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  Thanks


  Thanks to Wolfson College, Oxford, where I was a Visiting Scholar in 1997, which enabled me to pursue archival research. Thanks to Dr Jeremy Black of Wolfson for making my time there possible.


  The archives of letters and audiotapes in the Imperial War Museum, London, are an important source about the Kindertransport, England’s generous acceptance of ten thousand Jewish children from central Europe in the years immediately before the Second World War. As is true of librarians everywhere, those at the Imperial War Museum were extremely helpful – even allowing me into the archives on a day they were closed when I confused an appointment date.


  The Royal Free Hospital, London, gave me access to their archives, allowed me to send Lotty Herschel to school there, and were in general most helpful.


  Dr Dulcie Reed, Dr Lettice Bowen, Dr Peter Scheuer, and Dr Judith Levy, all of whom trained in medicine in Great Britain around the same time as Lotty Herschel, were generous in giving me time and information about that period in their lives.


  In the case of all archival material, as well as the reminiscences of these four doctors, I have avoided turning people’s real-life experiences into fiction – with the exception of Lotty and her roommates making lingerie out of parachute silk: Dr Bowen and her friends did this – an amazing feat, as anyone who has ever tried to construct lingerie from scratch will appreciate.


  Professor Colin Divall of the Institute of Railway Studies, York, was helpful with information about train routes and timetables in the 1940’s.


  Because of the constraints of a novel focusing on Chicago, contemporary crime, and V.I. Warshawski, I was not able to make as deep a use of any of my English research as I would have wished; perhaps it will find a home in a different story on another day.


  In Chicago, Kimball Wright advised me on the guns used in the book. Forensic pathologist Dr Robert Kirschner was helpful in making accurate the deaths and near deaths of various unfortunate characters; the events described in Chapters 38 and 43 do happen. Sandy Weiss was helpful as always on forensic engineering arcana.


  Jolynn Parker did invaluable research on a number of topics, including finding street maps of Jewish neighborhoods of Vienna in the 1930’s. More important, her astuteness as a reader helped me pick my way through some thorny problems as I developed the story line. Jonathan Paretsky helped with German, Yiddish – and star-gazing.


  Special thanks to Kate Jones for her insightful discussion of this novel, both at its end and at its beginnings.


  As always, the first C-dog was there with advice, encouragement – and renewable kneecaps.


  This is a work of fiction. No resemblance is intended between any character in this novel and any real person, living or dead, whether in public office, in corporate boardrooms, on the streets, or in any other walk of life. Similarly, all the institutions involved, including Ajax Insurance, Edelweiss Re, Gargette et Cie, are phantasms of the author’s fevered brain and are not intended to resemble any actual existing body. The issues of slave reparations and Holocaust asset recovery are very real; the positions taken on them by characters in the novel do not necessarily reflect the author’s own, nor should they be taken to reflect the positions taken by people in public life who are debating them.


  Note: Anna Freud’s ‘An Experiment in Group Upbringing’ is in Volume IV of her collected works. The adult lives of the children she describes are explored in Sarah Moskovitz’s Love Despite Hate.


  Note: This novel was written in 1999–2000. Events are imagined as occurring in late summer, early fall of 2000.
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  – Lotty Herschel’s Story: The Long Road Back


  Lotty Herschel’s Story:


  Work Ethic


  The cold that winter ate into our bones. You can’t imagine, living where you turn a dial and as much heat as you want glows from the radiator, but everything in England then was fueled by coal and there were terrible shortages the second winter after the war. Like everyone I had little piles of six-penny bits for the electric fire in my room, but even if I’d been able to afford to run it all night it didn’t provide much warmth.


  One of the women in my lodgings got a length of parachute silk from her brother, who’d been in the RAF. We all made camisoles and knickers out of it. We all knew how to knit back then; I unraveled old sweaters to make scarves and vests – new wool cost a fortune.


  We saw newsreels of American ships and planes bringing the Germans whatever they needed. While we swathed ourselves in blankets and sweaters and ate grey bread with butter substitutes, we joked bitterly that we’d done the wrong thing, bringing the Americans in to win the war – they’d treat us better if we’d lost, the same woman who’d gotten the parachute silk said.


  Of course, I had started my medical training, so I couldn’t spend much time wrapped up in bed. Anyway, I was glad to have the hospital to go to – although the wards weren’t warm, either: patients and sisters would huddle around the big stove in the center of the ward, drinking tea and telling stories – we students used to envy their camaraderie. The sisters expected us medical students to behave professionally – frankly, they enjoyed ordering us about. We’d do rounds with two pairs of stockings on, hoping the consultants wouldn’t notice we wore gloves as we trailed after them from bed to bed, listening to symptoms that came from deprivation as much as anything.


  Working sixteen or eighteen hours a day without proper food took a toll on all of us. Many of my fellow students succumbed to tuberculosis and were granted leave – the only reason the hospital would let you interrupt your training and come back, as a matter of fact, even though some took more than a year to recover. The new antibiotics were starting to come in, but they cost the earth and weren’t yet widely available. When my turn came and I went to the Registrar, explaining that a family friend had a cottage in Somerset where I could recuperate, she nodded bleakly: we were already down five in my class, but she signed the forms for me and told me to write monthly. She stressed that she would hope to see me in under a year.


  In fact, I was gone eight months. I’d wanted to return sooner, but Claire – Claire Tallmadge, who was a senior houseman by then, with a consultancy all but certain – persuaded me I wasn’t strong enough, although I was aching to get back.


  When I returned to the Royal Free it felt – oh, so good. The hospital routine, my studies, they were like a balm, healing me. The Registrar actually called me into her office to warn me to slow down; they didn’t want me to suffer a relapse.


  She didn’t understand that work was my only salvation. I suppose it had already become my second skin. It’s a narcotic, the oblivion overwork can bring you. Arbeit macht frei – that was an obscene parody the Nazis thought up, but it is possible Arbeit macht beta¨ubt – what? Oh, sorry, I forgot you don’t speak German. They had 1984-type slogans over the entrance to all their camps, and that was what they put over Auschwitz: work will make you free. That slogan was a bestial parody,  but work can numb you. If you stop working even for a moment, everything inside you starts evaporating; soon you are so shapeless you can’t move at all. At least, that was my fear.


  When I first heard about my family, I became utterly without any grounding at all. I was supposed to be preparing for my higher-school certificate – the diploma we took in those days when we finished high school – the results determined your university entrance – but the exams lost the meaning they’d had for me all during the war. Every time I sat down to read I felt as though my insides were being sucked away by a giant vacuum cleaner.


  In a perverse way, cousin Minna came to my rescue. Ever since I arrived on her doorstep she had been unsparing in her criticisms of my mother. The news of my mother’s death brought not even a respectful silence but a greater barrage. I can see now, through the prism of experience, that guilt drove her as much as anything: she had hated my mother, been jealous of her for so many years, she couldn’t admit now that she’d been unfeeling, even cruel. She was probably grief-stricken as well, because her own mother had also perished, all that family that used to spend summers talking and swimming at Kleinsee; well, never mind that. It’s old news now.


  I would come home from walking the streets, walking until I was too exhausted to feel anything, to Minna: you think you’re suffering? That you’re the only person who was ever orphaned, left alone in a strange country? And weren’t you supposed to give Victor his tea? He says he waited for over an hour for you and finally had to make it himself because you’re too much a lady – ‘die gna¨dige Frau’ – Minna only ever spoke German at home – she had never really mastered English, which made her furious with shame – and she curtsied to me – to get your hands dirty doing work, housework or a real job. You’re just like Lingerl. I wonder how a princess like her lived as long as she did in such a setting, with no one to pamper her. Did she tilt her head and bat her eyes so that the guards or other inmates gave up their bread to her? Madame Butterfly is dead. It’s time you learned what real work is.


  A fury rose up in me greater than any I remember since. I smacked her in the mouth and screamed, if people took care of my mother it’s because she repaid them with love. And if they don’t care for you it’s because you’re utterly loathsome.


  She stared at me for a moment, her mouth slack with shock. She recovered quickly, though, and hit me back so hard she split my lip with her big ring. And then hissed, the only reason I let a mongrel like you accept that scholarship to the secondary school was on the understanding that you would repay my generosity by taking care of Victor. Which I might point out you have failed utterly to do. Instead of giving him tea you’ve been flaunting yourself at the pubs and dance halls just like your mother. Max or Carl or one of those other immigrant boys is likely to give you the same present that Martin, as he liked to call himself, gave Madame Butterfly. Tomorrow morning I’m off to that precious headmistress, that Miss Skeffing you’re so fond of, to tell her you can’t continue your education. It’s time you started pulling your weight around here.


  Blood pouring down my face, I ran pell-mell across London to the youth hostel where my friends lived – you know, Max and Carl and the rest of them: when they turned sixteen the year before they hadn’t been able to stay in their foster homes. I begged them to find me a bed for the night. In the morning, when I knew Minna would be with her great love, the glove factory, I sneaked back for my books and my clothes – it was only two changes of underwear and a second dress. Victor was dozing in the living room, but he didn’t wake up enough to try to stop me.


  Miss Skeffing found a family in North London who gave me a room in exchange for doing their cooking. And I began to study as if my mother’s life could be redeemed by my work. As soon as I finished the supper dishes I would solve chemistry and math problems, sometimes sleeping only four hours until it was time to make the family’s morning tea. And after that, I never stopped working, really.


  That was where the story ended, sitting on a hillside on a dull October day overlooking a desolate landscape, listening to Lotty until she could talk no more. It’s harder for me to figure out where it began.


  Looking back now, now that I’m calm, now that I can think, it’s still hard to say, Oh, it was because of this, or because of that. It was a time when I had a million other things on my mind. It was late summer, 2000, the uneasy start of a new millennium. Morrell was getting ready to leave for Afghanistan. I was worrying most about that, but of course I was trying to run my business, and juggle the nonprofit work I do, and pay my bills. I suppose my own involvement began with Isaiah Sommers, or maybe the Birnbaum Foundation conference – they happened on the same day.


  I


  Baby-Sitters’ Club


  ‘They wouldn’t even start the funeral service. The church was full, ladies were crying. My uncle was a deacon and he was a righteous man, he’d been a member of that church for forty-seven years when he passed. My aunt was in a state of total collapse, as you can imagine. And for them to have the nerve to say the policy had already been cashed in. When! That’s what I want to know, Ms Warashki, when was it ever cashed in, with my uncle paying his five dollars a week for fifteen years like he did, and my aunt never hearing word one of him borrowing against the policy or converting it.’


  Isaiah Sommers was a short, square man who spoke in slow cadences as if he were himself a deacon. It was an effort to keep from drowsing off during the pauses in his delivery. We were in the living room of his South Side bungalow, at a few minutes after six on a day that had stretched on far too long already.


  I’d been in my office at 8:30, starting a round of the routine searches that make up the bulk of my business, when Lotty Herschel called with an SOS. ‘You know Max’s son brought Calia and Agnes with him from London, don’t you? Agnes suddenly has a chance to show her slides at a Huron Street gallery, but she needs a minder for Calia.’


  ‘I’m not a baby-sitter, Lotty,’ I’d said impatiently; Calia was Max Loewenthal’s five-year-old granddaughter.


  Lotty swept imperiously past that protest. ‘Max called me when they couldn’t find anyone – it’s his housekeeper’s day off. He’s going to that conference at the Hotel Pleiades, although I’ve told him many times that all he’s doing is exposing – but that’s neither here nor there. At any rate, he’s on a panel at ten – otherwise he’d stay home himself. I tried Mrs Coltrain at my clinic, but everyone’s tied up. Michael is rehearsing all afternoon with the symphony and this could be an important chance for Agnes. Vic – I realize it’s an imposition, but it would be only for a few hours.’


  ‘Why not Carl Tisov?’ I asked. ‘Isn’t he staying at Max’s, too?’


  ‘Carl as a baby-sitter? Once he picks up his clarinet the roof of the house can blow off without his noticing. I saw it happen once, during the V-I raids. Can you tell me yes or no? I’m in the middle of surgical rounds, and I have a full schedule at the clinic.’ Lotty is the chief perinatologist at Beth Israel.


  I tried a few of my own connections, including my part-time assistant who has three foster children, but no one could help out. I finally agreed with a surly lack of grace. ‘I have a client meeting at six on the far South Side, so someone had better be able to step in before five.’


  When I drove up to Max’s Evanston home to collect Calia, Agnes Loewenthal was breathlessly grateful. ‘I can’t even find my slides. Calia was playing with them and stuck them in Michael’s cello, which got him terribly cross, and now the wretched beast can’t imagine where he’s flung them.’


  Michael appeared in a T-shirt with his cello bow in one hand. ‘Darling, I’m sorry, but they have to be in the drawing room – that’s where I was practicing. Vic, I can’t thank you enough – can we take you and Morrell to dinner after our Sunday afternoon concert?’


  ‘We can’t do that, Michael!’ Agnes snapped. ‘That’s Max’s dinner party for Carl and you.’


  Michael played cello with the Cellini Chamber Ensemble, the London group started back in the forties by Max and Lotty’s friend Carl Tisov. The Cellini was in Chicago to kick off their biannual international tour. Michael was also scheduled to play some concerts with the Chicago Symphony.


  Agnes gave Calia a quick hug. ‘Victoria, thank you a million times. Please, though, no television. She only gets an hour a week and I don’t think American shows are suitable for her.’ She darted back into the drawing room, where we could hear her furiously tossing cushions from the couch. Calia grimaced and clutched my hand.


  It was Max who actually got Calia into her jacket and saw that her dog, her doll, and her ‘favoritest story’ were in her day pack. ‘So much chaos,’ he grunted. ‘You’d think they were trying to launch the space shuttle, wouldn’t you. Lotty tells me you have an evening appointment on the South Side. Perhaps you could meet me in the Pleiades lobby at four-thirty. I should be able to finish up by then so I can collect this whirling dervish from you. If you have a crisis, my secretary will be able to reach me. Victoria, we are grateful.’ He walked outside with us, kissing Calia lightly on the head and me on the hand.


  ‘I hope your panel isn’t too painful an outing,’ I said.


  He smiled. ‘Lotty’s fears? She’s allergic to the past. I don’t like wallowing in it, but I think it can be healthy for people to understand it.’


  I strapped Calia into the backseat of the Mustang. The Birnbaum Foundation, which often underwrites communications issues, had decided to hold a conference on ‘Christians and Jews: a New Millennium, a New Dialogue.’ They came up with the program after Southern Baptists announced plans to send a hundred thousand missionaries to Chicago this past summer to convert the Jews. The Baptist drive fizzled out; only about a thousand stalwart evangelizers showed up. It cost the Baptists something in cancelation fees at the hotels, too, but by then the planning for the Birnbaum conference was well under way.


  Max was taking part in the bank-account panel, which infuriated Lotty: he was going to describe his postwar experiences in trying to track down his relatives and their assets. Lotty said he was going to expose his misery for the world at large to stare at. She said it only reinforced a stereotype of Jews as victims. Besides, she would add, dwelling on missing assets only gave people fuel for the second popular stereotype, that all Jews cared about was money. To which Max invariably replied, Who cares about money here, really? The Jews? Or the Swiss who refuse to return it to the people who earned it and deposited it? And the fight went on from there. It had been an exhausting summer, being around them.


  In the seat behind me, Calia was chattering happily. The private eye as baby-sitter: it wasn’t the first image you got from pulp fiction. I don’t think Race Williams or Philip Marlowe ever did baby-sitting, but by the end of the morning I decided that was because they were too weak to take on a five-year-old.


  I started at the zoo, thinking trudging around for an hour would make Calia eager to rest while I did some work in my office, but that proved to be an optimism born of ignorance. She colored for ten minutes, needed to go to the bathroom, wanted to call Grandpapa, thought we should play tag in the hall that runs the length of the warehouse where I lease space, was ‘terrifically’ hungry despite the sandwiches we’d eaten at the zoo, and finally jammed one of my picklocks into the back of the photocopier.


  At that point I gave up and took her to my apartment, where the dogs and my downstairs neighbor gave me a merciful respite. Mr Contreras, a retired machinist, was delighted to let her ride horseback on him in the garden. The dogs joined in. I left them to it while I went up to the third floor to make some calls. I sat at the kitchen table with the back door open so I could keep an ear cocked for when Mr Contreras’s patience waned, but I did manage to get an hour of work in. After that Calia consented to sit in my living room with Peppy and Mitch while I read her ‘favoritest’ story, The Faithful Dog and the Princess.


  ‘I have a dog, too, Aunt Vicory,’ she announced, pulling a blue stuffed one from her day pack. ‘His name is Ninshubur, like in the book. See, it says, Ninshubur means “faithful friend” in the language of the princess’s people.’


  ‘Vicory’ was the closest Calia could get to Victoria when we met almost three years ago. We’d both been stuck with it ever since.


  Calia couldn’t read yet, but she knew the story by heart, chanting ‘For far rather would I die than lose my liberty’ when the princess flung herself into a waterfall to escape an evil enchantress. ‘Then Ninshubur, the faithful hound, leapt from rock to rock, heedless of any danger.’ He jumped into the river and carried the princess to safety.


  Calia pushed her blue plush dog deep into the book, then threw him on the floor to demonstrate his leap into the waterfall. Peppy, well-bred golden retriever that she was, sat on the alert, waiting for a command to fetch, but her son immediately bounded after the toy. Calia screamed, running after Mitch. Both dogs began to bark. By the time I rescued Ninshubur, all of us were on the brink of tears. ‘I hate Mitch, he is a bad dog, I am most annoyed at his behavior,’ Calia announced.


  I was thankful to see that it was three-thirty. Despite Agnes’s prohibition, I plunked Calia in front of the television while I went down the hall to shower and change. Even in the era of casual dress, new clients respond better to professionalism: I put on a sage rayon suit with a rose silk sweater.


  When I got back to the living room, Calia was lying with her head on Mitch’s back, blue Ninshubur between his paws. She bitterly resisted restoring Mitch and Peppy to Mr Contreras.


  ‘Mitch will miss me, he will cry,’ she wailed, so tired herself that nothing made sense to her.


  ‘Tell you what, baby: we’ll get Mitch to give Ninshubur one of his dog tags. That way Ninshubur will remember Mitch when he can’t see him.’ I went into my storage closet, where I found one of the small collars we’d used when Mitch had been a puppy. Calia stopped crying long enough to help buckle it in place around Ninshubur. I attached a set of Peppy’s old tags, which looked absurdly big on the small blue neck but brought Calia enormous satisfaction.


  I stuffed her day pack and Ninshubur into my own briefcase and scooped her up to carry her to my car. ‘I’m not a baby, I don’t get carried,’ she sobbed, clinging to me. In the car she fell asleep almost at once.


  My plan had been to leave my car with the Pleiades Hotel valet for fifteen minutes while I took Calia in to find Max, but when I pulled off Lake Shore Drive at Wacker, I saw this wasn’t going to be possible. A major crowd was blocking the entrance to the Pleiades driveway. I craned my head, trying to see. A demonstration, apparently, with pickets and bullhorns. Television crews added to the chaos. Cops were furiously whistling cars away, but the traffic was so snarled I had to sit for some minutes in mounting frustration, wondering where I would find Max and what to do with Calia, heavily asleep behind me.


  I pulled my cell phone out of my briefcase, but the battery was dead. And I couldn’t find the in-car charger. Of course not: I’d left it in Morrell’s car when he and I went to the country for a day last week. I pounded the steering wheel in useless frustration.


  As I sat fuming, I watched the picketers, who belonged to conflicting causes. One group, all white, was carrying signs demanding passage of the Illinois Holocaust Asset Recovery Act. ‘No deals with thieves,’ they were chanting, and ‘Banks, insurers, where is our money?’


  The man with the bullhorn was Joseph Posner. He’d been on the news so many times lately I could have picked him out in a bigger crowd than this. He was dressed in the long coat and bowler hat of the ultra-Orthodox. The son of a Holocaust survivor, he had become ostentatiously religious in a way that made Lotty grind her teeth. He could be seen picketing everything from X-rated movies, with the support of Christian fundamentalists, to Jewish-owned stores like Neiman Marcus that were open on Saturday. His followers, who seemed to be a cross between a yeshiva and the Jewish Defense League, accompanied him everywhere. They called themselves the Maccabees and seemed to think their protests should be modeled on the original Maccabees’ military prowess. Like a growing number of fanatics in America, they were proud of their arrest records.


  Posner’s most recent cause was an effort to get Illinois to pass the Illinois Holocaust Asset Recovery Act. The IHARA, suggested by legislation in Florida and California, would bar insurance companies from doing business in the state unless they proved that they weren’t sitting on any life or property claims from Holocaust victims. It also had clauses dealing with banks and with firms that benefited from use of forced labor during the Second World War. Posner had been able to generate enough publicity that the bill was being debated in committee.


  The second group outside the Pleiades, mostly black, was carrying signs with a large red slash through Pass the IHARA. NO DEALS WITH SLAVE OWNERS and ECONOMIC JUSTICE FOR ALL, their signs proclaimed. The guy leading this group was also easy to recognize: Alderman Louis ‘Bull’ Durham. Durham had been looking for a long time for a cause that would turn him into a high-profile opponent to the mayor, but opposition to the IHARA didn’t strike me as a citywide issue.


  If Posner had his Maccabees, Durham had his own militant followers. He’d set up Empower Youth Energy teams, first in his own ward and then around town, as a way of getting young men off the streets and into job-training programs. But some of the EYE teams, as they were called, had a shadier side. There were whispers on the street of extortion and beatings for store owners who didn’t contribute to the alderman’s political campaigns. And Durham himself always had his own group of EYE-team bodyguards, who surrounded him in their signature navy blazers whenever he appeared in public. If the Maccabees and the EYE team were going head to head, I was glad I was a private detective trying to make my way through traffic, not one of the policemen hoping to keep them apart.


  The traffic finally inched me past the hotel entrance. I turned east onto Randolph Street, where it perches over Grant Park. All the meters there were taken, but I figured the cops were too busy at the Pleiades to spare time for ticketing.


  I locked my briefcase in the trunk and pulled Calia from the backseat. She woke briefly, then slumped against my shoulder. She wasn’t going to manage the walk to the hotel. I gritted my teeth. Making the best load I could of her forty-pound deadweight, I staggered down the stairs leading to the lower level of Columbus Drive, where the hotel’s service entrance lay. It was already almost five: I hoped I’d find Max without too much trouble.


  As I’d hoped, no one was blocking the lower entrance. I walked past the attendants with Calia and rode the elevator up to the lobby level. The crowd here was as thick as the mob outside, if quieter. Hotel guests and Birnbaum conference participants were wedged around the doors, anxiously wondering what was going on and what to do about it.


  I was despairing of finding Max in this mob when I spotted a face I knew: Al Judson, the Pleiades security chief, was near the revolving doors, talking on a two-way radio.


  I elbowed my way to him. ‘What’s up, Al?’


  Judson was a small black man, unobtrusive in crowds, an ex-cop who’d learned how to keep an eye on volatile groups from patrolling Grant Park with my dad forty years ago. When he saw me he gave a smile of genuine pleasure. ‘Vic! Which side of the door are you here for?’


  I laughed, but with some embarrassment: my dad and I had argued about my joining antiwar protesters in Grant Park when he was assigned to riot control duty. I’d been a teenager with a dying mother and emotions so tangled I hadn’t known what I wanted. So I’d run wild with the Yippies for a night.


  ‘I need to find this small person’s grandfather. Should I take to the streets instead?’


  ‘Then you’d have to choose between Durham and Posner.’


  ‘I know about Posner’s crusade on the life-insurance payments, but what’s Durham’s?’


  Judson hunched a shoulder. ‘He wants the state to make it illegal for a company to do business here if they profited from slavery in the U.S. Unless they pay restitution to the descendants of slaves, that is. So he says, Don’t pass the IHARA unless you add that clause to it.’


  I gave a little whistle of respect: the Chicago City Council had passed a resolution demanding reparations for descendants of slaves. Resolutions are a nice gesture – nods to constituencies without costing businesses anything. The mayor might be in an awkward spot if he fought Durham publicly over turning the resolution into a law with teeth in it.


  It was an interesting political problem, but not as immediate a one for me as Calia, who was making my arms feel as though they were on fire. One of Judson’s subordinates was hovering, ready to snatch his attention. I quickly explained my need to find Max. Judson spoke into his lapel radio. Within a few minutes, a young woman from hotel security appeared with Max, who took Calia from me. She stirred and began to cry. He and I had time for a few flustered words, about his panel, the melee outside, Calia’s day, before I left him the unenviable task of soothing Calia and getting her to his car.


  As I sat in the thicket of traffic waiting to move back past the protest site toward Lake Shore Drive, I nodded off several times. By the time I reached Isaiah Sommers’s house in Avalon Park, I was thick with sleepiness. I was almost twenty minutes late, though. He swallowed his annoyance as best he could, but it wouldn’t do for me to fall asleep in front of him.


  II


  Cash on the Coffin


  ‘When did your aunt give the policy to the funeral home?’ I shifted on the couch, the heavy plastic covering the upholstery crinkling as I moved.


  ‘On the Wednesday. My uncle passed on the Tuesday. They came for the body in the morning, but before they would collect it, they wanted proof that she could pay for the funeral. Which was scheduled for the Saturday. My mother had gone over to be with my aunt, and she found the policy in Uncle Aaron’s papers just like we knew it would be. He was methodical in everything he did, great and small, and he was methodical in his documents, as well.’


  Sommers massaged his neck with his square hands. He was a lathe operator for the Docherty Engineering Works; his neck and shoulder muscles were bunched from leaning over a machine every day. ‘Then, like I said, when my aunt got to the church on Saturday they told her they weren’t starting the funeral until she came up with the money.’


  ‘So after they took your uncle’s body on Wednesday, the funeral parlor must have called the policy number in to the company, who told them that the policy had already been cashed. What a horrible experience for all of you. Did the funeral director know who the money had been paid to?’


  ‘That’s just my point.’ Sommers pounded his fist on his knee. ‘They said it was to my aunt. And that they wouldn’t do the funeral – well, I told you all that.’


  ‘So how did you manage to get your uncle buried? Or did you?’ I had an uneasy vision of Aaron Sommers lying in cold storage until the family shelled out three thousand dollars.


  ‘I came up with the money.’ Isaiah Sommers looked reflexively toward the hall: his wife, who had let me in, had made clear her disapproval of his exerting himself for his uncle’s widow. ‘And believe me, it wasn’t so easy. If you’re worried about your fee, don’t be: I can take care of that. And if you can find out who took the money, maybe we can get it back. We’d even give you a finder’s fee. The policy was worth ten thousand dollars.’


  ‘I don’t need a finder’s fee, but I will need to see the policy.’


  He lifted a presentation copy of Roots from the coffee table. The policy was folded carefully underneath.


  ‘Do you have a photocopy of it?’ I asked. ‘No? I’ll mail you one tomorrow. You know that my fee is a hundred dollars an hour, with a minimum of five hours’ work, right? I charge for all non-overhead expenses, as well.’


  When he nodded that he understood, I pulled two copies of my standard contract from my case. His wife, who had obviously been lurking outside the door, came in to read it with him. While they slowly went through each clause, I looked at the life-insurance policy. It had been sold to Aaron Sommers by the Midway Agency, and it dated back, as Isaiah said, some thirty years. It was drawn on the Ajax Life Insurance company. That was a help: I had once dated the guy who now headed claims operations at Ajax. I hadn’t seen him for a number of years, but I thought he would probably talk to me.


  ‘This clause here,’ Margaret Sommers said, ‘it says you don’t refund money if we don’t get the results we’re looking for. Is that right?’


  ‘Yes. But you can halt the investigation at any point. Also, I will report to you after my initial inquiries, and if it doesn’t seem as though they’re going anywhere, I’ll tell you that frankly. But that’s why I ask for a five-hundred-dollar earnest payment up front: if I start to look and don’t find anything, people are tempted not to pay.’


  ‘Hmmph,’ she said. ‘It doesn’t seem right to me, you taking money and not delivering.’


  ‘I’m successful most of the time.’ I tried not to let fatigue make me cranky – she wasn’t the first person to raise this point. ‘But it wouldn’t be fair to say I always am able to find out what someone wants to know. After my first inquiry, I can estimate the amount of time it will take to complete the investigation: sometimes people see that as more than they’re willing to invest. You may decide that, too.’


  ‘And you’d still keep Isaiah’s five hundred dollars.’


  ‘Yes. He’s hiring my professional expertise. I get paid for providing that. Just as a doctor does, even when she can’t cure you.’ It’s taken years in the business to become hard-hearted – or maybe headed – about asking for money without embarrassment.


  I told them if they wanted to talk it over some more they could call me when they’d made a decision, but that I wouldn’t take the uncle’s policy or make any phone calls until they’d signed a contract. Isaiah Sommers said he didn’t need more time, that his cousin’s neighbor Camilla Rawlings had vouched for me and that was good enough for him.


  Margaret Sommers folded her arms across her chest and announced that as long as Isaiah understood he was paying for it, he was free to do as he pleased; she wasn’t keeping books for that mean old Jew Rubloff to throw her money away on Isaiah’s useless family.


  Isaiah gave her a hard look, but he signed both contracts and pulled a roll from his trousers. He counted out five hundred dollars in twenties, watching me closely while I wrote out a receipt. I signed the contracts in turn, giving one back to Isaiah, putting the other with the policy in my case. I jotted down his aunt’s address and phone number, took the details for the funeral parlor, and got up to leave.


  Isaiah Sommers escorted me to the door, but before he could close it I heard Margaret Sommers say, ‘I just hope you don’t come to me when you’ve found yourself throwing good money after bad.’


  I turned down the walk on his angry response. I’d had my fill of bitterness lately, what with Lotty’s arguing with Max, and now the Sommerses taking each other on. Their snarling seemed endemic to the relationship; it would be difficult to be around them often. I wondered if they had friends and what the friends did when faced with this sniping. If Max and Lotty’s quarrel hardened into the same kind of misery I would find it intolerable.


  Ms Sommers’s gratuitous remark about the mean old Jew she worked for also hit me hard. I don’t like mean-spirited remarks of any kind, but this one jarred me, especially after listening to Max and Lotty go ten rounds on whether he should speak at today’s conference. What would Margaret Sommers say if she heard Max detail his life when the Nazis came to power – forced to leave school, seeing his father compelled to kneel naked in the street? Was Lotty right, was his speaking a demeaning exposure that would do no good? Would it teach the Margaret Sommerses of the world to curb their careless prejudices?


  I’d grown up a few blocks south of here, among people who would have used worse epithets than Margaret Sommers’s if she’d moved next door. If she sat on a stage rehearsing the racial slurs that she probably grew up hearing, I doubted that my old neighbors would change their thinking much.


  I stood on the curb, trying to stretch out the knife points in my trapezius before starting the long drive north. The curtains in the Sommerses’ front window twitched. I got into my car. The September nights were drawing in; only the faintest wisp of light still stained the horizon as I turned north onto Route 41.


  Why did people stay together to be unhappy? My own parents hadn’t shown me a Harlequin picture of true love, but at least my mother struggled to create domestic harmony. She had married my father out of gratitude, and out of fear, an immigrant alone on the streets of the city, not knowing English. He’d been a beat cop when he rescued her in a Milwaukee Avenue bar where she’d thought she could use her grand opera training to get a job as a singer. He’d fallen in love and never, to the best of my knowledge, fallen out of it. She was affectionate toward him, but it seemed to me her true passion was reserved for me. Of course, I wasn’t quite sixteen when she died: what does one know of one’s parents at that age?


  And what about my client’s uncle? Isaiah Sommers was certain that if his uncle had cashed in his life-insurance policy, he would have told his aunt. But people have many needs for money, some of them so embarrassing that they can’t bring themselves to tell their families.


  My melancholy reflections had carried me unnoticing past the landmarks of my childhood, to where Route 41 became the gleaming eight-lane drive skirting the lake shore. The last color had faded from the sky, turning the lake to a spill of black ink.


  At least I had a lover to turn to, even if only for a few more days: Morrell, whom I’ve been seeing for the past year, was leaving on Tuesday for Afghanistan. A journalist who often covers human-rights issues, he’s been longing to see the Taliban up close and personal since they consolidated their power several years back.


  The thought of unwinding in the comfort of his arms made me accelerate through the long dark stretch of South Lake Shore Drive, up past the bright lights of the Loop to Evanston.


  III


  What Is in a Name?


  Morrell greeted me at the door with a kiss and a glass of wine. ‘How’d it go, Mary Poppins?’


  ‘Mary Poppins?’ I echoed blankly, then remembered Calia. ‘Oh, that. It was great. People think day-care workers are underpaid but that’s because they don’t know how much fun the job is.’


  I followed him into the apartment and tried not to groan out loud when I saw his editor on the couch. Not that I dislike Don Strzepek, but I’d badly wanted an evening where my conversation could be limited to an occasional snore.


  ‘Don!’ I said as he got up to shake hands. ‘Morrell didn’t tell me to expect this pleasure. I thought you were in Spain.’


  ‘I was.’ He patted his shirt for cigarettes, remembered he was in a no-smoking zone, and ran his fingers through his hair instead. ‘I got back to New York two days ago and learned that the boy reporter was leaving for the front. So I wangled a deal with Maverick magazine to do a story on this Birnbaum conference and came out. Of course now I have to work for the pleasure of bidding Morrell adieu. Which I won’t let you forget, amigo.’


  Morrell and Don had met in Guatemala when they were both covering the dirty little war there a number of years back. Don had gone on to an editorial job at Envision Press in New York, but he still undertook some reporting assignments. Maverick magazine, a kind of edgier version of Harper’s, published most of his work.


  ‘Did you get here in time for the Maccabees–EYE-team stand-off?’ I asked.


  ‘I was just telling Morrell. I picked up literature from both Posner and Durham.’ He waved at a pile of pamphlets on the coffee table. ‘I’ll try to talk to both of them, but of course that’s breaking news; what I need is background. Morrell says you might be able to supply me with some.’


  When I looked a question, he added, ‘I’d like a chance to meet Max Loewenthal, since he’s on the national committee dealing with missing assets for Holocaust survivors. His Kindertransport story alone would make a good sidebar, and Morrell tells me that you know two of his friends who also came to England as children in the thirties.’


  I frowned, thinking of Lotty’s furies with Max over exposing the past. ‘Maybe. I can introduce you to Max, but I don’t know whether Dr Herschel would want to talk to you. And Carl Tisov, Max’s other friend, he’s here from London on a concert tour, so whether he’d have the time, let alone the interest – ’


  I broke off with a shrug and picked up the pamphlets Don had brought back from the demonstrations. These included a flyer from Louis Durham, printed expensively in three colors on glossy stock. The document proclaimed opposition to the proposed Illinois Holocaust Asset Recovery Act, unless it also covered descendants of African slaves in America. Why should Illinois ban German companies who profited from the backs of Jewish and Gypsy workers but accept American companies who grew rich on the backs of African slaves?


  I thought it was a good point, but I found some of the rhetoric disturbing: It’s not surprising Illinois is considering the IHARA. Jews have always known how to organize around the issue of money, and this is no exception. Margaret Sommers’s casual comment about ‘the mean old Jew Rubloff’ echoed uncomfortably in my head.


  I put the flyer back on the table and rifled through Posner’s screed, which was irritating in its own way: The day of the Jew as victim is over. We will not sit idly by while German and Swiss firms pay their shareholders with our parents’ blood.


  ‘Ugh. Good luck in talking to these two specimens.’ I flipped through the rest of the literature and was surprised to see the company history Ajax Insurance had recently printed: ‘One Hundred Fifty Years of Life and Still Going Strong,’ by Amy Blount, Ph.D.


  ‘You want to borrow it?’ Don grinned.


  ‘Thanks, I have my own copy – they held a gala a couple of weeks ago to celebrate. My most important client sits on their board, so I got chapter and verse close up. I even met the author.’ She’d been a thin, severe-looking young woman, dreadlocks tied back from her face with grosgrain ribbons, sipping mineral water on the fringes of a black-tie crowd. I tapped her booklet. ‘How’d you get this? Bull Durham going after Ajax? Or is Posner?’


  Don patted his cigarette pocket again. ‘Both, as far as I can tell. Now that Edelweiss Re owns Ajax, Posner wants a printout of all their policies from 1933 on. And Durham is quite as insistent that Ajax open their books so he can see whom they insured from 1850 to 1865. Naturally Ajax is fighting like crazy to keep the IHARA, with or without Durham’s amendment, from getting passed here or anywhere. Although the Florida and California legislation that inspired the Illinois act doesn’t seem to have hurt insurers any. I guess they’ve figured they can stall until the last beneficiary dies . . . Morrell, I’m going to kill in a minute if I don’t get some nicotine. You cuddle Vic. I’ll give my great hacking smoker’s cough to warn you I’m coming back in.’


  ‘Poor guy.’ Morrell followed me as I went into the bedroom to change. ‘Mmph. I don’t remember that bra.’


  It was a rose and silver number I rather liked myself. Morrell nuzzled my shoulder and fiddled with the hooks. After a few minutes I pulled away. ‘That smoker’s cough is going to hack in our ears in a minute. When did you find out he was coming to town?’


  ‘He called from the airport this morning. I tried to let you know, but your mobile phone wasn’t on.’


  Morrell took my skirt and sweater and hung them in the closet. His extreme tidiness is a big reason I can’t imagine our ever living together.


  He perched on the edge of the tub when I went into the bathroom to take off my makeup. ‘As much as anything, I think Don wanted an excuse to get away from New York. You know, since Envision’s parent company was bought by that big French firm, Gargette, he hasn’t been having much fun in publishing. So many of his authors are being axed that he’s afraid his job will be cut. He wants to scope out the issues surrounding the Birnbaum conference – see if there’s enough in them for a book of his own.’


  We went back into the bedroom, where I pulled on jeans and a sweatshirt. ‘What about you?’ I leaned against him, closing my eyes and letting the wall of fatigue I’d been battling crash over me. ‘Is there any risk of your contract for the Taliban book being canceled?’


  ‘No such luck, babe.’ Morrell ruffled my hair. ‘Don’t sound so hopeful.’


  I blushed. ‘I didn’t mean to be so obvious. But – Kabul. An American passport is as big a liability there as a woman’s exposed arms.’


  Morrell held me more tightly. ‘You’re more likely to get into trouble here in Chicago than I am in Afghanistan. I’ve never been in love before with a woman who was beaten up and left to die on the Kennedy.’


  ‘But you could visit me every day while I was recuperating,’ I objected.


  ‘I promise you, Victoria Iphigenia, that if I am left to die in the Khyber Pass, I will get Humane Medicine to fly you over so you can see me every day.’


  Humane Medicine was a human-rights group Morrell had traveled with in the past. They were based in Rome and were hoping to set up an inoculation program for Afghan children before the Himalayan winter set in in earnest. Morrell was going to roam around talking to anyone he could, observe the state-sanctioned boys’ schools, see if he could find any of the underground girls’ schools, and generally try to get some understanding of the Taliban. He’d even been taking a course on the Koran in a mosque on Devon Avenue.


  ‘I’m going to fall asleep if I don’t start moving,’ I murmured into his chest. ‘Let’s get some dinner for Don. We’ve got that fettuccine I bought on the weekend. Put some tomatoes and olives and garlic in it; that’ll do the job.’


  We went back into the living room, where Don was flipping through a copy of the Kansas City Review–Morrell had a critique of some recent books on Guatemala in it. ‘Good job, Morrell – it’s a tough question, what to do about old juntas in new clothes, isn’t it? Tough question to know what to do about our own government’s involvement with some of these groups, too.’


  I drifted for a bit while they talked about South American politics. When Don announced a need for another cigarette, Morrell followed me to the kitchen to pull supper together. We ate at the island countertop in the kitchen, perched on barstools, while Don talked with a certain gloomy humor about the changes in publishing. ‘While I was in Barcelona, my corporate masters announced to the Journal that writers are just content providers. Then they sent out a protocol on how to type manuscripts, demoting the content providers to clerk-typists.’


  A few minutes before ten he pushed his chair away from the counter. ‘There should be some coverage of the Birnbaum conference on the ten o’clock news. I’d like to watch, although the cameras probably concentrated on the action out front.’


  He helped Morrell scrape the plates into the garbage, then went to the back porch for another cigarette. While Morrell loaded the dishwasher, wiped down the counters, and wrapped leftovers in airtight containers, I went into the living room to turn on Channel 13, Global Entertainment’s Chicago station. The evening anchor, Dennis Logan, was just finishing his summary of the upcoming news.


  ‘Events turned stormy at times at the conference on Jews in America being held today at the Hotel Pleiades, but the real surprise came at the end of the afternoon from someone who wasn’t even on the program. Beth Blacksin will have the whole story later in our broadcast.’


  I curled up in the corner of Morrell’s couch. I started to nod off, but when the phone rang, I woke up to see two young women onscreen raving about a drug for yeast infections. Morrell, who’d come into the room behind me, muted the set and answered the phone.


  ‘For you, sweet. Max.’ He stretched the receiver out to me.


  ‘Victoria, I’m sorry to phone so late.’ Max’s tone was apologetic. ‘We have a crisis here that I’m hoping you can solve. Ninshubur – that blue stuffed dog Calia takes everywhere – do you have it by any chance?’


  I could hear Calia howling in the background, Michael shouting something, Agnes’s voice raised to yell something else. I rubbed my eyes, trying to remember far enough back in the day to Calia’s dog. I had stuffed Calia’s day pack into my case, then forgotten about it in the harassment of getting her to Max. I put the phone down and looked around. I finally asked Morrell if he knew where my briefcase was.


  ‘Yes, V.I.,’ he said in a voice of long-suffering. ‘You dropped it on the couch when you came in. I put it in my study.’


  I set the receiver on the couch and went down the hall to his study. My briefcase was the only thing on his desk, except for his copy of the Koran, with a long green string marking his place. Ninshubur was buried in the bottom, with some raisins, Calia’s day pack, and the tale of the princess and her faithful hound. I picked up the study extension and apologized to Max, promising to run right over with the animal.


  ‘No, no, don’t disturb yourself. It’s only a few blocks and I’ll be glad to get out of this upheaval.’


  When I returned to the living room, Don said the suspense was mounting: we were on the second commercial break with the promise of fireworks to come. Max rang the bell just as Dennis Logan began speaking again.


  When I let Max into the little entryway, I saw he had Carl Tisov with him. I handed the toy dog to Max, but he and Carl lingered long enough that Morrell came over to invite them in for a drink.


  ‘Something strong, like absinthe,’ Carl said. ‘I had always wished for a large family, but after this evening’s waterworks, I think I didn’t miss so much. How can one small diaphragm generate more sound than an entire brass section?’


  ‘It’s the jet lag,’ Max said. ‘It always hits small ones hard.’


  Don called out to us to hush. ‘They’re finally getting to the conference.’


  Max and Carl moved into the living room and stood behind the couch. Don turned up the volume as Beth Blacksin’s pixieish face filled the screen.


  ‘When the Southern Baptists announced their plan to send a hundred thousand missionaries to Chicago this past summer as part of their plan to convert Jews to Christianity, a lot of people were troubled, but the Birnbaum Foundation took action. Working with the Illinois Holocaust Commission, the Chicago Roman Catholic archdiocese, and Dialogue, an interfaith group here in Chicago, the foundation decided to hold a conference on issues that affect not just Illinois’s substantial Jewish population but the Jewish community in America as a whole. Hence today’s conference, “Christians and Jews: a New Millennium, a New Dialogue.”


  ‘At times, it seemed as though dialogue was the last thing on anyone’s mind.’ The screen shifted to footage of the demonstrations out front. Blacksin gave both Posner and Durham equal sound bites, then shifted back to the hotel ballroom.


  ‘Sessions inside the building also grew heated. The liveliest one covered the topic which sparked the demonstrations outside: the proposed Illinois Holocaust Asset Recovery Act. A panel of banking and insurance executives, arguing that the act would be so costly that all consumers would suffer, drew a lot of criticism, and a lot of anguish.’


  Here the screen showed furious people yelling into the mikes set up in the aisles for questions. One man shouted the insult that Margaret Sommers and Alderman Durham had both made earlier, that the reparations debate proved that all Jews ever thought about was money.


  Another man yelled back that he didn’t understand why Jews were considered greedy for wanting bank deposits their families had made: ‘Why aren’t the banks called greedy? They held on to the money for sixty years and now they want to hang on to it forever.’ A woman stomped up to a mike to say that since the Swiss reinsurer Edelweiss had bought Ajax, she assumed Edelweiss had their own reasons to oppose the legislation.


  Channel 31 let us watch the melee for about twenty seconds before Blacksin’s voice cut in again. ‘The most startling event of the day didn’t take place in the insurance session, but during one on forcible conversion, when a small man with a shy manner made the most extraordinary revelation.’


  We watched as a man in a suit that seemed a size too big for him spoke into one of the aisle mikes. He was closer to sixty than fifty, with greying curls that had thinned considerably at his temples.


  ‘I want to say that it is only recently I even knew I was Jewish.’


  A voice from the stage asked him to identify himself.


  ‘Oh. My name is Paul – Paul Radbuka. I was brought here after the war when I was four years old by a man who called himself my father.’


  Max sucked in his breath, while Carl exclaimed, ‘What! Who is this?’


  Don and Morrell both turned to stare.


  ‘You know him?’ I asked.


  Max clamped my wrist to hush me while the little figure in front of us continued to speak. ‘He took everything away from me, most especially my memories. Only recently have I come to know that I spent the war in Terezin, the so-called model concentration camp that the Germans named Theresienstadt. I thought I was a German, a Lutheran, like this man Ulrich who called himself my father. Only after he died, when I went through his papers, did I find out the truth. And I say it is wrong, it is criminally wrong, to take away from people the identity which is rightfully theirs.’


  The station let a few seconds’ silence develop, then Dennis Logan, the anchor, appeared in a split screen with Beth Blacksin. ‘It’s a most extraordinary story, Beth. You caught up with Mr Radbuka after the session, didn’t you? We’ll be showing your exclusive interview with Paul Radbuka at the end of our regular newscast. Coming up, for fans who thought the Cubs couldn’t sink lower, a surprising come-from-ahead loss today at Wrigley.’


  IV


  Memory Plant


  ‘Do you know him?’ Don asked Max, muting the sound as yet another round of ads came up.


  Max shook his head. ‘I know the name, but not this man. It’s just – it’s a most unusual name.’ He turned to Morrell. ‘If I can impose on you – I’d like to stay for the interview.’


  Like Max, Carl was a short man, not quite as tall as I am, but where Max smiled good-naturedly on the world around him – often amused by the human predicament–Carl held himself on alert – a bantam rooster, ready to take on all comers. Right now, he seemed edgier than usual. I looked at him but decided not to quiz him in front of Don and Morrell.


  Morrell brought Max herbal tea and poured brandy for Carl. Finally the station finished its lengthy dissection of the weather and turned to Beth Blacksin. She was talking to Paul Radbuka in a small meeting room at the Pleiades. Another woman, with wings of black hair framing her oval face, was with them.


  Beth Blacksin introduced herself and Paul Radbuka, then let the camera focus on the other woman. ‘Also here this evening is Rhea Wiell, the therapist who has treated Mr Radbuka and helped him recover his hidden memories. Ms Wiell has agreed to talk to me later tonight in a special edition of “Exploring Chicago.”’


  Blacksin turned to the small man. ‘Mr Radbuka, how did you come to discover your true identity? You said in the meeting that it was in going through your father’s papers. What did you find there?’


  ‘The man who called himself my father,’ Radbuka corrected her. ‘It was a set of documents in code. At first I paid no attention to them. Somehow after he died I lost my own will to live. I don’t understand why, because I didn’t like him; he was always very brutal to me. But I became so depressed that I lost my job, I even stopped getting out of bed on many days. And then I met Rhea Wiell.’


  He turned to the dark-haired woman with a look of adoration. ‘It sounds melodramatic, but I believe I owe my life to her. And she helped me make sense of the documents, to use them to find my missing identity.’


  ‘Rhea Wiell is the therapist you found,’ Beth prodded him.


  ‘Yes. She specializes in recovering memories of events that people like me block because the trauma around them is so intense.’


  He continued to look at Wiell, who nodded reassuringly at him. Blacksin stepped him through some of his highlights, the tormenting nightmares that he had been ashamed to speak of for fifty years, and his dawning realization that the man who called himself his father might really be someone completely unrelated to him.


  ‘We had come to America as DP’s – displaced persons – after the Second World War. I was only four, and when I was growing up, this man said we were from Germany.’ He gasped for air between sentences, like an asthmatic fighting to breathe. ‘But what I’ve finally learned from my work with Rhea is that his story was only half true. He was from Germany. But I was a – a camp child, camp survivor. I was from some other place, some country under Nazi control. This man attached himself to me in the confused aftermath of the war to get a visa to America.’ He looked at his hands as if he were terribly ashamed of this.


  ‘And do you feel up to telling us about those dreams – those nightmares – that led you to Rhea Wiell?’ Beth prompted him.


  Wiell stroked Radbuka’s hand in a reassuring fashion. He looked up again and spoke to the camera with an almost childish lack of self-consciousness.


  ‘The nightmares were things that haunted me, things I couldn’t speak out loud and could experience only in sleep. Terrible things, beatings, children falling dead in the snow, bloodstains like flowers around them. Now, thanks to Rhea, I can remember being four years old. We were moving, this strange angry man and I, we were first on a ship and then on a train. I was crying, “My Miriam, where is my Miriam? I want my Miriam,” but the man who kept saying he was “Vati,” my father, would hit me and finally I learned to keep all those cries to myself.’


  ‘And who was Miriam, Mr Radbuka?’ Blacksin leaned toward him, her eyes wide with empathy.


  ‘Miriam was my little playmate, we had been together since – since I was twelve months old.’ Radbuka began to cry.


  ‘When she arrived at the camp with you, isn’t that right?’ Beth said.


  ‘We spent two years in Terezin together. There were six of us, the six musketeers I think of us now, but my Miriam, she was my special – I want to know she is still alive someplace, still healthy. And maybe she remembers her Paul as well.’ He cupped his face in his hands; his shoulders shook.


  Rhea Wiell’s face loomed suddenly between him and the camera. ‘Let’s finish here, Beth. That’s all Paul can handle today.’


  As the camera pulled back from them, Dennis Logan, the station anchor, spoke over the scene. ‘This sad, sad story continues to haunt not only Paul Radbuka but thousands of other Holocaust survivors. If any of you think you know Paul’s Miriam, call the number on our screen, or go to our Web site, www.Globe-All.com. We’ll make sure Paul Radbuka gets your message.’


  ‘How disgusting,’ Carl burst out when Morrell muted the set again. ‘How can anyone expose himself like that?’


  ‘You sound like Lotty,’ Max murmured. ‘I suppose his hurt is so great that he isn’t aware that he’s exposing himself.’


  ‘People like to talk about themselves,’ Don put in. ‘That’s what makes a journalist’s job easy. Does his name mean something to you, Mr Loewenthal?’


  Max looked at him quizzically, wondering how Don knew his name. Morrell stepped in to perform introductions. Don explained that he had come out to cover the conference and recognized Max from today’s program.


  ‘Did you recognize the guy – Radbuka, wasn’t it? The name or the person?’ he added.


  ‘You’re a journalist who would like me to talk about myself to you?’ Max said sharply. ‘I have no idea who he is.’


  ‘He was like a child,’ Carl said. ‘Utterly unselfconscious about what he was saying, even though he was recounting the most appalling events.’


  The phone rang again. It was Michael Loewenthal, saying that if his father had Calia’s dog to please come home with it.


  Max gave a guilty start. ‘Victoria, may I call you in the morning?’


  ‘Of course.’ I went into the back to get a card from my case so that Max would have my cell-phone number, then I walked out to the car with him and Carl. ‘Did you two recognize the guy?’


  Under the street lamp I saw Max look at Carl. ‘The name. I thought I recognized the name – but it doesn’t seem possible. I’ll call you in the morning.’


  When I went back inside, Don was in purdah again with a cigarette. I joined Morrell in the kitchen, where he was washing Carl’s brandy glass. ‘Did they tell all away from the prying ears of journalism?’


  I shook my
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