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			Advance Praise for 
Family Treasures Lost and Found

			When a technology journalist turns her forensic skills to her own family, a unique detective story unfolds—crossing continents, following clues, undaunted by false leads and dead ends, buoyed by revelations. This beautifully written book, really two stories in one, is not only about what the author found. It is also a journey of discovery. Karen A. Frenkel demonstrates what truths can be revealed despite decades of silence and gaps in the record and inspires others to embark on their own journey. A must read.

			––Barbara Kirshenblatt-Gimblett, Ronald S. Lauder Chief Curator of the Core Exhibition at POLIN Museum of the History of Polish Jews and University Professor Emerita at New York University

			Karen A. Frenkel has gifted us with a deeply researched, profoundly moving journey before, during, and after the Nazi era of horror, death, escape, refuge. Her memoir is brilliant, gripping, haunting. With fascism, deportation, family separations, exploding across the globe, this book is the perfect read for this moment. Everyone concerned about humanity’s ongoing struggle for empathy, survival, and human rights will benefit from Frenkel’s vision, family love, and hope.

			—Blanche Wiesen Cook, University distinguished Professor Emerita, John Jay College and the Graduate Center CUNY (or author of Eleanor Roosevelt and The Declassified Eisenhower)

			Karen A. Frenkel’s remarkable memoir shifts the paradigm that assumed Holocaust survivors continued to be victims after the war. Readers are privy to the emotional experience of growing up with Holocaust survivors who embraced life. However, Frenkel’s father’s silence motivated her journey to meticulously research both parents’ family histories before, during, and after the Holocaust. This beautifully written, riveting memoir is hugely ambitious, intensely engaging. Interspersed into the memorable family account is a social history of the time, which chronicles novel expressions of the rise of antisemitism in institutions of medical education, juxtaposed to individuals who risked their lives to save Jews. The tapestry Frenkel weaves with much persistence is inspirational.

			––Eva Fogelman, author of Conscience and Courage: Rescuers of Jews During the Holocaust, and writer and co-producer Breaking the Silence: The Generation After the Holocaust

			With the rise of active, global antisemitism, Karen A. Frenkel’s Family Treasures Lost and Found is a most compelling and much needed work. While it presents a powerful and insightful story of a family’s struggle to survive during and after the Holocaust, it departs from traditional survivor stories; a daughter of Holocaust survivors investigated their pasts and tells her parents’ tales. This gripping memoir enables readers to absorb the most outrageous acts society can perpetrate on its members.

			––Arthur Flug, EdD, Executive Director Kupferberg Holocaust Center, Queensborough Community College (Retired), Author, Untermenschen: A History of Targeting Others for Inequality, Hatred and Suffering
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			Dedicated to my parents, lost relatives, and all the victims of genocide, and for Davida, Bret, Andy, Ali, Juliana, Ollie, Ava, Henry, Shana, and their descendants.

		

	
		
			Table of Contents

			Author’s Note About Names

			Preface

			 

			Chapter One: Treasure

			Chapter Two: Anatomy

			Chapter Three: Anschluss and Absolutorium

			Chapter Four: An Arrangement

			Chapter Five: The Hovering Holocaust

			Chapter Six: Letters, Literature, and Bones

			Chapter Seven: The Land by the Bay

			Chapter Eight: Coming of Age in Amagansett

			Chapter Nine: Portraits

			Chapter Ten: Gold and Prescience

			Chapter Eleven: Never Worn

			Chapter Twelve: Adrift and Betrayed

			Chapter Thirteen: Insisting, Insisting, Insisting

			Chapter Fourteen: The Soviet Occupation of Lwów

			Chapter Fifteen: The Elder Finkelsteins Leave Berlin

			Finkelstein Portraits, Photographs, Escape Routes, and Family Trees

			Chapter Sixteen: The German Occupation of Lwów

			Chapter Seventeen: More Insisting

			Chapter Eighteen: A Sonata in Brooklyn

			Chapter Nineteen: Resistance

			Chapter Twenty: The Stamp of Life

			Chapter Twenty-One: Aliens in the Catskills

			Chapter Twenty-Two: The Fighter

			Chapter Twenty-Three: In Transit

			Chapter Twenty-Four: In the Belly of the Beast

			Chapter Twenty-Five: Castles and Fairy Tales

			Chapter Twenty-Six: Holocausted-Out

			Chapter Twenty-Seven: Walking

			Chapter Twenty-Eight: Dixieland, England, D-Day, and Normandy

			Chapter Twenty-Nine: Doppelgänger

			Chapter Thirty: These Hands

			Chapter Thirty-One: Dear Mr. President

			Chapter Thirty-Two: The Battles for France and Belgium

			Chapter Thirty-Three: Liberation

			Chapter Thirty-Four: Dachau

			Chapter Thirty-Five: Un Château

			Chapter Thirty-Six: A Reunion and a Kibbutz

			Chapter Thirty-Seven: Chez Éclair

			 

			Epilogue

			Acknowledgments

			About the Author

		

	
		
			Author’s Note About Names

			The city where my father was born changed names several times. Before World War I and while under Austro-Hungarian rule, the city was called Lemberg. After the Polish-Soviet war of 1920 it came under Polish control and was renamed Lwów (pronounced Voof). During WWII and the Soviet Occupation, it was renamed Lvov, and under the Nazis it was once again Lemberg. Today, now that it is in Ukraine, the city is known as Lviv.

			The name Frankel is variously spelled depending on which country was in power and the official language at the time. As a result, my grandfather spelled his name Fränkel and my father Frenkel. My uncle spelled it Frankel. Ojzer, my paternal grandfather’s first name, is the Yiddish equivalent of Oscar and is pronounced Oy-jer. My paternal grandmother’s name, Michaela (pronounced Mee-ha-ella), is sometimes referred to as Mechla (Mehk-la) and Mechli. Dawid, Polish for David, is pronounced Dov-id. Irena, my mother’s name, is pronounced Ee-renna. As for my mother’s parents, Teofila is Teo-Phee-la, and Izydor is the Polish spelling for Isadore.

			Occasionally, spelling across multiple languages and author-made transcriptions have rendered spellings of names difficult to confirm. I have chosen to include the Polish spelling of locations and rivers even though events took place during the Soviet and German occupations during World War II to avoid confusion and because in most cases we are in my Polish-born or Polish-identified relatives’ points of view.

			To preserve my mother’s voice in her oral history for the Fortunoff Video Archive for Holocaust Testimonies I have declined to correct her grammar and inserted articles in brackets. There are no definite and indefinite articles in Polish, a source of endless confusion for my polylingual mother.

		

	
		
			Preface

			All Holocaust survivors’ stories are extraordinary and precious because of the extremely unlikely odds of outwitting Hitler and escaping the Nazis’ meticulous and murderous rampages. My parents’ wartime tales are extraordinary for those reasons, too, but Family Treasures Lost and Found: A Memoir differs on several counts. First, my parents were not in concentration camps. Second, their strategic trajectories as they were hounded across Europe by exterminationist anti-Semites were highly unusual.

			When World War II began, my mother was a sheltered fourteen-year-old living in Kraków. She and her parents fled east by train three days after the Germans invaded Poland on September 1, 1939. After zigzagging across Galicia (southern Poland), they ended up in Lwów, Poland, now Lviv, Ukraine. In the fall of 1941, she convinced her parents that they would not survive without false papers enabling them to pretend that they were Catholic Poles. She came of age sustaining this ruse and working as a slave laborer in Germany. My mother told my sisters and me about her survival, but only in snippets. She was selective in what she shared, and imparted different morsels to each of us according to what she thought each daughter could absorb.

			I knew my mother’s war story was unique in many ways. Very few Jews survived with false papers posing as Polish Catholics, as she had. Fewer still had made it thanks to that ruse and by volunteering to work as a slave laborer in Germany. She literally hid in plain sight in the belly of the Teutonic beast.

			When I became a journalist in the 1980s, I tried many times to interview my mother. I would arrive at her home with my tape recorder, but she always demurred. “Oh come on, let’s just talk and enjoy our tea,” she would say. “Tell me how you are. What are you working on?”

			In 1987, I urged my mother to record her testimony for the Fortunoff Video Archive for Holocaust Testimonies at Yale University. The Fortunoff archive preceded Steven Spielberg’s Shoah Foundation project by about a decade. My mother was sixty-three and still in good health, although she had gotten a pacemaker a few years earlier. “They’re interviewing survivors right on Austin Street,” I entreated her, mentioning Forest Hills’ main shopping drag. “Please, just sign up.”

			My mom overcame her hesitation and reluctance, gathered a few documents and photographs the night before, and recorded her oral history. She faced her two interviewers with characteristic forthrightness and irony, occasionally sidestepping questions that were too painful. She did not want to detail the abuse she suffered at the mercy of her “employers,” who overworked and starved her. After the interview, she told me, “Maybe someday you’ll do something with it.” I had made a request of my mother and she in turn had given me an assignment.

			One day in the early 2000s, I forced myself into reporter mode and sat on the couch in front of our VCR to transcribe her oral history. At first, I had trouble watching the tape. Ill at ease, stressed, and formal, my mother hardly resembled the vivacious, charismatic, and sociable woman I admired. I felt guilty that I had imposed upon her, even though she did not fault me. It took a long time to slog through my mother’s testimony because her one-and-a-half-hour interview was full of Polish towns and cities I could not spell. I cut and pasted paragraphs of the transcript to get the chronology straight. Then I created a timeline and marked the towns and cities along my mother’s long path to liberation through Poland, Ukraine, and Germany.

			Delving into my father’s past proved to be much harder. Four decades earlier—when I was fifteen—my father died unexpectedly at age fifty-seven. I remained hesitant and conflicted about delving into his past; I had been an obedient, dutiful daughter and had respected his privacy. But to better understand and memorialize my enigmatic father, I would have to defy him and uncover what he had not wanted me to know.

			Growing up, all I knew of my father’s life before he married my mother was that he was born in Lwów. And that he received his medical degree from the renowned University of Vienna Medical School, but I did not know when. Somehow my dad arrived in New York via Mexico before World War II. After he came to New York, he finished his medical training in Brooklyn before serving in the U.S. Army Medical Corps. He refused to discuss his pre-war life and refugee experiences with my two sisters and me. The little I knew I learned from my mother and my father’s older brother. Shortly after my father died, my sisters and I learned that he had been married before he met our mother, that his first wife was the daughter of the owners of the famous dairy restaurant Ratner’s, and that she was connected to the underworld of the Lower East Side. My father and his first wife divorced when he returned from serving in the U.S. Army.

			As far as I know, three of my grandparents and my father’s younger brother were never buried where they were murdered—in Nazi-occupied Lwów. There are no gravesites, no headstones, not even a cenotaph, a monument to a person or group of people buried elsewhere. An empty tomb. Not having been buried, my parents’ parents’ spirits float, dispersed in the air. There is wisdom in the Jewish tradition of sitting shiva and observing a period of mourning. Without it, I wondered how my parents could have experienced even a particle of resolution.

			And so I love Lwów and I loathe Lwów. Birthplace of my father, killing grounds of my three grandparents, my uncle, his wife, and tens of thousands of other Jews.

			As a witness of surviving witnesses—daughter of a refugee and a displaced slave laborer, granddaughter of a survivor, great-granddaughter of two refugees, grand-niece of two refugees, and as a descendent of those who perished: granddaughter of three murder victims, niece of a murdered uncle and of numerous great-aunts, great-uncles, and cousins—and in response to my mother’s express wish, I felt obligated to research and recount both my parents’ and paternal grandfather’s wartime stories. These narratives recount the few, very unusual escapes from fascist genocide—and the fates of the vanquished eighty years ago.

			In 2014 my career as a technology journalist was waning and I considered devoting myself to the project fulltime. I was about to turn sixty. In the spirit of the great Jewish sage Hillel the Elder, I asked myself: If I do not seek answers now, then when? I overcame my qualms and embarked upon a seven-year fact-finding quest so that I could describe how far my parents went emotionally, physically, and morally to save themselves during the Nazi onslaught. Using my skills as a journalist, I pieced together my father’s pre-war life, medical school days, escape from Lwów, and tour of duty in the European Theater from scraps of information on forms and in documents my mother saved, interviews with newfound relatives, and the archives of the United States, Israel, the University of Vienna, and Ukraine.

			Discoveries large and small enriched my understanding of what my parents and other relatives endured. I decided to disclose the precise details for two reasons: First, I had to come to terms with my parents’ experiences in spite of their desire to protect my sisters and me from their travails and sorrows by remaining silent or speaking selectively about the war. I understand that they wanted new lives. They wanted to look to the future and not ruminate about the past and their losses, because the dead would have wanted it that way. Second, I want the world to understand what happened to them in a way that’s real and relatable. Only then can such trauma be prevented from happening to others.

			My parents’ stories are important not just because they were my parents, but because—in contrast to those who survived the concentration camps—the trauma and loss experienced by displaced Jews and refugees remain largely untold. The same is true of their courage, cunning, and resilience. I did not anticipate that my parents’ stories would become relevant again when the plights of 65 million refugees worldwide were reported in 2016. I was, however, acutely alert to the rise of authoritarianism here and abroad. With the worldwide refugee crisis having swelled to 123 million as of 2023, according to the United Nations High Command for Refugees, my parents’ and grandfather’s stories take on new relevance. Family Treasures Lost and Found shows that life and freedom are worth the struggle, and that they are precious and to be cherished.

			In a sense, digging up facts and writing about my parents’ stories is my response, my resistance, to those who want to rewrite history by claiming the Holocaust never happened, or insist that not that many people died, and that the Jews should just get over it. Before my quest, all I could do was retort with rhetorical questions: If that is so, then what happened to three of my grandparents? What were the fates of my Uncle Milek and his bride? Where are their graves?

			But there are truths. There are facts. And I found them. I scoured the Internet, plumbed real-world archives, and retraced the steps of my parents, sole surviving grandfather, and other family members when I went to Europe in 2016. I visited Vienna, Kraków, Tarnów, and Lviv with the goal of leaving “no stone unturned,” as my mother used to say. I needed to honor my relatives by learning more about them. When details eluded me, I filled in the blanks with conjecture, trying out scenarios based on what I already knew of my relatives’ personalities and predilections.

			With each discovery, I was rewarded with the most unexpected recompense: a deep sense of connection to the lost.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Treasure

			“Be very gentle with Daddy this time of year,” my mother cautioned one spring in the mid-1960s. “That’s when he feels sad.”

			To my preteen mind, my father relished the greenery and rebirth that arrived with the season. Every April he welcomed “dilodaffs,” as he playfully referred to his favorite flower, the first to bloom in our Forest Hills, NY, garden.

			“Why does he feel sad?” I asked, puzzled by my mother’s words.

			She hesitated, then blurted, “Because that’s when his mother took the poison.” During World War II, my father’s blonde, blue-eyed mother had tried to pass for a Polish Catholic. When the Gestapo stormed into her apartment in Lwów, now Lviv, Ukraine, she bit into cyanide rather than be deported to a concentration or death camp.

			I accepted that the subject was untouchable and obeyed my mother. Except once. I was unendingly curious about the woman whose fair hair, fair skin, and figure I had inherited—as far as I could tell, at least, from the lone photograph with which my father arrived here in 1939. One evening I asked about my grandmother Michaela. The look of surprise and hurt in my father’s blue-gray eyes showed me I had been intrusive, clumsy. He rose from his chair and silently left the dining room. I followed, apologizing profusely. He accepted. I tried again, asking what she was like.

			“I don’t want to talk about it!”

			Understanding that he needed to be alone, I backed off and never again approached him about his past.

			Displayed on my computer screen fifty years later was a charming, three-story townhouse with an amber-colored façade, its large windows fringed with beautifully crafted ceramic tiles. Cast-iron filigree balconies on each floor hovered over the lane below. A forged door echoed the motif of the lacy balconies. The building seemed inviting—a cordial shelter on a sunny, old-world street.

			Every day on his way home from school, my father, David Frenkel, had pushed open that door and scampered up to his parents’ apartment on the second floor. He and his family had gazed through those large windows at passersby below. Perhaps Michaela had sipped coffee and savored Linzer torte with a friend while seated on the balcony. In the smaller apartment next door, my grandfather Ojzer would have been toiling over his textile import business. And on one weekend while their parents were at the opera, the three Fränkel brothers, ever pranksters, swung from the dining room chandelier and crashed into their mother’s china-filled cabinet.

			Sitting at my desk in my Upper West Side apartment in the winter of 2014, with the help of Google Street View, I tilted up into the clear, Ukrainian sky that canopied Lviv. I understood immediately—and yet only partially—why my father had never described his beautiful home in this magnificent city when it was still in Poland and called Lwów. Previously named Lemberg and the capital of Galicia (southern Poland), the city had been the eastern center of commerce of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Gazing at my father’s childhood home, I sensed why style and aesthetics—from architecture to haberdashery to operatic and orchestral music—had been so important to him. The beauty before me also offered clues to who my grandparents were, their tastes and their sensibilities. More than before, I appreciated why my father could not bear to talk about what and who he left behind at age twenty-six in March 1939.

			I was certain this was the right building because my father’s older brother, Izak (who we called “Uncle Sydney”), had said it was one of two decorated with majolica tiles and inspired by the Secessionist Viennese architect Otto Wagner. Such tin-glazed tiles were first made in Renaissance Italy, which was why the house had a Mediterranean feel.

			So this is where Grandfather Ojzer hid jewels in the basement, I thought. When my sisters and I were growing up, our mother said he had buried the jewels to hide them from either the Soviets or the Nazis. As a child, I imagined loose diamonds, earrings, and brooches—all of which my grandfather had bestowed upon my grandmother—wrapped in velvet cloth. I wondered whether, if ever recovered, the precious jewels would be encrusted from years in the damp.

			Although we did not know exactly what my grandfather hid and when, we knew where to look. But the house had been inaccessible until 1991, when Ukraine declared its independence from the collapsed Soviet Union. Since then, it had not occurred to us to seek our property. And yet, how many families know of buried treasure and the possibility of a real live treasure hunt? The notion of finding what my grandfather had stashed away glimmered with intrigue.

			As I stared at the majolica rosettes of ochre and white lilies, I longed to share this discovery. But my sisters were at work: Michelle was in meetings making decisions for the nonprofit she ran. Ivy, a therapist, was treating patients. My husband, Ed, was lecturing community college students about marketing or statistics.

			I, too, worked. I was a technology journalist with a freelance gig covering cyberwarfare. Although I loved my beat, the zest with which I previously covered it was fading. Earlier in my career, I had crafted in-depth magazine features about computer science—but with the demise of print magazines, opportunities for long-form features were rare. I longed to submerge myself in deep investigative work. So that morning, although I had intended to take a short break from my freelance assignment, I could not tear myself away.

			My discovery triggered a yearning to tell my parents, who were long gone. Like my father, my mother, Irena Goldberger Frenkel, was Polish. Unlike him, she had survived the Holocaust in Europe. I was certain she would have been intrigued and excited by the house. I was not as sure how my father would have reacted. He never confided in us about his hometown or the circumstances of his departure, and he died young when I was fifteen. I knew only that he loathed Poland, and that—unlike my mother—had never returned. I assumed part of the reason was the crushing anti-Semitism, but that also had been true of Vienna, where he studied medicine and which he loved and did visit after the war. The rest was deeply personal. It was too painful for my father to be reminded of Lwów—not only because his mother had died there during the war, but because of the way she had died. My father knew nothing about the fate of his younger brother, Milek. Perhaps it was better that way.

			The morning of my Lviv discovery, I had searched several boxes of family documents my mother had saved—hers, my father’s, and her grandparents’—now stored in a small room off my kitchen. As I pored over yellowing and crumbling Polish, German, Ukrainian, and English papers, I could taste the musky, decaying correspondence. Moistening my lips, I leafed through the files a little faster. Toward the back of one box, I found what I was looking for: a file labeled “David’s Papers.” Inside was a 1932 document titled “Poświadezenie Obywatelstwa.” Back at my computer using a “Polish-English Translator” I typed in the letters inaccurately, tripped up by the Ws, Ys, and Zs. Finally, up popped “Certificate of Citizenship,” which my father probably had obtained before he went abroad to medical school. On the address line below, it said, “Rejtana 5.”

			Aha!

			At first, online maps of Lviv in Cyrillic discouraged me. Then, I learned that after World War II, when Lwów became Lviv and was absorbed by the Soviet Union, all the streets were renamed in Ukrainian. I persisted and found a 1939 Polish map on Lviv Center, an urban architectural and historical site. Outlines of landmarks were inked in black and patches of green depicted parks with shadowed circles to suggest trees. Mustard-colored squiggly rings surrounded hills and other elevations.

			Hoping to match the streets, I arranged my browser windows so that I could compare the maps, and zoomed in, keeping an eye out for parks and landmarks. The footprint of a large building partially labeled “Theat” caught my attention. Could this be the famous opera house, or Grand Theater as it was called when my father was a boy? Uncle Sydney said they used to walk to the opera. Just below was a wide promenade. I guided my cursor south, and there it was: Ulica Rejtana, nestled two blocks south and one east.

			On the new Ukrainian map, Ulica Rejtana was no longer named for the Polish 18th-century painter, Tadeusz Rejtan, but celebrated a Ukrainian avant-garde theater director Les Kurbasa. I inputted “Kurbasa 5.”

			Et voilà, or tutaj jest, in Polish.

			When I told my sisters, they, too, were awestruck.

			“You think the jewels are still there?” I asked.

			“I don’t know…I doubt it,” Ivy equivocated.

			“It’s unlikely that the basement remained untouched since Grandpa left,” Michelle said. “That was so long ago.”

			“I’m not so sure,” I countered. “People lived in poverty for decades behind the Iron Curtain.”

			“Yes, but Ukrainian yuppies live there now. Dirt floor in the 21st century?”

			“But the building hasn’t been well maintained. Maybe they did nothing,” I said.

			Michelle convinced me, for a while, that the basement had probably been renovated and that our heirlooms were gone. When my husband Ed came home, he was fascinated by the building and let me know in his usual, subtle way that he would support whatever I chose to do.

			My sisters dampened my desire to go find the jewels, but I appreciated their pragmatism. I knew Ukraine had no policy for restitution of property to Holocaust survivors and their descendants. Besides, all we had was one document with the address, hardly proof of ownership. Treasure aside, if we pursued the matter and won after slogging through bureaucracy and accumulating legal expenses, the worth of the building would have to be divided into fifths because Uncle Sydney’s two children, our cousins, are also heirs. Michelle knew of other children of survivors who had reclaimed property in Poland only to be slapped with costly bills and repairs because of years of neglect. I was satisfied for the time being, regardless of a monetary reward or not; just seeing my father’s childhood home and taking the first step toward reclaiming his history was a gift in itself.

			When next I “visited” Kurbasa/Rejtana Street, I took a virtual stroll down the street. I passed images of Ukrainians with blurred faces, and cars dating from the late 1970s to 2013, including some Soviet models. At the foot of the street, pink graffiti defaced a garage. To the right, a narrow street angled its way toward a lipstick-shaped building with an underpass that opened onto Legionow/Svobody Avenue, across from the opera house. Why not experience in 3-D Lviv’s Theater of Opera and Ballet—the city’s enduring cathedral for the arts, no matter who was in control.

			But Google Street View would not allow me to enter the archway. I kept mousing toward white arrows and the shallow tunnel’s entrance, only to be rebuffed. I turned around and rethreaded my way back. When I returned to my grandparents’ house, I noticed more disrepair. Patches of tiles were missing and corrosion ate at the balcony supports. A sleek dentist’s office and a computer store occupied the ground floor, but the front door’s stone saddle was crumbling into gray powder.

			And yet this gracious building is now a UNESCO World Heritage Site, a title bestowed upon remarkable accomplishments of humanity, and evidence of our planet’s intellectual history. A tragedy within a tragedy: commissioned, designed, built, and owned by Jews, recognition came posthumously to most involved in its creation. I read in an article that the artisans of the ceramic tile workshop were murdered in 1943.

			Who lives there now, I wondered. More cyber sleuthing revealed that the building is a co-op known as House of Austria. For a few Hryvnias you can lease my grandparents’ renovated apartment with shiny, mint-green appliances and voile window treatments.

			To its left stands a taller building of Gothic, gray-tinged stone that housed a small theater. The other side of my grandparents’ house was flanked by a mid-19th century building with gabled windows. I did not yet know that these neighboring structures would prove to be important to my grandfather’s story.

			The next day, I googled “Rejtana 5.” To my surprise, a photographer had created a site showcasing the building’s exterior and vestibule. Above more tiles were peeling murals that had once depicted coastal landscapes—palimpsests of a lost world. Beyond the deteriorating mural panels, ghost-white sidewalls were interrupted by two portals—blocked up former entrances to shops. Friezes with spiraling vines and grape leaves crowned the former store entrances and the second vestibule door. Below it, smashed floor tiles obscured the original Polish address and the year of construction (1907). I stared, stupefied. Revisionist Ukrainians, with their sledgehammers, had succeeded in crushing the past.

			During World War II, the Nazis, aided by their Ukrainian and Polish collaborators, exterminated local Jews and Jewish refugees. Toward the end of the war, the Soviets captured Lwów from the Nazis and later expelled the Poles. Now the house appeared as if my family had never dwelled there, as if my family had never even existed.

			Beneath the initial thrill of discovery lurked a darker realization. I had not been gawking at a lovely townhouse that might or might not contain hidden loot. This place, the entire city, actually, was a crime scene. Here, my paternal grandmother Michaela was murdered; had the Gestapo not hunted her down, she would never have taken her life. My mother and her parents, Teofila and Izydor Goldberger, had fled here from Kraków. Like Michaela, my maternal grandparents hid and perished; Teofila was denounced on the street and picked up by the Gestapo. Just like that. Izydor jumped off a train bound for a concentration camp and vanished. For me the whole gorgeous city was fraught.

			And so, I eyed those shattered tiles and seethed.

			Just as it was impossible to reach the heart of Lviv by the virtual path I had taken with Street View, I could not grasp the details of my family’s story for they had dissipated into smoke and ash. I did not expect to unveil official records of the fates of my murdered grandparents and other relatives. I assumed we would never know more than what my grandfather Ojzer had learned about Michaela’s death, and what a family friend told my mother about Teofila and Izydor’s murders. But I wanted to know where they had flourished and what their lives were like before the Nazi onslaught. Any fragment, any link of continuity, seemed utterly precious. I also wanted to resolve some mysteries about my parents, especially my father. I had no choice but to try.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Anatomy

			In the spring of 1933, with piercing war whoops, Austro-Fascist medical students at the University of Vienna stormed the lecture hall of a renowned anatomy professor. The intruders wore Burschenschaft caps, their fraternity hats, and were accompanied by invited reinforcements: Nazi thugs from Germany called “Brown Shirts.” Hooting and screaming in solidarity, they charged down the aisles attacking students. They pulled out whips concealed in their coats and lashed out with unbounded ferocity at students seated in the top rows. Others brandished steel rods and rubber truncheons.

			Swinging their weapons, the brawlers sang the “Horst-Wessel-Lied” song, the anthem of the Nazi Party. Hitler had been in power in Germany for several months and recently had decreed the song Germany’s co-national anthem with “Deutschlandlied.” Emboldened, the Austro-fascist students and the Brown Shirts sang boisterously to intimidate the professor’s students, who were mostly Jewish and Socialists like him. The song glorified a murdered Nazi storm trooper who had led an attack on Communist Party headquarters, and proclaimed the Nazis’ forthcoming revenge and triumph. As they descended the amphitheater steps, they screamed “Juda verrecke” (Death to Jews), and dragged Semitic-looking students from their seats and beat them mercilessly. One struck a student on the head. He sank onto a bench, clutching his temples with both hands as blood streamed down his wrists. The fascists brutalized classmates who came to his aid.

			The professor was Julius Tandler, esteemed Chair of the university’s Anatomy Department and author of a brilliant anatomy text. A Social Democrat not content just to teach, he was a healthcare reformer and the Commissioner of Health of Red Vienna, as the city was called between the wars when it was democratically governed for the first time by a leftist party. Tandler was also my twenty-year-old father’s professor.

			Such violence was the very reason my father, at age nineteen, had left Lwów. There, Polish and Ukrainian medical students attacked their Jewish classmates, brandishing long poles to which they had attached razor blades. Yet growing up, I knew nothing of the violence and persecution my father had been exposed to as a medical student. I read about the raid in Fräulein Doktor, a memoir by one of my father’s classmates, Fanny Stang, and was utterly unprepared for the accounts of extreme violence suffered by Jewish medical students.

			How did my father react? Had he vacillated between panic and outrage as he watched the fascists assault his classmates? Did he try to help them? Or was he among those who suffered bone crushing blows and bleeding wounds, their screams filling the air?

			My father, with his fair complexion, gray-blue eyes, and swept-back strawberry blond hair, could have passed for an Aryan Eastern European. He resembled the aristocratic-looking Viennese actor, Paul Henreid (who, ironically, was actually Jewish). But what about his friend, dark-skinned Munio Distenfeld, whose yarmulke rested on brown, curly hair?

			According to Fanny Stang, Professor Tandler entered through the faculty door, surveyed the situation, and assessed the intruders. He had seen such barrages before and kept a file documenting what he called “Chronology of Terror.” He tore off his white coat and flung it on the table next to the podium.

			“Unless all my students resume normal academic behavior, I will stop all anatomy lectures this semester,” he bellowed in a cold fury. Everyone, even the Brown Shirts, froze. “You have five minutes to clear the theater and restore order.” He stomped off. With that, the belligerents retreated, and a collective sigh of relief circulated in the lower amphitheater.

			After his favorite Herr Professor Doktor returned and lectured from the podium, how could my father concentrate? He must have been rattled to the core. My father was so utterly devoted to healing that in spite of the violence, he was determined to finish his studies. His knowledge of Latin and Greek from his gimnazjum (high school) days helped him memorize a plethora of medical terms, and he had innate clinical talent. Then there was his considerable determination and drive.

			“Labor omnia vincit,” he would have told himself, remembering his Virgil. “Work conquers all.”

			And he proved it. My father followed his star no matter what he encountered. He thought of healing as a way to make the world a better place, a way to contribute to everyone’s welfare regardless of their background. To heal the world one patient at a time. During his short career my father achieved much: He completed two residencies, one in pathology and the other in obstetrics and gynecology. As an attending physician at several Brooklyn hospitals—Brooklyn Women’s, Unity, Kings County—he specialized in infertility. He was in the Who’s Who in American Healthcare because of his pioneering research in pathology regarding the early detection of lung cancer, and he had devised a surgical technique to help infertile women conceive. In addition to two practices—one in Brooklyn, the other in Forest Hills—he followed Tandler’s example by teaching. As a clinical professor at Downstate Medical School, he trained many OBGYN residents. He also had his eye on a new state university under construction on Long Island that was expected to be the Berkeley of the East. He was thrilled to be appointed clinical assistant professor of obstetrics and gynecology at the medical school of the new state university of New York, Stony Brook.

			But back in Vienna, he faced daily barriers to get his medical degree. Another classmate, an American named Muriel Gardiner, referred to the March 1933 riot in her memoir, Code Name “Mary,” and described a May attack in the dissection hall. Gardiner, née Helen Muriel Morris, was a half-Jewish American heiress who had come to Vienna hoping to study psychoanalysis with Freud. She was the model for the protagonist in the 1977 movie Julia starring Jane Fonda and Vanessa Redgrave. Based on Lillian Hellman’s short story in her collection Pentimento (1973), the film portrayed Gardiner’s role in the socialist resistance and underground efforts to shield Social Democrats from the Austro-fascists.

			I loved the film the first time I saw it and was aware that the beginning took place at the University of Vienna. In a harrowing depiction of a raid, Austro-fascists storm up a building’s steps, hurl Jewish faculty and students down them and over the banisters, and beat everyone in their path. The marauders’ screams ricochet off the marble pillars and stairs, as do their jeers and laughter, echoing loudly. Brandishing a pole, Redgrave’s Julia runs down a corridor toward the fascists, only to be quickly overwhelmed. The scene then transitions to the Anschluss, the annexation in 1938 of Austria by the Nazis, by which time I thought my father had already left. According to my mother, he received his degree in the nick of time. He did not know until the last minute that he had graduated, she said, because he had taken a final oral exam in a taxi en route to the train station. From there he returned home to Lwów.

			After I saw Julia, I discussed the on-campus violence with my mother.

			“Ach. It was unbelievable,” she said.

			“At a university?” I replied, momentarily forgetting about the 1970 Kent State University shootings.

			“Yes, at a university,” said my mother, incredulous at my surprise. She paused. “And you cannot imagine the anti-Semitism. But your father had a favorite professor. And he was marvelous. There was a problem though. I no longer recall the details.…”

			I pursued them on my quest. Among my father’s papers I discovered a worn gray booklet with faded German gothic characters proclaiming “Universität zu Wien.” On the inside was a 1933 photo of my dad in his early twenties. Greenish pages followed with rows and columns bearing the names of my father’s professors, their courses, signatures, and numbers from two to seven, which I assumed were grades. I scanned down the 1933 course column: “Physik,” “Anatomie,” “Chemie,” and “Physiologie,” returned to “Anatomie,” and saw “Tandler” next to it—proof that my father was present at the March and May riots Stang and Gardiner had described. The realization was quite a shock. I suddenly remembered descending to my father’s office as a teen. Skimming through his medical books, I was intrigued by a heavy three-volume set bound in deep red, written in German, and titled Anatomie. The spine said TANDLER in faded gold capital letters. I once admitted—a little sheepishly—to my father that I had looked at the books when he was not home. I was embarrassed because the illustrations were of nude bodies and I thought I might be invading my father’s privacy by sitting in his office without permission. But he was pleased I took an interest and invited me to come down anytime to read his books.

			Tandler’s drawings, first published a century ago, were as innovative to his students then as computer-generated images and three-dimensional cartoons were to me when I was reporting on computer graphics during the late ’80s and early ’90s. On the fly on his lecture hall blackboard, Tandler recreated his textbook illustrations, editing the details so that students could appreciate and understand the miracle of the human form. He enabled them to see, from as many points of view as possible, the body’s structure.

			I returned from my reverie to my father’s photo in the booklet. I had never seen him so young and yet he seemed very serious and wide-eyed. Below his photo was the Polish spelling of his first name, “Dawid,” (pronounced Dov-id) for “David.” I impulsively googled “Dawid Frenkel.” To my amazement, I arrived at a virtual memorial book created by the University of Vienna to acknowledge and honor faculty and students the institution had persecuted and expelled during the Nazi Occupation. The university had commemorated this injustice in 2008, seventy years after the Anschluss, declaring its awareness of “the amount of shared responsibility it bears for this inconceivable atrocity perpetrated against its affiliates,” according to the Memorial Book website. (The English translation seems to have been modified slightly since 2016.) I wished my father had lived long enough to see a new generation of Austrians, like those at the University of Vienna, willing to acknowledge the wrongdoing of their forebears.

			The creators of the site, two historians, had also compiled a handwritten memorial book kept at the former Jewish House of Worship on the university’s campus, which I visited in 2016. It listed 2,700 victims of National Socialism, including 200 dismissed professors and docents. Almost a quarter of the student body enrolled during the spring of 1938 right before the Anschluss left, but not all departed voluntarily. The university gave the names of Jewish students to the Gestapo to check whether “individual people should be arrested.”

			So far, the historians have identified 1,770 of the 2,230 expelled Jewish students, including my father. The page devoted to him displays photocopies of the administration’s counterpart to the booklet I have. A brief paragraph stated where my father was from, named my grandfather and his occupation (merchant), and listed the years my father had been enrolled. Then it said: “He succeeded in finishing his studies and graduated on June 28th, 1938—because he was a citizen of a foreign country, he could not be restricted by the Nuremberg Laws. But nevertheless he was not allowed to practice as a physician in the territories of the Third Reich.”

			Well, that was pretty wild. For six years, a portion of my father’s life—about which I knew nothing—was documented online for the world to see. I could so easily have missed it, I thought, and marveled at the serendipity of discovery. But how could my father have been expelled, given the dramatic tale of his oral exam in a taxi? That my father had been persecuted hurt me. I contacted the historians to express gratitude for the record the university had kept of my father’s student days and to request clarification about the circumstances under which his degree was conferred.

			The historians said our inherited booklet was called a “Nationale,” and listed the courses my father had attended. The numbers were lecture hours per week, not grades, for which he had paid with stamps bought with Groschen (Austrian currency). As for the oral-exam-in-a-cab legend, the historians thought it unlikely because usually several professors had to be present, but they confirmed that my dad had not been expelled and had received his medical degree.

			When I told my sisters of the online memorial book, Ivy recalled a photograph of one of our father’s professors, “somebody Eppinger,” she said, who had disappointed our father. I returned to the Nationale; my father had attended Hans Eppinger’s lecturers on internal medicine from 1935 to 1937. Again I scrutinized the list of professors and courses. Why had the Austro-fascists targeted Tandler’s lectures and not those of other professors, I wondered. I wanted to know why anti-Semitic riots had erupted at the medical school, and why in the Anatomy Department in particular.

			A history of the university revealed that the violence that morning in the anatomy amphitheater harkened back to unrest due to the influx of Jews to Vienna in the 1870s. By the mid-19th century, the university was one of the most prestigious in Europe; its hospital was a center for medical research. There, Ignaz Semmelweis had observed a connection between doctors’ poor hygiene and the dreaded killer of new mothers: puerperal, or childbed fever. He found that hand-washing after dissecting corpses and before entering the obstetrics ward reduced mortality from 30 to 1 percent. There, Sigmund Freud had conducted his early neurology studies and lectured. There, four Nobel laureates had made the medical school their home: Robert Bárány won his prize for pioneering work on the inner ear, Hans Fischer for research on hemoglobin and chlorophyll, Julius Wagner-Jauregg for the treatment of paralysis by malaria inoculation, and Karl Landsteiner for discovering the A, B, AB, and O blood types and the Rhesus factor.

			The Anatomy Department was at the center of a debate that raged among the faculty over types of scientific inquiry and anatomical differences between Aryans and non-Aryans. This dispute came to a head in 1888 over the appointment of a new Chair of the Anatomy Department. One candidate was Tandler’s predecessor, Emil Zuckerkandl, who was Jewish and a pathologist. He appreciated physical variations among people, as well as what they had in common, and used anatomical knowledge to fight disease. His Catholic competitor emphasized physical differences between ethnicities, focusing on anatomical differences—like whether Austrians were pure Germans. These differences were inherited, he thought, and had nothing to do with food and the environment. Nature, not nurture. I could see the Aryan theory of racial superiority and inferiority germinating.

			The students took sides and wanted to protect the turf upon which they would practice after graduating. Rather than taking disciplinary action when disputes arose between students, a long line of rectors permitted aristocratic students to exercise their “independent right of assault,” as they put it, which was an Austrian tradition by the early 1930s. According to this code of honor, if someone insulted a student, the wronged student had to have satisfaction. That meant a duel, but only with those deemed qualified. Merchants and bankers were excluded, whereas those with academic educations were accepted. Proof of manhood meant participating in as many brawls as possible, so fraternities constantly provoked one another.

			The university’s solution was to split the Anatomy Department into two institutes. Anatomy Institute I emphasized anatomy in the service of treating patients. Anatomy Institute II focused on comparative anatomy and nomenclature, eventually aligning itself with fascism and eugenics. Therefore Jewish medical students like my father attended Anatomy Institute I.

			There was a truce between the departments during fin-de-siècle Vienna, when society tolerated Jews in high places. In 1910, almost 60 percent of the faculty at the Medical University of Vienna was Jewish—one of the highest proportions in all European universities. The proportion of Jewish students rose steadily, too, climbing in a decade from 25 to 42 percent. But during the 1920s and early 1930s, students of the two institutes clashed violently, as they had intermittently for over sixty years. Although Tandler documented the attacks and protested to a string of university rectors, they were fascist sympathizers and gave him no support.

			Under his tenure as Commissioner of Public Health for the Social Democratic Party, one third of Red Vienna’s income was spent on social welfare and half of that third on children. New mothers received free milk and layettes so that their babies immediately received proper nutrition. My father had suffered from rickets as a toddler in Vienna, where his family had fled to escape the Tsar’s army on the eve of World War I. The Fränkels were welcomed by my grandmother Michaela’s uncles on the Lifschütz side, who owned and operated the famous Hotel Continental at the gateway to Leopoldstadt, Vienna’s Jewish quarter. But immediately after the war, milk was so scarce that most children—regardless of how affluent their families were—suffered from this disease, which permanently weakened and damaged their bones.

			And so I began to understand why my father had admired Tandler enough to haul his texts halfway around the world. But Tandler had made enemies; his reforms were expensive. He encouraged citizens to sculpt their bodies with exercise so that they were as healthy and physically fit as possible, arguing that his policy would ultimately curtail health costs. But not everyone agreed with such long-term thinking and planning.

			My father had socialist leanings before he arrived in Red Vienna, so I could see why he would have been attracted to it as well as to the university. Back in Lwów during the late 1920s, when my father and his brothers Sydney and Milek were in their teens, an employee of their father raised their consciousness to the plight of the proletariat. At that time, Grandpa Ojzer, a serial entrepreneur, was importing textiles from Łódź to Lwów and ran his company from his house. The brothers were under the influence of Zionism because one of Ojzer’s nieces, Golda, the daughter of his sister Soba, had married a Zionist. The couple made aliyah to Palestine where Golda opened a bakery. She had returned several times with tales of life on co-op farms called kibbutzim and taught her cousins folk dances and songs she had learned there.

			Every day, the Fränkel boys saw their father’s worker carry heavy bolts of fabric on his back, trekking up and down the stairs of their home. My father would have been concerned about the wear and tear on the worker’s spine. As strong as he was, such lifting would take a toll. In contrast, Sydney was such a fervent Zionist that he challenged the worker about his politics—as I learned from an audio interview with Anita, his daughter and my cousin.

			“What the hell?” Sydney said, recounting the anecdote. “With your strength, you could go to Palestine and build the Jewish homeland.” He felt the worker was squandering his strength while Ojzer and others profited from his labor. But the worker was not content to passively accept his lot; he was a member of the Bund, the General Jewish Workers’ Union, and argued that this socialist organization promoted protection of all workers’ rights. Thus, in their broad-minded way, Bundists indirectly combatted anti-Semitism. They were not Zionists, however, and opposed religious orthodoxy.

			As Sydney read socialist works, his Zionist views evolved and he shared his readings with his brothers. All three came around to the Jewish Labor Bundist point of view. But at their gimnazjum (high school) where right-wing Polish politics were in vogue, it was risky to express leftist views. The few times they did, they were beaten.

			In 1930, Sydney enrolled at Masaryk University in Brno, Czechoslovakia, to study mechanical engineering. Two years later, my father followed to study at the university’s new medical school. By the time my father arrived, Sydney was active with the student arm of the Communist Party, which protested laws enacted to curtail workers’ rights. He demonstrated and spoke at Communist Party meetings.

			My father and Sydney shared a room until Sydney was expelled for his subversive politics. This was not advantageous for my father, who was steadier and more practical than his impetuous older brother. My father applied as a transfer student to the prestigious, six-hundred-year-old University of Vienna. He must have anticipated anti-Semitism, but probably reasoned that since it was everywhere, why not endure it at the most esteemed institution possible? And in the best location. The University of Vienna’s medical school was as powerful a lure as Vienna itself.

			The Medical School of the University of Vienna was renowned not only for its professors and research but its resources. One of its most treasured institutions was the Josephinum, an 18th-century military surgeons’ academy that became a medical museum. There, students could study hundreds of Baroque anatomical models crafted from wax. Commissioned by Habsburg Emperor Joseph II, they were used to train medical students in an era when dissection was dangerous because the spread of disease was not well-understood and in some countries autopsies were illegal. The collection was also open to the public, to convey the beauty of a healthy human body and to encourage citizens to keep fit. Tandler was in sync with imperial preferences of the past.

			My father must have been awestruck when he arrived on campus and first beheld the exquisitely detailed wax models. Fashioned in Florence, these edifying works of art had been transported over the Alps by mules and shipped along the Danube to their destination. The models were unlike others, especially those in England, which were grisly renderings of the corpses of prisoners. Instead, the Italian/Viennese models celebrated life and all its variety. When I saw them in 2016, I was fascinated by the artist’s ability to combine beauty and accuracy—his respect for all that was human, for humanity itself. My father would have been, too. Perhaps he visited the models to take his mind off the constant harassment of the fascists.

			Another draw would have been the world’s then-largest collection of obstetric models. Early on, that specialty, as well as pathology, intrigued my father. The wax models my father would have most admired were two “Anatomical” or “Medicean Venuses,” a brunette and a blonde. The latter—which even had eyelashes, a pearl necklace, and a gold headband—resembled Botticelli’s goddess of beauty. She lay in her glass case, her chest and abdomen split open to reveal her lungs, digestive system, and reproductive organs. Her serene face and tilted-back head depicted sensual beauty. Perhaps the artist intended her to embody a passion and drive that had unwillingly succumbed to death. Eros and Thanatos; love, sexuality, creativity, the lifeforce in tension with aggression, sadism, violence, and death.

			Trying to grasp my father’s life-threatening experience of violence, my husband and I watched Julia again and replayed the riot scene several times. The specter of faculty and students too stunned to utter cries for help, abused and even thrown to their deaths, was so hard to take that we muted the DVD and watched the scene in slow motion, unable to tolerate the atrocities any longer without some sensory relief. Details that had slipped by quickly now became distinct; I realized that an “Anatomy” sign on a door marked the entrance to Tandler’s amphitheater.

			What does it take to bottle up memories of persecution and bloodshed? How had my father’s experience, which would forever remain unknown, affected him in the long-term? Had my father not been exposed to such persecution in his early twenties, had he been able to just study under peaceful, collegial circumstances, would he have lived longer?

			And yet, as family secrets go, this humiliation might not seem that terrible; my father was persecuted and traumatized just because he was a Jew and wanted to be a doctor. Nevertheless, he survived and achieved his wish to practice medicine. But as he continued to confront prejudice and persecution, his experiences in Vienna and the losses he endured could have had a cumulative effect. So did suppressing his memories of them. I know. I’m sure, because if we have neshamah, the Hebrew word for soul or breath, then mine is a feather brushing my father’s. I feel his suffering.

			My father was a handsome man with broad shoulders, strong arms, and an irresistible smile. But besides the harm rickets had done to his bones, my father had suffered a minor injury that had disfigured his right index finger. Most of the nail was missing. That, and the pain I imagined when it was torn off, had upset me since I was very little. When I was about eight, I asked what happened. We were sitting on the couch in our living room. Perhaps he had been watching The Huntley-Brinkley Report, or was relaxing as the great golf champion Jack Nicklaus putted on a green.

			“My finger got caught in a window,” he said blandly.

			“But Mommy told me your finger got hurt when a door slammed on it.” My mortified father said nothing.

			Even then, I believed neither explanation.

			I held my father’s hand and said, “Daddy, I’ll kiss it and make it better.”

			A few weeks after the March riot in Tandler’s amphitheater, the university held disciplinary hearings. It found that despite a ban on campus, socialist students parading placards with party logos had provoked Austro-fascist students. Someone had placed in a display box an unapproved poster encouraging Jews to fight against Hitler, the “Jews-Murderer.” That further aggravated the Austro-fascists. But two Jewish students testified that Austro-fascist students had stolen the key to the display box and pinned up the poster. The rector ordered locks installed at the entrances to the lecture halls.

			My father and his friends must have anticipated recurrences of the violence anyway. After all, for centuries, officers of the law could not prosecute university marauders. The police and fire department were not allowed on hallowed campus soil. Ambulances could only receive victims who were escorted outside the university buildings after being beaten bloody.

			The measures the rector took to prevent further trouble after the raid in Tandler’s amphitheater proved weak and ineffective. Another invasion of Tandler’s lecture hall occurred on May 10, 1933. A German newspaper article described students climbing out second-floor windows and escaping down a ladder. The ladder was provided only because passersby twice entreated a truck full of firefighters to rescue the locked-in students. The first time, out of respect for the university’s jurisdiction, truncheon-wielding police bludgeoned the firefighters. Incredible and warped, yet it happened. The students’ wounds at the hands of their Austro-fascist classmates were so serious that they required treatment at the emergency room. The wounded foreign students were Americans, Hungarians, and Poles. Poles? Was my father among them?

			The Americans, three Jewish medical students from New York, returned home. According to a May 21, 1933 report in The New York Times, they had asked the American consul if badges to distinguish themselves from other students would protect them. They were advised that such identification would make matters worse because all American students in Vienna were Jewish, so wearing a badge would have invited an attack. Another group of students protested to the American Legion that Nazis always placed guards at every gate so that no Jew could escape. “The Jewish students just had to stay and fight,” one young man said, “and when there were injuries reported, as a rule it was because some student had leapt from a high window to escape a beating.”

			I turned away from the papers and stared out my office window toward the patina cornice of a building across Broadway. I looked up at the pale blue sky, but saw only my father with other Jewish students at a long table dissecting a cadaver. Born left-handed, my father’s elementary school teachers had insisted, as was the custom then, on training him to write with his right hand. Thankfully, he was ambidextrous. Dawid confidently makes incisions into a cadaver. He and his classmates are leaning over the corpse when suddenly they hear the blackguards’ wild screams. Knowing their scalpels are no match for the intruders, the students grab the legs of their chairs to meet the charging, club-wielding Austro-fascists.

			“Hey Jew, want to become a surgeon?” yells one brute. My father does not answer. “Here. We can help.”

			The bully pins Dawid’s right hand to the dissecting table and the other smashes his index finger. They laugh and jeer, then turn to crush light bulbs with their bats and hoot some more as they approach the next table. Dawid and Munio run toward a window, fling it open, and climb onto the ledge. It is not that far down from the second floor, or so Dawid hopes. He clings to the sill, but fears the thugs will slam the window on his other hand. He lets go and hits the ground.

			When Dawid opens his eyes he is in the infirmary.

			A doctor approaches. “Frenkel? Frenkel. Hello there. You passed out, but you’re going to be alright.” He smiles reassuringly. “I’ve stitched up your index finger. The bone is bruised, and will take time to heal. You may lose the nail, but you’ll have full use of your finger and hand. You’ll be able to perform countless operations, if surgery is the specialty you choose.”

			The riots and persecution at the medical school diminished during the early summer semester of 1934 because of the short Austrian Civil War. Under Chancellor Dollfuss’s “Fatherland regime,” the university took more efficient measures against anti-Semitic terrorism and the Austro-fascist students quieted down because their side now had the power. Tandler went on sabbatical to teach in Shanghai. When news of the Austrian Civil War reached him in the spring of 1934, out of loyalty to his fellow Social Democrats and ignoring the personal consequences, he returned only to be arrested. In prison he joined 2,000 other Socialist Democrats, because the new regime branded all public officials associated with that party as criminals.

			Dollfuss was assassinated in the summer of 1934 and succeeded by Chancellor Kurt von Schuschnigg. Although an Austro-fascist, his main concern was to preserve Austria’s independence and to thwart Hitler’s ambition to absorb Austria into Nazi Germany. But by early 1936, Schuschnigg had yielded to Hitler and German Nazi Party pressures. Vienna was but a faded shadow of its brief Social Democrat past.

			Forced out of the university, Tandler left Vienna for an assignment in Moscow to show the Soviets his healthcare model. There he suffered a fatal stroke at age sixty-seven. Word was that distress over the executions of sixteen political plotters exacerbated his atherosclerosis. My father would have been aware of the unjust dismissals in Vienna, as well as Tandler’s sudden powerlessness—despite having accomplished so much on behalf of his fellow citizens. They had rejected him, persecuting him because of his politics or Jewish heritage or both. Where were the moderates? Were there any moderates?

			During those tumultuous times, where did my father turn to find solace and spiritual strength? In one of the oldest squares in Vienna west of Kärntner Strasse, the city’s shopping district equivalent of New York’s Fifth Avenue: Neuer Markt. At its center stands a fountain with a bronze Poseidon-like figure sitting on the rim of a basin, where several other statues keep him company. Each represents a tributary of the Danube overseen by a goddess-like figure on the pedestal in the middle. The Roman personification of foresight, Providentia, was believed to forecast and safeguard the supply of clean water vital to Vienna. During my 2016 trip to Europe, I listened to the burble of the splashing water and watched the play of light on the well-proportioned bronze forms. Designed and built in the late 1730s by Georg Raphael Donner, this Baroque work of art bears his name.

			This was not the first time I gazed at the Donnerbrunnen. In the summer of 1961 my father presented a paper at a meeting of the International Society of Sterility Fellows in Vienna. My parents built an itinerary around the event and brought my sisters and me, ages twelve, seven, and five, to Europe with them. It was a great moment for my father to deliver a speech in the city of the university where he had been summarily dismissed.

			Afterward, he took us to visit one of his favorite spots: the magnificent Donnerbrunnen. I distinctly remember that one of the bronze statues on the edge of the basin—of a muscular young fisherman straddling the rim of the pool and hovering over the water about to pierce a salmon with his trident—especially interested my father.

			“Oh, after all these years he still hasn’t gotten in,” quipped my father.

			I thought he was being silly. “Daddy, it’s a statue.”

			The statue my father had wisecracked about represented the river Traun and its bounty. To my father, I thought in retrospect, it probably was a toned, wondrous example of the human form striving to achieve acceptance against the odds. It was about bias and rejection despite being qualified.

			In 1903, the Jewish community commissioned a well-known architect to design an octagonal sanctuary on campus for Jewish patients. Over thirty years later, my father sits in the intimate synagogue in Court 6 near the Allgemeines Krankenhaus, the hospital of the Medical School of Vienna. He gazes at the vaulted roof thinking of the many dimensions of Tandler’s brilliance. How quickly yet precisely Tandler had sketched illustrations on the blackboard, telling his class, “I prefer you to see an inaccurate diagram which portrays the correct idea rather than an accurate diagram which gives you the wrong idea.” His renowned three-volume textbook, Anatomie, also spared students superfluous detail.

			I believe my father wanted to be like Tandler—to see through the clutter, to perceive the big picture. To make a broad contribution and yet also experience the satisfaction and personal nature of clinical practice.

			If ever there was a healer of the world, it had been Tandler.

			Tikkun Olam, Tikkun Olam. Heal the world, repair the world.

			But the prayer house’s angular roof points to a heaven of which my father is increasingly uncertain. Above the ark and along the friezes of the eight walls was carved an inscription of Psalm 16, “A Michtam of David.” “The Lord is the portion of mine inheritance and of my cup: thou maintainest my lot....Thou will shew me the path of life…” (Psalm 16, lines 5 and 11.)

			Where is God when a man like Tandler is banished from the country he loves and dies agitated and disillusioned? Where is God now for any Jew? Yet these are not the questions to ask, for Dawid knows humans are the source of the problem.

			In a mournful haze my father wanders along the Ringstrasse. The beauty of the street, its trees, and the statues Dawid had so admired when he arrived seem to have vanished. The Fascists are winning, he thinks morosely. Now that the Social Democrats are out, there is no one to check them. It’s all going to fall apart. He arrives at the Kärntner Strasse and quickly passes the opera house. The Aryans’ circular avenue, their crescent-shaped seat of power, their blasted Teutonic Ring Cycle, their twirling, looping waltzes—where would they all lead him?

			Dawid finds himself at his beloved Donnerbrunnen staring at the statue of the virile young man about to spear a fish. His striving body, his flexed arms and taut back, his leg ever-dangling on the outside of the fountain’s rim.

			On the periphery in perpetuity, Dawid thinks. For the first time, he fully recognizes the futility of trying to get in. The Herculean effort—no, the Sisyphean folly—of struggling for acceptance here.

			Thou will shew me the path…

			To prosper, my father would need an Appian Way straight out of German-speaking Europe where Jews were no longer welcome.
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