,	I’ll	go.	He	doesn’t	usually	wake.”

She	 came	 back	 a	 few	minutes	 later,	 holding	 her	 son.	 His	 cheeks	 were	 flushed,	 his
blond	hair	pasted	wetly	to	his	forehead.

“He’s	burning	up,	Martin.”

Martin	stood,	put	his	hand	to	the	boy’s	forehead.	“Does	something	hurt?”

The	boy	buried	his	head	in	his	mother’s	neck.

Martin	 felt	 his	 neck.	 “Swollen	glands,”	he	 said.	 “Open	your	mouth	 and	 say	 ‘Aaah,’
Peter.”

The	boy	shook	his	head	and	buried	it	deeper.	Claire	sat	down,	and	placed	him	on	her
lap	with	his	back	against	her	breasts.

“Be	a	good	boy,	sweetie.	Open	your	mouth	and	say	‘Aaah’	for	Daddy.”

Martin	tilted	the	boy’s	head	back.	“Aaah,”	he	said.

Martin	shook	his	head.	“Flaming	red.	Let	me	get	my	bag.”



When	he	 returned	he	 took	out	his	 stethoscope,	 and	put	 it	 against	Peter’s	 chest,	 then
turned	him	gently	and	listened	to	his	back.

“A	big	cough	for	Daddy,”	he	said.	Peter	coughed.

Martin	shook	his	head.	He	took	off	the	stethoscope	and	extended	it	to	Willie.

“Listen.	What	do	you	think.”

Willie	listened,	said,	“Cough,	Peter,”	and	listened	again.	He	handed	the	scope	back	to
Martin.

“Congested,”	he	said.	“And	he	feels	very	hot.”

“Let’s	give	him	some	aspirin.	And	a	cool	bath.	Try	to	get	the	fever	down.”

They	 spent	 a	 sleepless	 night.	 They	 had	moved	Margot’s	 crib	 into	 little	Williyd.	He
tossed	and	whimpered,	his	breathing	rapid	and	shallow.	By	morning,	when	they	took	his
temperature,	it	was	almost	42.

“He	can’t	travel,”	Martin	said.

“But	our	boat	…	our	exit	passes.	If	we	don’t	go	…”

“You	take	the	baby.	I’ll	stay	here	with	Peter,	and	when	he’s	well	we’ll	follow.”

“Let’s	all	go.	I	don’t	want	to	leave	without	you.”

“They’d	never	let	us	take	him	like	this.	And	if	you	and	Margot	go	now	it’ll	be	easier
for	me	to	get	passage	for	Peter	and	me.	You	know	how	hard	it	is	to	get	four	places	now,
with	everyone	wanting	to	leave.”

“We	should	have	gone	years	ago,”	she	said	bitterly.

“I	wanted	 to,”	he	reminded	her.	“But	 that’s	pointless	now.	This	 is	 the	best	way.	 In	a
week	he’ll	be	good	as	new,	won’t	you,	Petey?	Then	we’ll	follow.	And	this	way,”	he	said,
flashing	the	grin	she	loved,	“you’ll	have	the	house	all	ready	for	us,	and	dinner	on	the	table.
What	should	Mama	cook	for	us	when	we	get	to	New	York,	Peter?”

“Ice	cream,”	he	said,	perking	up	for	a	moment.

Claire	fought	back	tears.	“Ice	cream	it	is,	sweetie.”



CHAPTER	1

New	York	City,	May	1963
Margot	 looked	 around	 the	 empty	 apartment.	She	dropped	her	 keys,	 along	with	her	 new
medical	diploma	 in	 its	burgundy	 leather	 case,	onto	 the	 shelf	next	 to	 the	 front	door.	The
dust	motes	danced	 in	 the	 sun	 streaming	 through	 the	 living	 room	windows.	Through	 the
glass	doors	she	could	see	the	room	where	she	and	her	mother	had	spent	so	many	evenings,
reading	and	listening	to	the	classical	music	her	mother	had	loved.	When	Margot	had	gone
off	to	college	she	had	tried,	with	her	summer	earnings,	to	buy	her	mother	a	turntable	and
records.

“I’ll	never	get	the	hang	of	it,”	Claire	had	said.	“The	radio	is	fine.”

She	 had	 been	 among	 the	 last	 to	 get	 a	 television,	 had	 saved,	 instead,	 for	 a	 washing
machine	 so	 she	 didn’t	 have	 to	 put	 their	 clothes	 where	 other	 people’s	 dirty	 clothes	 had
been.	Her	 friends	had	 thought	her	 strange—who	needed	a	washing	machine	when	 there
were	 perfectly	 good	 ones	 in	 the	 basement?	 But	 Claire	 had	 never	 cared	 what	 people
thought.	TV	she	could	do	without.	The	washing	machine	had	held	pride	of	place	 in	 the
kitchen.

Margot	kicked	off	her	heels,	picked	them	up,	and	walked	down	the	long	hallway	past
what	had	been	her	mother’s	bedroom	and	into	her	own.	She	took	off	the	shirtwaist	dress
she’d	worn	under	her	cap	and	gown,	and	hung	it	 in	 the	closet.	The	graduation	had	been
bittersweet.	While	 she	was	proud	of	 the	M.D.	next	 to	her	name,	proud	 that	 it	was	with
honors,	she’d	had	no	family	to	share	it	with.	John,	her	boyfriend,	had	said,	“You	can	share
my	 parents.	Hell,	 you	 can	have	my	 parents,”	 but	 it	 wasn’t	 the	 same.	 Claire’s	 death,	 in
January,	had	 left	her	without	a	family,	 if	you	didn’t	count	aunts	and	uncles	and	cousins.
They	were	family,	she	supposed,	but	they	all	had	their	own	lives,	their	own	concerns.	She
had	no	one,	anymore,	for	whom	she	was	central.

She	put	on	a	pair	of	gym	shorts	and	a	 tee	shirt,	 then	went	back	 into	 the	kitchen	and
poured	 herself	 a	 glass	 of	 grapefruit	 juice.	 She	 sat	 down	 at	 the	 kitchen	 table	 and	 went
through	the	mail.	Mainly	junk:	a	couple	of	graduation	cards,	stiff	with	canned	sentiment,
from	her	aunts	and	uncles;	 some	 letters	 still	 addressed	 to	her	mother.	These	 she	opened
before	tossing	them	into	the	junk	pile.	She	knew	she	needed	to	go	through	her	mother’s
things,	 decide	what	 to	 keep	 and	what	 to	 throw	out.	Once	 she	 started	 her	 internship	 she
knew	she’d	have	no	time—but	it	could	wait	’til	tomorrow.	She	was	meeting	John	and	his
parents	 for	 a	 celebratory	 dinner	 in	…	 she	 looked	 at	 her	watch	…	a	 little	 less	 than	 two
hours.	She	needed	a	nap	and	a	shower.

Two	 hours	 later,	 napped	 and	 showered	 and	 suitably	 dressed	 in	 a	 teal	 blue	 silk	 suit
Claire	had	sewed	for	her	before	she’d	gotten	too	sick,	she	sat	at	a	table	at	Downey’s	Steak
House,	facing	John’s	parents.	Dr.	Watt	was	on	his	second	glass	of	top-of-	the-line	scotch.
His	 shiny,	 florid	 face	 under	 carefully	 cut	 blond	 hair	 hinted	 that	 he	 had	 had	 some
fortification	at	the	hotel	earlier.	His	wife,	every	one	of	her	honey-colored	hairs	obediently
in	 place,	 sipped	 a	 Gibson.	 Dr.	 Watt	 wore	 a	 navy	 blazer	 with	 buttons	 that	 screamed
eighteen	carat,	gray	slacks	with	a	sharp	crease,	an	excruciatingly	starched	shirt,	a	Yale	tie,
and	black	tassel	loafers	shined	to	a	gloss	even	brighter	than	his	face.	His	wife	was	elegant



in	a	silk	Castleberry	knit	in	a	shade	slightly	lighter	than	her	hair.	Her	makeup	was	artfully
applied,	her	face	so	smooth	that	Margot	was	sure	she’d	had	the	best	plastic	surgeon	money
could	buy.	John	sat	next	to	her,	handsome	in	his	blazer	and	chinos.	His	shirt,	though,	was
light	blue,	and	his	tie	had	been	loosened.

“Would	you	like	a	drink?”	Dr.	Watt	asked	after	she’d	been	seated.

“Just	some	iced	tea	for	now,”	she	said.	“Maybe	I’ll	have	some	wine	with	dinner.”

“We	can’t	toast	you	with	iced	tea,”	Dr.	Watt	said.	“Have	something.	Champagne?”

“Yes,	let’s,	darling,”	Mrs.	Watt	said,	exposing	perfect	white	teeth	in	what	could	have
passed	for	a	smile.	A	waiter	was	summoned.

“Let’s	have	a	bottle	of	 the	best	champagne	you	have,”	Dr.	Watt	commanded.	“These
two	…	 ,”	 he	 pointed	 his	 chin	 at	 John	 and	Margot,	 “have	 just	 graduated	 from	midical
school.	The	young	lady	with	honors.”

The	waiter	bowed,	not	quite	from	the	waist,	and	went	off.

“Would	have	been	nice	if	you’d	gotten	honors,	too,”	Dr.	Watt	said	to	his	son.

“Yes,	Dad.	But	you	know	what	they	say	at	med	school?”

“No,	 son,	what	 do	 they	 say	 at	med	 school	…	 these	 days?”	His	 teeth,	 also	 perfectly
white	and	even,	were	not	quite	clenched.

“What	do	they	call	the	person	who	graduates	last	in	his	class	at	Columbia	med?”

“What?”

“Doctor,”	John	said	with	a	grin.

The	waiter	 returned	with	 the	bottle,	 flourishing	 the	 label	 at	Dr.	Watt,	 and,	 therefore,
sparing	him	the	necessity	of	a	retort.

After	the	cork	was	popped,	the	bubbly	tasted	and	found	satisfactory,	the	waiter	poured
into	four	flutes	before	stepping	back	with	another	bow.

“To	the	new	doctors,”	Dr.	Watt	said.	“May	you	make	the	profession	proud.”

They	drank.	Margot	squeezed	John’s	hand	under	the	table.

“So,”	Dr.	Watt	said,	“John	tells	me	you’re	doing	your	internship	in	pediatrics.	A	good
field	for	a	woman.”

“If	she	doesn’t	have	children	of	her	own,”	objected	Mrs.	Watt.	“Imagine,	being	called
out	in	the	middle	of	the	night,	away	from	your	own	husband.”	She	shook	her	head	at	the
thought.	Nary	a	hair	moved.

“Yes,”	 John	 said.	 “I	 suggested	dermatology.	No	one	calls	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night
with	an	itch	emergency.”

“Or	opthalmology,”	Dr.	Watt	said.

“Actually,	I	wanted	surgery,	but	they	gave	the	spots	to	two	guys.”

“Surgery’s	no	specialty	for	a	woman,”	Dr.	Watt	pronounced.



“Apparently	that’s	what	the	Sinai	people	thought	too,”	she	said.	“I	had	better	grades,
better	recommendations,	but	…”

“Yeah,	but	 they	had	something	you	don’t	have,”	John	said.	Margot	gave	him	a	look.
He	wasn’t	going	to	say	“penis”	in	front	of	his	mother,	was	he?

“Pull,”	John	continued.	“They’re	both	sons	of.	How	do	you	think	I	got	my	orthopedics
internship?	 Yes,	 Father,	 I’m	 duly	 grateful.	 I	 know	 Yale	 would	 never	 have	 taken	 me
otherwise.”

“Why	don’t	we	order,”	Mrs.	Watt	chirped	brightly.

When	they	returned	to	her	apartment	John	pulled	her	to	him.

“God,	I’m	going	to	miss	you,”	he	said.

“We	have	almost	two	months,”	she	said.

“I	have	to	go	back	with	my	parents.	Father	laid	down	the	law.”

“The	law?”

“He	won’t	 pay	my	 rent	 if	 I	 stay	 down	 here.	He	wants	me	 home	 until	 I	 start	 at	 the
hospital.	Says	his	partner’s	away	and	he	needs	my	help.”

“You	could	stay	here.	I	have	an	extra	bedroom.”

“I	wouldn’t	need	an	extra	bedroom.”

They	had	moved	into	the	living	room,	settled	onto	the	oversized	velour	couch.	They
kicked	off	their	shoes,	and	lay	next	to	each	other.	She	wriggled	out	of	her	jacket,	tossed	it
onto	 the	 armchair	 halfway	 across	 the	 room.	He	 got	 up,	 took	 off	 his	 blazer	 and	 tie,	 and
placed	them	neatly	on	the	chair.	He	came	back	to	the	couch	and	put	his	arms	around	her,
letting	his	hand	slip	under	her	blouse,	and	around	to	cup	her	breast.	She	moved	closer	to
him,	put	her	hands	under	his	 shirt.	She	 felt	him	hardening	against	her.	His	hand	moved
under	her	 skirt,	 stroked	her	 thigh,	moved	past	 the	garter	belt	 and	under	 the	panties.	His
mouth	found	her	breast,	hot	through	the	silk	blouse	and	bra.	His	finger	moved	into	her.	He
took	her	hand,	put	it	on	his	erection,	his	other	fingers	making	slow	circles	inside,	around
and	around	and	…	.	God,	she	wanted	him.

“Take	it	out,”	he	said.

She	unzipped	him,	felt	the	tight	curls	on	his	belly.	His	penis,	fully	erect,	sprang	out.

“Let	me,”	he	groaned.

“No,	I	can’t.”

His	 fingers	 continued	 their	 circling.	 She	moved	 closer	 into	 him.	He	 took	 her	 hand,
guided	it	on	him,	up	and	down,	up	and	down,	until	he	shuddered	and	came.	His	hand	still
inside	her,	he	continued	his	 stroking	until	 she	 too	climaxed.	Then	 they	 lay	next	 to	each
other,	legs	intertwined.

“God,	I	want	you,”	he	said.

“I	want	you	too,	John.”



“Then	why	not?”

“I	can’t	afford	to	get	pregnant.”

“I	have	condoms.”

“And	I	promised	my	mother	I	wouldn’t,	’til	I’m	married.”

He	said	nothing.	Slowly	he	unbuttoned	her	blouse,	took	off	her	bra.	She	took	off	his
shirt.	He	stood,	took	off	his	slacks	and	briefs,	then	unzipped	her	skirt,	pulled	off	her	garter
belt	and	panties,	and	rolled	her	stockings	down	and	off.	He	kissed	her	leg	up	and	up,	and
buried	his	head	in	her	hair.

“You’re	beautiful,”	he	said.	She	held	his	head	against	her,	stroking	his	hair.

“You	could	stay,”	she	said.	“Just	…	not	all	the	way.”

After	a	while	they	moved	into	her	bed,	and	much	later	they	slept.

In	the	morning	she	fixed	breakfast	before	he	went	to	meet	his	parents	at	the	hotel.

“I’ll	come	down	weekends,”	he	said	before	he	left.	“Or	you	can	come	up	to	our	place.”

When	he	was	gone	she	straightened	up	the	living	room,	picking	up	her	clothes	from
where	 they’d	dropped.	She	shook	her	head	at	herself.	Technically	she	was	still	a	virgin,
she	supposed.

Did	it	matter?	Yes,	she’d	promised	her	mother.



CHAPTER	2

Hannover,	August	31,	1939
The	apartment	was	unnaturally	quiet.	Eva	had	put	little	Willy	to	bed	hours	ago,	and	had
herself	retired	to	their	bedroom.	Peter,	still	fretful	with	his	fever,	had	been	harder	to	pacify.
Martin	sat	by	his	bedside,	stroking	his	blond	hair	until	the	boy	finally	fell	asleep.	Now	he
sat	 in	the	living	room	with	Willie.	A	balloon	of	cognac	was	in	Willie’s	hand;	a	cigarette
lay	in	the	ashtray	on	the	table	next	to	his	armchair,	the	smoke	curling	into	the	light	of	the
floor	lamp	behind	Willie’s	chair.	Martin’s	cognac	sat	untasted	on	the	table	next	to	the	sofa
where	he	sat.	The	tables	were	dark	mahogany,	shiny	with	polish,	their	surfaces	inlaid	in	a
dark	brown	leather.	Both	were	covered	by	hand-crocheted	doilies.	The	coffee	table	in	front
of	the	sofa,	a	companion	to	the	end	tables,	was	also	protected	by	a	doily,	and	covered	with
medical	 journals,	 as	 well	 as	 a	 copy	 of	 the	 morning’s	 Tageblatt.	 Its	 headline	 screamed
about	some	Polish	perfidy.	A	photo	of	Hitler	at	a	rally,	adoring	crowds	with	raised	arms
below	the	balcony	on	which	he	stood,	took	up	half	a	page	under	the	headline.

“You	 can’t	 open	 a	 paper	 without	 seeing	 that	 clown.”	Willie	 sighed,	 picking	 up	 his
glass	and	inhaling	before	taking	a	sip.	“Ah,	Martin,	we	should	all	have	left	years	ago.”

Martin	said	nothing.	His	deep	brown	eyes	behind	his	glasses	opened	more	widely.

“Have	you	been	able	to	get	passage?”	Willie	asked	his	friend.

“Not	yet.	There’s	a	possibility	for	next	Tuesday.	Peter	should	be	well	again	by	 then.
And	I	have	a	definite	reservation	for	September	12th,	the	Tuesday	after	that.	Can	you	put
up	with	us	that	long?”

“As	long	as	you	need.	I	wish	you	didn’t	have	to	go	at	all.”

“Life	isn’t	possible	for	us	here	anymore,	Willie.	You	know	that.”

“Of	 course	 I	 do.	 I	 just	mean	 I	wish	 it	weren’t	 that	way,	 that	 you	didn’t	 have	 to	 go.
You’re	my	best	friend.”

“You’ve	been	more	than	a	friend,	Willie.	A	brother	couldn’t	have	done	more.”

“I	wish	 I	could	do	more.	 I	wish	 I	could	change	 this	whole	 lunacy.	 I	used	 to	 think	 it
would	pass,	but	now	…	I	 think	we’re	 in	for	some	bad	years.	You’re	 lucky	 to	be	getting
out.”

“I’m	glad	Claire	and	the	baby	are	out.	And	I’ll	be	glad	to	be	gone	too.	But	I’ll	miss
you,	Willie.”

“When	it’s	all	over	maybe	you’ll	come	back.	Or	we’ll	come	to	America.	And	we’ll	be
your	guests,	Martin.”

Martin	lifted	his	glass.	“To	our	reunion	in	America.”	He	took	a	sip.

Soon	afterwards	they	finished	their	cognac	and	went	to	bed.

In	the	morning	the	radio	crowed	the	news	that	German	forces	had	invaded	Poland	by
air,	 land,	 and	 sea.	 The	 announcers	 spoke	 of	 the	 cowardly	 Poles,	 of	 the	 brave	 German
soldiers.	 Military	 music	 played.	 Nazi	 flags	 flew	 from	 all	 the	 windows.	 In	 the	 streets



neighbors	 smiled	 and	Heil	 Hitlered	 and	 congratulated	 each	 other	 on	 the	 return	 of	 the
territories	that	had	been	perfidiously	taken	from	the	Fatherland.	The	radio	spoke	of	long
lines	at	army	centers,	of	patriotic	Germans	signing	up	to	help	restore	Germany	to	the	glory
stolen	from	it	by	its	enemies.

Eva	shook	her	head	as	she	listened.	She	was	in	the	kitchen,	feeding	lunch	to	the	two
little	boys.	Peter,	for	the	first	time	in	a	week,	was	without	fever,	and	he	chattered	happily
as	he	spooned	soft	boiled	egg	into	his	mouth	and	hair.	Little	Willy,	in	a	high	chair	next	to
Peter,	gnawed	on	a	piece	of	zweiback.

“I’m	so	glad	he’s	better,”	 she	 said	 to	Martin,	who	 sat	 at	 the	 table	drinking	a	 cup	of
coffee.	“I	hate	to	see	them	sick.”

“It’s	a	wonder	Willy	didn’t	catch	it.	Try	telling	two-year-olds	about	germs.”

“He’s	a	tough	one,”	she	said.	“He’s	only	had	one	cold	in	his	whole	life.	Funny	…”

“What?”	he	asked.

“That	he’s	so	healthy	physically	…”	She	paused,	waited	for	Martin	to	say	something.
When	he	didn’t,	she	continued,	“…	and	yet	…”	Again	she	paused.

“And	yet?”

“Willie’s	never	said	a	word	to	you?”

“About	what?”

“And	you’ve	never	noticed	…	that	he’s	…	slow?”

“Children	develop	at	different	rates,	Eva.”

“Yes,	I	know	that,	and	Willie	knows	that,	Martin.	But,	look	at	the	two	of	them.”

“I	have,	I	do.”

“And	you	don’t	see	it?	He	doesn’t	talk,	not	even	‘Mama’	and	‘Papa.’	He	doesn’t	walk.
He	didn’t	sit	up	until	he	was	ten	months	old.	Peter	says	whole	sentences.	Yes,	I	know.	I
was	a	children’s	nurse	before	we	married,	and	I	know	children	develop	at	different	rates.
Some	talk	early.	Some	walk	early.	But	there	are	normal	ranges,	and	he’s	just	not	in	any	of
them.	He’s	a	warm	and	wonderful	child,	always	happy.	But	he’s	not	normal.”

“What	does	Willie	say?”

“He	doesn’t	talk	about	it.	But	he	worries,	I	know	him.	I	thought	maybe	he’d	talked	to
you.”

“Not	a	word.	Not	ever.”

“And	now	this,”	she	said,	pointing	to	the	radio.	“Where	will	it	all	end?”

“I	don’t	know.	I	imagine	England	and	France	will	do	something	now.”

“They	 didn’t	 when	 the	 Fuehrer”—she	 sneered	 at	 the	 name—	 “marched	 into
Czechoslovakia.”

“But	England	and	France	have	a	treaty	with	Poland.”

“Then	we’ll	have	war.”



They	heard	a	key	in	the	lock.	Willie	strode	into	the	kitchen,	his	medical	bag	still	in	his
hand.	He	took	off	his	hat,	and	placed	it	on	top	of	the	bag	on	a	chair	near	the	door.

“I	closed	the	office.	No	one	was	coming	in.	They’re	all	too	busy	celebrating.	When	I
told	Grete	 I	was	 closing	up,	 she	 asked	whether	 I	was	going	 to	 enlist.	Hah!	They’ve	 all
gone	completely	crazy.	They	think	this	is	some	kind	of	picnic?”

Little	Willy	held	his	arms	up.	Willie	scooped	him	out	of	his	high	chair,	gave	him	a	kiss
on	top	of	his	blond	curls,	then	set	him	back	in	his	chair.	He	wiped	zweiback	crumbs	off	his
suit	jacket,	tousled	Peter’s	hair,	went	to	the	sink	to	wash	his	hands	and	then	sat	down	next
to	Martin.

“I’ll	have	a	cup	of	coffee,	Eva,”	he	said.

“I	was	just	making	lunch.”

“I’ll	have	some	coffee	anyway.	So	…	we’re	in	it	now.	Doesn’t	anyone	remember	the
last	war?”

“I	don’t,	really.	I	was	just	a	child,”	Eva	said.	“I	remember	we	didn’t	have	much	to	eat,
but	that’s	all.”

“Well,	I	was	old	enough.	And	it	wasn’t	a	picnic.	And	this	won’t	be	either.	We’re	in	for
some	bad	times.”	He	looked	at	Martin.	“I	hope	the	ships	will	still	sail.”

“America	isn’t	going	to	war,	even	if	England	and	France	do.”

“If	you	can	get	that	ship	next	Tuesday	…	I	wouldn’t	wait.”

“Don’t	worry.	I	won’t.”

“Maybe	I’ll	go	to	the	Lloyd	office	this	afternoon,”	Willie	said.	“I	think	you	should	stay
indoors	today.”

“I	wasn’t	planning	on	going	out.”

“We	may	have	to	offer	someone	a	little	something.”

“Whatever	you	have	to	do,	Willie.	I	have	some	money	still.”

“Of	course	Germans	are	incorruptible,	but	still	…”

“What	if	the	ships	aren’t	sailing	anymore?”	Eva	worried.

“Then	you’re	stuck	with	me,”	Martin	said.

After	lunch	Martin	put	Peter	down	for	a	nap,	and	Eva	settled	Willy	in	with	his	favorite
teddy	bear.	Willie	left,	and	Martin	and	Eva	sat	in	the	kitchen.	They	had	turned	the	radio
off,	 tired	 of	 the	 jingoistic	 speeches	 and	military	music,	 but	 they	 spoke	 little,	 each	 busy
with	his	or	her	own	thoughts.	When	first	Willy	and	then	Peter	awakened,	Martin	played
with	them.	By	the	time	Willie	returned	it	was	already	getting	dark.	He	passed	the	kitchen,
went	into	the	bedroom,	and	changed	out	of	his	suit.	When	he	came	back	into	the	kitchen
he	shook	his	head	sadly.

“They’ve	canceled	all	sailings,”	he	said.

“To	everywhere?”	Martin	asked.



“For	 the	next	week.	And	 there	was	a	 sign	saying	 that	 Jewish	 tickets	were	no	 longer
valid.”

“How	can	that	be?”	Eva	asked.	“If	they	have	tickets	…”

“They	can	do	whatever	they	want,”	Martin	said.	“We	have	no	rights	anymore.”

“Things	may	be	better	tomorrow,”	Willie	said.

“And	why	would	you	think	that?”

“Well	…	they	can’t	be	worse,	can	they?”

“They’re	business	people,”	Eva	 said.	 “They’ll	 come	 to	 their	 senses.	 In	a	week,	 two,
they’ll	realize	they	need	the	business,	and	the	ships	will	sail	again.”

“I	 think	maybe	I	should	move	somewhere	else.	I	don’t	want	 to	make	things	difficult
for	you.”

“Don’t	even	think	of	it,”	Eva	said.	“You’re	safe	here,	and	you’re	not	going	anywhere
’til	we	can	put	you	on	that	ship	to	America.”

After	 the	 boys	 were	 asleep,	 they	 listened	 to	 the	 radio.	 The	 bulletins	 proclaimed
unresisted	forward	movement,	glorious	German	advances.	Hitler	ranted.	Others	warned	of
traitors	 and	 saboteurs	 who	 would	 be	 harshly	 dealt	 with.	 The	 Jews,	 in	 particular,	 were
warned	to	beware.	This	time	the	German	Volk	would	not	be	betrayed.

“I’m	going	to	bed,”	Eva	said	at	ten.	Willie	kissed	her	on	the	cheek,	then	turned	off	the
radio	and	put	a	platter	on	the	gramophone.

“A	little	Shubert,”	he	said,	“to	remind	us	that	not	all	Germans	are	barbarians.”

He	went	 to	 the	sideboard,	got	out	 the	bottle	of	cognac	and	two	glasses.	He	poured	a
generous	shot	into	each	glass,	handed	one	to	Martin.	He	warmed	his	glass	in	the	palms	of
his	hands	before	taking	an	appreciative	sip.

“Ah,	if	only	one	could	shut	out	the	world.”	He	sat	in	his	armchair,	stretched	his	legs	in
front	of	him.	“Eva	told	me	she	spoke	to	you	about	Willy?”

Martin	nodded.

“You	must	have	noticed.	But	you’ve	never	said	a	word.”

“Children	develop	at	…”

“Yes,	yes,	I	know.	But	we	both	know	that’s	not	what	it	is.	We’re	doctors.	He’ll	never
be	normal.”

“There	are	schools.”

“There	were	schools.	This	is	the	Third	Reich.”

Martin	said	nothing.

“You	know	what	they	do	with	idiots	in	the	Third	Reich.”

“He’s	not	an	idiot.”

“He’s	not	going	to	be	a	member	of	 the	Master	Race,	Martin.	It’s	 too	late	for	fooling



ourselves.	What’s	his	future	going	to	be?	If	we’re	lucky,	they’ll	just	sterilize	him.	If	we’re
not	lucky	…”

On	 the	 gramophone	 the	 hauntingly	 beautiful	 voice	 of	 Joseph	Schmidt	 sang	Der	Erl
König.

“He’s	young.	By	the	time	he’s	ready	for	school	this	might	all	be	over.”

“I	 hope	 you’re	 right.	 Certainly	 he’s	 not	 in	 immediate	 danger.	 Luckily	 he’s	 not
mongoloid.	He	doesn’t	look	different,	and	as	you	say,	by	the	time	he	has	to	go	to	school
maybe	we’ll	be	living	in	a	sane	society	again.”

“One	can	only	hope.”

“I’ve	talked	it	over	with	Eva.”

“What?”

“If	you	…	now	that	 the	war	has	started.	Things	are	going	to	get	worse	for	 the	Jews.
You	know	you’re	welcome	here	as	long	as	you	can	stay.	But	if	things	change,	if	they	make
you	leave	…”

“I	said	I’d	go.	I	don’t	want	to	make	things	difficult	for	you,	Willie.	You	know	that.”

“No.	That’s	not	what	I”m	saying.	We	don’t	want	you	to	leave.	Only,	only,	if	they	make
you	leave	…”—he	paused,	then	rushed	ahead—“take	Willy	instead	of	Peter.	They’re	the
same	 age.	They’re	 both	 blond.	Peter	 isn’t	 circumcised.	Let	 us	 keep	Peter,	 and	 you	 take
Willy.”

“What?”

“That	way,	Peter	will	be	safe.	And	when	this	is	all	over,	you	can	come	back	and	get
him.”

Martin	shook	his	head.

“Why	not?”	Willie	asked.	“What	I	hear,	they’re	not	treating	the	Jews	very	well	in	the
collection	centers.	And	there’s	talk	of	shipping	them	to	the	east,	for	their	‘safety.’	They	did
it	after	Krystallnacht.	Now	that	the	war’s	started	…”

“What	if	I	can	still	get	on	a	ship?”

“Then	of	 course	you’ll	 take	Peter.	 I’m	 just	 thinking	worst	 case.	As	 long	as	you	can
stay	here	nothing	changes.	It’s	only	in	the	event	that	they	come	for	you	…”

In	the	background	Schmidt	sang.

“And	Eva	is	agreeable?”

“She	…	she	understands	Willy	is	doomed	if	the	Nazis	stay	in	power.	And	what	kind	of
life	would	Peter	have	if	you	get	sent	to	a	camp?	This	way	at	least	Peter	will	be	safe.	We’ll
take	care	of	him;	you	know	we	will.	And	when	it’s	over	you’ll	come	back,	and	then	you
and	Peter	can	join	Claire	and	the	baby	in	America.”

“I	don’t	have	to	answer	you	right	now,	do	I?”

“Of	course	not.	Nothing	may	happen	anyway.	This	is	only	in	case.”



He	 took	 a	 slug	 of	 cognac.	Martin	 closed	 his	 eyes,	 listened	 to	 Schmidt	 singing	 ‘Die
Forelle.’

“Just	think	about	it.”

Martin	finished	his	cognac.	He	took	the	glass	into	the	kitchen	and	rinsed	it.	When	he
came	back	into	the	living	room	Willie	was	sitting	in	his	chair,	his	head	in	his	hands.	The
gramophone	record	had	 finished,	and	was	spinning	continuously.	He	went	 to	 the	player,
carefully	lifted	the	record	and	replaced	it	in	its	sleeve.	He	shut	off	the	player.

“We’ve	let	Suze	go,”	Willie	said.

“Suze?	Why?”

“She	 was	 making	 noises.	 Said	 she	 wasn’t	 comfortable	 working	 where	 there	 were
Jews.”

“I	told	you	we	should	find	another	place.”

“No.	That’s	 not	why	 I’m	 telling	 you.	 I	 just	wanted	 you	 to	 know,	 it’ll	 be	 safe.	 Suze
won’t	be	here.	Peter	will	be	safe.”

“And	what	did	Suze	say	when	you	told	her	she	was	fired?”

“She	said	she	was	joining	the	Lebensborn	movement.”

“What	in	the	world	is	that?”

“She’s	going	to	make	Aryan	babies	for	the	Fatherland.”

Martin	smiled.	“Well,	lots	of	luck.	If	they’re	all	as	intelligent	as	she	is,	the	Fatherland
may	be	in	a	lot	of	trouble.”

“One	 can	 only	 hope.	 But	 seriously,	 Martin.	 Think	 about	 it.	 It	 probably	 won’t	 be
necessary,	but	in	times	like	this	one	has	to	be	prepared.”

“And	you’re	willing	to	give	up	your	son?”

“If	it	comes	to	that,	Martin,	we’d	lose	him	anyway.	What	did	they	teach	us	in	medical
school?	Triage?	Save	the	ones	you	can	save.	If	we	can	save	Peter	…	.”

They	went	to	bed	soon	afterward.	Martin	did	not	sleep.	He	spent	 long	hours	looking
down	at	his	sleeping	son.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample 
 

Enjoyed the preview? 
 

Buy:  http://www.ebooks2go.com 

https://www.ebooks2go.com/honest-deceptions

	Cover
	Title
	Copyright
	Contents
	Prologue: Hannover, Germany, August 1939
	Chapter 1: New York City, May 1963
	Chapter 2: Hannover, August 31, 1939
	Chapter 3: Wolfenbüttel, May 1963
	Chapter 4: New Haven, May 1963
	Chapter 5: Wolfenbüttel, May 1963
	Chapter 6: Wolfenbüttel, May 1963
	Chapter 7: New York, May 1963
	Chapter 8: Wolfenbüttel, May 1963
	Chapter 9: Wolfenbüttel, June 1963
	Chapter 10: Hannover, September 1939
	Chapter 11: Wolfenbüttel, July 1963
	Chapter 12: Wolfenbüttel, July 1963
	Chapter 13: Hannover, April 1940
	Chapter 14: Hannover, September 1963
	Chapter 15: Hannover and Kassel, September 1942
	Chapter 16: Wolfenbüttel, September 1963
	Chapter 17: Wolfenbüttel, November 1963
	Chapter 18: Kassel, May 1945
	Chapter 19: Wolfenbüttel, November 1963
	Chapter 20: Wolfenbüttel, November 1963
	Chapter 21: Wolfenbüttel, December 1963
	Chapter 22: Wolfenbüttel, December 1963
	Chapter 23: Wolfenbüttel, August 1945
	Chapter 24: Wolfenbüttel, January 1964
	Chapter 25: Wolfenbüttel, January 1964
	Chapter 26: Wolfenbüttel, February 1964
	Chapter 27: Wolfenbüttel, March 1964
	Chapter 28: Wolfenbüttel, April 1964
	Chapter 29: Wolfenbüttel, April 1964
	Epilogue: New Haven, July 4, 1974



