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      Part One

      SAM

     1949




      
      
      Chapter One

      
      [1]

      
      Soon after my return from Germany in that troubled spring of 1949, my boss asked me if I would marry his daughter. It was,
         as I at once realized, a unique occasion. Although I was approaching middle age and not unsophisticated, I had never before
         been proposed to by the father of a would-be bride without either her knowledge or her consent.
      

      
      ‘Well?’ said Cornelius encouragingly before my speechlessness could become an embarrassment to us both. ‘What do you say?’

      
      I knew exactly what I wanted to say. The Germans had a phrase for it. ‘Ohne mich,’ I had heard them say again and again during my recent trip. ‘Count me out.’ And those terse words had soon symbolized to
         me all the exhaustion and disillusionment of postwar Europe.
      

      
      ‘Ohne mich!’ I now responded automatically, too appalled to be diplomatic, but luckily Cornelius knew no German. As he looked blank
         it occurred to me that I had just bought myself a few precious extra seconds and I at once used the time to pull myself together.
         As soon as he had said coldly: ‘Pardon me?’ I replied without hesitation: ‘That means “what a happy suggestion!”’ and gave
         him my warmest smile. The twenty-three years which I had spent working as an investment banker on Wall Street had perhaps
         overdeveloped my talent for survival.
      

      
      We were sitting in his office at the bank, and beyond the french doors the sunlight of early evening slanted across the patio.
         The bank, a huge Renaissance-style relic of the nineteenth century, stood at One Willow Street on the corner of Wall, but
         the senior partner’s office at the back of the building might have been a hundred miles from the noisy streets of downtown
         Manhattan. In the patio the magnolia tree was in full bloom, reminding me of summers irretrievably lost, the summers in Maine
         on the estate where my father had been the head gardener, the summers in Germany in those sunlit days before the war. The
         beauty of the magnolia blossom suddenly seemed unendurable. I had to avert my eyes, but when I glanced around the room I saw
         the bleak furniture, the violent primary colours in the painting above the fireplace and, beyond his desk, the anxious little man who occupied the senior partner’s chair.
      

      
      ‘You’ll do it, Sam?’ He seemed about to collapse with relief. ‘You’ll fix it?’

      
      I thought of all the times he had asked me those questions in the past, and when I glanced past him again into the patio I
         saw not the magnolia tree but the high wall black with city filth and the doorway, long since bricked up, which had once led
         into Willow Alley.
      

      
      ‘Now wait a minute!’ I protested laughing. ‘Don’t rush me – this is a big occasion! It’s not every day a hardened bachelor
         of forty-one receives such an unexpected proposal from his boss!’
      

      
      ‘Sam, I know – I just know – that this is the only solution to the problem—’

      
      ‘—and don’t think I don’t understand your problem and sympathize with you. It must be harrowing in the extreme to have an
         eighteen-year-old daughter who’s just tried to elope with a beach-boy. However, as one of your oldest friends and certainly
         your most loyal partner, I owe it to you to point out that I may not be the best candidate for the role of son-in-law. Of
         course I appreciate the big compliment you’re paying me—’
      

      
      ‘Oh, for Christ’s sake!’ said Cornelius exasperated. ‘Let’s be honest about this! What does a man do when he has a beautiful
         daughter who’s heiress to a fortune? If he’s got any grain of moral responsibility he marries her off to someone he can trust
         before some goddamned gigolo can ruin her life!’
      

      
      ‘Yes, but—’

      
      ‘The trouble is there are very few people I trust – in fact the only people I trust one hundred per cent today are my three
         friends who knew me back in the days before Paul left me all his money. And since Jake’s married and Kevin’s queer, that leaves
         you. Goddamn it, Sam, I can’t think why you’re dragging your feet about this! You’ve been saying for years that you wanted
         to get married, and you know very well that I’d make this marriage worth your while in more ways than one. What’s your problem,
         for Christ’s sake?’
      

      
      There were several replies I could have made, but any attempt to be honest would only have had the effect of prolonging the
         conversation and I could now see the conversation had to be terminated immediately. Cornelius needed time to calm down. Clearly
         Vicky’s escapade with the beach-boy had propelled him into a big panic, but if I gave him the chance to recover his equilibrium
         he would soon realize his wild matrimonial pipe-dream was best forgotten. Clearing my throat I reluctantly prepared to abandon
         the truth and lie my way out of trouble.
      

      
      
      ‘There’s no problem,’ I said soothingly. ‘I’m not a man to miss my opportunities, but give me a couple of days to adjust to
         the idea, won’t you? I’m a human being, not a robot programmed to give the correct response whenever someone presses a button!’
      

      
      ‘Why, Sam, I’d never think of you as a robot, you know that – and I hope you never think of me as a mad scientist bent on
         pressing all the wrong buttons!’ He gave me one of his most attractive smiles, the boyish one which made him look so innocent,
         and rising nimbly to his feet he held out his hand. His grey eyes were brilliant with affection. ‘Thanks a million, Sam,’
         he said. ‘I knew you wouldn’t let me down.’
      

      
      Before we could shake hands the white telephone rang on his desk to indicate a call coming through on his private line. ‘That’ll
         be Alicia,’ said Cornelius, immediately tense again. ‘She said she’d let me know if the trays of food left outside Vicky’s
         door had been touched. If you’ll excuse me, Sam—’
      

      
      I escaped.

      
      [2]

      
      It’s not easy to work for someone the same age as oneself. Nor is it easy to work for one’s closest friend, particularly when
         the friendship has spanned twenty-four years. Cornelius and I, both forty-one, had first met when we were boys of seventeen
         in 1925, but despite the fact that our work created a common bond the bank paradoxically both united and divided us. It compelled
         us to share huge segments of our lives yet, since Cornelius was the boss, the sharing was never on equal terms. I respected
         Cornelius and we got along well, but sometimes (since I was only human) I couldn’t help resenting my subordinate position,
         and I had never resented it more than I did that evening when he tried to push me into marrying his daughter.
      

      
      It was Cornelius’ uncle, Paul Van Zale, who had first brought us together. Immensely rich, immensely powerful, with his own
         Wall Street investment bank, his beautiful showpiece wife and his mansions on Fifth Avenue in New York and at the summer resort
         of Bar Harbor in Maine, Paul had a profound influence on me when I was growing up. I was the son of German immigrants; my
         parents, working as gardener and housekeeper, took care of Paul’s summer home for him in the long intervals between his visits,
         and since I was only his servants’ son I hardly expected him to pay any attention to me when he came to Bar Harbor on vacation.
         However when I was seventeen he invited me to live as a guest in his house in order to be one of the three companions he was seeking for his great-nephew who was due to visit him that summer from Ohio. Cornelius was
         Paul’s only male relative. Having no sons of his own, Paul had decided it was time to discover if his great-nephew was tough
         enough to sustain the burden of the Van Zale fortune and eventually succeed him at the bank.
      

      
      At first I didn’t know what to make of Cornelius. I didn’t know what to make of the two other boys either. Paul seemed to
         have selected an odd quartet of protégés, and although we were all the same age, seventeen, we appeared to have nothing else
         in common. Kevin Daly was the son of a rich Irish-American politician and attended a famous Eastern Seaboard educational establishment
         a world removed from the high school I went to at Bar Harbor; Jake Reischman came from New York’s German-Jewish aristocracy
         and lived in a Fifth Avenue palace which I, brought up in the lodge at the gates of the Van Zale estate, could hardly begin
         to imagine. Kevin seemed overpoweringly extroverted and self-confident; Jake seemed incredibly debonair and sophisticated.
         I felt very conscious of my social inferiority in their presence, and had it not been for the fact that Cornelius was even
         more overwhelmed by them than I was, I might well have flunked the golden opportunity for advancement which Paul was offering
         me and retreated in despair to the lodge.
      

      
      However Paul soon bound us together. At the end of that summer we were all united in our hero-worship of him and unanimous
         in our desire to be as dazzlingly successful in life as he was, and when he recalled us in 1926 for a second summer as his
         special protégés we were all excited by the prospect of our reunion.
      

      
      But our reunion was short-lived. Paul was killed soon afterwards. In those days wealthy men in his position were so vulnerable
         to assassination by Bolshevist fanatics that he had always employed a bodyguard, but the men who conspired to murder him were
         sophisticated enough to overcome this routine precaution against disaster. The world, stunned by his death, was stunned too
         by his will; Paul had named Cornelius as his heir. This was the first public indication Paul had given that he considered
         his great-nephew tough enough to take on such a considerable responsibility, and as time passed everyone slowly realized that
         his confidence hadn’t been misplaced.
      

      
      Cornelius had delicate health and a frail appearance. At the age of eighteen he also had a face like a choirboy’s, a respectful
         way of talking to his elders and a smile which apparently gave women an irresistible desire to mother him. No one could have
         looked more harmless, and no one, as Paul once remarked dryly, could have been more adept at employing that vampire’s trick of going straight for the jugular vein.
      

      
      It took Cornelius some years to establish himself as senior partner at the bank, but by the time he was thirty his life was
         mirroring Paul’s with uncanny precision. He had his Wall Street bank, his showpiece wife, his mansions on Fifth Avenue and
         at Bar Harbor; he had all Paul’s wealth and success and fame.
      

      
      I wasn’t doing so badly myself. After Paul had died in 1926 I went to New York because Cornelius, always a realist, had known
         he would soon need a loyal ally while I, always an opportunist, was determined not to pass up the chance to fulfil my classic
         American dream of achieving wealth and success. Of course none of the Van Zale partners had taken us seriously. They had thought
         we were just a couple of schoolboys playing at being bankers and so they had laughed, writing us off by assuming our dreams
         were inevitably doomed to failure.
      

      
      I often thought of those men at the bank who had laughed at us back in 1926.

      
      They were all dead now.

      
      When we had first begun to work at the bank, the most powerful man on the premises had been Paul’s favourite partner Steven
         Sullivan, a man some twenty years older than Cornelius and myself. Huge, shrewd, flamboyant – Steve had at first terrified
         us both, yet right from the start we had both known this was the one man we had to oust from the bank if Cornelius were ever
         to sit in that coveted senior partner’s chair.
      

      
      ‘Of course it’ll be difficult to eliminate him,’ Cornelius had said, summoning all his talent for long-range planning, ‘but
         there’s no reason why we shouldn’t fix the elimination in the end. Where there’s a will there’s a way.’
      

      
      We fixed it. We ousted him. Later he died. We were indirectly responsible for his death too although Cornelius would never
         admit it, saying it was hardly our fault that Steve had driven his car into a tree after drinking the contents of a bottle
         of scotch. Cornelius never admitted anything was his fault. He always just said: ‘I was driven to do what I had to do,’ and
         then he would start talking about something else. He seemed to have an inexhaustible talent for shutting out the past he had
         no wish to remember, and it was a talent I often envied for it would have been such a relief if I could have walled off not
         only my guilt about Steve Sullivan but my guilt about being a German-American who hadn’t fought in the war.
      

      
      I had only just returned from my first post-war vacation in Germany. I had been thinking of it ever since I had arrived back
         in New York, and I knew the memories would continue to haunt me with unbearable clarity: the ruined cities, the terrible peace
         of the shattered countryside, the Allied soldiers laughing in the streets – and finally the GI at my side who had whistled
         ‘Lili Marlene’ …
      

      
      It occurred to me, as I escaped from the senior partner’s office on that April evening in 1949, that when compared with the
         nightmare of my German vacation Cornelius’ idiotic suggestion that I should marry his daughter could almost be classed as
         a joke. However my moment of humour was short-lived. My position was potentially too awkward, and as I ran up the stairs from
         the back lobby I knew I was breathing hard not only from the sudden exertion but from my extreme tension as well.
      

      
      I entered my office. On my desk I found a pile of letters awaiting signature, six pink notes recording telephone messages
         and a long memo from my personal assistant, but I ignored them all, fixed myself a double Beefeater martini on the rocks and
         reached for the phone.
      

      
      The bell rang eight times before Teresa picked up the receiver.

      
      ‘Hi,’ I said, ‘it’s me. Are you busy?’

      
      ‘I’m cooking jambalaya for Kevin’s dinner and wondering if he’ll ever have the nerve to eat it. How are you?’

      
      ‘Just fine. Can I see you tonight?’

      
      ‘Well—’

      
      ‘I lied. I feel terrible. How about a quick drink? I’ll sit in the kitchen while you cook.’

      
      ‘Okay, come on over.’

      
      ‘You’re the best girl in all New York. I’m on my way.’

      
      [3]

      
      I had met Teresa at my friend Kevin Daly’s house four months ago. Kevin’s annual Christmas parties had become the only occasion
         on which he, Jake Reischman, Cornelius and I met under one roof; we were all a long way now from our summers as Van Zale protégés
         at Paul’s Bar Harbor home.
      

      
      ‘The Bar Harbor Brotherhood!’ Kevin had exclaimed exuberantly when the four of us had been reunited after the war. ‘Or should
         it be the Bar Harbor Mafia?’
      

      
      It was true that the word ‘brotherhood’ was too sentimental a description of the ties which still existed between us, and
         even the word ‘friendship’ could no longer be used to describe our association accurately. Jake and I never met unless we had business to discuss, and since Jake had become head of his own investment banking
         house he preferred to deal solely with Cornelius. Cornelius saw Kevin regularly at meetings of the board of the Van Zale Fine
         Arts Foundation but seldom saw him socially while I, having no interest in the arts, had all but lost touch with Kevin before
         I met Teresa. To an outsider it might have seemed that Cornelius and I were the two who were closest, but I often suspected
         Cornelius was closest to Jake. They met on equal terms. Cornelius was always ready to swear, particularly after a glass of
         champagne, that he regarded me as a brother, and he was always, even without the champagne, careful to soft-pedal his power
         over me by insisting how indispensable I was to him, but both of us had no illusions about our true status. It was the dark
         side of our relationship which we tacitly accepted but could never bring ourselves to discuss. No one is ever indispensable.
         I knew that just as I knew Cornelius would always be the boss and I would – if I were sensible – always be the right-hand
         man, but I wasted no time dwelling on it. It was just a fact of life to be accepted sensibly without a fuss.
      

      
      ‘You bankers!’ said Kevin when we occasionally got drunk enough to reminisce to him about the less publicized events of our
         shared past. He made no secret of his contempt for Wall Street but he followed our careers with the vicarious interest of
         a writer perpetually on the lookout for new material. In 1929 when Kevin had abandoned Harvard Law School to live in New York
         he had intended to be a novelist but only one novel had ever been written. For years now he had written plays, the early ones
         enjoyable, the later ones increasingly puzzling, and had long since left his fashionable Greenwich Village garret to live
         in a fashionable Greenwich Village brownstone west of Washington Square.
      

      
      Kevin loved his house. Cornelius had once suggested that the house was a substitute for the family who had never forgiven
         Kevin for leading a life which they could only regard with disapproval, and even if this theory remained non-proven there
         was no denying that Kevin had spent large sums of money on creating a showpiece home for himself. Hating to leave the house
         unattended he even went to the trouble of converting the top floor into a studio apartment for a caretaker. His caretakers
         lasted about six months. Young, attractive, invariably blonde and always female they were either writers or painters or sculptors;
         musicians were prohibited because they made too much noise. The girls were delighted to have a rent-free apartment and an
         uncomplicated relationship with an employer who had no interest in beating a path to their bedroom door, but the inevitable quarrel always came when Kevin refused to lend
         them money. Kevin could be tough. I heard young male guests had been ejected from the house with similar incisiveness although
         Kevin seemed to prefer to live alone.
      

      
      He was living alone – apart from the current caretaker – when he had invited me to his party the previous Christmas, and as
         it turned out I was the only one of his three Bar Harbor friends who accepted the invitation. Jake was away in California
         and Cornelius, who had not enjoyed the previous Christmas party, made some excuse not to go.
      

      
      ‘Don’t know why you want to go and mingle with a bunch of queers,’ said Cornelius, but I just laughed. Other people’s sexual
         tastes were of no interest to me, and besides Kevin gave the best parties in town.
      

      
      When I arrived at his house about forty people were screaming elegantly at each other beneath the crystal chandeliers in Kevin’s
         large old-fashioned living-room. Kevin served the usual cocktails to cater to conventional American taste, but the hallmark
         of a Daly party was that the guests had the opportunity to get drunk on champagne.
      

      
      Unfortunately a grateful client had given me a surfeit of champagne earlier that day at lunch. ‘I’ll take a scotch on the
         rocks,’ I said to the hired butler, and was just eyeing a dish of caviar when someone exclaimed behind me: ‘You must be jaded!
         What kind of a guy turns down free French champagne?’
      

      
      I swung round. A plump young woman with wild curly hair, a large nose and a wide mouth was smiling at me. She wore a scarlet
         dress which fitted badly, and a gold cross on a chain around her neck. Her eyes were very narrow, very bright and very dark.
      

      
      ‘You can’t be anyone from show-business!’ she added laughing. ‘They always drink champagne!’
      

      
      ‘No kidding, I thought they took baths in it. Are you an actress, Miss—’

      
      ‘Kowalewski.’

      
      ‘Pardon me?’

      
      ‘Teresa. I’m the new caretaker.’

      
      I was greatly surprised. This girl could hardly have been more different from the willowy well-educated blondes whom Kevin
         usually employed.
      

      
      ‘What happened to Ingrid the Swedish girl?’ I asked, saying the first thing that entered my head.

      
      ‘Ingrid went to Hollywood,’ By this time she was looking at me with as much surprise as I was looking at her. ‘You’re not one of Kevin’s regular crowd, are you? Would you be his lawyer
         or something?’
      

      
      ‘Good guess. I’m a banker.’

      
      ‘A what? Jesus, the noise is awful in here! I thought you said you were a banker!’

      
      ‘I did. And what’s your line, Teresa?’

      
      ‘I paint. Gee, are you really a banker? You mean you stand in a teller’s cage all day long and dole out the dough?’

      
      I was entranced by her ignorance. Later I realized she was entranced by mine.

      
      ‘You’ve never heard of Edvard Munch? You’ve never heard of Paul Klee?’

      
      ‘No,’ I said, ‘but I’m more than willing to learn.’

      
      After a couple of dinner-dates I told her a little about my work.

      
      ‘You mean I can’t come into your bank with a ten-dollar bill and open an account?’

      
      ‘Our commercial bank, the Van Zale Manhattan Trust, deals with that kind of client. P. C. Van Zale and Company is an investment
         bank. We raise money for the big corporations of America by floating issues which the public can buy as an investment.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t believe in capitalism,’ said Teresa firmly. ‘I think it’s immoral.’

      
      ‘Morality’s like mink,’ I said. ‘It’s great if you can afford it.’ And although she laughed I did not mention my work to her
         again.
      

      
      Meanwhile she was still refusing to tell me about her painting, and even when she eventually took me up to her studio I found
         the canvases were stacked facing the wall because she felt they were too bad to be displayed. Once when she was taking a shower
         I nearly raised the cloth which covered the half-finished work on the easel, but I was afraid she might realize the cloth
         had been disturbed and I liked her too much to put our new relationship in jeopardy. I liked her lack of pretentiousness and
         the way she always said what she thought. Although she was shrewd and by no means naïve she had managed to retain a simplicity
         which reminded me of girls I had dated long ago when I had been growing up in Bar Harbor. I wanted to take her out to the
         smart midtown nightclubs but she said she preferred the little ethnic restaurants in the Village. I wanted to give a big dinner
         party so that she could meet my friends but she said she preferred our evenings alone together. I wanted her to spend more
         time at my apartment but she said the servants made her nervous. For some time I had postponed inviting her to my apartment
         because I found it hard to believe she was as indifferent to money as she appeared to be, but eventually in February I took the risk and invited her to hear
         some records from my collection.
      

      
      We listened happily to the phonograph, watched our favourite television shows and read the New York Sunday Times together the next morning.
      

      
      ‘Imagine being ashamed of being rich!’ she said affectionately when we went to bed again on Sunday night.

      
      ‘I’m not ashamed of it. It’s my own money, I earned it and I’m proud of it, but I’ve met too many women who have ended up
         finding my bank account more attractive than they found me.’
      

      
      ‘Sam,’ said Teresa, ‘no matter how often we start a conversation on an interesting subject we always wind up talking about
         money. Have you noticed? I can’t understand it. I’m not even interested in money. Why do we keep talking about it?’
      

      
      I smiled, apologized and at last allowed myself to believe she meant what she said.

      
      Teresa might not have been interested in money; but she had some strong ideas about earning it. Although she accepted my free
         dinners and the occasional modest gift she refused my offers of financial assistance and she had always believed in ‘paying
         her own way’. To provide herself with the bare essentials of life she used to take temporary jobs as a waitress and quit as
         soon as she had saved up enough money to keep herself for a few weeks. She seemed to have no interest in a regular job or
         a normal life and yet despite this unabashed Bohemianism (which fascinated me) she was still conventional enough to enjoy
         cooking, try her hand at dress-making and maintain her old-fashioned ideas about taking money from well-meaning men. This
         odd mixture of the conservative and the eccentric became increasingly beguiling to me; although I disapproved of her attitude
         towards a regular job I respected her dedication to her painting, and although I could not approve of her place in the drifting
         population of the city I admired her ability to fend for herself in New York and live by the rules she had set herself.
      

      
      Eventually the moment came when I was unable to resist mentioning her to my friends.

      
      ‘A new girl?’ said Cornelius vaguely. ‘That’s nice. Why don’t you bring her to dinner with us?’

      
      ‘She wouldn’t be interested in dining in a Fifth Avenue palace with a bunch of millionaires.’

      
      ‘All women,’ said Cornelius, ‘are interested in dining in a Fifth Avenue palace with a bunch of millionaires.’ But when I
         just laughed he decided my attitude sprang from the fact that Teresa was unpresentable, and after that he lost interest in her.
      

      
      Cornelius himself had been married twice, first to a society hostess fourteen years his senior who had married him for his
         money before giving him something no money could buy – his daughter Vicky – and second to a society beauty two years his junior
         who had married him for love and presented him with two stepsons, the children of her previous marriage. Vivienne, the first
         wife, now lived in Florida and I had not seen her for many years. The second wife, Alicia, I saw frequently in her role of
         Mrs Cornelius Van Zale, wife of the well-known millionaire and pillar of New York society. There were no mistresses. Cornelius
         did not approve of an unconventional private life, and although he had never expressed the opinion that I should marry and
         settle down, I knew he would automatically disapprove of a Bohemian mistress like Teresa.
      

      
      By this time I was becoming increasingly annoyed by Teresa’s endearing but absurd refusal to accept money from me. I enjoyed
         giving presents: I had no sinister motives and I objected to being treated as if I had. I felt her attitude demeaned our relationship,
         particularly since all I wanted was to make our lives run more smoothly along their shared groove. Of course some cynic could
         have made an unpleasant comment on my offer to set Teresa up in a smart apartment only two blocks from my Park Avenue home,
         but the truth was I was tired of creeping about Kevin’s house at all hours of the night and suspected Kevin was equally tired
         of this continuing nocturnal invasion of his privacy.
      

      
      ‘Look,’ I said at last to Teresa in yet another effort to persuade her that the situation needed improving, ‘we’re lucky!
         I have enough money to make our affair twice as enjoyable! It’s a bonus, not a millstone round our necks. Why fight it? Why
         suffer if you don’t have to? It’s illogical! It makes no sense! It’s an inefficient use of our precious leisure hours!’
      

      
      I was glad when this had the desired effect of making her laugh, but I soon realized that ridiculing the situation was still
         not going to change it.
      

      
      ‘I’ve nothing against living in a midtown apartment,’ she said. ‘In fact I sure hope I’ll live in one some day but when I
         do I’m the one who’s going to be paying the rent.’
      

      
      I was so exasperated I wanted to slap her. I even lost control of myself sufficiently to accuse her of holding out in order
         to win an invitation to move in with me, but I knew this was nonsense even before she looked scornful and told me what I could
         do with my precious penthouse; I was well aware that she felt uncomfortable in my home and disliked going there. At first I had been hurt by this
         but later I felt relieved. Despite my current frustration I was neither infatuated nor ingenuous and I knew very well that
         a man in my position can hardly install his Bohemian mistress in his apartment in full view of the world and still keep that
         world’s wholehearted respect. However this unescapable truth only made me the more determined to keep her as close to me as
         possible in circumstances which my world could regard with its customary indulgent indifference.
      

      
      I reconsidered my position. I was doing well but obviously I had to do better if I were to extricate her from that house in
         Greenwich Village. I decided now was the time for a long weekend in some idyllic location. I knew from past experience that
         long weekends, introduced into the affair at the right moment, could prove highly successful, and feeling cheered by the prospect
         of success I began to consider suitable destinations. Maine, Cape Cod, North Carolina, Florida … My mind ranged swiftly up
         and down the Eastern Seaboard and even made the trip to Bermuda before the obvious answer occurred to me: Europe. Teresa,
         daughter of Polish immigrants, had never been there and had always longed to go. Glamorous, romantic, irresistible Europe
         … two weeks … and everyone said Paris had been barely touched by the war.
      

      
      Staging a candlelit dinner à deux in her favourite French restaurant I ordered champagne and proposed that she should accompany me on my upcoming European
         vacation. I didn’t tell her my reservations had been made for hotels in Germany. Reservations could be cancelled and itineraries
         could be reorganized. Besides I had never talked to her about Germany beyond telling her right from the start that although
         I was a German-American I had no German connections. I had even lied and told her I had been born in the States.
      

      
      ‘Paris!’ breathed Teresa, greatly tempted.

      
      I scented victory. ‘We can go first-class all the way and have ourselves a ball!’

      
      She sighed. ‘I’d sure like to go—’

      
      ‘Great! Then it’s settled! I’ll call my travel agent!’

      
      ‘—but I can’t. It’s no good, Sam. If I let you buy me once you’ll buy me over and over again until before I know where I am
         I’ll be living in a penthouse overlooking the East River with a cheque-book in my purse and a mink round my shoulders and
         a lover who owns me lock, stock and barrel. Don’t get me wrong – I know you mean well and I appreciate it, but my independence
         means more to me than a dozen trips to Europe, and I’m not giving it up, even for you.’
      

      
      
      ‘But I’d respect your independence, Teresa!’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t if it could be bought.’

      
      We quarrelled. It was because I was so disappointed. I almost cancelled my vacation since I hated the thought of two weeks
         without her, but then I told myself I was behaving like an infatuated young kid and needed time on my own to cool off. I had
         a long serious debate with myself to decide whether I had fallen in love with her, but logically I didn’t see how I could
         have done. Then I had another long serious debate with myself and admitted I had drifted into a situation where logic had
         no part to play. I was crazy about her and I would be crazier still if I tried to deny it.
      

      
      Having the guts to face up to this disturbing reality certainly represented some kind of a triumph, but my triumph was short-lived
         when I realized I was at another dead end with no idea what to do next. I couldn’t live with her publicly. Apparently I couldn’t
         even persuade her to live with me privately. My logical mind, still functioning sporadically despite such illogical circumstances,
         told me that left three further courses of action. I could give her up. I could preserve the unsatisfactory status quo. Or
         I could marry her.
      

      
      Giving her up was unthinkable. Preserving the status quo was already exasperating me. Marriage was as impossible as living
         with her openly. Or was it? Yes, it was. Marriage wouldn’t work. The harsh truth, which I somehow had to face squarely if
         I wanted to preserve my sanity, was that Teresa would never fit into my world. If we married, either she would have to make
         some changes in her life or I would have to make some changes in mine, and I could hardly embark on a proposal which ran:
         ‘Say, I’d like to marry you but you’ve got to make a lot of changes before I lead you to the altar.’ I did wonder if perhaps
         I might try to make some changes in my life but I soon gave up that idea. I liked my world just the way it was and any radical
         alteration was inconceivable.
      

      
      But then I went back to Germany, and as I set foot again on my native land for the first time in ten years I forgot everything
         – Teresa, Van Zale’s, my entire American life – in the ordeal of my repatriation.
      

      
      I had thought I was well prepared. I had read interminable reports and talked to people who had been there. I had waited four
         years after the end of the war because I had wanted to be sure I could accept whatever chaos I might find on my return, but
         when I did return I found not only that the reality was so much worse than I had imagined but that I had no idea how to cope
         with it. No newspaper report, no photographs in Life magazine, no conversations with eye-witnesses could ever have prepared me for those ruined cities and my shattered illusions and the GI who had whistled ‘Lili Marlene’.
      

      
      ‘How was Europe?’ said Teresa brightly when I returned.

      
      ‘Just fine.’ I could say nothing about Germany but I did try to tell her about Paris. I drew on my memories of my visit there
         before the war.
      

      
      ‘How was Germany?’ said Cornelius casually later.

      
      ‘Not so bad.’ But I knew, as soon as I returned to Willow and Wall, that I could no longer go on pretending nothing had happened.
         If I was ever going to live at peace with myself I would have to make some far-reaching changes in my personal and professional
         life.
      

      
      I wanted to call Paul Hoffman of the Economic Cooperation Administration who was at that time recruiting investment bankers
         to help rebuild the economy of Europe. I even got as far as lifting the receiver to ask for the ECA’s number in Washington,
         but I replaced the receiver because I knew that before I talked to Paul Hoffman I had to talk to Cornelius. There was no question
         of me resigning from Van Zale’s. Van Zale’s was my life, the symbol of my success, the embodiment of that classic American
         dream which had nurtured me for so long. But I wanted a leave of absence and only one man had the power to give me what I
         wanted.
      

      
      Unfortunately the prospect of the unavoidable interview with Cornelius was far from appealing. Cornelius was an isolationist,
         although in theory he had broken with the doctrine after Pearl Harbor in order to conform with official American policy. He
         had never been able to offer me a rational explanation of his dislike of Europe, but dislike it he did and I knew that he
         would baulk at giving me a leave of absence which would enable me to work for European reconstruction. It made no difference
         that he agreed in theory with the economists who argued that America’s own welfare depended ultimately on the generous use
         of Marshall Aid; in practice he grudged every dollar which was spent propping up the countries which had so unforgivably dragged
         America into a second world war.
      

      
      In addition to this incurable chauvinism I knew I would also have to deal with his reluctance to dispense even temporarily
         with my services. Although I had never fooled myself I was indispensable to Cornelius at One Willow Street, I was well aware
         that none of my other partners could match me as a confidant and collaborator. As Cornelius himself often said, there were
         few people he trusted completely. In the circumstances it was just my bad luck that I happened to be one of them.
      

      
      I had thought my position could hardly have been more awkward but I was wrong. It took a sharp turn for the worse when Vicky Van Zale tried to elope with her beach-boy and Cornelius conceived
         his preposterous matrimonial pipe dream. Far from wanting to unlock the handcuffs of our shared past which had shackled us
         together for so long, he was now apparently eager to throw away the key, and as I drove up to Kevin’s house that evening to
         see Teresa I wondered in despair how I was ever going to extricate myself from that golden cage Cornelius was busy reinforcing
         for me at Willow and Wall.
      

      
      I got out of my Mercedes-Benz. ‘You needn’t wait, Hauptmann,’ I said. ‘I’ll take a cab home.’

      
      As the car drove away I glanced down the tree-lined street and up at the pastel sky. It was a beautiful evening, and suddenly
         against all the odds my despair receded and I even smiled at the memory of my last meeting with Cornelius. Had he seriously
         thought he could bribe or blitz me into marrying his pampered little daughter? He must have been out of his mind. I was going
         to marry Teresa. Of course I was going to marry Teresa. That was why the idea of marrying anyone else seemed so absurd, and
         I knew then that I had wanted to marry her for some time but had suppressed the truth from myself. However now I could openly
         acknowledge how much I loved her because I no longer had to tell myself that she would never fit into my wealthy New York
         world. My world was going to change and I was going to change with it. With my leave of absence secured by some brilliant
         diplomatic stroke which I could not yet imagine, I’d go to Europe, commit myself to the idealism of the Marshall Plan, and
         fight at last as a loyal American for the Germany I had loved so much before the war.
      

      
      And later? Later the anticipated post-war boom would be in full swing and I would somehow persuade Cornelius it was in his
         best interests to open an office of Van Zale’s in Europe … My new life stretched ahead of me as far as the eye could see,
         and Kevin’s front door swung wide to welcome me as I ran up the steps. She was there, smiling at me, and when I saw her my
         heart felt as if it were about to burst not only with happiness but with relief, as if I had finally succeeded in resolving
         all the conflicts which had tormented me for so long.
      

      
      It was a brilliant seductive illusion. But I shall never forget how happy I was on that April evening in 1949 when I saw Teresa
         smiling at me and I ran up the steps into her arms.
      

      
      ‘Hi honey!’ she said kissing me. ‘Leave your latest million bucks at the door, come on in and I’ll fix you a martini which
         would stop even General Sherman dead in his tracks. Gee, you look almost as exhausted as you sounded on the phone! Just what
         the hell’s been going on?’
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      [1]

      
      Teresa had a smudge of dirt on her unpowdered nose and a scarlet lipstick on her full-lipped mouth. Her dark hair streamed
         wildly in unexpected directions as if defying the law of gravity. Her turquoise dress, worn with a white belt which matched
         her high-heeled sandals, looked as if it had been punished at the laundry for the seams were strained around her hips and
         the buttons barely met across her bosom. As usual she wore her gold cross but no other jewellery.
      

      
      ‘You’re looking wonderful!’ I said, kissing her again. ‘Where did you get that sexy dress?’

      
      ‘In a street market down on the Lower East Side. Now don’t avoid answering my question! Why did you sound so desperate on
         the phone?’
      

      
      I had no wish to embark on an explanation of my tortuous relationship with Cornelius. ‘Well, there’s this big corporation
         called Hammaco who want to float a ninety-million-dollar issue—’
      

      
      ‘Oh God. Let me fix those drinks. Are you sure you don’t mind sitting in the kitchen? I’m just making the rice for the jambalaya.’

      
      ‘Where’s Kevin?’

      
      ‘He’s not back yet from rehearsal.’ She led the way down the hall to the back of the house.

      
      Kevin’s kitchen was the masterpiece of his perfect house, and represented all the qualities I liked about his home. The room
         was simple and uncluttered but it had that uncluttered simplicity which only money can buy. The kitchen, a replica of a room
         which Kevin had admired in a New England farmhouse, was large and airy. An old-fashioned range, installed for ornamental purposes,
         gleamed black beneath a partially exposed brick wall. The closets were solid maple. A sturdy rectangular table stood in the
         middle of the room with four matching wooden chairs. Herbs grew in pots on the window-sill, copper pans hung on the wall and
         the warm red tiled floor glowed in the soft light. Kevin employed both a cleaning woman and a daily housekeeper to maintain
         his home in the immaculate order which he demanded and which one meal cooked by Teresa promptly destroyed.
      

      
      ‘Sorry everything’s in such a mess,’ said Teresa, clearing a space at the table. ‘It’s the housekeeper’s day off and I offered
         to cook this meal for Kevin because he gave me five dollars to buy a pair of shoes. The soles finally dropped off the other
         pair and the little guy around the corner said they couldn’t be fixed any more … That’s odd, I’m sure I had some olives for your martini. I wonder what I
         did with them.’
      

      
      ‘Kevin lent you money?’

      
      ‘No, it was a gift. He never makes loans.’

      
      ‘That’s what I thought. Well, if you can accept money from Kevin—’

      
      ‘I can’t. That’s why I’m cooking him this meal in return. I guess I’ll have to look around for another job now my savings
         have run out … Sorry, honey, but I can’t find those olives, maybe the cat ate them. Two ice cubes in the martini?’
      

      
      ‘Thanks. Teresa, you don’t have to go looking for another job. I’ve just had this great idea—’

      
      Without warning she turned on me. ‘I’ve had just about enough of your great ideas! And I’ve had just about enough of you talking
         about money! I’m sorry, but I’m in a filthy mood today because my work’s going so badly. That’s why I’ve got to get back upstairs
         to the canvas as soon as I’ve presented Kevin with his dinner.’
      

      
      ‘Hey, wait a minute!’ I was thrown mentally off balance by this totally unexpected attack and could only stammer in protest:
         ‘What I’ve got to say’s important!’
      

      
      She slammed down the packet of rice. ‘So’s my work!’ she shouted at me. ‘You think it’s just an amusing hobby because I don’t
         make any money at it – money, money, money, that’s all you think about, day in, day out! Or do you think of anything else? I’m damned if I know! I’ve known for some time now that you don’t understand the first thing
         about me, but now I’m beginning to wonder if I understand the first thing about you – oh, you talk and talk and talk on a
         surface level but what really goes on beneath all that big-time charm and sexy savoirfaire? I can’t make up my mind whether you’re a nice decent guy or a real bastard. I guess you have to be a bastard if you’re prepared
         to waste your life in a corrupt, materialistic, repulsive profession like banking, but—’
      

      
      ‘Just a minute.’ I had pulled myself together by this time and knew exactly what to say. I did not raise my voice but I altered
         my tone, just as I did whenever a client became truculent and had to be painlessly put back in his place. ‘Let’s get this
         straight. Banking’s a fine profession. You may not think it’s as much God’s gift to humanity as painting pictures, but if
         you knew a little more about banking and were a little less busy assimilating some fallacy-ridden Marxist crap, you’d see
         that bankers perform a necessary service for the economy and therefore for the country as a whole. So quit pushing me this
         nineteen-thirties fable about the bankers being the bad guys, okay? Just pause to think for a moment. What’s happening right now in 1949? It’s the bankers who are going to put Europe together again after
         all the soldier-heroes and politicians have blown it to bits! And that brings me to what I wanted to talk to you about. I’ve
         seen how I can use all my training and experience as a banker in the best possible cause—’
      

      
      ‘Oh, forget it. That kind of rat-race is all so meaningless, so futile—’

      
      ‘For Christ’s sake!’ I was now very angry. ‘Don’t you try and hand me some garbled philosophical junk about the meaning of
         life! Who the hell knows what it all means? In the long run isn’t it just as meaningless to paint a picture as to make a buck?
         I guess you think I’ve always been too busy making money to ask myself the usual fundamental questions, but I’m not the money-making
         robot you seem to think I am and I’ve often wondered, particularly lately, what’s life all about. Is there a God? It seems
         inconceivable but if there is his managerial skills would appear to be pretty damn poor. Is there a life after death? Again
         it seems inconceivable, but if it exists and God has a hand in it, it’s bound to be a lousy mess. Personally I’m not interested
         in fantasy, just in hard facts which I can organize into a coherent order. We live in a capitalist society and it’s not going
         to change in our lifetime. Money keeps that society going. You need money to live, you need money to do the things you really
         want to do, you need money to do good – which brings me to what I came here to say. In Europe right now—’
      

      
      ‘Europe!’ blazed Teresa. ‘I don’t give a damn about Europe! All I care about is us and where we’re going! At least I’ve tried
         to accept you as you are, banking and all. But when have you ever made any effort to accept me as I am, Sam? When are you
         ever going to stop trying to buy me and turn me into some kind of domesticated mistress?’
      

      
      ‘Jesus Christ!’ I shouted, finally losing my temper. ‘I don’t want to turn you into a domesticated mistress! I want to turn
         you into my wife!’
      

      
      Far away at the other end of the hall the front door clicked open. ‘Hey Teresa!’ called Kevin. ‘Guess who’s just picked me
         up in a Rolls-Royce the size of a beer-truck at Forty-Second and Broadway!’
      

      
      In the kitchen we were motionless, staring at each other. Teresa’s lips were parted and the little gold cross had disappeared
         between the curves of her breasts. I wanted to make love to her.
      

      
      ‘I’ll wait for you upstairs,’ I said in a low voice. ‘I don’t want to talk to Kevin.’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Teresa—’

      
      
      ‘I’m sorry, I know I’m being mean to you but I can’t help it, I just can’t help it … My life’s in such a mess – if only I
         could work – I’ve got to try and work tonight or I think I’ll go out of my mind—’
      

      
      ‘But I must talk to you!’

      
      ‘Not tonight. I can’t. I’ve got to be alone. I must work, I must.’

      
      ‘But I love you – I’ll help you sort everything out—’

      
      ‘You just don’t even begin to understand.’

      
      The door of the kitchen was flung wide as Kevin made a grand entrance in the best show-business tradition.

      
      ‘Teresa, my angel! What’s that extraordinarily sinister aroma emanating from the stove? Why, hullo, Sam – no, don’t go! Why
         are you looking as flustered as if I’d caught you in flagrante delicto? You know I permit my female staff to receive gentlemen callers!’ And as I sank down reluctantly on the nearest chair he
         exclaimed laughing as if he could wipe the tension from the room with his exuberance: ‘Christ, those asinine actors have driven
         me clean up the wall! It’s a wonder I’m not dead of apoplexy!’
      

      
      Kevin looked younger than forty-one. Dark and six foot tall, just as I was, he had, unlike me, kept both his figure and his
         hairline. His frivolous air was deceptive. Like Wall Street Broadway was a tough world and only the fittest survived. The
         dimpled chin, claimed by many to be the source of his appeal to both sexes, was set in a hard unyielding jaw.
      

      
      ‘… and now look who’s here!’ he was saying, gesturing towards the threshold with the air of a conjuror about to produce six
         white rabbits from a hat, and glancing past him I saw Jake Reischman in the doorway.
      

      
      Immaculate as always, surveying the world with his habitual expression of infinitely sophisticated cynicism, Jake had paused
         on the threshold of the kitchen to inspect his new surroundings much as an experienced traveller might have paused at the
         gateway of some forbidden city. Kitchens were no doubt a novelty for Jake since he would seldom have had the opportunity to
         see one. Unlike Cornelius, who had been born on an Ohio farm and had grown up in middle-class surroundings near Cincinnati,
         Jake had lived all his life in the upper reaches of New York’s German-Jewish aristocracy.
      

      
      Our glances met. He never hesitated. His mouth curved in a formal smile although his eyes remained a clear chilly blue.

      
      ‘Guten Tag, Sam.’
      

      
      ‘Hullo, Jake.’

      
      We did not shake hands.

      
      ‘Jake, you know Teresa, of course—’

      
      
      ‘On the contrary,’ said Jake, ‘I’ve never yet had that pleasure.’

      
      ‘No?’ said Kevin surprised. ‘But I distinctly remember – ah but that was Ingrid, of course. Well, let me introduce you: this
         is Teresa Kowalewski, Jake. Teresa, this is Jake Reischman, yet another of my notorious banking friends.’
      

      
      ‘Miss Kowalewski,’ said Jake smoothly, again producing his formal smile as he held out his hand. His instant mastery of the
         Polish surname was so dazzling that for a moment we all stared at him in admiration.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ said Teresa shyly at last, wiping her hand hastily before offering it to be shaken.

      
      ‘Now what are we all drinking?’ said Kevin sociably. ‘Jake, I’ve got this magnificent southern hooch which Teresa introduced
         me to – she brought a bottle all the way from New Orleans to New York and now I order it direct from Kentucky by the case.
         Have you ever tried Wild Turkey bourbon?’
      

      
      Jake shuddered. ‘I’ll take some scotch, please – Johnnie Walker Black Label, if you have it. No soda or water. Three rocks.’

      
      As he spoke the rice began to erupt stealthily over the stove and Teresa with an exclamation of dismay rushed to attend to
         it. Kevin had already left the room in search of the scotch, and as I watched, Jake indolently removed an onion-ring from
         the nearest chair in order to sit down opposite me. I looked away; I was trying to think how I could escape from the room
         but could find no excuse which would not imply I was snubbing Jake by making a quick exit, and at last in an awkward effort
         to appear friendly I said: ‘How are things with you?’
      

      
      ‘Moderate. Let’s hope the FRB’s cut in the price for stock purchases will help the market out of the doldrums. I became so
         tired of listening to Truman talking of the danger of inflation when it was patently obvious all danger of inflation was past
         … I hear you’re only just back from a European vacation?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ I wanted to say more but no words came.

      
      ‘How nice,’ said Jake unperturbed. ‘Incidentally, did you see the Times today? Groups wearing jackboots and singing ‘Deutschland über Alles’ were parading in the streets of north Germany … how
         little life seems to change sometimes! But no doubt you found Germany very changed. You did go to Germany, didn’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ I tasted the martini but could not drink it. I put the glass back on the table just as Kevin walked back into a silent
         room.
      

      
      ‘How’s Neil, Sam?’ he said cheerfully, referring to Cornelius. ‘Has that daughter of his succeeded in giving him a nervous
         breakdown yet?’
      

      
      
      I just managed to say: ‘She’s still working on it.’

      
      ‘Poor Neil! Of course I saw it all coming a mile off. If I were Vicky entombed like Rapunzel in that antediluvian architectural
         relic which Neil calls home, I’d certainly have let down my hair to the first young man who came along. God knows no one’s
         fonder of Neil and Alicia than I am, but frankly I think they’ve no idea how to bring up an adolescent girl. When I think
         of my four sisters—’
      

      
      ‘When I think of my two daughters,’ said Jake, who had three children approaching puberty, ‘it seems clear to me that Neil
         and Alicia have always made the best of a very difficult job.’
      

      
      ‘Well, we all know what hell it is being a parent,’ said Kevin, who had given Jake his scotch and was pouring gin generously
         into my half-empty glass. ‘Shakespeare knew what he was doing all right when he wrote Lear’s part … Teresa, is that really
         jambalaya? It looks like some unmentionable organ of goat, an ethnic dish undoubtedly, probably Turkish or perhaps Lebanese—’
      

      
      ‘Thanks a lot, pal.’ Teresa was still scraping furiously at the burnt rice at the bottom of the pot. ‘Do you want a salad?’

      
      ‘Lovely, darling. Well, as I was saying – Sam, why are you getting up? You can’t possibly waste all that gin I’ve just lavished
         on your glass! What do you want to run away for?’
      

      
      The front doorbell rang.

      
      ‘Now who can that be,’ mused Kevin, casually adding a dash of vermouth to my glass. ‘Maybe it’s one of the actors stopping
         by to apologize for the attempted rape of my play.’
      

      
      ‘Can someone please answer the door for me?’ said Teresa who was looking more harassed then ever. Having billowed out of the
         pot the rice had stuck fast to the stove.
      

      
      Jake looked around as if he were surprised there was no butler – or at the very least a uniformed maid – to attend to the
         door.
      

      
      ‘Teresa,’ said Kevin, ‘don’t we have any olives for Sam’s martini?’

      
      The doorbell rang again.

      
      ‘Will one of you goddamned millionaires get off your backside and answer that door!’ shrieked Teresa.

      
      For the first time Jake looked at her with considerable interest but I was the one who left the room as the bell rang for
         the third time.
      

      
      Confused thoughts slowed my progress down the hall. Why had I tried to leave? Of course I had to stay. I could hardly leave
         my conversation with Teresa on such an unfinished note. If there were problems they had to be talked out. The work could surely
         wait until the problems were solved … but what kind of problems were they? And was Teresa right in saying I just didn’t begin
         to understand?
      

      
      
      In a haze of exhaustion and acute anxiety for the future I pulled open the front door and found Cornelius on the doorstep.
         We stared at each other in disbelief.
      

      
      ‘What are you doing here?’ I said stupidly.

      
      ‘I thought Kevin might be the one person in all New York who could cheer me up. What are you doing here? I thought you and
         Kevin hardly ever met nowadays!’
      

      
      ‘I had a date with Kevin’s caretaker.’

      
      The kitchen door swung open as Teresa glanced down the passage.

      
      ‘Bring him in, Sam, whoever he is, and maybe he’ll eat some rice. I seem to have made enough to feed the entire Allied forces
         in Europe.’
      

      
      For lack of anything better to say I replied: ‘Teresa, I’d like you to meet Cornelius Van Zale.’

      
      ‘Hullo,’ said Teresa. ‘Do you like rice? Come on in and have some Wild Turkey bourbon.’

      
      ‘Some what?’ Cornelius whispered to me as Teresa retreated.

      
      ‘Southern liquor.’

      
      ‘Good God. Is it very strong?’

      
      ‘I believe it’s about a hundred and one proof.’

      
      ‘That sounds exactly what I need.’

      
      We went into the kitchen. Enthusiastic greetings followed coupled with tactful inquiries about Vicky.

      
      ‘I would have called you yesterday when you arrived home with her,’ said Jake, ‘but I figured that if you wanted to talk you’d
         call.’
      

      
      ‘Thanks, Jake, but I was beyond speech. I couldn’t even get to the office today until noon.’

      
      I was moving around the edge of the room to the stove where Teresa was stirring the jambalaya, but before I could reach her
         Kevin raised his glass and said laughing: ‘Well, it’s not often all four of us are together in one room! Let’s drink to the
         Bar Harbor Brotherhood – may we continue to prosper by worshipping at the altar of Mammon just as our great benefactor – ah,
         Mephistopheles! – would have wished!’
      

      
      I reluctantly picked up the drink I did not want just as Cornelius retorted acidly: ‘Forget the altar of Mammon – as anyone
         who’s ever been rich knows, money doesn’t guarantee you one damn thing except problems. Do you think this disaster with Vicky
         would have happened if she hadn’t been heir to the Van Zale fortune?’
      

      
      ‘It might have done,’ said Kevin. ‘She’s very pretty. Incidentally what happened to the beach-boy who caused all the trouble?’

      
      ‘I paid him off, of course.’ Cornelius was drinking his bourbon almost as fast as his host.

      
      ‘How much?’ asked Jake with interest.

      
      
      ‘Two grand.’

      
      ‘For a beach-boy? You were too generous!’

      
      ‘They didn’t quite make it to Maryland, did they?’ said Kevin, more interested in the unsuccessful elopement than in its financial
         consequences.
      

      
      ‘The police picked them up at the state line.’ Cornelius drained his glass which was promptly refilled.

      
      ‘The press coverage was disgraceful,’ said Jake. ‘What kind of aides do you have? Couldn’t they have bought off the editors
         and issued a single dignified press release?’
      

      
      ‘I’ve fired my chief aides.’

      
      ‘I should think so too! When you hire people to pick up after you, you don’t expect to be deafened by the noise of the bricks
         they drop.’
      

      
      Teresa was no longer making a conscious effort not to look at me. She had forgotten my presence. I saw her listening round-eyed,
         the unshredded lettuce poised in her hands.
      

      
      ‘What do you think of all this, Teresa?’ Kevin said kindly, drawing her into the conversation. ‘You’re the only one of us
         who’s had practical experience of running away from home at eighteen.’
      

      
      Teresa looked shy again as if she had peeked through the curtains of a lighted room and glimpsed an obscene yet titillating
         tableau. I had a moment of immense anger and automatically took a large mouthful of my martini.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ she said awkwardly with an embarrassed glance at Cornelius, ‘I’d say Vicky was lucky that she had a father who cared
         enough to run after her and bring her back.’
      

      
      Cornelius looked shocked, as if it had never occurred to him that some fathers might sanction their daughters’ elopements.
         ‘But what happened to you when you left home?’ he demanded with the air of a man who feels compelled to ask a question no
         matter how little he wants to hear the answer.
      

      
      ‘I went to a big city – New Orleans – met a man I liked, moved in with him and started to paint.’

      
      ‘Jesus Christ!’ said Cornelius.

      
      ‘Oh, the guy wasn’t keeping me!’ said Teresa hastily. ‘I got a job waitressing and we shared the household expenses fifty-fifty.
         Of course I’m not suggesting your daughter should follow in my footsteps, but—’
      

      
      ‘—but a little sex never did anyone any harm,’ said Kevin comfortably.

      
      ‘I categorically disagree one hundred per cent,’ said Cornelius, very pale.

      
      
      ‘Hell, it never seemed to do you much harm! When I think of those wild parties you and Sam used to give back in 1929 – say
         Sam, do you still have that great record of Miff Mole and his Molers playing “Alexander’s Ragtime Band”?’
      

      
      ‘You’re missing the point, Kevin,’ said Jake. ‘I’m with Neil all the way on this one – every man wants his daughter to be
         a virgin till she marries. You’d better get Vicky married off as soon as possible, Neil. Surely you can arrange something?
         It doesn’t matter if it only lasts a couple of years. Even a short marriage would give her the experience to cope with the
         fortune-hunters who’ll close in after the divorce.’
      

      
      Cornelius immediately assumed his most neutral expression and took care not to look in my direction.

      
      ‘You’re missing the point too, aren’t you, Jake?’ said Kevin. ‘If Vicky’s no longer a virgin why should Neil bother with this
         antiquated solution of the pragmatic marriage? Why not just let her go her own way, make her mistakes and learn from them?’
      

      
      ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Jake. ‘How can you possibly let a girl go her own way when she’s heiress to several million dollars?
         It would be criminal negligence! And who said Vicky was no longer a virgin? She thought she was going to be able to marry
         the beach-boy after twenty-four hours in Maryland, didn’t she? Of course she would have saved herself for her wedding night!’
      

      
      ‘Well, if you believe that,’ said Kevin, ‘you’ll believe anything.’

      
      ‘STOP!’ shouted Cornelius so suddenly that we all jumped. ‘This is my daughter you’re discussing, not a character in one of
         Kevin’s plays! Of course Vicky’s still … well, there’s no question about it, none whatsoever.’ He pushed away his empty glass
         and levered himself to his feet. ‘I’ve got to get home. Kevin, can I use your phone to tell Alicia I’m on my way?’
      

      
      ‘Sure, use the extension in my study.’

      
      ‘Gee, he was real upset, wasn’t he,’ said Teresa in a hushed voice after Cornelius had left the room. ‘I almost forgot he
         was a famous millionaire. He was just like a regular guy.’
      

      
      I was at once immensely angry again. I also could not understand why Teresa, normally unimpressed by wealth, should have been
         so entranced by this fleeting glimpse into a rich man’s muddled domestic life, and I felt humiliated on her behalf when I
         saw how amused Jake and Kevin were by her naïveté.
      

      
      ‘I can see you don’t know much about millionaires, Miss Kowalewski!’ said Jake, suddenly producing a social overture so polished
         that it was hard to believe any woman could have found such artificiality attractive. ‘Let me buy you a drink some time and widen your horizons!’
      

      
      ‘Forget it, Jake,’ said Kevin. ‘Sam’s been teaching Teresa all she needs to know about millionaires. Teresa, how’s that old
         Lebanese goat in the pot shaping up? Jake, stay and have some jambalaya with us!’
      

      
      ‘Unfortunately I’m dining out tonight so like Neil I must be on my way … Goodbye, Miss Kowalewski – no doubt we shall meet
         again. Good night, Kevin – thanks for the drink.’ He turned to me, old money facing new riches, a Fifth Avenue aristocrat
         confronting a provincial immigrant, one German-American facing another German-American across six million Jewish corpses and
         Europe’s six years of hell.
      

      
      ‘Auf Wiedersehen, Sam,’ he said.
      

      
      I experienced an unbearable longing for something valuable which had been lost, and for a second I saw not the remote head
         of the House of Reischman but the friendly youth who had exclaimed to me with such enthusiasm long ago at Bar Harbor: ‘Come
         and stay with us – we’ll make you proud to be German again!’ And I remembered how I had felt when I visited his Fifth Avenue
         home; I remembered how I had drunk German wine and heard his sisters playing German duets on the grand piano and listened
         to his father talking to me in German of German culture in the golden days before 1914.
      

      
      ‘Jake,’ I said.

      
      He stopped and looked back. ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Perhaps some time we might have lunch … I’d like to talk to someone about my vacation, someone who would understand … You
         know how impossible Neil is about Europe.’
      

      
      ‘I’m afraid Europe has no interest for me at the moment,’ said Jake politely. ‘Paul Hoffman’s been trying to recruit me for
         the ECA and I had to tell him frankly to look elsewhere. Unlike people such as yourself who preferred not to fight Hitler,
         I was away from home for four years and now all I want to do is stay in New York and let other people sweep up the European
         mess. And now, if you’ll excuse me, I really have to be going. Kevin, I’ll see you at the next board meeting of the Van Zale
         Fine Arts Foundation – or the first night of your new play, whichever is sooner.’
      

      
      ‘That’s assuming I survive rehearsals! I’ll see you to the door, Jake.’

      
      They left the room. I finished my martini in a single gulp and waited. I didn’t have to wait long.

      
      ‘Christ Almighty, Sam!’ whispered Teresa shocked. ‘Were you a Nazi sympathizer?’

      
      
      I threw my empty glass at the wall
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