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            Prologue
Hanna, 1958

         
         I haven’t told Stuart the whole truth about where I came from. Because for one thing, he wouldn’t understand. How could he,
            when I don’t really understand it for myself? And for another, even if I did tell him, he wouldn’t believe it. He would frown,
            and his blue eyes would soften, crinkle just around the edges, illuminating both his age and his kindness. Oh, my dear, he might say, as Sister Louisa once did, after I’d stumbled into the last-standing church in Gutenstat, freezing cold and
            sick with thirst and hunger.
         

         
         Sometimes, even now, I wonder if I made it all up. If Max, too, was just a dream, a figment of my imagination. Impossible,
            like all the rest of it.
         

         
         You have been through a trauma, Sister Louisa reminded me, after I first saw the doctor in Berlin. Your mind plays tricks to protect you.

         
         And it was a strange thing, but when Sister said it, I almost believed her. How could she be wrong, after all? This nun with
            her wrinkly face, pale as snow, and light gray eyes, with her habit and her soft smile. She wouldn’t lie. Then she pointed
            to my violin in my hand. Can I hear you play, my dear?

         
         She touched my Stradivari. I’d had it since my sixteenth birthday, an extravagant present from Zayde Moritz, just before he
            passed. I was holding it when I came to in the field. I’d held it playing for Max, in the bookshop once, too. And sometimes
            the only thing to me that still feels real, even now, is my violin.
         

         
         I have played the violin since I was six years old, and it has always felt a part of me, another limb, one that is necessary
            and vital to my daily survival. My violin connects my present and my past, my dreams and my reality. My fingers move nimbly
            over the strings, my mind forgetting all I’ve lost or forgotten. There is only the music that is my constant companion. Nothing
            but the music. Not Stuart. Not Max. Not now. Not the past, either.
         

         
         “Hanna,” Stuart interrupts me today. I’ve etched the date, November 6, 1958, in pencil at the top of my music, so I know it
            is real, so I don’t forget. I do this every single day and have since I was living in London with Julia. While I sometimes
            still forget how old I am now, my fingers do not move as they used to. Some days my knuckles swell, and I must cover them
            in bags of ice when I get home after practice. I hide this from Stuart, too, like so much else.
         

         
         Today, I’m practicing at the conservatory, as I do every day after the group rehearsal. The orchestra will tour again in the
            spring. We’ll go around Europe this time, playing Bach and Vivaldi and Holst. London, Paris, Berlin. As first chair violinist, I must play everything right, everything perfect. Though I already know all the music well, it
            is not enough. I have to breathe it, too. It has to sink into my skin, into my memory, so I will never ever forget it, a sweet
            perfume that lingers on and overtakes all my senses.
         

         
         When Stuart walks in, I rest my violin on my knee and smile at him. Dear, sweet Stuart who brought me into the orchestra’s
            fold five years ago. He’s ten years older than I am and would like nothing more than to marry me. Which he has told me on
            more than one occasion. But I laugh and pretend as though I believe him to be joking, though we both know he’s not. You’re an old soul, he told me once, as if trying to explain away our age difference. It was only then that I’d thought: Maybe Stuart really does know me?

         
         “Hanna,” he says now. “You have a friend here to see you.”

         
         My world in New York City is a bubble. Rehearsal and practice. I live alone in a one-bedroom apartment in Greenwich Village,
            and though I am friendly with nearly everyone in the orchestra, I wouldn’t call any of them dear friends. Only Stuart. And
            it’s only because he thinks he loves me, thinks he understands me. “It must be some mistake,” I tell him, bringing the violin
            back to my chin.
         

         
         “No mistake,” Stuart says. “He asked for Hanna. He said the ‘girl who plays violin like fire.’” Stuart laughs. His eyes crinkle.
            He is both amused and stricken by the accuracy of the description.
         

         
         Once, so many years ago, when I was insisting I would have to give it all up, that I had ruined everything, Max had told me
            that I would have other auditions. Other orchestras. And you can’t give up, he’d told me. You play the violin like fire, Hanna. You can’t give up on your fire.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Max, 1931

         
         Max heard Hanna before he saw her. Rather, he heard her violin as it pierced through the empty auditorium at the Lyceum: sharp
            and bright, passionate and enormous. He’d never heard a violin before other than maybe once on a record playing on his mother’s
            phonograph when he was a boy. And the sound in real life, echoing in the large empty room, was so beautiful and intense that,
            for a moment, Max froze.
         

         
         Max had opened the door to this particular auditorium quite by accident. He’d been looking for Herr Detweiler’s lecture on
            economics, which, as it turned out, was taking place in a different auditorium, in a building across the green. The Lyceum
            in Gutenstat was large, sprawling. Max had read the schedule wrong and had reversed his course, landed himself exactly opposite
            where he’d intended, here, instead, where Hanna was practicing onstage.
         

         
         He walked toward her, toward the music. Her eyes were closed, and she was small but her body swung with the notes she played,
            a force like a giant gust of wind that bowled her back and forth, and yet would never topple her. No. She was in control of
            the music, of the instrument. That much was clear to him. Even knowing nothing about music, about the violin. This woman possessed
            this music. Not the other way around.
         

         
         She finished with one hard downward sweep of the bow, and then she opened her eyes, saw him standing there, not ten feet from
            the stage now, because he’d walked closer and closer as he’d been listening. She put her hand to her mouth. Shocked? Alarmed?
            Angry?
         

         
         “I’m . . . I’m . . . sorry,” he stammered. “I’ve gotten the wrong auditorium.” He suddenly felt foolish for having invaded
            her space. It wasn’t a performance; her music this morning had been meant to be private. And feeling like an intruder, he
            turned and ran out.
         

         
         It wasn’t until he was across the green, walking into the correct building, that he realized he should’ve introduced himself,
            that he should’ve asked her name. Because the sound of that violin, her violin, he could not get it out of his mind.
         

         
          

         Max’s father had owned a small bookshop in the center of Gutenstat, and when his heart stopped last spring, suddenly and all
            at once while he was in the middle of a conversation with a patron, Max had taken over the shop. His mother had died when
            Max was only ten, and so after his father’s death, there was no one else. Max had no choice but to continue running the shop.
            Even if he had, he would’ve chosen what was handed to him: he loved his father’s shop—the smell of the books, ink, paper,
            and binding glue, the patrons in the town who came in looking for stories and suggestions. Max felt a comfort in this life,
            the familiar town of Gutenstat where he’d grown up, just an hour train ride west from Berlin. But the bookshop was quieter
            than it had once been, and that was why Max had enrolled in Herr Detweiler’s economics lecture. It had occurred to him more
            than once that he might not be able to run the bookshop forever, that he might need to learn something else. And an economics
            class had felt like a good place to start. At the very least it might give him some help in keeping the bookshop afloat.
         

         
         He slipped into the correct auditorium in the middle of Detweiler’s lecture, trying not to draw attention to himself now.
            Most of the seats were taken, and in the front of the room, Detweiler—an older, overweight balding man with spectacles—was
            talking animatedly, scribbling an equation on a chalkboard. People all around Max listened intently, took notes. And he tried
            to follow the lecture. It had been a few years since he’d been in school, and truth be told, he’d always enjoyed literature
            so much more than math and science. His mind drifted back to the woman across the green, playing the violin. If he went back,
            could he still catch her? He wanted to ask her name, ask her if she liked books, or coffee. Yes, he would invite her to coffee.
         

         
         He slipped back out of the lecture, ran across the green and back into the auditorium where she’d been playing on the stage.
            But now the room was empty; Max had lost his chance.
         

         
          

         Max lived a ten-minute train ride from the Lyceum on Hauptstrasse in Gutenstat, in a tiny three-room apartment above the bookshop.
            The apartment still contained many of his father’s things and some of his mother’s things as well, though she had been gone
            over ten years now. What was their life had become Max’s life, with the exception of the dull ache of loneliness that came
            over him each evening. The bookshop was in the shopping district of Gutenstat and sat next to Feinstein’s bakery shop and
            across the street from Herr Sokolov’s Fischmarkt. Between the two he was never wanting for anything fresh to eat, though, since his father’s passing, he was often wanting
            for company in which to eat it. His parents had never been alone here—first they’d had each other. Then his father had him.
            And though Max had friends in Gutenstat, it wasn’t the same.
         

         
         When he got home from the Lyceum that morning, Max searched through the closet in the bedroom until he found his mother’s
            old phonograph and her records. It was dusty from lack of use, and he wasn’t sure if the records would still play. He tried
            one, and out came an operatic voice, high and distant and scratchy. It was nothing at all like the violin music he’d heard.
            Not even close. And he felt it again in his stomach, an ache, an emptiness.
         

         
          

         Max opened the bookshop at noon (as he did every day now but Sundays), and as he straightened up the shelves, still feeling
            quite lonely, he glanced again toward the closet at the back of the store. His father had hung a sign on the door and installed
            a lock years ago, cautioning patrons to stay out: achtung! The sign still hung there now, but it wasn’t visible because Max had moved a bookshelf in front of the closet door a few
            months earlier.
         

         
         He had opened the closet door only once, in June. It was just a month after his father had died. Max’s heartache had felt
            so fresh and painful, and business in the shop was already slowing. The economy was bad, and people who were worried about
            buying food did not have enough money for books. On top of everything, his girlfriend, Etta, had just broken up with him,
            and he’d been feeling quite sorry for himself. He’d wondered: Is this it? Is this all he could expect for his life? Or is there something else?

         
         The bell over the shop door chimed now, bringing Max’s attention back to the front of the store. And much to his shock and
            delight, there she was, walking into his bookshop: the beautiful girl who’d been playing the violin at the Lyceum earlier.
         

         
         He stared at her, his mouth slightly agape. She was taller than he’d thought from seeing her up onstage, only a head shorter
            than him. Her brown hair was in a knot behind her head, but wayward curls escaped in front and fell across her heart-shaped
            face in misdirected wisps. She pushed them back, absentmindedly.
         

         
         “You left this,” she said, her tone brusque. “When you were . . . what was it you were doing exactly this morning? Spying
            on me or something?” She held up a book, and it was only then that he remembered he’d had it in his hand earlier when he’d
            walked in on her playing violin. He’d taken it to read on the train. He must’ve put it down in the auditorium and he’d forgotten
            all about it until now. Like all the books they sold in the shop, this one, too, was stamped with the store’s name and address
            in the very back, a way, his father had always said, to remind their patrons to return for more after they’d turned the very
            last page.
         

         
         Max took the book back and thanked her. “I’m Max,” he said. “Max Beissinger.”

         
         “Ah, so this is your store?” She ran her fingers across a row of spines on a shelf. Beissinger Buchhandlung—the words that had been stamped inside the back of the book were also painted on the shop’s glass front window.
         

         
         “Yes, it was my father’s, but he recently passed.”

         
         She looked up from the bookshelf, and her face softened. “Oh, I’m sorry.” She walked toward him and held out her hand. “Hanna
            Ginsberg.”
         

         
         He took her hand, shook it. Her fingers were tiny, thin, but felt quite strong. “I didn’t mean to intrude earlier. I stepped
            inside the wrong room by accident. But your violin playing . . . it’s, it’s so beautiful.”
         

         
         She smiled a little, pulled her hand away. “Well, that’s very kind of you to say, but Herr Fruchtenwalder—he’s my instructor
            at the Lyceum—says it’s not good enough for the symphony yet.”
         

         
         “Not good enough? Is he mad?” Max said quickly.

         
         She laughed. “And you are a violinist too?”

         
         He shook his head. “But your playing . . . it’s amazing. I’ve never heard anything like it before.”

         
         “There are hundreds of violinists in and around Berlin. There’s nothing special about me,” she said.

         
         “I disagree,” Max said. “I think you are special, Hanna Ginsberg.”

         
         She laughed again and then told him she had to go, she was late.

         
         “Will I see you again?” he called after her, but she didn’t answer. She held up a hand to wave behind her on the way out.

         
         The bright butterfly pin she had in the back of her hair, holding her knot of curls together, caught the late afternoon sunlight
            and glinted, momentarily blinding him. He blinked, and then she was gone.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Hanna, 1946

         
         When I opened my eyes, I was in a field. The sky was black. A million stars glittered above me, and my first thought was how
            beautiful they were. How the night was diamonds and Beethoven’s Concerto in D Major. And then I realized I was holding my
            violin. I clutched it in my right hand, my fingers numb and cold, and shaking. My hands vibrated so much that the violin was
            hitting my leg, the hard wood bruising my kneecap.
         

         
         “Max,” I called out. “Max?” My voice quivered, and the words echoed back at me. No response. Only silence and night sky and
            stars. And my violin?

         
         I was just in the bookshop. I was playing Mahler, and Max was sitting behind the counter, reading a book. Play me the fire, Hanna. And he looked at me that same way he did when we were lying next to each other in bed, his green eyes ablaze, like music
            and desire were the same thing. Fire.

         
         I’d smiled at him, closed my eyes to play, and the music had taken over me. But then there was that horrible sound: pounding
            against the glass. Men’s voices. The SA. They were shouting to open up. Shouting that we had broken the law. What had we done?

         
         The store was closed for the night; Max had the front door locked. But I liked the acoustics in the shop, so I often practiced
            there at night. The men rattled the door, pushing on it. The lock wouldn’t hold out much longer.
         

         
         You have to hide, Max said, running toward the back of the store.
         

         
         More banging against the glass storefront, and I ran to where Max was standing. He grabbed me, pulled me close, and hugged
            me so hard.

         
         And that was the last thing I remembered before now, the starry night, this field. How in the world had I gotten here? And
            where was here, exactly?
         

         
         “Max,” I cried out again, softer this time. Because the SA. What if they were still looking for me?

         
         But the field was open, quiet; the night air, crisp and cool. I shivered. I heard an owl hooting somewhere in the distance,
            but that was all. I pinched myself on the arm, and it hurt, but nothing changed. I wasn’t dreaming. I was here, wherever this
            was. And I was all alone.
         

         
          

         I began walking. Because, what else could I do? I couldn’t stay in this field, waiting for Max, or for those horrible SA who
            wanted to, what? Arrest me? Murder me? And what was my crime exactly? I shivered again, but I clutched my violin and kept walking.
         

         
         I walked and I walked and I walked, and the sky began to turn from black to pearly gray to orange blue. In the distance, there
            was a cathedral. I saw the steeple first, rising above the hill, and as I got closer the structure looked vaguely familiar,
            like the cathedral I would see from the train window riding from Hauptstrasse toward the Lyceum. But that church was white;
            this one was brown. My legs were so tired, but I would just make it there, and surely someone inside could help me get back
            to the bookshop. And Max would know what happened. Max would remember. Max. What if something had happened to him?
         

         
         I went over it again and again in my mind, retracing those last words, those last moments with Max, pushing myself to remember
            after that. But try as I might I still had no memory of getting to this field.
         

         
         By the time I reached the church door, I was so thirsty and cold. And tired. My head ached, and something was terribly wrong.
            I knew it was. I just wasn’t sure what, and my body was heavy with dread and exhaustion.
         

         
         Had the SA broken down the door then, taken me, brought me here? Had I hit my head? Is that why I could not remember? Was
            I injured? I put my hand to my head, my face, but everything felt normal. No bumps. No blood. No pain.
         

         
         I opened the door to the church and walked inside. It was filled with wooden pews, all empty. A large stained-glass window
            in front was partially boarded up, as if it had shattered and not yet been repaired. “Hello,” I called out. “Is anyone here?
            Hello?”
         

         
         No one answered back, and I was exhausted. It was much warmer inside the church, and I went to the closest pew, lay down on
            the hard wood bench, and hugged my violin tight to my chest. I would rest. Just for a little while. And maybe when I awoke,
            I would be back in the bookshop, back with Max.
         

         
          

         “Are you all right, child?” A woman’s voice brought me out of sleep. I’d been dreaming of music, as I often did. Whatever
            I’d been practicing most of late, burned so deep into my mind, it almost haunted me in my dreams. I’d been dreaming Wagner.
            But no, that wasn’t right. I’d been practicing Mahler in the bookshop. My fingers twitched against the fingerboard of the violin, restless, wanting. The woman placed her hand on my shoulder, and
            I jumped, opened my eyes. The church. The field. Max? I shrank away from her. “It’s okay, you’re safe here. I’m not going to harm you,” the woman said gently. “I’m Sister Louisa.”
         

         
         “Where am I?” I asked her.

         
         “Menchen’s Dom, about twenty kilometers outside of Berlin.” So this was the church I would see from the train. They must’ve painted it recently, and I hadn’t noticed. Or had it always been brown?
            “And what brings you here, child?”
         

         
         “I . . . I . . .” I wanted to answer her question. But I wasn’t sure how. “I need to get back into Gutenstat,” I told her.
            “Beissinger Buchhandlung. My . . . um . . .” I paused, remembering I couldn’t say the truth about Max and me out loud without
            fear. “I just need to . . . visit the shop.”
         

         
         She shook her head and frowned. “That shop has been gone for many years, child. Since . . . before the war.”

         
         “No, I was just there last night. Many years after the Great War ended.”

         
         “The Great War?” She sat down next to me on the bench. “I don’t know what has happened to you,” she said. “And I am sorry
            for whatever it was, child . . . But you are safe now. All the camps have been liberated. Hitler is dead.”
         

         
         I despised Hitler with every fiber of my being. He’d stolen my mother and the symphony from me, and relief coursed through
            my body, just hearing that he was dead. But why couldn’t I remember it happening? “If you could help me get to the train station
            nearby,” I said, “I could take the train back into Gutenstat.”
         

         
         “The station was bombed,” Sister Louisa said, sadly. “We’re lucky to still be standing, with only minor damage remaining.”
            She glanced toward the boarded-up window. “Come, why don’t you let me get you some food and water, and we can go into Berlin,
            see a doctor.”
         

         
         “I don’t need a doctor,” I insisted.

         
         But did I? My memory was blank, devoid of the moments that led me here. And then there were the events Sister Louisa insisted
            upon that I couldn’t recall: Hitler was dead; the train station had been bombed. She said that the bookshop wasn’t here any
            longer, though, and that couldn’t be right. I was just there.
         

         
         “I just need to find Max,” I said, meekly. But if she was right, and something had happened to the bookshop, to Gutenstat,
            then where was Max?
         

         
         I was not a religious person, and besides that a Jew, not a Catholic. But here in the cathedral I said a silent prayer to
            myself: Please, please, God. Let Max be okay.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Max, 1931

         
         The next morning, Max went back to the Lyceum, even though he didn’t have another lecture scheduled until the following week.
            He went straight to the auditorium where he’d walked in on Hanna practicing yesterday. On the train he’d rehearsed in his
            head what he’d say to her should she be in there again. How her teacher was wrong, how her music was the most special thing
            he had ever heard, and how he had dreamed of it last night long after she’d left his shop.
         

         
         But today there was a young male pianist playing onstage, no Hanna in sight. Max waited for him to stop playing and when he
            finished, Max walked up to the stage and asked him if he knew of Hanna Ginsberg.
         

         
         “I do,” the young man said, gathering up his sheet music. He was about Max’s age, but very thin, too thin. Always the storyteller,
            Max imagined he didn’t have enough to eat, that he had only his piano to sustain him these days, as so many people were struggling.
            Max was lucky that his father had left him a healthy nest egg, or he would not be able to keep the bookshop—or himself—afloat.
         

         
         “Do you know where to find her?” Max asked him.

         
         The thin pianist frowned. “And why would I tell you?”

         
         “I’m . . . She came to my shop yesterday and I have a book she was looking for.” It was only half a lie, since Hanna had come to his shop yesterday. Max held up the book in his hand as proof, though it was the book he himself had been reading
            on the train, poems by Erich Kästner.
         

         
         “She’s not at school today,” the thin pianist finally said. “She’s with her mother. At the apartments just south of here on
            Maulbeerstrasse. I’m not sure of the exact address. Do you know them?”
         

         
         Max thanked him and set off. He knew, but only vaguely, that the area where he was going was a small Jewish community. He’d
            walked by it when he’d gotten off the train this morning, a cluster of buildings on a street lined with mulberry trees, between
            the station and the Lyceum. But as he walked closer to them again now, he realized there were many, many apartments in these
            buildings—maybe a hundred or so, and that he had no way to know which one was Hanna’s.
         

         
         He leaned against one of the four brick three-story buildings and sighed. He couldn’t knock on every single door. People would
            think he was a madman. Maybe he was a madman? Chasing after this girl he didn’t even know, and all because her violin had enchanted him yesterday?
         

         
         Then he heard the faintest sound. Music? Hanna’s violin. The muted notes came from the building across from where he was standing, out a half-open second-floor window, but it was
            unmistakably her.
         

         
         He followed the music: across the courtyard, up a flight of stairs, to the door just under the open window where the sounds
            of her violin floated out, louder and brighter as Max got closer. He knocked on her door; the music stopped abruptly, midnote.
            As the door began to open, Max realized he had no idea what he was going to say.
         

         
         “You?” Hanna said. She held her violin and bow in one hand and put the other hand to her hip. She frowned, clearly annoyed.
            “Are you following me?”
         

         
         “I just wanted to . . . I thought maybe we could . . .” Max stammered, and he felt his cheeks burning. He sounded like an
            idiot. He was used to feeling confident, well-spoken. In the shop he spoke to patrons and recommended books with ease. But
            Hanna was beautiful, consumed by her music, and so determined. It intimidated him. “I didn’t mean to interrupt your practicing,”
            he finally said. “I was just . . . in the area.”
         

         
         Hanna stepped outside onto the porch and shut the door behind her. “Listen, you can’t be here.” She spoke in a hushed tone.
            “My mother isn’t feeling well. I can’t have any visitors right now.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that.” He thought of his own mother, who had wasted away to practically just skin and bones after months
            in bed. Until one morning, when she was gone.
         

         
         “I don’t need your pity.” Hanna crossed her arms in front of her chest, violin and all, as if it were a part of her, a natural
            extension of her body.
         

         
         “How about my friendship?” Max offered.

         
         Hanna smiled wryly. “I have friends.”

         
         Max had friends too. He and Johann still grabbed an ale together on Saturday nights after he closed the shop. Johann was married
            now, and his Elsa was expecting their first child, so Max and Johann saw each other less frequently than they had when they
            were in school, but still, they met every single Saturday night to catch up, if not a weeknight or two as well. Before his
            father died there was Etta. But she’d given up on him once he’d devoted more and more time to the shop after his father’s
            death, and he realized that he hadn’t missed her all that much, which made him think maybe he hadn’t loved her at all. Hanna
            was the first person who’d piqued his interest since. “We could go get a coffee?” Max persisted. “So we wouldn’t disturb your
            mother.”
         

         
         Hanna frowned and leaned against the door. “I have to focus on my music right now. And I have to take care of my mother. I
            don’t have time for anything else. And I don’t need anything else,” she added. “Or anyone.”
         

         
         “That sounds terribly lonely,” Max said.

         
         Hanna rolled her eyes at him. “If I’m ever in need of a book, I’ll be sure to come to your shop,” she said. “But I have to
            get back to practicing.” She walked back inside and slammed the door before Max could protest. And he stood there for a few
            moments, his mouth hanging open, as the sounds of the violin began again. The music was mesmerizing, and it haunted him the
            whole train ride back to Hauptstrasse.
         

         
          

         That afternoon, the bookshop was quiet, as it had been often lately. Max had regular patrons that his father and he had had
            for years. Some people would always find money for books, and he also sometimes dealt in trade, taking back their old books
            in good condition in exchange for deep discounts on shiny new ones. But new customers had become more and more scarce as the
            economy worsened in Germany. The emergency spending cuts and tax hikes in the past year had left more and more people unemployed.
            Unemployed people did not buy books. Max was less worried about the money and more about the quiet. It was boring to sit alone
            in the shop waiting for patrons who came only infrequently. There were only so many hours he could spend sitting behind the
            counter reading by himself.
         

         
         The only visitor to the shop today, just after five, was Johann, stopping in after work. Johann said he was coming by to pick
            up books for Elsa, who was growing larger and more uncomfortable by the week. But Max knew Johann was also checking up on
            him, as he had been making a point to do since his father had passed.
         

         
         “Slow day?” Johann said, walking up to the counter now. He was dressed in a full suit, the tie loosened around the neck after
            a presumably long and busy day himself. Sometimes Max envied him, all the things he was doing. And then he had Elsa, and the baby who would soon be here too. Max had known Johann practically his whole life, and Elsa
            almost that long. He and Johann had gone to grade school together, and Johann had spent many afternoons in the bookshop with
            him after school, the two of them poring over stories. Johann’s father had died when he was very young, and sometimes it had
            felt like Max’s father was both of their fathers, like Max and Johann were something akin to brothers. Later, in secondary
            school, Johann fell in love with Elsa, and then Elsa became Max’s friend too. Of course, now they were adults, and he didn’t
            see them nearly as often. Johann was in school to become a lawyer and he worked part-time at a law firm in the city, trying
            to get his foot in the door for when school was over. And Max had . . . the shop.
         

         
         “They’re all slow nowadays,” Max finally answered him.

         
         He had a pile of new books, waiting behind the counter for Johann to take to Elsa. Pulp romances, Elsa’s favorite, and he
            handed them across to Johann. “Thanks,” Johann said. “Els will be happy to have these.”
         

         
         “Hey, Jo,” Max called after him as he was walking out with the books. Johann stopped walking and turned back. Carrying the
            large pile of books, he looked weighed down, tired. “I’m trying to remember . . . How did you first get Elsa to notice you?”
         

         
         “You mean aside from my unabashed good looks and impressive wit?”

         
         “Yes.” Max rolled his eyes. Johann was quite shy and somewhat plain looking, though he did have a good sense of humor. “Aside
            from all that.”
         

         
         “Your father . . . Didn’t I ever tell you this?” Max shook his head. “I told him that I really liked this girl and she wouldn’t
            give me the time of day. He gave me a book to give her. Said that was the way to any woman’s heart worth having.” Johann smiled
            a little at the memory, and Max smiled, too, picturing his father standing here, saying those words to Johann, choosing exactly
            the right book for Elsa. “I’ll see you on Saturday,” Johann said, walking out of the shop.
         

         
         “Give my love to Elsa,” Max called after him, and then he started searching the shelves, looking for the perfect book.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Hanna, 1946

         
         “Dissociative memory loss,” Herr Doctor pronounced, shining a round white light into my eyes. I was momentarily blinded, and
            I blinked. He turned the light off and took a step back. “You have no signs of injury. Your pupils are functioning normally.
            No head trauma.”
         

         
         Dissociative memory loss? “What does that mean?” I asked him.
         

         
         Herr Doctor was an elderly man, nearly feeble in appearance. He sat down in the chair across from the metal examining table
            and removed the stethoscope from around his neck. He had spoken to me in kind tones, had gentle hands as he’d examined me,
            and I liked him well enough, though I’d never met him before this morning. Doctor Wein, the doctor in Berlin who had taken
            care of my mother up until her last few months, was no longer here.
         

         
         All the Jewish doctors are gone, Sister Louisa said, in such a broad and sweeping and matter-of-fact way that for a moment it had taken my breath away. Gone where? I’d asked. If Hitler was dead, it seemed Jewish doctors could’ve started practicing again? Jews should be allowed health
            care again, too? But she’d pursed her lips together and suggested we go to Doctor Martin, who she said was a friend to the
            church.
         

         
         Now, Herr Doctor sat across from me and frowned. “I believe you have experienced a grave trauma.”

         
         “But you just said, no head trauma.”

         
         “Not a physical trauma. A trauma to the mind . . . to the psyche.” He stared at me and folded his thin arms in front of his
            chest. “You are Jewish.” He was stating the obvious, not asking a question, but I nodded anyway. “But you are only a little
            underweight. In fairly good general health. You probably weren’t in a camp for any length of time.”
         

         
         I remembered what Sister had said, that all the camps had been liberated. I wanted to ask what she meant by that exactly, but if I did, I was certain Herr Doctor would be even more convinced I had
            lost my mind.
         

         
         “Perhaps you were in hiding?” Herr Doctor speculated.

         
         I shook my head. “I was in Beissinger Buchhandlung in Gutenstat with my . . . with Max Beissinger. I was practicing my violin—I
            have a big audition coming up in Holland—and Max was reading behind the counter.”
         

         
         “And what year was that?” Herr Doctor asked.

         
         What year? He must mean what day. “It was Thursday, I think,” I said. “Yes, it was definitely Thursday because I used to have
            my lessons with Herr Fruchtenwalder on Thursdays, and since I was no longer having lessons I had extra practice time that
            day.”
         

         
         “But what year?” Herr Doctor asked, calmly.

         
         “Nineteen thirty-six,” I told him.

         
         “And do you know what year it is now, Hanna?”

         
         “Nineteen thirty-six?” I said meekly, though I felt less sure than I had been just a moment earlier.

         
         He shook his head sadly. “It’s nineteen forty-six, Hanna. You have lost ten years. Your mind is blocking them out. I suspect
            something terrible might have happened to you in that time, and you have gone back to your last happy memory. That night in
            the bookshop. You were happy, yes?”
         

         
         Max had gently put his hands on my shoulders, just before I began to practice. His lips had brushed against my ear and he’d
            whispered that he loved me. It had been a good night—we’d just had supper together; we were no longer fighting. I was happy
            and in love.
         

         
         But how did a person lose ten years? Time wasn’t a misplaced piece of sheet music or the glasses Max wore to read that he was forever losing track
            of. “Will I ever get it back?” I asked Herr Doctor, terrified of his answer, but leaning closer to wait for it.
         

         
         Herr Doctor considered my question for a moment. “It’s hard to say,” he finally said. “Maybe . . . maybe not.” Herr Doctor
            pointed to the violin that I still held in my hands. I’d refused to let Sister take it from me in the car. It was the one
            thing I had left; the one thing that was still real and mine, and I would not let it go, not even for a moment. “Do you remember
            how to play?” he asked.
         

         
         I didn’t have a bow. (I wasn’t sure what happened to it?) But it hadn’t occurred to me before now that this could even be
            a possibility, that I wouldn’t remember how to play? No. “I . . . I think so?” I stammered. “I’d need a bow.” But I moved my left hand against the violin’s fingerboard, fingering
            through the beginning of the Mahler. “Yes,” I said. My memory of the piece was as perfect and as clear as could be, as if
            it really had only been hours, not years, since I’d been practicing in the bookshop.
         

         
         “Well, that is a very good sign,” Herr Doctor said. “A very good sign indeed.” He held up his hands. “But the mind is a curious
            thing. You may recover that time, or you may not.” He stood up and put a hand on my shoulder. “But you are very lucky, Hanna.
            A Jew alive and so healthy in Berlin these days . . . it is a very rare thing.”
         

         
          

         I was silent as Sister Louisa drove us back to the cathedral, taking in the landscape of Berlin and the outskirts. Nothing
            was the same as it was in my mind. Whole blocks of the city, and buildings, were missing. As we got back to Gutenstat, I noticed
            that the apartments where I’d once lived on Maulbeerstrasse with Julia and Mamele before she died were no longer there. All
            that remained was the lower half of building drei, the roof completely gone as if a great storm had swept in and taken it all away.
         

         
         “Herr Doctor says I’ve forgotten ten years,” I told Sister as she pulled off the road by the cathedral. “Memory loss due to
            trauma.” Sister Louisa nodded but seemed oddly unsurprised. “Where are all the Jews?” I asked her quietly.
         

         
         She turned her eyes away from me, looked straight ahead to the road, though the car was parked; she was no longer driving.
            “The lucky ones got out before the war,” she said.
         

         
         “Not the Great War?” I said.

         
         She shook her head. “The Second War.”

         
         An entire war I couldn’t remember? It was unfathomable really. My memory had always been meticulous, spectacular. I could
            play a short piece only once and step away from the music and play it again by heart. “What about the ones who weren’t lucky?”
            I asked Sister Louisa.
         

         
         She sighed, then cocked her head, trying to decide whether or not she should tell me. “They were all sent to forced labor
            camps,” she said. Then she lowered her voice to almost a whisper. “And many were killed.”
         

         
         Her words were so hard to understand, and yet, I didn’t disbelieve them. The current was there, the hatred for Jews, the boycott
            of Jewish shops and businesses, the Nazis’ non-Aryan decrees. I knew of labor camps, for political prisoners. And in 1936
            Jews were already banned from many things: health insurance, cultural unions, the military. The symphony. Even, love. But
            forced labor camps for all Jews? They were killed? Why hadn’t anyone stopped them? How had all the good kind people I’d known in Gutenstat and Berlin allowed this to happen?
            Tears welled up in my eyes as I thought about all the Jews I’d known my entire life, and not just Doctor Wein and Herr Fruchtenwalder
            but my classmates at the Lyceum, my friend Gerta, who’d played violin with me in primary school, and her boyfriend, Hans,
            and her father, Herr Brichtman, the baker. Fritzie, the pianist, who accompanied me at my symphony audition. Were they all
            really gone?
         

         
         My sister, Julia, had moved to London with her husband, Friedrich, just after Mamele died. She’d wanted me to come with her
            then. She was worried things wouldn’t be safe for Jews much longer in Germany. But I had refused to leave my chance at the
            symphony and Max. I could still vividly remember the words we’d exchanged outside on the porch of our apartment on Maulbeerstrasse. You will risk your life, your career, for what . . . music? This unreliable man? That was how Julia saw Max, as unreliable. Not as I knew him: generous, handsome, brilliant. Julia and I had fought that afternoon and had lost touch for months. She was right, I thought now. Not about Max, but about the danger. But at least she hadn’t been in Germany when it had happened.
         

         
         But . . . Max? Max wasn’t Jewish. But he also wasn’t here, with me now. And I felt this cold hard icy truth in my chest. Trauma to the psyche. The last time I was truly happy. Had something horrible happened to Max, and my mind did not want me to remember it?
         

         
         “You said the bookshop in Gutenstat was gone?” I asked Sister. “When? What happened to it?”

         
         “It burned to the ground,” Sister Louisa said, matter-of-factly. “The whole Hauptstrasse did in ’38.”

         
         Burned to the ground? There was a large book bonfire in the streets of Berlin in ’33, the smell of smoke I’d tried to ignore as I’d played with
            my quartet blocks away. We’d had barely anyone in the audience for our concert. And yet, thousands and thousands had come
            out to listen to Goebbels decree that Jewish intellectualism was dead as they burned books by Freud and others. Max feared
            that they would come for him, his books, his store. This was when Julia and Friedrich first started to talk about moving to
            London. Friedrich was a doctoral student in biology and he’d been writing his own book at the time of the burning.
         

         
         But Max wasn’t Jewish, and he’d made sure to display only German Aryan books in the shop after the bonfire. He kept the others,
            the forbidden ones, in the back, in a closet, and only went in to find them should a trusted customer ask. Had the soldiers
            found them? Had they ignored the achtung! sign on the closet door and barged in, found the contraband, then killed Max for his crimes and burned the bookshop, the
            entire street, down? I shivered at the thought, and deep down I couldn’t believe it was true. If that had happened, I would
            remember it. I knew I would.
         

         
         “Come on, let’s go back inside, shall we?” It was chilly in the car, and Sister Louisa blew on her hands, then moved to open
            her car door and get out. And I did the same. Because I didn’t know what else to do. What else was I supposed to do? If Julia was still in London, I could contact her. Maybe she had an idea of what had happened to me? And if she didn’t, she
            must be worried sick. I had to let her know I was okay.
         

         
         “Will you play your violin for us?” Sister Louisa asked as we walked toward the front of the cathedral.

         
         I shook my head. “I don’t have a bow.” And besides, what was the point? The Lyceum was gone and Herr Fruchtenwalder could
            be dead. And Max. What had happened to Max? I tried so hard to come up with a memory after that night in the bookshop, when
            I was practicing Mahler. Max and I, running away, escaping together. Max and I being arrested. Something. Max wasn’t tethered
            to one place the way I’d always been. Had we left Gutenstat before everything had gotten dangerous? Had I gotten my visa for
            Holland like I’d been hoping? Had we run to Julia? But then why was I here, now?
         

         
         “Ah, the bow.” Sister Louisa was still talking about the violin as we entered the church. “I asked Father Broving to go in
            search of one while we were out. Some sort of case for you, too, so you don’t have to just carry that around like that.” Sister
            Louisa stopped walking and put her hand on my shoulder. “Perhaps if you remember your music, you will remember other things?”
            she suggested. I was suddenly so touched by her kindness, I felt like I might cry.
         

         
         “I will play, if Father finds a bow,” I promised her. “Do you mind if I ask you for one more favor?”

         
         “Anything, my child,” she said.

         
         “Can you take me to send a telegram to my sister in London?”

         
         “Telegram?” Sister laughed a little. “Well, I can do better than that. We’ve just installed a telephone in the rectory.”

         
         The thought of my sister’s voice, so close, just like that! It made me want to cry. No matter what disagreements we might
            have had in the past, Julia would know what to do; she would have answers for me.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Max, 1931

         
         Max waited to go back to the Lyceum until the following week, when he had Detweiler’s lecture. As he got off the train and
            walked by the apartments on Maulbeerstrasse, all he could think of was Hanna. He’d found himself thinking about her at odd
            moments all week, daydreaming about her nimble fingers and her beautiful smile. Maybe he would catch her practicing in the
            auditorium as he had the week before? Or if not, he’d try at her apartment again on the way back toward the train. He’d brought
            her a book, a biography of Ludwig van Beethoven, which was the most musical choice he had found in his shop.
         

         
         He walked to the auditorium first, and he listened outside the door. He heard a violin and felt certain it was her. She was
            practicing something different today. No less haunting or filled with passion, but last week’s song had been slow, while this
            one was fast. He waited for a pause in the music, before he opened the door and walked into the auditorium.
         

         
         Hanna was on the stage, wiping her violin with a cloth, and then she bent down to put it in her case. Max watched her from
            the back of the room; she hadn’t noticed him yet, and for a second he hesitated. She’d been very clear that she hadn’t wanted
            to be friends with him. But he’d taken his father’s old advice to Johann; he’d brought her a book, and he wasn’t going to
            be a chicken now.
         

         
         “Hanna,” he called out, as he approached the stage. She latched her case, picked it up, and stood. She looked at him and frowned.
            “I have a lecture just across the green,” he said before she could yell at him for pestering her. “And I thought you might
            be here. I brought you a book.” He held up the biography. She was still frowning so he kept talking. “When my mother was very
            ill, I used to read to her. It used to comfort her to listen to a story, to hear the sound of my voice.” He had only been
            nine years old, but he’d been a good reader, and the memory was so tangible; it was still one of the clearest memories he
            had of his mother.
         

         
         Her face softened a little, and she jumped down from the stage. She took the book from him. For a second their fingers touched,
            and Max felt a thrilling surge of energy up through his arm. “This was very kind of you,” Hanna said. “Thank you.” She looked
            at him for another moment, as if she wanted to say more. But then she began walking toward the door of the auditorium and
            Max jogged to keep up with her.
         

         
         “Do you want to get a coffee?” Max asked her.

         
         She stopped walking and turned to him. “I thought you had a lecture?”

         
         “I could skip it,” he said. It had been foolish to pay for the course if he wasn’t going to attend, but at that moment he
            cared more about getting to know Hanna than about anything he’d learn in class.
         

         
         “Well, I have a lesson now, anyway,” she said. “And then I have to get back to my mother. My sister, Julia, is with her now
            and she has things to do.” Hanna rolled her eyes. She held up the book. “But thank you for this. I’ll return it to your store
            when I’m done.”
         

         
         “No need,” Max told her. “You can keep it.” She shrugged a little and started to walk out of the auditorium and then he wanted
            to kick himself. If she returned it to the shop, he would have the opportunity to see her again.
         

         
         “Let me know if you like it,” he called after her. “I have many others. Come into the shop anytime.”

         
          

         That afternoon in the bookshop, Max got two real paying customers—a near miracle these days. And he was feeling good as he
            readied the shop to close for the evening. Just as he was about to turn off the lights and walk upstairs to his apartment,
            he heard a knock on the glass storefront door, and when he turned to look, Hanna was there, standing on the other side. He
            couldn’t believe she’d actually accepted his invitation and come by so soon.
         

         
         “Sorry to come so late,” Hanna said when he opened the door. “I didn’t realize you’d be closed. I just couldn’t get away till
            now.”
         

         
         He smiled. “No, I’m glad you’re here. Come in.” She walked inside the shop, and she seemed more at ease than she had earlier
            in the Lyceum, less on guard. Maybe it was that she didn’t have her violin in her hand, and instead the book he’d brought
            her this morning. “You couldn’t have finished it!” He was a fast reader but not that fast.
         

         
         “No.” She laughed. “To tell you the truth, I’d read it already.” She smiled sheepishly. “I didn’t want to tell you this morning
            because it was so thoughtful of you. It really was. It’s been a long time since anyone has . . . well.” She held the book
            out to him. “I felt bad keeping a book I already have when maybe you could sell it to someone else. Business must be hard
            these days.”
         

         
         Instead of taking the book from her, he put his hand on her arm, lightly. “You came all the way here for that?” he asked.
            She shrugged but didn’t answer. Had she been eager to see him again, like he’d wanted to see her? “I know it’s late,” Max
            said. “But Feinstein’s bakeshop next door is still open. We could get that coffee now?”
         

         
         “I . . . I should get back,” Hanna said. She put the book down on the display in front of him and began to back away toward
            the door.
         

         
         “At least let me get you another book,” he said. “One you haven’t read.” She stopped walking. “What do you like, something
            else about music? Or fiction? Poetry . . . ?”
         

         
         “Maybe something hopeful, that I could read to Mamele, like you suggested. I think she might like that.”

         
         Hopeful. Nothing he had read of late was hopeful. Since the market had crashed in America none of the English writers were in a very
            good mood. Not that the German writers were either, as their economy had similarly withered. His eyes scanned the shelves
            looking for something, and he landed on Virginia Woolf. He pulled out A Room of One’s Own. “Have you read this one?” She took it from him, examined it, turned it over, and shook her head. “I don’t know if you’d
            call it hopeful, exactly. But I have a feeling you’ll like it.” Hanna and her violin reminded him of Woolf’s argument about
            women writers, needing a space of their own to create their art.
         

         
         She held the book up to her chest and smiled at him, and this was what he liked best about the bookshop, this was what he
            did best. Pairing books and people together. It was what his father had taught him, what he missed now that business was so
            much slower.
         

         
         “I’m going to read this, and then I’ll bring it back. I promise.”

         
         “No rush,” he said, though he hoped she would, so he could see her again soon.

         
         She stood up on her tiptoes, reached out, and wrapped her arms around him in a hug. The gesture surprised him so, that he
            stumbled backward a step, and he put his arms around her, too, and steadied himself. Up close she smelled like spring, like
            lemons and wildflowers, and something else he’d never smelled before . . . almost like molasses. He closed his eyes and inhaled.
            Her body was warm, and feeling her that close to him, he felt that same thrilling energy as when their fingers had touched.
         

         
         He put his hand on her cheek. Her skin felt so soft, and she tilted her chin up to look at him. She smiled a little. And then
            as fast as she’d hugged him, she pulled away and walked out of the shop.
         

         
         He stood there and watched her go, his mouth agape. He wanted to call after her, to tell her to stay here longer with him.
            He had almost kissed her. If she had stayed another second.

         
         He put his hand to his mouth, his lips warm from the anticipation. And that was the moment he realized that he was going to
            fall in love with Hanna Ginsberg.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Hanna, 1946

         
         It took Julia two weeks to come to Berlin after I telephoned her from the rectory. She had believed for nearly ten years that
            I was dead, and when she first heard my voice through the telephone, she screamed, and then she swore I was a ghost.
         

         
         “I’m no ghost,” I promised her. But everything about myself felt strange, detached. My fingers could play the violin as they
            always had—Father Broving had procured a bow and I’d spent hours playing in the church, much to the delight of the sisters.
            But my fingers felt like they didn’t belong to my body anymore; they had a memory, a life, all their own.
         

         
         “I don’t understand,” Julia repeated several times. “Where were you during the war? Where have you been all this time? How
            did you survive?”
         

         
         “I wish I knew, but I don’t remember anything,” I said, and I could hear the disbelief in my sister’s silence.

         
         “Are you sure you’re okay?” Julia finally asked, her tone softening.

         
         “Yes,” I assured her, though the truth was I didn’t know whether I was okay or not.

         
         “Well, I’m coming to get you,” she said. “And don’t argue with me about it.” I didn’t argue. What else was there for me to
            do?
         

         
         She hesitated for a moment, and I thought she might ask me about Max, but then she said, “Oh, Hanni, I’ll be so glad to see
            you again.” She cleared her throat on the other end of the line. “I’ll telephone you back when I know which train I can get
            on.”
         

         
          

         Sister Louisa told me that the station in Berlin had only been repaired enough in the last month to begin accepting some train
            service again. “Life is getting back to normal,” she said, but she shook her head sadly, so that I wondered if for her, remembering
            every horrible thing that had happened around her over these last years, life would ever feel normal again. Was it better not to remember? No. That made it worse. I wasn’t a ghost as Julia claimed, and yet I felt like a shadow of the woman I used to be. Nothing felt
            normal to me, either.
         

         
         In my two weeks living at the rectory, I spent my days playing violin for the sisters, and I also walked around what remained
            of the Gutenstat I used to know, looking for any small piece that might trigger my memory. But nothing did. The Lyceum had
            closed down, and the building where the conservatory was housed had been damaged, most likely bombed. The roof was missing,
            the windows to the auditorium where I’d often practiced blown away. The door was boarded up so that I couldn’t even walk inside.
         

         
         I asked Sister Louisa to drive me to Hauptstrasse where the bookshop had been. She insisted that there was nothing much there
            to see but she drove down
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