
		
			[image: Cover of Go On Pretending by Alina Adams]
		

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

		

		
		


		
			

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		


		
			 

			Go On Pretending © copyright 2025 Alina Sivorinovsky. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form whatsoever, by photography or xerography or by any other means, by broadcast or transmission, by translation into any kind of language, nor by recording electronically or otherwise, without permission in writing from the author, except by a reviewer, who may quote brief passages in critical articles or reviews.

			NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. All rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models are reserved.

			ISBNs: 978-1-963452-07-5 (pb);

			978-1-963452-08-2 (hc);

			978-1-963452-09-9 (eBook)

			Book Cover Design: The Book Cover Whisperer, OpenBookDesign.biz

			Interior Book Design: Inanna Arthen, inannaarthen.com

			Library of Congress Control Number: 2024938049

			First Printing: 2025

			Printed in the United States of America

			Names: 	Adams, Alina, author.

			Title:	Go on pretending / Alina Adams.

			Description: 	[Roseville, Minnesota] : History Through Fiction, [2025]

			Identifiers: 	ISBN: 978-1-963452-07-5 (paperback) | 978-1-963452-08-2 (hardcover) | 978-1-963452-09-9 (ebook) | LCCN: 2024938049

			Subjects: 	LCSH: Women--Social conditions--Fiction. | Mothers and daughters--Fiction. | Interracial dating--Fiction. | Television soap operas--Fiction. | Liberty--Fiction. | Family secrets--Fiction. | United States--History--20th century--Fiction. | Soviet Union--History--1985-1991--Fiction. | Syria--History--Civil War, 2011---Fiction. | LCGFT: Historical fiction. | BISAC: FICTION / Historical / General. | FICTION / Political. | FICTION / Historical / 20th Century / General.

			Classification: 	LCC: PS3601.D367 G66 2025 | DDC: 813/.6--dc23

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		


		
			Contents

			
			Title Page

			Copyright

			Contents

			Also by Alina Adams

			Dedication

			Prologue: Spain

			Part One: New York City

			Chapter One

			

			Chapter Two

			Chapter Three

			Chapter Four

			Chapter Five

			Chapter Six

			Chapter Seven

			Chapter Eight

			Chapter Nine

			Chapter Ten

			Part Two: Moscow

			Chapter Eleven

			Chapter Twelve

			Chapter Thirteen

			Chapter Fourteen

			Chapter Fifteen

			Chapter Sixteen

			Chapter Seventeen

			Chapter Eighteen

			Chapter Nineteen

			Chapter Twenty

			Chapter Twenty-One

			Chapter Twenty-Two

			Chapter Twenty-Three

			Chapter Twenty-Four

			Part Three: Rojava

			Chapter Twenty-Five

			 Chapter Twenty-Six

			Chapter Twenty-Seven

			Chapter Twenty-Eight

			

			Chapter Twenty-Nine

			Chapter Thirty

			Epilogue

			Fact From Fiction

			About the Author

			About History Through Fiction

		


		
			Also by Alina Adams

			My Mother’s Secret

			The Nesting Dolls

			The Man From Oakdale

			Jonathan’s Story (with Julia London)

			Oakdale Confidential

			Skate Crime: A Figure Skating Mystery

			Death Drop: A Figure Skating Mystery

			Axel of Evil: A Figure Skating Mystery

			On Thin Ice: A Figure Skating Mystery

			Murder on Ice: A Figure Skating Mystery

			Sarah Hughes: Skating to the Stars

			Inside Figure Skating

			When a Man Loves a Woman

			

			Annie’s Wild Ride

			Thieves at Heart

			The Fictitious Marquis

		


		
			 

			You and I

			We’ve seen it all

			Chasing our hearts desire

			But we go on pretending

			Stories like ours

			Have happy endings.

			“You and I” by Tim Rice

			For my son, Adam,
who taught me about being biracial in Moscow

			For my son, Gregory,
who taught me about being an anarchist in Rojava

			For my daughter, Aries,
who taught me about being happy anywhere

		


		
			Prologue: Spain

			________
________

			

			1939

			Rose Janowitz wasn’t sure exactly where she was. Riding an open-top jeep somewhere along the northern Spanish coast was the best her jostled, overstimulated, sleep-deprived brain could ascertain at the moment.

			Rose was a bit more sure of why she was there. To do battle with the Nationalist Army of General Francisco Franco alongside the Republicans of the Popular Front government as part of the volunteer international Abraham Lincoln Brigade.

			Where Rose sat stymied was what she was supposed to be doing. She’d come to fight. Back home in New York, Rose had listened to stirring tales about the heroic acts performed by the Milicianas, the over 1000 women who’d risen up to defend Madrid in the early days of this Spanish Civil War. They came from trade unions and militant libertarian organizations. Their speedy assembly was reported to be one of the reasons why the Nationalist coup d’état didn’t start and end in July of 1936, turning, instead, into a going-on-three-year campaign.

			The Milicianas served in single-sex and mixed gender battalions, raiding prisons to rescue captured comrades, erecting barricades to protect regained territory, and charging onto battlefields, fully armed, with a specialty in manning machine guns.

			That was the duty Rose had volunteered for, albeit as part of an international, rather than native Spanish force.

			Reality proved somewhat different.

			She’d come prepared to face the fog of war at the front. She’d expected chaos among the carnage, the deafening din of gunfire, the blinding haze of smoke, the bleeding wounds, the screaming fallen, the painfully silent dead. She wouldn’t say she’d been looking forward to it, exactly. That would be macabre. But she had been eagerly anticipating the opportunity to do her part, to prove herself an equal of the brave women who’d come before her.

			What she hadn’t expected was the bureaucratic confusion. Especially in the columns of self-proclaimed anarchists, communists, and socialists, where a chain of command would seem to go against everything they said they stood for. As they fought for their lives against Franco’s Fascist, Nazi-aligned forces, nobody could agree on what role women should play in their struggle. While some insisted that Largo Caballero’s October 1936 decree expelled women from the self-organized militias, others countered that it was, in fact, the opposite. That Caballero’s decree folded the otherwise independent militias into the Republican Army and thus specifically called for an obligatory militarization of women to serve.

			In the meantime, rumors regarding how women were treated by both warring sides ran rampant, designed to scare off volunteers and to smear the other as particularly depraved. Republicans touted the bravery of Lina Odena, who committed suicide rather than be captured by Nationalist forces. They insisted that she had every right to fear a fate worse than death and pointed to the Fascists’ threats of rape by Moorish soldiers, as well as their history of violating women and young children in every village they conquered, after which they would parade with the victim’s bloody underwear on their rifles. The Nationalists countered that there was never a threat of rape, and accused Odena of committing suicide not because she feared their wrath, but in order to avoid facing the punishment she was due for her part in the slaughter of priests and nuns behind Republican lines. This was dismissed on the left as a lie spread by Franco’s minions. As was the preposterous claim that female Stalinists were purging Trotskyite comrades in Barcelona. The women of the left were united for their cause. There was no dissent between them. They were an emancipated, liberated fighting force. It was women volunteers on the right who were forbidden from wearing pants, forced into long skirts and sleeves for modesty, and shuffled to supporting tasks like office work, and the care of widows, orphans, and refugees.

			Thankfully, even if there was some lingering confusion about the precise role of women in the merged Republican forces, Caballero’s edict wielded no power over foreign volunteers. The decision regarding how best to utilize women in this struggle for freedom and equality would be up to their individual Abraham Lincoln Brigade unit leaders.

			Rose had faith in her commander. He was only a few years older than her, barely out of college. He had red hair and blue eyes and, as a result, skin that had burned and blistered so many times in the Spanish sun that it would crack and bleed if he turned his head too quickly. He didn’t believe in an autocratic chain of command, and so told everyone to call him Ludwick, noting that it meant “famous fighter” in Polish. He’d never led a battalion before, but he was a dedicated progressive, a loyal member of the Chicago Communist Party, where he’d been one of the ringleaders in exposing the city’s self-proclaimed liberals as socialist-fascist betrayers of the worker’s cause. Ludwick spent most of their jeep ride to the front telling Rose about how, unlike New York City, their organization had Mexicans and Coloreds. The Party supported them during the 1894 Pullman Boycott, so damn tootin’ those South Side boys owed them fealty.

			Rose had come prepared to fight. She’d been practicing with a pistol, a rifle, and, when given the opportunity, a machine gun. Even if, up to this point, she’d been primarily assigned secretarial duties. She understood that keeping track of supply lines, communication positions, and troop movements was vital work, and that Rose was in Spain to do what was needed, not necessarily what she preferred. But that was back at the training camp. Now that they would finally be seeing action, she expected to be issued a weapon as soon as they arrived on site. They were to be a back-up force for those who’d already broken through the Nationalist lines and occupied several tactically critical positions.

			Yet, when Ludwick gestured two dozen men to follow him onto the battlefield, he held up his palm to indicate that Rose and the handful of other women who’d come with them should stay behind. The drone of grenades and anti-tank guns going off what felt like barely a few yards away from them, yet, in reality, was a half mile, made it impossible for Rose to ask why, even if she shouted.

			The men charged off. The women stayed behind. When Rose first signed up to come to Spain, she and the other volunteers had shaken their heads at the Second Republic’s slogan, Men to the Front, Women to the Home Front. Good thing there was no such division in the Abraham Lincoln Brigade, they told themselves.

			

			Now, they looked for something to do to make themselves useful. The best they could think of was to make sure their spare Kropatschek, Tigre Modelo, Berthier, and Ross rifles were loaded and ready to go as soldiers came running back to grab fresh supplies.

			Periodically, one of those left behind would pick up a pair of binoculars to see if they could make out what was happening. They saw grass, rocks, and shrubs blown into the air as if from a subterranean exhale, a volcano of earth that swept up anybody standing adjacent to it. The explosions covered up any screams. Or maybe it was all one, incessant scream. They were too far away to view the precise damage, still they imagined they could smell it, the wind wafting traces of sulfurous gun powder, a bitter acid of fear sweat, the copper of fresh blood. The thrashing limbs reduced to marionettes through their field glasses had, only a few hours ago, been young men they’d driven up with. The ones who’d bummed cigarettes and told dirty jokes and flung their arms around only some of their fellow comrades’ shoulders, expressing astonishment that their hands should fall on an utterly unexpected breast. What a surprise!

			And now they were… what? Martyrs? Heroes? Cannon fodder? Were they corpses? Were they fragments? Would there be enough left to bury? Would there be enough left to keep living? Would there be enough left that they’d want to keep living? Rose and the other women should be out there among them. They should be helping in any way they could.

			When Ludwick briefly returned, Rose inhaled as deeply as possible and screamed into his ear, “Let us deliver fresh weapons straight onto the field!”

			Ludwick shook his head, blood from the cracks of his skin melding with the tears spilling from his eyes due to the all-encompassing smoke.

			“No,” he croaked, throat ripped from attempting to be heard over the clangor. “Orders. No exposing women on the battlefield.”

			It wasn’t until Ludwick stumbled back a second time hours later, grabbing the door of a jeep to keep from sinking to his knees, that he commanded Rose and the other women, “Go. Get the wounded. Bring them back. Set up a medical tent.”

			Rose knew she should listen to her superior officer. Even though Ludwick had made a point of saying no one was superior in a true people’s army. But she had to make it clear in case he hadn’t been briefed. “I’m not a nurse. I don’t have any medical training. I was taught to do artillery.”

			“Go get the wounded,” Ludwick repeated. “Hurry. Before the Nationalists come back. We might only have a few minutes.”

			“The Nationalists are still out there?” Rose clarified, even as the women around her; the better soldiers, clearly, hopped to attention and began loading their jeeps with stretchers, gauze, and splints.

			Ludwick nodded, closing his eyes, gasping for fresh air. Rose understood that he had his own concerns at the moment, and that now was neither the time nor the place for her to ask: So, you can’t expose women on the battlefield with a weapon as combatants, but you can expose them on the battlefield without a weapon as nurses?

			She mentally shushed herself. Leave it to Rose to rebel in the midst of a rebellion. She reminded herself that an army consisting exclusively of Roses would never get anything done. They would be anarchists who’d devolved into anarchy. That was no way to win a war.

			Rose forcibly swallowed her question. It tasted like the grime, gunpowder, and blood reeking off Ludwick’s uniform. They hadn’t been imagining it. It was the smell of the battle. She joined the other women in doing what he’d ordered.

			This was bigger than her. This was bigger than this company, this engagement, this strip of land, this territory, this war. This was about the future of humanity. Men, women, Americans, Europeans, Africans, Orientals.

			This was the most important thing that Rose Janowitz would ever do.

			She was wrong.

			Of course, she was wrong.

			What seventeen-year-old in the history of seventeen-year-olds was ever right when it came to understanding what was actually important, and how little they truly mattered in the great, cosmic scheme of things?

			She hardly ever talked about Spain. She certainly never talked about what had really happened to her in Spain. Even the stories she told her granddaughter, Libby, were heavily censored and, according to Rose’s daughter, Emma, embellished. Rose let Emma think so. It was preferable to confessing the truth. She hadn’t even told Emma’s father the truth.

			Rose knew now that her charging off to bring about a brand new, better world hadn’t been important at all. It had affected absolutely nothing. It had affected absolutely no one. Even if it had completely destroyed her.

			That is until a staggering seventy-three years after Rose’s ill-advised misadventure, when Emma came storming into Rose’s apartment, shoving her cellphone in Rose’s face, an email from Libby front and center: I’m going, Mom. Please understand.

			

			“She’s doing this because of you,” Emma accused Rose. “So, you’re the one who has to bring her back home.”

		


		
			Part One: New York City

		


		
			Chapter One

			________
________

			1949

			“If you don’t tell them, no one ever needs to know.”

			Rose’s mother followed her to their Lower East Side apartment door, flipping up the collar of Rose’s beige, virgin wool sheen gabardine coat, the one Vogue Magazine swore was brilliantly manipulated to give tall girls the impression of a slim waist, then smoothing it down again. As if an article of clothing Rose would remove before being shown in for her interview, even if it were the most expensive thing Rose or her mother ever owned—or touched—would make the difference between Rose getting hired, or her resume being shunted into the trash.

			“They’ll have questions,” Rose predicted. The gap between her dropping out of Seward Park High School and starting at Hunter College couldn’t be papered over with a coat costing more than the weekly salary of the job Rose was applying for.

			“You traveled. Every civilized young lady takes a tour of the continent. It’s in Henry James. And Ernest Hemingway.”

			Mama was no fool. Unlike Rose, she’d actually graduated from high school. She knew that the women in Henry James and Ernest Hemingway were named Daisy Miller and Brett Ashley. Not Rose Janowitz.

			“If they don’t ask, there’s no need for you to bring it up.” Mama paused to give Rose a final once over. Thanks to an investment they couldn’t afford to repeat, Rose was the epitome of Christian Dior’s chic New Look silhouette; a full, triangular skirt in black with a cinched waist, softened by the rounded shoulders of her cream blouse. Definitely more Daisy Miller and Brett Ashley than Rose Janowitz. Not that the rest of her would have fooled anyone. She’d brushed out her ebony curls and pulled the result into a bun, yet stray tufts still insisted on springing forth no matter how often Mama spit on her finger and attempted to smooth them into place. Rose’s elongated neck jutted beneath a pointed chin that might have been her most prominent feature, if not for a nose that superseded it. Her eyes loomed as dark as her hair, the only benefit being equally raven lashes so thick she needn’t bother with mascara, though it also resulted in brows perpetually requiring plucking. Mama smiled, projecting a confidence neither felt. She pinched Rose’s cheek for luck—and a final burst of color. “Zei gezunt,” be healthy—a traditional way of saying good-bye in Yiddish. She added the less commonly evoked, “Un shtark.” And strong.

			The Procter & Gamble company may have operated a plant on the northwestern corner of Staten Island so massive that locals dubbed it Port Ivory—after the institution’s best-known product—but their corporate offices, including their advertising division, Compton, were located in midtown Manhattan. Rose could hardly believe that, after she took the elevator to the 11th floor and given her name, the girl sitting at the front, simultaneously answering two telephones, typing, and vetting guests, didn’t so much as blink when Rose said she was there to meet with Irna Phillips.

			The Irna Phillips.

			The woman who had single-handedly invented radio soap operas (their nickname coming from the same product which inspired Port Ivory) and was currently the head writer of The Road of Life, Young Dr. Malone, The Brighter Day, Today’s Children, Joyce Jordan, MD, The Right to Happiness, Masquerade, The Guiding Light, and, on television, These Are My Children. Irna traditionally wrote and produced her shows out of Chicago. Three years earlier, after a lawsuit that began as copyright infringement then turned into non-payment of taxes, Irna moved The Guiding Light to CBS Radio and relocated its production to Los Angeles. But Irna was unhappy with the acting on the West Coast. She didn’t think the Hollywood types sounded authentic enough for her wholesome, midwestern characters. So, The Guiding Light was moving again, this time to CBS Studios on East 58th Street. Irna being Irna, had managed to requisition Liederkrantz Hall, the larger of the second-floor studios. Now she needed someone to supervise production while she returned to her other shows in Chicago.

			Rose intended to be that someone. She’d spent money she didn’t have on an outfit that wasn’t her in order to make sure Irna saw through the artifice and recognized how perfect the authentic Rose was for the job.

			Except Rose didn’t feel sure of anything at the moment. The girl who’d checked her name off a list and beckoned her to take a seat, kept typing and answering phones. Rose kept waiting. The more she waited, the worse of an idea this adventure seemed. Who was Rose to think she was worthy of stepping in for Irna Phillips? What had Rose done with her life up to this point? The solitary chance she’d taken, the one time she’d thought for herself and not done the expected nice, Jewish girl thing, had been such a disaster Mama still needed to remind Rose to keep quiet about it, over a decade after the fact.

			And yet, Irna—or someone who worked for Irna—had seen Rose’s resume. They’d deemed it good enough to call Rose for an interview. Maybe they knew something she didn’t? Odds are, they knew lots of things Rose didn’t. Like how to move ahead in the world by staying out of trouble. She could learn a lot working here. If she got the chance.

			A voice over the phone prompted the girl at the desk to stand up, grab a stack of papers and run from the room. Rose was alone. Still waiting.

			After a few minutes, she wondered if the solitude was getting to her. Because she quite clearly heard a woman’s voice call out, “Rose!”

			

			It was coming from behind the closed office door. Rose climbed to her feet and inched towards it. “Rose! Now!”

			This time, she definitely heard it. Rose rested her hand on the knob, twisting it slightly. She swore it opened on its own. The office behind it was occupied by two women. The smaller sat behind a desk so mammoth she might have fit into one of its drawers. Irna Phillips. After obsessively studying the paragon in preparation for this interview, Rose would’ve recognized that wavy, swept off the forehead bob anywhere. Irna wore a gray and black striped blazer, no softening of the shoulders here, with a golden brooch in the shape of a leaf at the collar. The other woman was taller, her hair longer and rolled about her head in a style held over from the war. Yet it was obvious who the dominant figure was. Irna talked and talked and talked. The other woman merely nodded.

			“Take this money and use it to build Cedars Hospital in Selby Flats. Oh, Dr. Matthews, we couldn’t! You’re too generous! It’s not generosity, I believe in Dr. Parker, Dr. Boling, and Dr. Leland. A woman can be as good of a doctor as any man. We’ll never forget you, Dr. Matthews. You take care of yourself, Bill. That new bride of yours is a special woman. Bert will be touched you said so. And your sister, Meta. You knew her as Jan Carter. Do you think she’ll be able to get her son, Chuckie, back from Ray and Charlotte? She aims to try, but we don’t know if that would be best for the boy. She’s his mother! She’s a stranger! So much heartache ahead!”

			Rose’s head spun. Especially when this bizarre stream of consciousness was once again punctuated with the cry of, “Rose!”

			“Yes?” she piped up instinctively.

			Both women turned to stare at her.

			“Who are you?” Irna barked, her tone completely different from the soothing, hypnotic drone of earlier.

			“I’m… Rose. You called me?”

			“I’m Rose,” the taller woman corrected. “Rose Cooperman. Miss Phillips’ assistant.”

			Well, that explained that. Rose—Janowitz—felt like a complete idiot. She wanted to bow her head and slink out of the office, back to the Lower East Side, where she could pull off these foreign clothes and tell herself it was for the best. Rose didn’t deserve a job as potentially life-changing as this one. Rose deserved only the life she’d made for herself. Or, as Mama called it, the hole she’d dug for herself.

			Irna was looking at Rose now the way Mama had when Rose first returned home ten years ago, humiliated and humbled. A combination of disappointment, self-satisfaction and, she couldn’t help thinking, disappointment that Rose had failed, even if that was exactly what Mama had expected. Rose couldn’t stand up to Mama. She’d seen what happened that one time she’d tried. But Rose could stand up to Irna. She’d already made a fool of herself. Foolishness, Rose had great experience with.

			Instead of lowering her head, Rose raised her formidable chin—and the nose that came with it. Instead of slumping her shoulders, she squared them. Instead of meekly avoiding Irna’s gaze, she met it. “I’m Rose Janowitz. We had an appointment for...” she consulted her watch. “Twenty minutes ago.”

			“Twenty-two,” Irna corrected. Rose wasn’t sure if she was being put in her place—or complimented.

			Irna and her Rose exchanged a silent look across the desk. It conveyed whatever Irna deemed necessary. The assistant stood, tucked her steno pad under one arm, and headed for the door, discreetly closing it behind her.

			Irna barely waited for the other woman to depart before demanding, “Your writing sample?”

			“I sent it in. As requested.”

			Irna was still sitting. She’d made no gesture for Rose to do the same. Would it be presumptuous of Rose to take the initiative? Presumptuousness, Rose also had a great deal of experience with. She claimed the spot Irna’s preferred Rose had occupied earlier. When Irna didn’t snap for her to keep standing at attention, Rose chose to interpret it as a sign of approval.

			The grand dame dug around in the stack of papers to her left and wrenched out a script Rose recognized as her own. The paper was onion-skin translucent, but it was all Rose could afford.

			Irna blinked as if to clear blurry vision. “It’s not in English.”

			

			“It’s Yiddish. I thought you might…”

			“I’m Unitarian,” Irna informed Rose, making it clear that whatever faith Irna might have been born into, Rose would be scoring no co-religionist points with her.

			“There’s a translation attached. I thought you might want to read it in the original. To get the true flavor of what I can do.”

			Irna skimmed Rose’s cover letter. “You wrote for Mayn Muter Un Ikh?”

			Rose noted the conversion to Unitarianism hadn’t rendered Irna incapable of reading the title of the world’s first and, as far as Rose knew, only Yiddish language radio soap-opera.

			“For WEVD? The Communist station?”

			“Socialist,” Rose corrected. “The call letters stand for Eugene V. Debs. And it was owned by the Jewish Daily Forward by the time I got there.”

			“My shows are all-American, nothing subversive.” Irna’s tone made it clear that was one area on which there would be no discussion.

			“I know.” Rose nodded fervently, eager to show off what she’d studied. “Guiding Light, Reverend Rutledge, his lamp in the window: There is a destiny that makes us brothers/ None goes his way alone./ All that we send out into the lives of others/ Come back into our own.”

			“This isn’t a writing position,” Irna said. “You do realize that? I write my scripts.”

			The loose pieces clicked into place. “That’s what you were doing. Dictating your scripts.” That still didn’t explain… “But you never indicated who was saying what. You just recited all the dialogue straight through.”

			“Rose understands. She’ll type it up, make it clear.”

			“That’s incredible.”

			“Why serials?” Irna asked her questions the same way she wrote her scripts, a stream of consciousness that she expected the listener to make sense of on their own time. “Why not Baby Snooks or Ozzie and Harriet or Life of Riley? Why not films?”

			The obvious answer was that they weren’t hiring. Irna was. But Rose suspected she knew what answer the doyenne of daytime was looking for. Luckily, it was even true. “Films end. Situation comedies are once a week. If you make a bad decision in a film and don’t rectify it by the conclusion, that’s how it stays forever. If you make a mistake in a primetime comedy, you have to wait seven days to fix it. Serials offer chance after chance to get life right daily. You can keep trying, over and over. Bad people can become good, seek forgiveness.”

			“Seek redemption?”

			“Isn’t that why Reverend Rutledge keeps that lamp burning in his window?”

			“I expect a great deal from my employees.” Rose wondered if this was another of Irna’s wild swerves or whether she saw it as a natural transition. Redemption through hard work—and suffering—was a favorite theme of hers, after all. “Are you married?”

			That was definitely a swerve. The change of topic caught Rose off guard. “No.” At twenty-seven, she knew she should be mortified and ashamed of that fact.

			“Neither am I.” Irna didn’t appear either mortified or ashamed. “Why would I want to be? If I need to fight, I can call up one of my P&G buffoons!”

			Rose didn’t know how to react. Was Irna bringing Rose into her confidence, or testing her? And if she was testing her, was it to see if Rose would agree with her, disagree with her, or go running to the P&G executives to tattle? A job interview with Irna Phillips was proving as full of twists and turns as one of her shows!

			Rose’s reaction, however, turned out to be unnecessary. Irna went on, “I expect absolute loyalty. Husbands tend to not understand that. Wives are bad enough. Phoning me to complain about their men’s long hours, them working on the weekends. The show must come first.”

			“You said this wasn’t a writing position.” Rose opted to focus on the concrete details, the better to make Irna feel like she’d already given Rose the job. “Why did you ask to see a sample of my writing then?”

			“The position is Supervising Producer. Your responsibility will be to ensure my scripts get recorded the way I intended. You’ll be involved in scheduling, casting, budgets—and, once in a while, if there’s a last-minute problem, a script needs some slight adjustment and I’m not available by phone, you may need to step in and alter a word or two. But no more.”

			She’d said your responsibility. Either Rose already did have the job, or Irna offered it to every candidate—and Rose was the only one foolish enough to think of accepting.

			“It sounds wonderful,” Rose told her honestly.

			“It is,” Irna sighed, softening for the first time since Rose had come in. “It is absolutely wonderful. I can think of no better way to spend my life.”

			“When do I start?” She rose from her chair, one arm already outstretched, looking to shake hands and formally seal the deal, when Rose caught sight of Irna hesitating. She was looking down at Rose’s resume.

			Rose anticipated the question seconds before Irna articulated it. “You didn’t graduate from high school? The year between it and college…” Irna let the question hang in the air. Like on one of her shows.

			Rose had done her research. In addition to knowing that Irna had been born Jewish, Rose also knew that, when she was eighteen years old, Irna had become pregnant by an older, married doctor. He’d refused to acknowledge paternity or pay child support, so Irna took him to court—and actually won. Tragically, the baby was stillborn. Nevertheless, on The Guiding Light, Irna wrote a similar story for the character of Rose Kransky—coincidentally, the only Jewish girl on her otherwise “all-American” program—and allowed that fictional baby to live and be raised not only by his single mother but, eventually, by the weak-willed father who returned, admitted the error of his ways, and begged for another chance.

			Rose looked Irna in the eye. “I thought you, Miss Phillips, would understand.”

			Irna opened her mouth as if to follow up. But all she said was, “You start tomorrow.”

		


		
			Chapter Two

			________
________

			There were llama droppings on the marble stairs.

			Rose couldn’t have been happier.

			“Props!” she shouted, leading to a chorus of chuckles and groans. The studio where they staged The Guiding Light for fifteen minutes live every weekday, year-round, also broadcast periodic, experimental television programs. Said programs featured a disproportionate number of animal acts. As the building had no elevator, the cast, sets, and assorted creatures arrived via marble staircase. This not only made a clatter—while they broadcast, Rose stationed boys at the top and bottom to stop anyone from interrupting; an aspect of Rose’s job Irna had neglected to mention—but also proved a magnet for fecal droppings of many sizes and textures. There was an ongoing building argument about which department’s responsibility clean-up fell under. Most recently, it had been dumped on—pardon the expression—props. Hence, Rose’s call.

			While such matters, technically, did not fall under her job description, Rose didn’t mind. She was happy to do whatever it took to keep the wheels of production churning. Because, as she’d promised Irna, the show came first. Everybody from Network Head to actors with a single line, not to mention the sound effects crew, the director, and the engineers put their personal needs on the back burner and rallied to ensure their product was the best it could be from the moment the organ announced its histrionic beginning, until the music adroitly faded “until next time.” Rose would have expected to experience the height of worker solidarity at proudly socialist WEVD. It turned out, though, that there was nothing like money to be made to get everybody enthusiastically rowing in the same direction.

			Money, of course, was also the source of some of their greatest conflicts. Not among the staff, but among those who created the shows and those who controlled them. Sponsors loved getting into the act, demanding characters use their products, talk about using their products, and marvel at the convenience and thrift of using their products. Irna was a wizard at scripting heart-clenching drama to take place amidst a variety of cleaning supplies. If a villain wasn’t being threatened to have his mouth washed out with soap (only one brand would do!), then the heroine was hurrying to get her laundry done before her husband arrived home and learned she’d been out all day, engaging in who knows what mischief. How lucky she was that this brand of detergent took half the time for twice the results!

			Their bigger problems stemmed from all that they weren’t allowed to do by Standards and Practices. According to “daytime morality,” good men and women could not smoke. This infuriated Irna, who saw thousands of dollars in potential sponsorship monies wafting away like, well, smoke. It was Rose who came up with having the bad characters be the smokers, while having the good ones constantly remark on it. “Go and take your [brand of] cigarettes with you!” and “I knew you’d been there. I could smell your [brand of] cigarette the second I arrived!” That way, they wouldn’t be going against the censors, but the product would still be associated with the voices of heroes and heroines.

			They faced the same obstacles with alcohol. Even beer and sherry were off limits. Tea or coffee were the mandated beverages of choice, no matter what the crises. (They could always select from hot or iced, in case anyone complained of feeling creatively shackled.) Inspired by prohibition, Rose suggested to Irna that she write any drinking as either religious or medicinal. When Rose submitted that having Jewish characters would make a sip on Friday a directive from God Himself—what pious censor could deny that?—she actually pried a smile out of her redoubtable boss.

			Their biggest problem, however, was sex. They couldn’t show it. This was radio, not the movies. They couldn’t speak of it. This was radio, not… the Bible. (Irna had chortled at that one, too, which was the biggest compliment Rose could hope for.) On The Romance of Helen Trent, one of the few radio soaps not created by Irna, where the titular heroine had been proving that “romance can begin at thirty-five” for seventeen years; while managing to remain thirty-five—they spoke of the “emotional understanding” that could only come with marriage. And not a second before. They meant sex. Everyone knew they meant sex. But no one was allowed to say it. Irna gave notice she wasn’t going to adopt that awkward turn of phrase for her own shows.

			So, on The Guiding Light, characters begged each other to “hold me and never let me go.” They embraced. Quite a bit. They stared into each other’s eyes. Sometimes from one day to the next. And then they somehow ended up pregnant. Viewers filled in the gaps on their own.

			Rose wished she could do the same. She’d told Irna the truth when she answered she wasn’t married. But she’d never confirmed the implicit promise that she never would be. She’d like to be. No matter how many times Mama told Rose she’d ruined whatever chance she’d had—what man would want her after what she’d done, what woman would want a man who would; it was quite the recursive question—Rose never quite managed to give up hope. She was a year short of thirty now. If Helen Trent could “find romance” at an even more decrepit age, why not Rose Janowitz?

			She spent her days surrounded by men. For a woman’s genre, daytime drama—save Irna—was suspiciously dominated by men. Men at Procter & Gamble, men at the network, men at the advertising agency, men in the production booth, men on the studio floor. There were men in tailored suits and men in shirtsleeves. Men in fedoras and men in caps. Men wearing the latest No. 89 by Floris cologne, and men who smelled of the Ivory P&G gifted each employee at Christmastime. There were men wherever Rose looked. So why was she still alone?

			Naturally, a majority of those men were married. Rose wasn’t ready to go the mistress route yet—though she knew Irna had a stable of such philanderers in her life. Irna preferred doctors and lawyers, just like on her shows. If Rose were twenty, the pickings might have been broader. But men her age were interested in younger women. And older men were either divorced—which came with children and alimony… and bitterness—or… well, Mama said Rose was picky. As tall as she was, she had to accept that some men would be shorter. As opinionated as she was, she had to accept that silence could be golden. And certainly, she must never talk about how much money she was making. No man would stand to be emasculated in such a manner. Yet, after all that, remember, he had to be Jewish. Anything less would be unthinkable.

			The worst part was, Mama was right. Rose was too picky. She could put up with short. She could put up with poor. She could put up with old. The one thing she could not put up with was: boring. Compared to the hustle, bustle, constant crises and close calls of production, the conversation proffered by the majority of men Rose met for dinner dates left much to be desired. Mama said it was because Rose challenged them. Rose should be sitting quietly and listening. Yes, even when the men were wrong. Especially when they were wrong. A good man, Mama lectured, didn’t expect the woman across from him to know more about a given subject than he did. And he certainly didn’t appreciate her demonstrating it. When a man waxed poetic about a film he’d seen, he didn’t need Rose breaking down the dialogue and scene structure. When he talked facts and figures about his job, he didn’t need to know that Rose also oversaw a budget—and it was greater than his. And he definitely had no interest in anything she had to say about politics! Rose found the men she stepped out with boring. She could only imagine what they thought about her.

			Luckily, she had very little time to dwell on it. Irna lived up to her promise. She kept Rose so preoccupied, the only love lives Rose agonized over were Bill and Bertha “Bert” Bauer as they battled that floozy, Gloria, and whether widowed reporter Joe should choose Nurse Peggy, whom his children preferred, or ex-jailbird Meta, who made Joe’s heart flutter. Irna was thinking bigger than radio. She’d already produced one television soap-opera, These Are My Children, which sputtered out after less than a month of episodes on NBC. Yet Irna remained convinced the fledgling medium was her serials’ future. To that end, she was battling to convince Procter & Gamble to resettle The Guiding Light on the small screen. To assuage their doubts about its viability, Irna used her own money to produce a pilot. When it failed to convince her sponsors, she set to work on a second one.

			This meant Irna had less time for the radio version. Outside of writing, which Irna still guarded ferociously, the bulk of responsibilities were now Rose’s. Rose raced from advertiser meeting to rehearsal to casting session. When the latter was plunked in her lap, Rose switched all auditions to the telephone. It allowed her to sift through paperwork without the actor noticing her distraction and getting—rightfully—offended. It also kept Rose from basing her decisions on appearance. It was difficult to picture a dashing, romantic leading man when the applicant was balding and barely came up to Rose’s chest, or an ingenue when the lady reading for the part looked more appropriate for grand opera. Since all that mattered was how they sounded, Rose holding auditions over the phone was more likely to yield unprejudiced results. Which was best for the show. Because the show always came first.

			On the schedule for today were tryouts for a new role, that of ne-er-do-well Edmund Bard, who’d be coming to town to set every young and not so young lady’s heart aflame, toy with them mercilessly, then be revealed as the illegitimate son of a pillar of the community. It was a fun, juicy role, and Rose was looking forward to hearing her candidates’ takes on it.

			The first six proved a disappointment. They were playing it too evil right from the start. There was no tension, no surprise, nothing to reveal or learn. Rose couldn’t imagine listeners at home not seeing right through the literal bastard and wondering why the women of The Guiding Light couldn’t do so, as well.

			For the seventh applicant, Rose didn’t even glance at his name until after he’d been speaking for almost a minute. She didn’t even listen to the words—she’d heard them so many times—until she realized that—what was his name, now? Cain… Jonas Cain—was offering a completely different interpretation from the men who’d preceded him. Where they’d snarled, he purred. Where they’d bellowed, he murmured. Where they’d insisted on seduction, he made the listener want to be seduced. No, he made the listener ache to be.

			“Mr… Cain,” Rose needed to clear her throat, lest her voice crack.

			“Yes, Miss Janowitz?” His speaking voice was the same as his auditioning voice. Which meant he was either always on, or always himself.

			“That was… that was quite… good.”

			“I thank you for saying so.” Yes, he was definitely always… something. Impossible to believe he didn’t realize precisely what effect his speaking voice had on the listener. And that he wielded it for all it could do for him. Rose didn’t blame him. She’d do the same in his position.

			“May I ask what inspired your take on this character? It’s so different from how every other actor saw him.”

			“Is it now?”

			A drawl? A bass clarinet? A full-throated pipe organ? Just what was it about this man’s voice that made Rose vibrate from hipbone to hipbone as surely as if he’d plucked a string, like Rose might melt through her desk-chair, dissolving towards the carpet.

			“Yes.” This time, she swallowed instead of coughing. Hardly less obvious.

			“Well, it’s obviously Shakespeare, isn’t it?”

			“I’m sorry, what?”

			“Edmund Bard?” His laugh rolled in like a fog diffusing throughout her senses. “You gave the whole game away right there. He’s Edmund the Bastard from King Lear.” Jonas quoted, “To both these sisters have I sworn my love; each jealous of the other, as the stung are of the adder, which of them shall I take?” When Rose didn’t reply quickly enough; primarily because she’d run out of coughs and gulps and felt pressed to come up with an alternative; speaking was out of the question, his confidence wavered. “Did I get it wrong, then? How terribly embarrassing.”

			“No.” Rose found her voice, because his had briefly tottered. “You’re one hundred percent correct. When Irna—Miss Phillips—when she told me about the character, I suggested the name. As sort of a little joke between the two of us.”

			“Ah! So, you’re the Shakespearean scholar.”

			“Hardly!” Her snort was instinctive. If utterly unladylike.

			“It was precisely the guidance I required to understand this man. He commits villainous acts, seducing married women, attempting to murder his father and brother, but he does not see himself as the villain. After being cast aside for an accident of birth, he feels righteously justified to, as they say: top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper: Now, gods, stand up for bastards! Surely, a sentiment we’ve all experienced. Whether or not we’d admit it.”

			Was that the moment Rose fell in love with him? When Jonas Cain—with a pinch of help from William Shakespeare—put words, put poetry, to the feelings Rose had been pressing down her entire life? Because the one time she’d let them roam free, she’d ruined everything.

			She’d read those words. If she hadn’t read King Lear she wouldn’t have known of Edmund, and if she hadn’t known of Edmund, she never would have suggested that name to Irna. And if she’d never suggested that name to Irna, what would Rose and Mr. Cain be speaking about now?

			She’d read those words. But she’d never heard them outside a well-meaning college professor who made as apt an Edmund as she did a Juliet. Rose had read the words; she’d heard the words recited. She’d never realized they were about her until they came undulating over the phone line at her office on the East Side of Manhattan.

			Rose might have fallen in love with Jonas then and there. But the only thing she said was, “You’ve got the job.”

			

			Rose sent the standard contract to Mr. Cain’s agent, perplexed when it was returned promptly, without a change. She wondered if her new employee had inexpert representation—it was an unknown to her agency—or whether they were desperate to see the document counter-signed before… what?

			What could they be hiding? She’d heard the voice. The voice was all that mattered. The worst Rose could conceive of was Jonas Cain might be a pseudonym, and he was employed on another show which forbade him from performing on competing programs. But Rose listened to a lot of radio. She felt certain that, if she’d heard his voice before, she’d have proven incapable of forgetting it.

			On the morning Jonas Cain was scheduled to come in for his first broadcast, Rose made a point of not dressing any differently. It was just another day. No longer did a chic autumn coat cost more than her weekly salary. Thanks to Irna, Rose could afford a closet full of crepe and taffeta tunic dresses with their touted slenderizing waists and straight three-gore skirts. She’d paid extra to have the lapels and pockets dotted in rhinestones, as per the current fashion. The sole reason Rose chose the lightweight green over the navy fine-ribbed was because the day was shaping up warm. She didn’t want to overheat. It wasn’t because the white jabot of the latter made Rose appear older—she saved those for meetings with the sponsors—while the overbodice of the former brought out the hazel in her otherwise dull brown eyes. A pair of black Capezios with sharply pointed toe-tips completed the ensemble. Rose opted for flatties. No reason to appear any taller than she needed to.

			Because one thing that Rose had already braced herself for was the possibility of Jonas Cain being short. She had no idea why a disproportionate number of deep-voiced men seemed to be challenged in the height—and follicle—department. Maybe a compressed entity was vital to generate such a profound resonance? Rose told herself she didn’t wish to intimidate Mr. Cain by towering over him. Not on his first day.

			“Jonas Cain is...” the voice of the unspeakably competent assistant Rose met the day of her interview and now knew to be named Hazel, that she was twenty-four years old, working to pay her husband, Ike’s, way through medical school, counting the days until she could quit and just be a normal wife and, hopefully soon, mother to a brood of baby Ikes, echoed through the intercom on Rose’s desk, “...he’s… uhm, he’s… here.”

			“Send him in,” Rose chirped, oblivious to the message Hazel was trying to transmit with her uncharacteristic stammer. Rose was too eager to finally set eyes on Mr. Cain to notice.

			“How do you do, Miss Janowitz? Jonas Cain, at your service.”

			Rose had been in the process of rising to greet him. She’d just pressed her palms into the desktop, which came in handy when she nearly lurched forward, only stopping herself from plunging face first by the fact that her arms were already locked at the elbows.

			She’d braced herself for Jonas Cain being short. She’d braced herself for him being ancient, him being a child half her age. She’d braced herself for his having a face Mama called “perfect for radio,” and a host of other deficiencies, as well.

			She hadn’t braced herself for him being a Negro.

		


		
			Chapter Three

			________
________

			He wasn’t ancient, and he wasn’t a child. He looked to be about Rose’s age. He wasn’t short. He looked to be about Rose’s height. He wore a gray suit, broad at the shoulders, straight cut to mid-thigh, single-breasted with long, wide lapels and three buttons along the front. The hat he held in his hand, having removed it upon entering the building like a proper gentleman, was a matching Stetson Whippet, the band a slightly darker shade of gray encircling the crown.

			And he was a Negro.

			A strikingly handsome one. Eyes as dark as their irises, surrounded by a thick fringe of lashes any woman, save possibly Rose, would envy. Nose cut as sharp as his cheekbones; a smile as dulcet as his voice. It unfurled languidly, an unstoppable, volcanic drift that caressed everything in its path, enveloping, pulling you closer. Not a forced seduction, but a desired one.

			“Am I not whom you envisioned for your Edmund Bard?” The smile made it into his query. They both knew exactly what he was asking.

			Rose’s impulse was to deny, to be polite, to place herself in the best possible light under the pretense of sparing his feelings. She understood that would be self-serving. And insulting. It would be patronizing to treat him like a child. This was obviously a man. A man who knew the score and deserved the respect of her acknowledging it.

			“No.”

			“Should I see myself out?” He made a gesture to return the hat back atop his head.

			He was giving her the opportunity to protect herself. To terminate the awkwardness with the least amount of embarrassment. He was a gentleman, offering Rose the option to return to business as usual as if their encounter had never happened.

			Now, gods, stand up for bastards!

			Rose was no god. And Jonas was no bastard. Yet, this was her chance to top the legitimate, as she’d once so passionately burned to do. This was Rose’s chance to do the right thing, to ameliorate some of the wrong she’d already done. Plus, there were those eyes, that smile, and that voice… oh, that voice!

			“No.” Rose straightened up, no longer needing the desk to support her, prepared to stand on her own two feet, no matter what. She walked past Jonas, towards the door, and beckoned him forward, “I will see you to the studio.”

			They made the trip in near silence, interrupted only when Jonas, invoking the stairs, softly recited, “Not marble, not the gilded monuments/Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme/But you shall shine more bright in these contents/Than unswept stone.” And then he smiled again. The man certainly had her number. That voice, that face, and poetry, too.

			“We only briefly covered the sonnets in school,” Rose admitted.

			“You don’t know what you’re missing.”

			The way he said it made Rose desperate to find out.

			She led him into the soundproofed studio, a plate of glass separating the actors from the production staff. A dual keyboard organ stood at the far-left corner, Rosa Rio, who played it daily for each intro, outro, and dramatic pause in between, setting up her sheet-music. The sound effects bench was on the left, featuring every tool necessary to make doorbells ring, coffee-pots pour, cards shuffle, trains chug, brooks babble, and fists fly. To the right of the organ hung three microphones, a CBS logo engraved along the bottom, from three separate poles dropped from the ceiling. Each set-up could accommodate up to five actors. Leads with the most dialogue would gather in groups of two or three around the first two mics, while those covering smaller parts rotated around the remaining. They stood on mats to muffle the sound of shoes on studio floor concrete. They held scripts in their hands, dropping pages to the ground once done to avoid the rustle of turning. Though they wouldn’t be seen, everyone reported formally dressed. Men in suits, women in dresses, skirts, blouses, hair styled, wearing full make-up. They were professionals. No different from theater or movie performers. Though they didn’t engender a fraction of their respect—or their salaries. They were just selling soap. To housewives, no less.

			“Good morning.” Rose addressed her cast, the various members of The Guiding Light’s Bauer family, from the patriarch known as Papa to the actors playing his children, their assorted love interests, friends, and nemeses. Faces swiveled in her direction, including the director and audio technicians. When Irna was in Chicago, Rose was the established authority. “This is Mr. Jonas Cain. He will be assuming the role of Edmund Bard.”

			If the expressions Rose was seeing came close to what must have splashed across her features when she spied Jonas, any hope she harbored of coming off as unflustered skipped out the window. Recalling his resume, which she surely hadn’t been reading obsessively since the audition, Rose enlightened, “Mr. Cain is a graduate of Columbia University. English major. And a veteran.” Even six years after the war’s end, a former soldier still garnered some respect. “Where did you serve, Mr. Cain?”

			“In the European theater,” he answered cautiously, not nearly as pleased with Rose’s line of questioning as she was. “The Battle of the Bulge.”

			A snort from the back of the room, an actor Rose wasn’t familiar with—she didn’t bother with casting the smaller, under-five lines roles—raised his chin to drawl, “I was at the Bulge. There were no colored soldiers at the Bulge. You’re a liar, boy.”

			“With all due respect, sir,” Jonas emphasized the final word, setting an example of how one should address a fellow man, “my 761st Tank Battalion broke through the German lines in Tillet so the rest of you could come strolling in after. One of our tankers, Private Ernest Jenkins, received the Silver Star from General George Patton himself for our efforts. Kraut bastards got a pounding they won’t soon forget from The Harlem Hellfighters.”

			Rose was about to step in to shield Theo Goetz, who played Papa Bauer. He was a Jew, born in Vienna, Austria. A proud naturalized American, but Jonas’ Kraut slur could still prove offensive to him, when the unnamed actor countered, “Eleanor’s niggers is more like it.”

			Mrs. Roosevelt’s outspoken efforts to end Jim Crow laws and integrate the military, all of which came to a head when she was photographed personally handing out refreshments inside Washington DC’s first mixed canteen amongst Negro servicemen and white hostesses, earned all colored soldiers the demeaning sobriquet.

			Rose was about to chastise the use of the epithet Kraut. But now she stood frozen in the face of an even worse slander. There was no question it was up to her. When Irna was in Chicago, Rose was the established authority.

			Except she had no idea what to say.

			They had a half-hour until today’s episode went live on the air. They had time for only one rehearsal. In theory, Rose could replace any performer at any time. She could fire the under-five actor and shift his lines to someone else. She could rewrite the script so that another character said them. She could cut them altogether. She could also hand off the role of Edmund to another actor, either just for today and then begin the casting process all over
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