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In memory of my parents

My mother, Evelyn Rothspan, for showing me how to love unconditionally

and

My father, Herman Rothspan, for teaching me that every day is a bonus
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Chapter One

Zoe
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Raleigh, North Carolina

February 2018

On this starless winter night, wind howled through the street and cold wicked up from the ground, burrowing into Zoe Rosenzweig’s bones. Not that she minded; she preferred winter. Sweltering summer days often set her on edge. She fumbled in the dark to slip her key in the door. The porch light was out again. She tucked the bag with the snow globe under her arm, turned the lock, then jabbed the doorbell twice. The kitschy souvenir of the Chicago skyline was for her grandfather, as was the double ring; the latter to signal he needn’t rush to greet her. Not that he rushed anywhere since his stroke.

“It’s me,” she called, stepping inside his tidy Raleigh bungalow, and leaving her keys in the misshapen ceramic bowl on the foyer table, the one she’d made for Grandma Tess twenty years ago.

“Zoe, you’re back from your trip?” Katherine called from the kitchen. Strong, kind Katherine was a fleshy woman with a tight cap of gray curls, and was Zoe’s favorite of the home health aides who cycled through Grandpa Aron’s days.

“I came straight from the airport.” Zoe dropped her coat and backpack on a kitchen chair. “We need a new bulb on the porch.” Katherine was wearing one of Grandma Tess’s aprons. The green one with lemons. Zoe’s grandmother had been gone for a year, and seeing her apron on the aide made her cheeks feel flush. She wanted to tell Katherine to take it off. Instead, she forced a smile. Katherine was a godsend, she reminded herself, and this was just an apron.

“How is he today?” Zoe asked. The aide didn’t answer right away. “What’s wrong?”

“He was more confused today than usual.”

“Anything specific?” Grandpa Aron’s doctor had assured Zoe his condition should remain stable during her trip.

Before Katherine could answer, Grandpa Aron called, “Is that my Zoe?” His footsteps made the stairs creak, followed by his slippers scuffing against the floor. He appeared in the kitchen in navy pajamas with neat comb lines in his damp gray hair. His stroke-crooked smile pinched her heart.

“You showered already.” Zoe kissed his cheek, inhaling pine-scented soap.

“Did you enjoy Chicago and the rodeo?”

“The food was amazing. One truck served only dishes with cheese. Mac and cheese, mozzarella sticks, grilled cheese sandwiches, and quesadillas.” She ticked them off on her fingers.

“Meshuga,” he said. “Are you staying for dinner?”

She checked the microwave clock. It was after nine.

“Aron, you ate dinner three hours ago,” Katherine said kindly.

“Right. I forgot. I don’t know vhat’s going on in this noggin.” He tapped his head. The older he got, and as his dementia worsened, the more pronounced his accent became.

Zoe pulled out the snow globe. “For you.”

“Ha!” He shook the souvenir, a blizzard obliterating the silver skyline inside. Wonder cast a childlike glow on his face that faded once the glitter settled. “I learned as a boy that in var the vorld disappears this vay, only it never returns to how it vas before.”

His comment startled her. Grandpa Aron hardly ever talked about that time. Maybe this was what Katherine meant when she said he was confused.

He turned to the aide. “Did you find my phone?”

“Sorry, no,” Katherine said.

“I vonder vhere it got to.” Grandpa Aron placed the snow globe with a line of others on a shelf above the stove. Ones from Los Angeles, Philadelphia, New York, Texas, and London—all the places work had taken Zoe over the past few years. It had become a part of them, like the keychains her grandfather used to bring her from his Grocers Association conferences. In middle school, she’d hung her collection on her backpack. Her favorite, from Seattle, featured the Space Needle against a cerulean sky. Grandpa Aron had told her the Seattle landmark had a restaurant at the top. “One can dine and see forever. Maybe even wave to your parents in heaven.” Though she knew her grandfather meant well, she told him, “I’m not a baby, Grandpa. I know that’s impossible.” Still, a tiny part of her wished it was possible.

Grandpa Aron sat at the kitchen table and said, “There’s cream soda for you in the fridge.”

Zoe grabbed a can, loving how he still made it a point to stock her favorite drink, even though she didn’t live here anymore. About to shut the refrigerator, she spied his phone beside a bottle of Caesar dressing. “Look what I found.” She handed him the phone.

“Ah, you’re a genius.” He stared at the screen, eyebrows furrowed.

“What’s wrong?”

“I think I hung up on Chana. She called from the airport.”

She froze with the can at her lips, and Katherine nodded as if to say, See?

“No, Grandpa.” Zoe touched his arm. “You spoke to me. I called from the airport to tell you I’d landed.”

His focus bounced between her and the phone as he worked to remember. “Right, you did.”

This wasn’t the first time her grandfather had confused Zoe with his older sister, despite the fact that Chana died long before Zoe was born.

Zoe sat. “How are you feeling, Grandpa?”

“The vay an old man feels.” He batted away her concern. “You know, you look more like Chana every day. Two beauties.”

Zoe never tired of hearing how she’d inherited her curly blond hair and amber eyes from the great-aunt for whom she’d always had a strange affinity.

“Do you have a photo of her?” Katherine asked.

Aron gazed at Katherine as if trying to understand the question.

“Unfortunately, no,” Zoe said.

Grandpa Aron’s attention drifted to the snow globes on the shelf. Zoe stood, motioning for Katherine to join her outside the kitchen.

In the hall, Zoe quietly told the aide, “My grandfather, his sister, and mother were Holocaust survivors. Photos and family mementos were lost in the war. He’s never talked about it much. I know they survived two Jewish ghettos in Poland and a concentration camp. After the war, they’d lived in a displaced persons camp, then in Austria.” Zoe whispered, “A week before they were to immigrate to the United States, Chana died in a fire at a hotel in Vienna.”

“How awful.” Katherine pressed a hand to her chest.

“Zoe?” her grandfather called.

“Coming . . .”

“You two visit and I’ll get his bed ready,” Katherine said.

“There you are,” Grandpa Aron said as Zoe rejoined him at the table. He leaned toward her. “I have a secret. Can I trust you?”

“Of course. What is it?”

Aron’s eyes grew glassy as he said, “Chana and I vill see each other soon. She says ve’re safe and she’s going to bake me her Cremeschnitte.” He tipped closer. “My sister is the best baker in the vorld. She created pastries like art in one of the finest hotels in Austria. The best there vas in Vienna!”

Boy, he was really fixated on Chana tonight. Zoe knew her great-aunt had liked to bake as a girl, and that Grandpa Aron’s father had owned a bakery before the war. She had never heard that Chana had baked professionally, though. “Your sister worked with food, like you?”

“It was nothing like me. I spent my life peddling goods to mom-and-pop restaurants and shops.” Perspiration wet his forehead. “My sister baked like our papa.”

Did she work for the hotel where the fire had happened? “When, Grandpa? Before the war or after?” How, in all these years, had her grandfather never mentioned those details?

“Shhh. Chana’s baking had to be a secret.” He put a finger to his lips.

Zoe knew she should gently bring her grandpa back to reality, only . . . There he sat, his grayish-blue eyes shining, looking happier than he had in months. Her shoulders slumped. The weekend had wiped her out. Her schedule covering the Midwest Food Truck Rodeo had been jam-packed and the weather in Chicago had stayed below freezing. She’d worked through the entire flight back, drafting, revising, and submitting two articles to her editor. All she wanted now was to visit with her grandfather and relax. Was it so wrong to let him go on uncorrected?

“I won’t tell anyone. Your secret is safe with me,” she finally said.

His brows pulled together. “Are you Chana’s daughter?”

She gathered his hands in hers. “I’m Zoe. Your son Steven’s daughter. I’m your granddaughter.”

He searched her face. “Yes, Zoe.” He touched her cheek, then pointed to the soda can. “I bought those for you. Cream soda’s your favorite.”

“You’re the best.” Zoe kissed the back of his hand. She had known plenty of sorrows in her twenty-eight years. Unrequited crushes. Friendships grown apart. And the most cataclysmic sorrow of all: the death of her parents when she was eleven. She hated having to add her grandfather to the list—her only family, forgetting who she was.

“It’s nine thirty,” Katherine said, returning.

“Bedtime.” Grandpa Aron struggled to his feet.

“I’ll come say good night in a minute,” Zoe said.

When they’d gone, Zoe checked his phone’s call log. There were two incoming calls: hers after landing at RDU, and an international number a few hours earlier. If someone in Europe had called her grandfather, it could be what triggered today’s confusion. She hit redial.

“Hallo,” answered a man. “Die Kaiserin Hotel, wie kann ich ihnen behilflich sein?”

The fellow’s German greeting surprised her. “Do you speak English?”

“Yes. This is the Empress Hotel. How can I help you?”

“This number called my phone and I’m trying to figure out why,” she said.

“Perhaps a guest of ours called.”

“Where is your hotel located?”

“On Kärntner Ring in Vienna.”

She couldn’t imagine who would call her grandfather from Vienna. She’d lived with her grandparents since she was eleven and knew all their friends. There was no one in Europe. She switched the call to speaker and pulled up the hotel’s website. A photo of a regal, cream-colored building filled the screen. Fancy. More like a palace than a hotel.

“Is there something I can assist you with?” He sounded impatient.

Her pulse quickened, and she couldn’t believe what she was about to ask. “Would you put me through to Chana Rosenzweig?”

“One moment, please.” Then, “We have no guest by that name. Is there anything else I may assist you with?”

Of course there was nothing else. What she had asked was insane. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sure it was a wrong number.”

She found her grandfather upstairs settled in bed, reading glasses perched on the end of his nose as he read an article she’d written for Savouries, the venerable culinary magazine where she was a staff writer.

“It’s terrific,” he said. “Who knew a roasted chicken could change someone’s life?”

“Is that what you took from it?” She laughed.

“I’m proud of you.” He dropped the magazine on the bed. A bottle of Ambien stood on his night table, prescribed for his insomnia.

She knew he was proud of her. He used to tell her that her writing was beshert. Her destiny, though lately she wasn’t so sure. Breaking into Savouries had boosted Zoe’s career, yet, for the past two years, the magazine’s managing editor, Wes Donnelly, had stuck her with writing soft stories like “The Best Roasted Chicken in America.” The idea of pushing for more serious assignments made her gut twist. After losing her parents, Zoe avoided conflict. Though, occasionally, she pushed the matter. Recently, she’d pitched a story on the effect climate change had on oyster harvesting. Wes told her, “Stick with lifestyle pieces. You’re good at them.”

She smoothed her grandfather’s covers. “I should go.” His eyes were closed, and she dimmed the lights the way he liked them.

“Chana?” he said softly.

Her breath hitched. Tell him you’re Zoe! her thoughts cried, but when his watery gaze met hers, she couldn’t bear to break the spell.

Grandpa Aron tapped two fingers twice against his chest and looked at her expectantly. She tapped her fingers twice against her chest, and he relaxed into the pillows. Zoe and her grandfather had been exchanging this gesture for as far back as she could remember. It was their shorthand for I love you, and now she wondered if it was something he’d also shared with his sister.

Zoe left his door ajar and found Katherine in the living room, folding laundry. “His confusion is worse,” Zoe said.

Katherine folded a white undershirt and flicked sympathetic eyes at Zoe. “He was working on the jigsaw puzzle and mumbling to himself while I was making lunch.” She gestured to the corner table, where half of the Tottenham Hotspur Stadium puzzle was assembled. “From the little that I heard, he was in a different world.”

“I’ll call his doctor tomorrow. Thanks, Katherine.” Zoe grabbed her coat and backpack and left.

Worry about her grandfather stalked her on the five-block walk to her studio apartment in the same Oakwood neighborhood. A place that had never felt like home. She wished, not for the first time, that she could stop Grandpa Aron’s decline, while knowing she was powerless to do so.


The next morning, Zoe was in Walgreens picking up Grandpa Aron’s prescription and the lemon hard candies he liked when Phyllis, the morning health aide, called.

“I’m sorry, I have bad news,” Phyllis said.

Zoe’s fingers tightened around the candy. “Please don’t tell me he fell again.” He’d missed a stair last month and, fortunately, he’d only incurred a bruise on his hip. No broken bones.

“No, it’s not that.” The aide hesitated and Zoe’s mind raced. Had he somehow wandered away from the house and gotten lost? She needed to get over there. “I’m so sorry.” Phyllis’s voice was somber. “Zoe, he’s gone. He passed during the night. Probably another stroke.”

In the seconds between hearing the news and grief swallowing her whole, the world quieted and Zoe experienced a strange sense of peace. Grandpa Aron had died believing he’d spoken to his dead sister and that he was safe—though from what Zoe couldn’t even begin to imagine.




Chapter Two

Zoe
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Raleigh, North Carolina

March 2018

Three weeks after Grandpa Aron’s funeral, Zoe stood in his kitchen and scowled at the two stuffed garbage bags in the living room. For days, she’d been sifting through her grandfather’s paperwork, searching for any overlooked investment or bank account. So far, she’d turned up nothing.

She tapped the Hicks Realty brochure on the counter. The one and only Linda Hicks, who lived up the block, had dropped it off a few days after Grandpa Aron’s shiva.

“I don’t think I want to sell,” Zoe had told the agent.

“Consider it, dear,” Linda said. “This area is hot.”

Since her grandfather’s death, Zoe had inherited everything her grandparents had owned, including the home’s outstanding sixty-thousand-dollar mortgage. Grandpa Aron’s funeral costs had eaten half his savings, leaving her with a few bonds worth less than fifteen thousand dollars. Wanting to keep the house, Zoe had asked her landlord to let her out of her apartment lease, to no avail. She’d placed a Craigslist ad to sublet it, also with no luck. Her job didn’t earn her enough, not even with her side hustle tutoring high school English students. She’d consulted her grandfather’s accountant, who told Zoe, “If you were my daughter, I’d tell you that unless you find a forgotten investment or savings account, you should sell.”

But selling the house felt like trading the last link to her family for some cushioning in her bank account. Zoe shoved the brochure into a drawer.

In the living room, she paused by the bookcase filled with family photos—the sepia-toned picture of her grandparents’ wedding, a goofy picture of Zoe and her parents at the Bronx Zoo, others when Zoe was an infant, and several framed shots of her grandmother with the Snazzy Gals, her senior dance troupe. Zoe smiled, recalling their elaborate costumes. Sequined gowns, tuxedo jackets, and dear God, a veritable flock of pink and red feather boas. She ran a finger along the shelf of her grandfather’s books, touching the well-worn spines. He’d always loved a good mystery. A collection of Agatha Christie’s novels filled two shelves, aligned from her first book, The Mysterious Affair at Styles, to her last, Postern of Fate.

Zoe climbed the stairs to her grandparents’ room.

The stillness scraped her heart raw. Her grandparents’ dark mahogany bed, night tables, and dresser still dominated the room. She traced a finger over a rose carved into the headboard, the wood smooth as a flower petal.

She opened the closet, her gaze catching for a moment on his shirts and pants hanging lifelessly from the rod. Zoe brought a sleeve to her cheek and caught the faint smell of nutmeg and cloves, remnants of Grandpa Aron’s favorite aftershave. She teared up remembering how she and her grandfather had packed away her grandmother’s things together. Grandpa Aron’s clothes could wait for another day.

Zoe slid three full boxes from the back of the closet, intent on sifting through them. Most of the contents were likely trash. The first box she emptied held random bits—stacks of old receipts, envelopes with photos from a time long before cell phones, and even a chipped kiddush cup.

Zoe plucked a manila envelope from another box, sat on the floor, and flipped it over. Her name appeared on the front in her grandfather’s block handwriting. He’d dated it February 26, 2018. The day Zoe had returned from Chicago. The day he’d died.

Her body buzzed as she shook out the contents, finding several stapled computer pages and a smaller yellowing envelope.

Written in black marker across the top of the first printout was: Important! For Zoe’s future.

After Grandpa Aron’s stroke, he’d leave himself reminder notes. He’d scrawled them across envelopes and on Post-its stuck to the fridge and kitchen counters. Zoe flipped through the pages. They were magazine articles. According to the corner date, Grandpa Aron had also printed these on February 26. Confusion and curiosity braided together in the pit of her stomach as she scanned a three-page profile, published in 2017, on Martin Baking Company, a business from Australia. The story focused on their move last year from privately held to employee owned, and how the company became a global success from their home base in Sydney.

She picked up another printout, keen to understand why her grandfather had wanted her to have these. The second article was from Life magazine’s archives. Published in 1960, it was also about Martin Baking Company and their popular Fudgies, a chocolate-coated biscuit. A Google search of Fudgies filled her phone with pictures of the familiar chocolate-wafer cookies’ blue packaging.

Grandpa Aron had worked in sales for a food distributor, and at least once a year, he brought home Fudgies from a specialty grocer in his territory. She flipped to the article’s only photograph of a man in profile with a pageboy cap pulled low over his brow, leaning against a Martin Baking Company truck and holding a cigarette. Smoke made the picture hazy. The description read: Henri Martin, beside a Martin Baking Company delivery truck, 1960.

Zoe couldn’t fathom what these articles or this company had to do with her.

She turned her attention to the smaller envelope, wondering what was inside. Of course, she hoped for some kind of message from her grandfather. Instead, she unfolded three sheets of yellowing paper. The first sported a small black-and-white picture, like a passport photo.

Certificate of Identity in Lieu of Passport—GOOD FOR ONE JOURNEY ONLY was stamped across the top. Below that was the name Aron Rosenzweig.

“Oh, my.” She brought the page closer. This was an official document, and the small photo was of her teenage grandfather. The date leapt off the page: July 25, 1946.

These were Grandpa Aron’s traveling papers for use after the war. Her hand trembled. Zoe had never seen a picture of her grandfather as a child or teenager. She was holding a piece of history. The other documents were also traveling papers, one for her great-grandmother Ruth, and another for her great-aunt Chana.

Chills rolled up her spine.

It wasn’t exactly like looking in a mirror, but as her grandfather always claimed, there was an undeniable resemblance. Zoe and her great-aunt both had heart-shaped faces, wide-set eyes, and petite noses. Zoe brought the photo closer. Chana’s mouth was wider, her lips more bow-shaped, but not that different. And they were both blond.

Her great-aunt stared out from the picture with determination.

The document came from the American Consulate General in Wien. Vienna. The departure dates matched on all three documents: July 25, 1946. Zoe searched her memory, recalling what Grandpa Aron had told her about her great-aunt’s death. She’d died a week before they were supposed to leave Vienna. That meant Chana had died around July 18. She read the rest:

Name: Chana Rosenzweig

Height: 5'4" Hair color: Blond Eye color: Hazel

Distinguishing marks: Scars on chest

Birthdate: January 21, 1927 Place of birth: Vilna, Poland

They had the same eye color, though Zoe considered her own eyes as amber. She already knew that Vilna was now called Vilnius and was in Lithuania, though during World War II it had been part of Poland. The document’s last line read: Accompanied by: Aron Rosenzweig–Brother, Ruth Rosenzweig–Mother, Meyer Suconick–Husband, and included birthdates for each.

Husband?

Grandpa Aron had never mentioned his sister was married. According to the document’s dates, she was nineteen. Not too young for marriage in the forties. In a Jewish Studies course, Zoe had learned how Holocaust survivors in the displaced persons camps married in exceedingly large numbers, and the birthrate in the camps skyrocketed in the first half of 1946.

If Chana had married, where was Meyer Suconick now? He could have died with her in the fire. Or not? Zoe stared out the window at the oak tree sporting new buds. It was possible he might be someone who could shed light on her family’s history. Did Grandpa Aron mean for her to find this man? She scanned Chana’s paper again, noting the birth dates listed for her traveling partners.

According to the listing for Meyer’s birthday, he had been twenty-one years old, meaning today, he’d be . . . Disappointed, she set the paper down. He’d be ninety-three. Grandpa Aron had died at eighty-seven.

She checked the other traveling papers and found a separate black-and-white photo stuck to the back of one page. Carefully, she peeled it off.

There were three people in the grainy shot: Chana, looking as she did on her traveling papers, a teenage Grandpa Aron holding what looked like an old soccer ball, and another man who she didn’t recognize. The man was taller than Aron and Chana, perhaps in his early twenties, and with a wrestler’s build, his defined biceps visible in a long-sleeved shirt. Where Grandpa Aron boasted a wide, boyish grin, and Chana had a faint smile, this man’s expression was somber.

The picture’s background was an empty lot with mounds of rubble around the perimeter, and a bombed-out building in the background. The man’s square jaw jutted forward.

She flipped the photo over and found a notation: Aron, Chana, and Meyer. Vienna, 1946.

Meyer. The same name on Chana’s traveling papers.

Zoe picked up the Life article, thinking there was a resemblance. “What do you know?” she said. She’d be damned if she didn’t see a likeness now to the man against the truck in the magazine’s article. She compared them side by side. Both pictures were slightly fuzzy, and with Martin’s cap pulled low, it was hard to make out all his features. But there were similarities between Henri Martin and Meyer. Their height. Their build. Their determined square jaws. She snapped photos of both with her phone, enlarging them to analyze, but they were too distorted.

This was crazy. These photos were taken fourteen years apart, and a gazillion men had broad shoulders and square jaws. Yet her instincts told her there was a resemblance. It was the same sense she got when she was pitching stories for Savouries and landed on an idea that she knew would be the one.

Why hadn’t Grandpa Aron handed her this envelope when she’d returned from Chicago? Had he intended to, but forgotten? Or had he believed he had more time? If only that were so. She would have asked questions and maybe he would have answered.

Her thoughts traveled back to a time in school when she had first learned of her grandfather’s war stories. She’d interviewed him for her fifth-grade social studies project on family histories.

Together at her grandparents’ kitchen table, and when Zoe’s parents were still alive, Grandpa Aron had talked about how in June 1941 he and his family had fled toward the Soviet Union as the Germans were invading Vilna.

“Bombs dropped all around us,” he said. “Many died. After two days on the run, the German army drew near, forcing us to return to Vilna. Eventually, the Nazis herded us into a ghetto. They controlled the city.”

He told Zoe how his family had shared a cramped apartment with others starting in September 1941 until the ghetto’s liquidation in fall 1943. Then the Rosenzweigs hid in an attic with three other families.

“My sister, Chana, helped the resisters,” he said proudly, “and they told her that if ve reported to the courtyard, ve vould either be taken by train to the camps or killed in the Ponary Forest. People vere learning vhat happened vhen other ghettos vere emptied. My family didn’t report to the courtyard.” He clasped his hands together, his knuckles white. “Ve vent to our malina.”

Zoe heard Grandpa Aron’s accent become more obvious as he grew upset. “What was that?” she asked.

“The name for our hiding place.”

“How old were you, Grandpa?” She gripped her pen tighter and forced an encouraging smile, even though tears burned in her eyes. She wanted to model her interview style after Katie Couric, who quizzed guests on the Today show with a friendly smile. It wasn’t working.

“I vas tvelve. It vas fall 1943.”

He had been only a year older than Zoe was when she interviewed him. She imagined being in her grandfather’s place and queasiness crept up her throat. Her eyes fell on her cream soda, but she didn’t touch it. If she drank, she’d surely vomit.

Grandpa Aron pinched the bridge of his nose and continued. “In late 1943, the Nazis discovered our malina. Ve vere arrested. It was lucky they didn’t shoot us.” His voice had quieted to barely a whisper. As if he feared capture even now. “Instead, they transported us to a second ghetto in Kovno. Life vas a bisl easier there. Though ve lived in an apartment with a dozen others, the gentiles outside the ghetto tried to help by smuggling in food.” Grandpa Aron told her that in the summer of 1944, the Nazis liquidated Kovno and forced the Jews into cattle cars. “They vere sending us to the camps,” he said bitterly. “My mother and sister vere taken off the train at Stutthof.” His gaze fixed on the hood of the stove. “The soldiers ordered me to stay on. The train took me to Dachau. I believed I vould never see my mother or sister again. They made me vork in a munitions factory.”

After the war, Grandpa Aron reunited with his mother and sister in Foehrenwald, a displaced persons camp.

“What happened to your father?” she asked.

“Papa never made it out of Kovno.” Zoe looked up from writing, and her grandfather was wiping his eyes. “I think ve’re done, maideleh.”

A knock on the doorframe made Zoe jump. Her father stood there. “I think you have enough for your report,” he said. “We should head home.”

“But I have more questions.” Zoe looked tentatively at Grandpa Aron.

Her grandfather scraped his chair back. “Your father is right. It’s enough.”

When Zoe and her dad climbed into the car, she fell back against the seat. “I didn’t mean to upset him.”

“I know. With your grandfather, it’s often better to leave the past alone.”

This advice felt wrong to Zoe. “But this is for school.” She faced him. “Last month, a woman who’d survived just like Grandpa spoke to our class. She tells her stories so people will remember, and so it won’t happen again.” Zoe’s voice had gotten loud. The woman had grown up in Poland and had talked about how, for months, she never went outside because she was afraid the Nazi soldiers would hurt her. As the woman spoke, Zoe had imagined herself in the woman’s place, and how awful it would be to always be afraid. Even now, it made her stomach hurt. “We need to talk about it,” she told her father, leaving unsaid, so it doesn’t happen to me.

“It’s not your grandfather’s way.” He keyed the ignition, signaling the conversation was over.

Strange, how after her parents had died, and she’d gone to live with her grandparents, she’d adopted her father’s protectiveness over Grandpa Aron. If the war came up, the second he grew teary, she squashed down even her own curiosity.

Now she pondered over the photo of Chana at nineteen. Love and admiration had always colored Grandpa Aron’s comments about his sister. Her great-aunt had worked with the resistance. That meant she was brave. Zoe knew there was a deeper story here.

Returning to Chana’s traveling papers, Zoe focused on the name Meyer Suconick. Despite his being ninety-three now, he could still be alive. Meaning there might be a living someone related to her (even if by marriage), and maybe this person could tell her information about her family.

Zoe picked up the Life article. It was too hard to believe that her dead great-aunt might have been married to the eventual head of a global baking company.

She dug through the box, past outdated coupons, canceled checks, and a worn dictionary. The only curious items were four postcards of Vienna landmarks with messages in a Slavic language. She opened a translation app on her phone. The messages were in Russian and all read: Stay in touch, K. The postmarks were from Brooklyn, and dated in June of 2002, 2006, 2011, and 2015. She shrugged and left them in the box. The next hour flew by as she tried to gather information. She googled Meyer Suconick. A handful of people turned up on ancestor tracking sites, though none with his exact name.

She grew frustrated by the lack of details on Meyer Suconick, Henri Martin, and Martin Baking Company. The company’s website contained a little more information than what she’d found in the printed articles, but the only pictures on the site were of baked goods—none of their management or employees. When she clicked on the ABOUT tab, she found a paragraph describing the company’s transition to employee-owned last year, a move prompted by Eveline Martin’s lung cancer diagnosis. Before her death, Henri and Eveline had been the company’s co-CEOs. Apparently, Eveline had been the culinary genius behind the company’s success and had died in February. Three weeks ago. Like Grandpa Aron.

A search for the woman’s obituary turned up no new information. Zoe found a bit of chatter on the company’s Twitter page after her death, mostly condolences from fans of their baked goods.

The company’s contact page comprised a box for consumers to send a message, and a separate email address for media inquiries belonging to their director of communications—Liam Martin-Eastman.

Further internet sleuthing turned up only one article that shed new light on the company, from a 2005 Sydney publication.

Martin Baking Company is one of the largest privately owned businesses in Sydney and yet, it is the company most locals do not know sits right under their noses. Housed in a nondescript concrete building in suburban Putney, most don’t have a clue that inside is where their favorite biscuits—Fudgies—are made. NO TRESPASSING signs adorn the fences.

The article explained how the Martins went to great lengths to maintain their anonymity, despite their success and scads of journalists from around the world seeking interviews. Stories gave estimates of the couple’s wealth and equated them to a combination of Willy Wonka and Howard Hughes. The only photo Zoe could find was the same 1960 magazine photo of Henri Martin against the truck. There were none of Eveline Martin.

Zoe suddenly remembered the phone call her grandfather had received from Austria—a wrong number. But what if it related to all of this? What if it was some long-lost relative?

Impossible.

Other family members of her grandparents had been older and had passed away by the time Zoe was a little girl. If there were any distant cousins, she had never met them. Her frustration built as her thoughts ran in circles. There had to be a simpler explanation for why her grandfather had left her these documents. If only he had lived to tell her. She stuffed everything back into the envelope. Oh, how she missed him! Zoe dabbed her eyes. Grief was a bitch.

It was late, and she was exhausted. Zoe tucked the envelope under her arm, gathered her purse and keys, and left the house, locking the door behind her.

In the plum light of the fading day, she regarded the house from the sidewalk, taking in the flagstone path, the shady oak tree in front, and the bronze basket door knocker that Grandma Tess had kept filled with blue hydrangeas in summer.

Wind swept by and Zoe hugged the envelope to her chest, feeling certain it held information of great significance. Important! For Zoe’s future, her grandfather had written.

But how was it important?

Zoe walked up the block, ruminating over what she had found. If even for a short while Meyer Suconick had been her great-aunt’s husband, he must know things about her family—details her grandfather clearly believed were pertinent. Even if Meyer Suconick wasn’t alive, perhaps he had a family with whom he’d shared his stories. The details of tragically losing a young wife shortly after the war could be among them. A fresh idea formed: perhaps Henri Martin was a relative of Meyer Suconick? His brother? A cousin? That could explain the resemblance.

She stopped to pull up Martin Baking’s contact page. Liam Martin-Eastman was the company’s director of communications.

“Let’s communicate,” Zoe whispered, tapping on his email address.

From: ZRosenzweig@gmail.com

To: LiamME@MartinBaking.com

Subject: Questions for Henri Martin

[image: ]

Dear Mr. Martin-Eastman,

My name is Zoe Rosenzweig, and I am the granddaughter of Aron Rosenzweig. He recently passed away, and among his belongings I found articles about Martin Baking Company and a 1946 photograph taken in Vienna. The picture was taken with his sister, Chana, and another man named Meyer Suconick, who I believe bears a strong resemblance to a photo of Henri Martin published in Life magazine in 1960.

I’m interested to learn if Henri Martin knew my grandfather or great-aunt Chana or Meyer Suconick? I would welcome the opportunity to speak to Henri Martin directly about this possible connection.

Thank you in advance for your help.

Zoe Rosenzweig

She attached snapshots of the old photograph and the Life magazine article. Then she hit send before she could chicken out. Her next breath was shaky as she walked toward her apartment. Grandpa Aron must have wanted her to find Meyer Suconick, and Henri Martin was a lead. She was certain. Zoe vowed to dig until she unearthed the right information. After all, she was a journalist, and if there was a way to piece this story together, she would find it.


Zoe woke early the next morning to send emails and text messages to her public relations contacts, wanting to find out who represented Martin Baking Company. While she waited for replies, she searched Life magazine’s online archives. After, she combed through the Australian government’s business registrations, hoping for a shred of new information on the company or the Martins. She even popped Meyer Suconick and Henri Martin into fresh Google searches, though she doubted they would yield new information. She simply couldn’t help herself. Her mood ran the gamut from fizzy optimism to gloomy despair. Every so often, she shook one of her grandfather’s snow globes aligned on the windowsill by her bed; she’d brought only a few of his belongings to her apartment. As the glittery snow settled, she heard the echo of her grandfather’s words: In var the vorld disappears this vay, only it never returns to how it vas before.

Taking her laptop from the bed to her desk in her sparse studio apartment, she set up a Google alert for anything to do with Eveline Martin, Henri Martin, or Martin Baking Company. She checked the time. Seven. She had about ninety minutes before she needed to head to the office. Then she opened an article she was revising on last weekend’s barbecue festival in Amarillo, Texas. Her phone rang. Though she didn’t recognize the foreign number, she picked up quickly.

“May I speak with Zoe Rosenzweig?” asked a man’s gruff voice after she’d answered.

Dare she hope this was a response from Martin Baking Company’s communications director? “This is Zoe.”

“This is Henri Martin.”

She straightened and checked the number. This couldn’t actually be him? Could it? “Thank you for responding so swiftly to my email, Mr. Martin. I appreciate it.”

“Right. So, I understand you want to know if I knew your grandfather?” He spoke with an air of authority and in the most interesting accent. Vaguely Eastern European, but with some British inflection.

Silence stretched between them until she realized he was waiting for her to speak. “Yes, sir.” She picked up a pen. “His name was Aron Rosenzweig.”

“I knew him. I also knew your great-aunt.”

“Wow! That’s great news.” She glanced at the list of questions she’d prepped the night before. “May I ask how you knew them?”

He fell silent. After years of interviews, Zoe knew to wait; this wasn’t her first time working with a reluctant source. Eventually, he would respond.

“I prefer not to say at this time.”

“Okay,” she said. “We can circle back to it. Did you also know a man named Meyer Suconick?”

“Meyer Suconick.” He pronounced it with a mix of reverence and contempt. “There’s a name I haven’t heard in a long time.”

It was a nonanswer. She downed the dregs from her water bottle before asking, “Can you elaborate?”

“I’d rather not discuss it over the phone.” He paused. “But I would like to talk with you. Are you familiar with the Boucher Foundation?”

“Um . . . yes! I’m a professional food writer.” The Boucher Foundation was the largest nonprofit food foundation in the world, founded in the 1920s to celebrate master chefs and bakers around the world. Most considered it the international equivalent to the James Beard Foundation.

He told her, “It’s not public knowledge yet, but they’re awarding me and my wife, posthumously—the Lifetime Achievement Award. I’ll be accepting the honor at their upcoming conference and giving their opening keynote.”

She put him on speaker and checked Boucher’s website. The conference was to be held in Vienna at the beginning of April. Two weeks away.

“Come see me there, and we’ll talk,” he said.

Zoe stared at the phone, surprised by his request. She waited for him to continue, perhaps invite her to the conference as his guest. But he made no such offer. She struggled to find a polite way to phrase her response. “Mr. Martin—forgive me, but to clarify—you’re saying if I come to Vienna, you’ll tell me how you knew my family?”

“I promise to tell you more than just how I knew them. And I keep my promises.”

Zoe wished she had a roommate so she could silently high-five someone. She eyed the conference dates. Traveling to Vienna would be expensive, and money was tight. Zoe needed some assurance from Henri Martin, but didn’t want to come off sounding transactional. “With all due respect, sir”—she waited a beat—“this would be a big trip for me. Is there anything specific you’d be willing to share about my family . . . now?”

He was quiet, but then said, “A fair question. Are you familiar with your family’s war experience?”

“My grandfather told me they’d lived in two Jewish ghettos and were later sent to a concentration camp. He didn’t go into details.” She popped in earbuds and opened a blank document on her laptop to take notes.

“Many didn’t want to talk. In the early years after the war, some who hadn’t been in Europe were impatient with the survivors and their stories. ‘Move on,’ they would say. People grew silent and ashamed.” His voice had grown rough. “When the war started, Aron and Chana were in Vilna. People knew the city as ‘the Jerusalem of Lithuania.’ The Nazis invaded Vilna in 1941.”

“Are you from there as well?”

“No.” He sounded annoyed. “Do you want to hear this or not?”

She took that to mean not to interrupt. “Forgive me. Yes, I do.” Zoe twirled her silver charm bracelet, a gift from her parents on her last birthday with them. Her finger traced the medallion engraved with We Love You.

He continued, “After surviving the Vilna ghetto liquidation, they were sent to another ghetto, Kovno in Poland. By then it was winter 1943. Six months later, the Germans sent Aron to Dachau, and Chana and their mother to the Stutthof concentration camp.” His story echoed the details her grandfather had told her long ago. He went on to tell her about their reunion after the war in the DP camp named Foehrenwald, then months later they’d arrived in Vienna.

Zoe created a timeline on a legal pad in order to keep track:

Vilna ghetto (Poland) 1941–1943 →

Kovno ghetto (Poland) 1943–1944 →

Dachau & Stutthof (Germany and Poland) 1944–1945 →

Foehrenwald displaced persons camp (Germany) 1945–1946 →

Vienna (Austria) 1946

Henri said, “Though the Allies were heroes for liberating the concentration camps, a number of the DP camps they put the refugees into caused more misery. Some Jews were forced to live with the neighbors who had persecuted them during the war. The conditions in Foehrenwald were particularly awful. There wasn’t enough food or housing. Typhus was rampant.”

“How did they end up in Austria?” Zoe’s hand flew to her mouth. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” She prayed she hadn’t broken the spell that had opened this floodgate.

“An organization called Brihah brought them there,” he said. “Meyer Suconick worked with Brihah, and he had agreed to transport the refugees from Vienna’s train station to trucks that would carry them the rest of the way to Italy’s ports and boats out of Europe. Chana and Aron met Meyer when they first reached the city.” He quieted.

Zoe waited. “Sir?” she said. “Hello?”

“Yes, I’m here.” His tone had softened. “I’ve brought you up to March 1946. We can go a bit further.” He paused. “Picture a beautiful girl, an apprentice baker, and a black-market dealer. Their names were Chana, Elias, and Meyer. You see, it was a love triangle . . . a love story, and they were all survivors in one way or another.” He fell quiet, then said, “Do you have time to hear more?”

“If you could give me one second, Mr. Martin.” She glanced at the clock, then dashed off an email to Wes that she was revising her article from home and would be in the office by eleven.

Next, she told Henri Martin, “Yes, sir, for this, I have all the time in the world.”




Chapter Three

Chana
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Munich, Germany to Vienna, Austria

March 1946

At the Munich train station, Chana Rosenzweig pushed a strand of blond hair off her forehead and held tight to her younger, teenage brother’s hand. It was impossible to tell whose palm was sweatier. Their mother was on his other side, her arm linked through his, her expression hard and impenetrable as usual.

It was strange to be out in the world this way. Moving around freely with no one in charge of you, threatening you, pointing a gun at you.

“It will be good, you’ll see,” she said to Aron.

“I know. We’ll be together,” he said.

“Always.” With two fingers, she tapped her chest twice, right over her heart.

He did the same. It was how they conveyed I love you without words. During months spent hiding in an attic after the Nazis liquidated the Vilna ghetto, silence saved their lives.

Chana wondered how they looked to the other passengers, gaunt as they were and dressed plainly, but neatly. Both she and their mother, Ruth, wore dark wool skirts, sturdy black boots, and white blouses under their coats; the same garments distributed upon entry to every woman housed in Foehrenwald. Aron wore dark pants and a gray sweater and kept his head down.

The station smelled mostly of fumes, soot, and people. Then Chana caught a whiff of perfume as she passed a well-heeled woman in a fur coat. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d inhaled something so lovely.

As they found the train to Wien, Chana was grateful to at last be free from Foehrenwald. After the war, Chana and her family, like many surviving Jews, took shelter in displaced persons camps because they had nowhere else to go. Their homes had either been destroyed by bombs or taken over by locals. Even if her family’s home had been empty, Chana’s mother refused to live beside neighbors who’d abused them, or in the country that had oppressed them. But they weren’t free to go just anywhere. DP camp officials distributed no traveling papers, trapping refugees like Chana, her mother, and brother. They were a forgotten lot.

For months in Foehrenwald, Chana had heard whispers about a group of men organizing these escapes. They called themselves Brihah, and she learned their aim was to smuggle Jewish refugees out of Europe.

“They’re former resistance fighters,” some said.

“They’re ex-soldiers from Britain’s Jewish Brigade,” others claimed.

She heard most of those smuggled out were on their way to Palestine, though some headed to Canada or America. All traveled illegally, violating those countries’ immigration quotas.

For this trip, Chana and her family had been instructed to stay together, but to ignore the others in their group. From the corner of her eye, Chana caught sight of a scattered baker’s dozen, those they’d traveled with on the back of a truck, all on the same clandestine trip. A few she knew from Foehrenwald—like her friend Shifra. Others Chana had never seen before. From the bits they’d shared on the ride to the Munich train station, she’d learned they were all Jewish refugees fleeing Europe. They couldn’t appear to be traveling as a large group; it could draw the scrutiny of their forged papers. If they were discovered, they’d be sent back to the DP camp.

A loud whistle blew. Now Chana, Aron, and their mother boarded the train for Wien and found adjoining seats. Chana forced a smile, pretending ease, while her nerves skittered around her chest. She tried to call upon the confidence she’d used delivering messages for the Vilna ghetto’s resistance.

She remembered the day Natan had recruited her.

“You look Aryan,” Natan had said. “It’s the perfect disguise.”

Chana had jumped at the chance to fight back. Papa had long been involved with Vilna’s resistance, mainly smuggling in food for the starving population.

Chana’s task was to deliver books with hidden messages, first to locations within the ghetto, then beyond the wood-planked gate and barbed-wire fence into the gentile section of the city, where some partisans hid. Natan gave her the code name “Wren” because of the songbird’s ability to survive in a variety of habitats. Every time she went out, she had to pretend she belonged, yet be invisible. Somehow, she’d managed it.

The train jerked, and panic washed over her. During the war, she’d stood in packed cattle cars, hurtling between places. Never knowing what she would meet when she arrived. Work? Death? Would she ever be able to go through daily life without reminders of all that she’d suffered?

She told herself that the thin-padded seat where she now sat was a luxury compared to what she’d once endured. Aron was beside her, his face ashen. Their mother stared off, lost in her own world.

“Chana,” Aron whispered.

“Shhh, it’s okay.” She bent close. “Remember, we’re on our way to Vienna. Someplace good. Take my hand.” He hesitated. At fifteen, he often shrugged off her attempts to baby him. Finally, he grabbed her hand. “Breathe with me,” she said, inhaling and exhaling. He followed, and the steady rhythm soothed them both.

A conductor made his way up the aisle, and the three of them gave him their tickets. Behind the conductor, two American soldiers stopped to question a group several seats away. Chana pretended to look out the window, absorbing nothing of the city that went by. Herr Schumacher, their Brihah contact, had instructed them to speak German if questioned, or Polish. Anything but Hebrew or Yiddish, which could get them sent back to the DP camp. Schumacher had been a former resistance member in Vilna and a friend of her papa’s. Sweat trickled down Chana’s back. Thankfully, the soldiers passed, and after they’d crossed to the next car, she relaxed a little.

An associate of Herr Schumacher’s, named Meyer Suconick, would meet her family and the others in the Vienna station and escort them to lodging. Chana pictured the map Herr Schumacher had shown them prior to this trip. After one night in Vienna, they’d ride in a truck to the port in Bari, Italy. There, they’d board an illegal boat to America. Herr Schumacher had told her they’d travel on an old cargo ship. It would be crowded. When Chana relayed this to her mother, she’d said, “I’ll stand on my head for the entire journey as long as it brings us to America.”

The five-hour train ride passed through Germany and into Austria, trundling by big cities and average-sized towns. When they rumbled through Rosenheim, she and Aron smiled, enjoying the similarity to their surname. The land they covered alternated between beautiful and ugly. Miraculously unscarred woods, soon followed by the remnants of homes after bombs had blasted away roofs and walls.

At last, framed in the window, was a sign that read: WIEN. The train screeched as it pulled into the station.

She whispered, “We’re here.”

“Vienna,” Aron said with a smile.

For the first time, Chana felt like the war had indeed ended. She pictured her life in America. Not being afraid all the time. Finishing her schooling. Making friends. She saw a flash of her father’s bakery before pogroms and war forced its closure. In America, she wanted to become a baker. It was Papa’s dream for her, and she hoped to make that dream come true.

The train doors opened, and she was on her feet, ready to take the first steps toward the rest of her life.

Chana entered the bustle of Vienna’s Südbahnhof train station and hooked her arm through Aron’s, who grew wan and shaky, overwhelmed by the crowd. Mama came up on his other side.

“Where is this Meyer we’re supposed to meet?” Mama asked.

“We’ll find him,” Chana said with authority she didn’t truly feel. So much could still go wrong, even at this point.

“Herr Schumacher told us he’ll be wearing a bright green pocket square,” Aron said. “And we should look for repairs happening in the station.”

Chana scanned the packed concourse. Most of the train station appeared in good condition, save for some black burn marks on the walls and many broken windows. Glass panes were almost nonexistent since the war. She spotted a few others from their group, who searched around nervously. They looked as lost as Chana felt. Several yards away, Chana’s friend Shifra bounded toward scaffolding at the right corner of the station, a section being rebuilt.

“Over there,” Chana said, tying her scarf over her hair. “Head toward the scaffolding.”

Their threesome slipped into the current of bodies, until a man bumped into Chana, and she lost her grip on Aron. The crowd swallowed him and her mother. Someone shoved her as she tried to go after them. The crowd thickened. Her fear ramped up as she shouldered her way out to a wall. The scaffolding was on the other side of the station.

A man stepped in front of her. “What’s your hurry, Fräulein?” he asked in smooth German.

She looked into his pale, oblong face, his dark hair slicked back and accentuating an expansive forehead and widow’s peak. He wore a gray suit and a dark overcoat. Though he’d said nothing alarming, a deadness to his pitch-black eyes made her step back.

“Sprechen Sie Deutsch?” he asked.

He must think her Austrian. “Ja,” she said in German. “I’m with my family.”

“They can wait.” He touched a blond curl that had come loose from her kerchief. “Pretty.”

A bald, squat, younger man joined him, his lips peeling back into a sneer, revealing several missing teeth. “Very pretty,” this other man said.

Chana tucked the hair away.

The taller one said, “See, my brother likes you. My name is Kirill, and if you need work, I can find you work.” His fingers snaked around her upper arm, and instinct told her he was a black-market dealer. She’d seen such men moving in and out of Foehrenwald. The dealers she knew of represented all nationalities and were both gentile and Jews. A few were trying to cobble together extra money for their futures. Some were altruistic in their intent, trading goods like food, clothes, and cigarettes to help those with nothing. But there were others who were greedy, in it solely for personal gain. Some dealers encouraged women to use their bodies as payment. Chana didn’t trust a single one of them.

In an alcove a few yards away, three Soviet soldiers watched them. She recognized their wolfish grins. Her breath quickened as she worked to push away her fear. They would not help her. In fact, she suspected these two men intended to feed her to the soldiers. Had they struck some kind of bargain in advance? Herr Schumacher had warned the women in their group to be on guard for such attacks.

She yanked free. “I don’t need work.” She tried to move past him, but he cut her off.

“Kirill,” someone yelled from behind him.

Kirill turned, and Chana ducked away, but not before glimpsing the approaching man’s nice suit and broad shoulders.

“What do you want?” Kirill said, his angry voice rising above the din. “Is she another of your filthy refugees?”

Chana didn’t stop to hear the rest of their exchange, not that she could make out much over the sound of her heart thundering in her ears. Grateful the crowds had thinned, she rushed to join the others in their group, who lingered in clusters near the scaffolding.

“Where’d you go?” Aron asked as she slipped in beside him. “You were there and then you weren’t.”

“I’m here now.” She hung on to his arm to quell her shaking.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the man who had intervened; he strode toward them, stuffing a green handkerchief into the breast pocket of his suit.

He stood in the center of their small groups. “I’m Meyer Suconick. You can keep together now,” he said in Yiddish, his tone harsh. “Come.” He quickly guided them toward a nook behind a wall and out of sight of the rest of the main room. Everyone followed, though a few glanced around, including Chana, clearly remembering their warning about appearing as a large group.

Meyer noticed and said, “We’re out of view as a precaution. The Allied soldiers shouldn’t bother you while you’re with me.”

Chana’s breath eased. Hopefully, this man to whom Herr Schumacher had entrusted their fate would indeed get them to Italy and off this godforsaken continent.

“Not everyone can be trusted,” Meyer said once they were tucked in the alcove. “Don’t be naive or careless. Some will rob you, or worse. Cross them or deny them, and you’ll be sorry. And a word of warning”—he wagged a finger over them—“especially you women. Don’t go out alone. If you have a male relative or friend, ask them to walk with you. Day or night. The Red Army’s soldiers are hungry for revenge.”

“But we’re not their enemies,” said a man with bushy gray eyebrows, who held up his hands as if already surrendering.

Meyer glowered. “When they have their fist in your face or their hands under your clothes, tell them that. See if it makes a difference.”

Head down, embarrassment and anger set her cheeks aflame. He meant this scolding for her, and though Chana appreciated his intervening, she was neither naive nor careless.

He paused, assessing them one by one, and she stole a better look at him. Meyer Suconick’s clothes appeared new, nary a fray or tear visible. He’d paired his black suit with a crisp white shirt and a wide-striped red, white, and blue tie. American colors. This lifted her hopes. The American GIs were her heroes. Meyer’s biceps strained against his jacket’s sleeves. She pegged him as a few years older than her, though his sharp features made him appear even older. Hadn’t war aged them all? Still, she had to admit his looks were striking, though in the rough, exhilarating way of a man who was always game for a fight.

Shifra cut in beside Chana and whispered, “Meyer’s handsome, isn’t he?”

An unsurprising comment from her friend. Like Chana, Shifra was nineteen, but had lost her parents and sisters in the Warsaw ghetto. She was eager to marry and gushed with optimism at any new man she met.

Shifra cast her longing brown eyes at Meyer and smoothed her dark wavy hair attractively around her jaw. Others saw Shifra’s oval face and described her as plain looking, but Chana couldn’t disagree more. Her friend’s perpetually bright spirit brought a rosy glow to her cheeks. Chana thought her lovely.

“He is good-looking, but in a rugged way,” Chana said quietly.

“There was talk before we left Foehrenwald,” Shifra whispered. “Meyer Suconick was with a partisan group in the Białowieża Forest that smuggled Jews out of the Bialystok ghetto. Now he’s one of the most successful black-market dealers in Austria.”

Before Chana could respond, Meyer said, “You made it this far. Shalom to you all.”

A few of the refugees broke into tears. An older woman kissed Meyer’s knuckles. “Bless you,” she said.

Meyer rubbed his cheek, clearly uncomfortable. “I want all of you to come closer.”

The group shuffled in.

“I have unfortunate news,” Meyer said. “While you were on the train, word came—the British army captured several ships full of refugees outside the port in Bari. They ordered everyone on board to another DP camp. It’s too dangerous for you to go to Italy right now. You’ll stay in Vienna until it’s safe to travel to the ports again.”

Disappointment surged through Chana. She looked to her mother, whose frown matched her own. Others protested.

Meyer held up his hands. “I’m only the messenger. I don’t deserve your anger. I’m your salvation.” He smiled proudly, as if they should welcome this devastating news.

“Why should we believe you?” Chana asked, stepping forward. “Herr Schumacher told us we would be here for one night.”

Several others voiced agreement.

He glanced at Chana, his eyes the color of roasted chestnuts, and utterly fearless. Suddenly, and uncharacteristically, shy, she dropped her gaze to her boots.

Meyer cleared his throat. “Herr Schumacher and the others who put you on the train were arrested.” Some murmured concern. Meyer kept talking. “There will be no more refugees leaving Foehrenwald. I am your only hope. Of course, you are free to leave. Take your chances alone in Vienna. Or get on the train and go back. Let them take away your traveling papers. Perhaps someday you’ll get out of Europe.”

He was flippant regarding their plight, and Chana didn’t appreciate it.

“I’m not giving anyone my papers,” Chana’s mother said, an edge in her voice. “They may be forged, but at least they work.”

Chana smiled with pride at her mother’s defiance.

Meyer raised an eyebrow. “A smart decision.”

“What will we do until the ports are safe?” one man asked.

Meyer drew near. “Today, I’ll find you jobs and a place to live. Then you’re on your own.” He tilted his head. “You’d be wise to avoid others promising simple work or easy money.”

Chana sensed he meant the man named Kirill. His words hit her as another rebuke, and as Meyer turned toward her, she looked away.

He told them, “In time, the ports will reopen. There are Brihah members working across Europe to reestablish routes. Once they contact me, you’ll be on your way. So decide what you want to do.”

Chana and her family didn’t have enough money to buy a train ticket; she doubted any of them did. Besides, returning to Foehrenwald was out of the question. She would not go back. She turned to Aron and her mother. “I don’t fully trust him,” Chana said. “But I don’t see any other way.”

Her mother shot her a look. “We should have stayed in Foehrenwald.”

“Mama, you said yourself you want to keep your papers,” Aron said.

“What good are they if no country will take us? This was your sister’s idea.”

Chana stiffened at her mother’s scolding. “You agreed we needed to take matters into our own hands.”

“We shouldn’t have left Zvi,” Mama said while wringing her hands. “He would have made a fine husband for you and he wanted to take care of us.”

Everyone in the DP camp knew Ruth Rosenzweig wanted to make a shidduch for her daughter. They would smile and wink at Ruth’s attempts to match Chana with any single Jewish man willing to show up under a chuppah, as though it was something Chana wanted. Better still if the fellow had a shred of influence. Chana didn’t want to marry yet, but went along with Mama’s wishes, because her mother was desperate for them to reach Papa’s family in America. When they were in the Vilna ghetto, Papa would buoy Chana’s spirits with stories about his parents and brother and their grocery store in a place called New Jersey. When Chana pictured them, she saw endless shelves of food, and imagined herself there with their family, fed and safe.

Mama had arranged for Chana to marry Zvi Baitman, the newly appointed Jewish police captain in Foehrenwald—a man as old as her father. Her mother believed Zvi’s position and proximity to the American soldiers in charge of the camp would help them gain visas to the United States.

Chana found Zvi polite, and with a decent sense of humor, and in a short time, despite her reluctance to marry so soon after liberation, she grew fond of him. However, a week after she’d accepted his proposal, he changed their emigration plans.

Now Chana told her mother, “You want us to go to America, don’t you? Zvi only wanted us if we would abide by his wish to settle in Belgium.” When Zvi had told Chana this, she’d approached Brihah operatives, seeing the opportunity as two escapes in one.

It had been a cold winter morning before dawn as Chana snuck out of Foehrenwald and trekked two miles to the yellow building, where it was rumored Brihah’s men were staying. Her heart had raced as she walked. She had no identification papers and no permission to leave
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