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THE GIRL KNOWN AS GRETCHEN WHITESTONE BICYCLED down the country lane. Desolate fields, their grasses winter-brown and glistening from the afternoon’s rainfall, stretched out on either side of the road. The first strains of twilight darkened the distant hills to black, and nearby a few muddy sheep grazed, pausing to gaze blank-eyed at Gretchen as she pedaled past.

Beyond the long line of poplar trees rose the Oxford Psychoanalytical Clinic, a stone lion of a building turning gray in the dusk. Gretchen coasted down the drive and stopped under the portico, leaving her bicycle leaning against a pillar. The front door handle was cold in her hand as she twisted it open and stepped inside.

Walking into the mental clinic’s reception hall felt like walking into a luxurious hotel lobby. The wood-paneled walls were dotted with watercolor paintings, the parquet floor covered with red Turkish carpets. The first time Gretchen had seen it, she’d been shocked, for she had expected stark white walls, men and women writhing in straitjackets, and the throbbing hum of an electric current machine. Her guardian had smiled at her confusion, saying the clinic was designed to treat its patients, not imprison them.

A nurse sat behind the front desk, going through a sheaf of papers. ‘Good afternoon, Miss Whitestone,’ she said in the clipped accent that Gretchen had found so difficult to understand when she’d first arrived in England. ‘Your father should be finished seeing patients for the day, so you may go right up.’

‘Thank you.’ Gretchen didn’t bother correcting the nurse – Dr Alfred Whitestone wasn’t her father; her real papa had been dead more than nine years – but it was best not to discuss the matter, and thus encourage questions that were too dangerous for her to answer. As far as the staff knew, she was an ordinary German immigrant who had been taken in by a kindly English family. If only the truth were that simple.

Gretchen hurried up the twisting stairwell to Alfred’s office. The third-floor corridor stretched out, its yellow-and-white tiled walls broken by a succession of closed doors. The patients were downstairs for their painting and flower-arranging therapeutic classes, so the place was quiet. A house of lunatics, Gretchen’s school friends had whispered, but she knew better. She’d spent too many years at her honorary uncle Dolf’s side not to recognize true darkness – and this was not it.

Just thinking of Adolf Hitler threw her heart against her ribs. Don’t, she ordered herself, walking faster. She hated the way he still crept into her head. Worrying about him was foolish: hundreds of miles and the gray waters of the English Channel separated them. Even if he was looking for her, he’d never find her. She’d hidden herself too carefully for him to pick up her trail.

But she still had to pause outside the office door, waiting for her pulse to slow, before she knocked.

‘Come in!’ Her guardian sounded distracted; he was probably lost in a case study or a patient file, struggling to untie the dark knots in the minds of those he had pledged to help. Gretchen hoped that someday she could be half as accomplished a psychoanalyst as him.

‘Hello, Dr Whitestone,’ Gretchen said, stepping into his office and squinting in the sudden muted light. A single green-shaded lamp burned, leaving most of the room in shadow. The doctor sat at his desk, tidying a stack of manila folders. ‘I’ve just gotten back from town. The study session went well,’ she added, knowing he would ask, although it still seemed strange to have a parent who inquired about her schooling.

These conversations between the two of them had become a daily habit; she would stop by his office after school and they would chat for a few minutes before walking home together, leaving her bicycle at the clinic for her to pick up on her way to school the next morning. They rarely talked about anything but school or the clinic, but, even so, it was nice to have someone’s full attention and to know that if she did want to discuss something else, he was willing to listen.

‘Now, Gretchen,’ he said gently, ‘we’ve been over this before. Please call me Alfred.’

Gretchen flushed. Even though she’d been a member of the Whitestone household for seventeen months, she still sometimes forgot to call her guardian by his first name. Addressing an adult so informally – especially one she hadn’t known since girlhood – went against everything she’d been taught by her parents.

Most of her parents’ rules were wrong, she reminded herself, and forced a smile. ‘Yes, Alfred.’

His gaze held hers for a moment longer, his expression serious. ‘I don’t make the request lightly. You’re my daughter in every sense of the word that matters.’

Gretchen swallowed against the sudden tightness in her throat, thinking of her father. He had never said such things to her, but she had known he had loved her by the way he danced with her around the kitchen or sat with her when she woke up from a nightmare. Loving Alfred wasn’t being disloyal to Papa, she reminded herself for the thousandth time. It was finding a way to keep living, no matter what happened. ‘I know,’ she managed to say.

Whitestone blinked several times and turned away, busying himself with the folders in a filing cabinet. ‘You said the study session went well?’

‘Yes. Though the French exam will probably still be dreadful. Anyway, it’s half past six, and Julia must be frantic that the rolls have gone cold by now.’

‘Poor Julia.’ Whitestone locked the cabinet and turned to Gretchen, smiling. Cold rolls were a long-running family joke – Alfred was frequently late to supper, and once had been so wrapped up in work that he’d forgotten about a lavish dinner party his wife was throwing, resulting in the infamous cold-as-rock rolls. ‘We’d best get home, then,’ he added, ushering her out of the office.

Together, they started down the hall. Although Gretchen tried not to see them, she couldn’t help noticing the missing wall tiles, the scuff marks on the floor, the flickering bulbs in the electric light fixtures. Up here on the third floor, far from the probing gazes of potential patients and their families, the clinic’s meager finances showed themselves.

As their footsteps echoed up and down the hall, Gretchen glanced at Alfred. As always, he was his comfortable, dapper self: a thatch of black hair above a square of a face, dark eyes behind gold-rimmed spectacles, and a blue suit that somehow managed to appear freshly pressed although it had been worn all day. He looked just the same as he had when they’d met months ago at her mother’s boardinghouse in Munich. Then he’d been a stranger on sabbatical, wishing to observe the psychological oddity of rising politician Adolf Hitler. He’d planned to write a profile on Hitler for a medical journal, one that would garner him enough professional acclaim that he’d be invited to serve on the staff of a prominent London hospital.

But he’d never written it. In order for her to be safe, she had to remain anonymous, which meant the Whitestones had to, as well. So Alfred had continued trudging along at his job at this mediocre clinic, and kept his article on Hitler locked in a desk drawer. Because he cared for her, she knew.

‘Do you ever regret it?’ she asked as they entered the stairwell. ‘Staying here, I mean, when you could have gotten a job somewhere else.’

‘Of course not.’ Whitestone spoke briskly. ‘If I’d written about Hitler, we could have attracted a lot of attention. We mustn’t give anyone a reason to look at us too closely. Your safety is more important than anything.’

What had she done to warrant such unwavering love and self-sacrifice from this family? There were no ties of blood or years of shared memories between them. But there was something deeper, something she hadn’t experienced until she’d met Daniel.

The thought of her beau relaxed the clenched muscles of her stomach. She pictured his eyes, brown mixed with gold, watching hers while he grinned, the left side of his mouth lifting higher than the right. It’s all right, she heard him saying in his sharp Berliner accent. Nobody but my family knows where we are, and they’ll never tell anyone. He would cup her chin in his hand, propelling her closer until their lips were almost touching, and say the words she desperately wanted to believe. We made it. You’ll never have to see Adolf Hitler again.

She needed him to be right. Because she knew if she and Uncle Dolf met again, he would have her killed immediately. If not for her ‘blood sin’ of loving a Jew, then for the secret she’d uncovered about him. The one that had broken them apart. The thing that ripped her from sleep, night after night, leaving her gasping in the dark, pressing a hand over her mouth so nobody would hear her.

‘We should hurry,’ she said through numb lips. ‘The boys must be hungry.’

They collected spare mackintoshes, umbrellas, and galoshes from the front hall and set off across the damp fields. Light from the clinic’s windows tossed gold onto the ground, turning the drying raindrops to flecks of glitter. About two hundred yards away stood the Whitestones’ home, a large brick house perched alongside a rutted lane that gradually widened as it stretched into the city. On the back porch, Gretchen and Dr Whitestone kicked off their galoshes, then stepped into the warm kitchen where Cook bustled over the Aga stove.

‘Get on with you,’ Cook grumbled. ‘Keeping poor Mrs Whitestone waiting these twenty minutes.’

Gretchen tried not to smile. She found Cook’s complaints soothing, for she heard them at least a couple of times every week, but here no one ever sighed with disapproval or said one thing while meaning another. Unlike Mama.

Her stomach twisted. She joined Dr Whitestone at the sink, gazing at the water sluicing across her hands until her worries about her mother slipped away.

Dr Whitestone took Gretchen’s arm. ‘Come along.’ There was a slight catch in his voice that made her peer at him, but his face was calm.

From the dining room, Gretchen caught a giggle and someone whispering, ‘Hush!’ She frowned. Ordinarily, suppers at the Whitestones’ were noisy affairs, between her three foster brothers chattering about their day, Julia chiding them about their table manners, and the boys’ governess sighing into her soup about yet another stupid comment her beau from the greengrocer’s had made. The quiet felt unnatural.

Was something wrong? Gretchen hurried across the kitchen, hearing Papa’s old warning in her head: Silence means someone’s waiting to hurt you. Had something happened to Julia and the boys? She pushed the dining room door open, ready to run inside, and stopped short.

Paper streamers dangled from the chandelier. Candles flickered from Julia’s best silver candlesticks, which were set on the lace-trimmed tablecloth that normally came out only on Sundays and Christmas. A hand-printed sign reading HAPPY BIRTHDAY GRETCHEN – the boys’ work, no doubt; she recognized the shaky T as Jack’s – had been hung over the green-and-gold-striped wallpaper. Beaming under their party hats were Julia and her three sons, Colin, Andrew, and Jack, aged twelve, ten, and eight like stepping-stones, all flame-haired and freckled like their mother. Sitting next to Julia was Gretchen’s friend Mary. The governess must have been given the night off.

‘Happy birthday!’ they shouted.

‘But …’ Today wasn’t her birthday. She had turned eighteen back in July.

Then she saw Julia’s small frown. Of course. Her old self, Gretchen Müller, had been born on 18 July 1914. Gisela Schröder – the name on the false identity papers she’d bought in Switzerland two autumns ago, when she and Daniel had fled Germany – had been born seven months later, so today, 21 February 1933, was indeed her eighteenth ‘birthday’. She’d kept her real first name, reasoning that no one would look for her here, but she’d assumed parts of the fictitious Gisela’s identity, including her birth date, to fill in the holes in her own.

Confusion wrinkled Mary’s forehead, and the boys looked bewildered. They didn’t know who she truly was, or that it wasn’t her birthday. She had to react, and fast, before they started to wonder at her silence.

‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘This is lovely. I’ve never had a birthday supper before.’ Last year, Julia had tried to give her one, but she’d declined, feeling uncomfortable at the thought of the Whitestones going to that much expense for her. Apparently, Julia hadn’t wanted to give her the chance to refuse again.

‘Never?’ The boys goggled and everybody laughed.

‘It isn’t just supper,’ Julia said. ‘There will be presents and cake afterward.’

Tonight she wore a patterned silk dress and had forced her hair into a sleek chignon, a marked change from her usual tweed skirts, lace-up shoes, and unruly curls. The boys wore their typical short trousers, kneesocks, and sweaters, but everything was clean, without a single stain or rip, practically a miracle in the rambunctious Whitestone household.

Something brilliant and warm unfolded in Gretchen’s chest. They had dressed up for her sake.

‘We have one surprise that won’t wait.’ Julia beamed. ‘You can come in now,’ she called.

Gretchen’s heart leapt. She turned toward the doorway. In the hall beyond the dining room, she glimpsed a tall young man. He moved so fast toward her, he was little more than a blur of a black suit jacket and trousers. But she recognized the muscular line of his shoulders, the confident tilt of his head. Daniel. Everything within her blazed to life.
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GRETCHEN DASHED TO HIM. HOW HAD HE MANAGED to come tonight? He was supposed to be at work, covering a society dance at a local country club for his newspaper. Before she could say a word, he had wrapped an arm around her, pulling her so close that she felt his heartbeat thudding through his jacket. Then he kissed her, a quick peck on the mouth. He pulled back, grinning.

‘Surprised?’ he asked. ‘I traded assignments with another reporter. He’s at the country club tonight, poor soul.’ Daniel dipped his head low, brushing her ear with his lips so only she could hear him. ‘Seeing you has made all the groveling worth it.’

‘Having you here is the best birthday gift I can imagine.’ She stood in the circle of his arm, drinking him in even though she had long ago memorized the sharp planes of his face, the olive tint of his skin, the fall of his dark hair. There was nothing gentle or quiet about him – the first time she had caught sight of him, she had thought she had never seen such fierceness – but in his embrace, she felt protected. As though she could withstand anything, as long as they were together.

Alfred cleared his throat. ‘I take it Daniel’s appearance is a success, then.’

His words pulled Gretchen back to herself. Blushing, she slipped from Daniel’s embrace and introduced him to Mary. They shook hands, her friend’s smile faltering when she glanced at his left arm hanging rigidly by his side.

Gretchen caught her breath. Please don’t say anything, she silently begged. Daniel was still so self-conscious about his injury.

But Mary sat down without another word, and Gretchen exhaled in relief. There was no flush in Daniel’s cheeks as he seated himself across the table. He hadn’t noticed.

Mary nudged Gretchen and wiggled her eyebrows, mouthing, He’s so handsome! Gretchen managed a weak smile. At school tomorrow all of her friends would probably demand to know more about Daniel and why the devil she hadn’t introduced them. She’d have to come up with excuses to fob them off; she could hardly admit that she’d kept them apart on purpose, fearing she and Daniel would slip and say something about their old lives in Germany. Nobody could know who they really were or what they were hiding from.

As Cook came in with the soup, Julia turned to Daniel. ‘Daniel, dear, how’s work?’

‘About what you’d expect.’ The tips of his ears turned red. ‘I’m a reporter at the Oxford Mail,’ he explained to Mary. ‘I write the society column.’

In her lap, Gretchen’s hands tightened into fists, the fingernails cutting into her palms. Although Daniel’s tone was light, she knew how much the words cost him. Working as a society reporter at a daily tabloid was a steep fall from his old job back in Germany at the Munich Post. That paper was one of the last publications left that was unsympathetic to the burgeoning National Socialist Party, and its reporters had been writing investigative articles about Hitler for over a decade.

Every time Daniel had gone to the Post office, he had risked a beating, for Party storm troopers sometimes loitered outside, waiting for a chance to attack him and the other reporters. Despite the danger, Daniel had loved the work: He had believed that he was doing something important.

Now he wrote about high society folks’ clothes and balls and romances. It was a decent job, for it paid enough that he could afford a room in a lodging house in town, and he never went hungry.

He hated it.

‘The job is an excellent starting point,’ Alfred said quickly. Gretchen’s hands uncurled in her lap. Thank goodness for Alfred; he always knew what to say. ‘Just you wait, Daniel – it won’t be long before you prove yourself and all the best editors in England are clamoring to hire you.’

Daniel’s laugh was forced. ‘Thanks, Dr Whitestone. You’re very kind.’

Then Jack started begging Daniel to tell him pirate stories, as he always did, and soon everyone was laughing at Daniel’s tale about Captain Jack sailing the seas, searching for buried treasure. Before Gretchen knew it, they’d eaten the roast beef, creamed potatoes, and peas and were sitting in the parlor, having cake while she opened presents.

She smiled over the hair ribbons and hand-drawn pictures from the boys and the bottle of perfume from Mary. She got a string of pearls, her first grown-up jewelry, from Alfred and Julia, and a German edition of her favorite book, Hermann Hesse’s Siddhartha, from Daniel. He must have scoured the cramped bookshops on High Street to find it. She ran her hands over its leather cover, marveling at its softness, while the metal grille in the fireplace glowed red-hot. Faintly, she heard the telephone ring from the front hall.

‘Do you like it?’ Daniel nodded at the book. ‘I remembered how sad you were that you had to leave your copy behind in Munich.’

How had he remembered something so trivial? ‘I love it,’ she said, smiling at him. ‘It’s perfect.’

He leaned closer. ‘Did you see what Winston Churchill said in today’s paper about the debate at Oxford University?’

She didn’t follow British politics as keenly as Daniel did, and it took her a moment to remember who Churchill was. He’d been a prominent politician during the Great War, but these days, he was a writer and a benchwarmer in the House of Commons, a position so inconsequential that he no longer had any say in policy decisions. The only reason she knew that much was because Daniel had to write about him for the society pages whenever he visited his cousin, the Duke of Marlborough, at nearby Blenheim Palace.

‘The debate?’ she asked, dredging through her memories. On the other side of the room, the boys had clustered around the coffee table, begging Julia for another slice of cake, and Alfred was asking Mary about school. ‘Do you mean that talk at the university a couple of weeks ago?’

‘Yes, when the students debated whether or not Englishmen have a responsibility to fight if there’s ever another world war.’ Daniel fished a newspaper clipping out of his pocket and handed it to her. ‘Look what Churchill said about it.’

She read the smudged newsprint:

Mr Churchill recently spoke at a meeting of the Anti-Socialist and Anti-Communist Union, saying, ‘My thoughts fasten on Germany, where the rumors about Jewish persecution and possible pogroms have grown louder since Mr Hitler slunk into office last month. I understand the Nazis better than most in England, for I was recently in Munich, where the Nazis tried to bring about a meeting between me and their leader. Hitler wants war. And we ignore him at our peril.’

It had happened at last, what Daniel had wanted for so long and despaired of ever hearing: an English politician had spoken scathingly about Germany’s new chancellor. When she and Daniel had first arrived in England, they’d been certain someone influential would listen to their warnings about Hitler. On his days off, Daniel had taken the train to London and loitered outside the Houses of Parliament. As soon as the politicians ambled out, he dashed after them, saying he had important information that would gravely affect their foreign relation policies.

A few of the men had stopped, listening with polite smiles, then thanked Daniel and advised him to write to his local MP instead. Most of them hadn’t broken stride. It had taken Daniel months to accept the truth: nobody wanted to listen. They were too desperate to hold onto this fragile peace. Too worn down by the years of want and economic depression and hungry bellies. They would placate Hitler for the promise of quiet lives, full stomachs, steady jobs.

She looked up to find Daniel watching her. ‘Finally,’ he said, ‘someone in England understands how dangerous Hitler is.’

‘At last,’ Gretchen said with relief, then paused, biting her lip. ‘But everyone says he’s a has-been. What difference can he possibly make?’

‘I don’t know. We could go to his house in Kent – that’s not so far away – and tell him what we know about Hitler.’ Daniel’s face lit up at the thought.

Gretchen’s heart sank. She had hoped that Daniel had finally accepted that English politicians weren’t interested in listening to them. Even if Mr Churchill was willing to meet with them, he couldn’t have Hitler removed from his chancellorship post. The best thing she and Daniel could do for themselves was move on.

‘Can’t we forget about Hitler just for tonight?’ Gretchen said.

Daniel’s face fell. ‘Of course.’ He took the clipping back, pasting on a smile. ‘You deserve to be happy, especially on your birthday.’

Cook appeared at the door. ‘I beg your pardon, Mrs Whitestone.’ The words squeezed out between each rapid breath. ‘Mr Cohen’s landlady just rang.’ Her gaze skittered to Daniel. ‘She said she would have gotten word to you sooner, sir, but you were out of the office all afternoon on an assignment.’

Daniel had been crumpling up the discarded wrapping paper. His left hand convulsed around the ball of red gift wrap, a sure sign that the damaged nerves beneath his skin were turning to fire. ‘Why does she need to talk to me? What’s happened?’

Gretchen went still.

‘You received a telegram, sir,’ Cook said. Her hands fluttered around her sides. ‘Your landlady wouldn’t have thought anything of it except … Well, sir, it’s a foreign telegram.’ She hesitated. ‘It’s from Germany.’

A hush fell over the parlor. Daniel jumped up. His face had gone sheet-white. ‘What did it say?’

His voice was so hoarse, Gretchen scarcely recognized it. She understood his concern: telegrams were expensive, and his family would only have paid for one if they had needed to get in touch with Daniel immediately. There was no one else in Germany who knew where he lived. Something important must have happened.

Nerves twisted in Gretchen’s stomach as she rose. Cook said, ‘Mr Cohen, your landlady didn’t want to read your mail. I’m afraid I’ve told you all I know.’

Gretchen took Daniel’s good hand in hers, but he didn’t seem to notice, turning instead to Alfred and saying shakily, ‘Please, can you take me back now? I need to see the telegram straightaway.’ He didn’t wait for Alfred’s response, glancing around the room, his eyes unfocused. ‘I apologize for breaking up the party.’

‘You must go at once,’ Gretchen said. ‘Shall I come with you?’

‘No. Stay, enjoy the party.’ When he leaned forward to press his mouth to her cheek, his touch felt so light she might have imagined it. ‘I’m sure it’s nothing,’ he murmured in her ear. ‘Maybe it’s good news. Perhaps one of my sisters is getting married.’

Somehow she managed to pull her lips into a smile. ‘Maybe,’ she agreed. ‘Tell me as soon as you can.’

He nodded and squeezed her hand. The flurry of leave-taking began: Cook fetching Daniel’s and Mary’s coats, everyone shaking hands and saying farewell, the little boys bouncing around like tops from too much cake and excitement. Then Daniel, Mary, and Alfred were gone, the front door creaking shut behind them. Gretchen stood in the parlor, listening to her guardian’s car rumble to life in the lane alongside the house, its tires crunching over the gravel drive as it took Daniel away.

That night, alone in her bedroom, she rested her head on the door. The smooth coolness of the wood was soothing. From down the hall, she heard the boys going to bed: the splash of water in a basin, the rustle of sheets being turned back, the low murmur of Julia’s voice as she read them a story.

Downstairs, Cook hummed as she scrubbed the supper dishes, and a sudden burst of static, followed by classical music, sounded from the parlor. Alfred must be listening to the wireless. When he’d returned from dropping off Daniel and Mary half an hour ago, she’d been waiting for him, desperate for news. But he’d shaken his head, saying Daniel had preferred to go to his room and read the telegram by himself. Surely he’d get in touch with her tomorrow.

Gretchen had nodded, her throat tightening. What could have happened? Was his family all right? She knew he missed them terribly. Sometimes he said that he felt as though he had no family anywhere, with his parents and sisters hundreds of miles away in Berlin. She understood how he felt: she had no real family left, either, except for her mother, since her father and brother, Reinhard, had been killed. With seventeen months of silence between her and Mama, she supposed they might as well be dead to each other, too.

She looked around her bedroom. It seemed the same, untouched by her nerves. Safe. She loved the feather bed covered by a flowered duvet, the simple maple wardrobe, the walls papered with pink roses, the cheap reproduction prints of all the artists Hitler despised: Klee, Kandinsky, and Picasso, the colors bright, the shapes surreal. They reminded her of a drawing she’d made in her primary school’s art class. When she’d shown it to Hitler, he’d sighed, saying, Whoever paints the sky green and the grass blue is feebleminded. She’d burst into tears and thrown it into the kitchen stove.

Well, he didn’t make her decisions anymore. She slipped her revolver out of her schoolbag and put it in the cardboard box on top of the wardrobe, where it was too high for the maid to dust.

It was a pity she couldn’t practice shooting, but she couldn’t risk her guardians finding out that she’d secretly bought the gun last summer with the pin money she’d made watching a neighbor’s children. They would never understand why she needed it. To her, owning a revolver was as necessary as air. When she’d been growing up in Hitler’s inner circle, she’d never met a Party man who didn’t carry a knife or a pistol. Uncle Dolf himself was one of the best marksmen in Munich and he had taught her how to shoot when she was small.

Her heart started to pound. But instead of sliding to the floor and covering her face with her hands, as she used to do, she stared at herself in the mirror and said the words that she forced herself to say every night. ‘Adolf Hitler killed Papa.’

Saying them didn’t change anything; Hitler had still gotten away with murdering her father nine years ago. All because Papa had known that Uncle Dolf had been diagnosed as a psychopath – a diagnosis that Gretchen doubted her father had believed – when they’d recovered at the same military hospital during the Great War. Hitler had been terrified that the information would destroy his burgeoning political career.

And so he’d shot Papa during a street fight between the National Socialists and the state police, gambling that no one would notice in the confusion. As usual, he’d been lucky. It wasn’t until two summers ago, when Gretchen had met Daniel and they had investigated her father’s death, that she’d realized the man she’d adored for years was a criminal.

Now she bit her lip to keep the tears at bay. Saying the truth didn’t change what had happened. But every time she said the words to herself, she felt stronger.

Since the last time she had seen Hitler, he had lost the presidential election, but the National Socialists had continued to surge in the polls, and last month President Hindenburg had appointed Hitler to the chancellorship, the second highest position in the country and his due as head of the largest political party in Germany. He was powerful now, more powerful than in the years she’d known him, except in one crucial way: he didn’t own her anymore.

She changed into her nightdress and snapped off the lamp, plunging the room into a blackness broken only by the slivers of moonlight showing through the curtain. Whatever news had been in Daniel’s telegram, she prayed it had nothing to do with the nightmares of their past.
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DANIEL STILL HADN’T TELEPHONED BY THE TIME Gretchen left for school the next morning, and some of the tension melted from her shoulders. If the news had been dire, he would have told her. Everything must be all right.

When the dismissal bell rang, she slowly put her books in her schoolbag, wishing she didn’t have to leave. Here she always felt normal, surrounded by the simple majesty of science, the smooth logic of mathematics, the precision of Latin. Every question had an answer. Unlike the questions that tormented her about her old life.

As she wove between the girls in the corridor, she caught snatches of their conversations – tonight’s assignment on The Merchant of Venice, the French teacher’s too-tight blouse, the sixth-form girl who’d been caught in a pub with a university undergraduate – but the words brushed against her like butterflies’ wings, soft and barely felt. If only she could giggle and chatter as easily as the other girls. Sometimes forcing a laugh or a lighthearted comment required more energy than she could manage. She wasn’t like her classmates, and she never would be.

It didn’t matter, she told herself as she reached the front hall. In a few months, she would graduate and enroll at a university, so she could become a psychoanalyst. More than anything else, she wanted to heal diseased minds. She hadn’t been able to help or change her brother – the whole family had been trapped in the twisting tunnels of Reinhard’s brain, afraid to risk angering him – but she could save others. After seeing the patients at Alfred’s clinic, she now understood that many mentally ill people weren’t violent, unlike her brother. But surely there were more like him, cold and sadistic, who liked torturing family members for sport. She wanted to help them all.

Outside the weak strains of February sunlight touched the bicycle she’d left leaning on the brick building. As she hopped astride, Mary appeared beside her, out of breath, her coat unbuttoned over her blue school uniform.

‘Where are you off to?’ she asked.

‘I’m going to see if Daniel’s home,’ Gretchen said. ‘If he has an evening assignment, he takes an hour or two off in the afternoon to spend with me.’

A grin creased Mary’s round face. ‘Then I shan’t keep you. But I’ll want all the details tomorrow. Especially how you managed to keep such a gorgeous fellow under wraps for so long. We all knew you had a beau, but I’d no idea he was so splendid! Does he have any friends?’

Gretchen smiled, thinking of the graduate students who lived in Daniel’s lodging house: hard-bitten, coffee- and gin-swilling young men who were far more interested in garnering top marks and landing high-paying jobs someday in the City than in the proper students at a girls’ school.

‘Yes, but they’re not what you’d call your cup of tea.’

‘Lucky you, then, for catching such a delicious drink.’ Mary paused. ‘Is he ill? Because of his arm, I mean.’ She flushed as Gretchen looked at her. ‘It’s none of my business, but I couldn’t help noticing.’

‘He’s fine,’ Gretchen said quickly. There was no way she could tell Mary the truth – that some National Socialists had beaten Daniel right before they’d fled from Munich. Going to a hospital would have been only a temporary reprieve before Hitler’s men found them. By the time they’d reached Switzerland, Daniel had insisted he was much better and they should reserve their dwindling money for false identification papers, not doctors’ fees. The whole time his bruised muscles had swelled, pressing against the skin until the cells died, leaving his arm hanging uselessly by his side. Then the muscles had slowly atrophied, contracting until his arm was little more than blood and bone.

‘Oh, so he’ll be getting better, then.’ Mary brightened. ‘That’s a relief!’

‘The nerve damage is permanent, I’m afraid,’ Gretchen said. Now that she was finally talking about the matter with someone else, the story rushed out. ‘Alfred took him to a specialist in London last summer. The doctor said Daniel’s lucky to have any use of his arm at all. Some days, his arm feels numb. Other times, it feels as though it’s been set on fire. The pain will come and go for the rest of his life.’

‘How dreadful!’ Mary put a hand to her mouth. ‘He must be very brave, to cope with such an awful injury.’

‘He’s the bravest person I know.’ Gretchen leaned across the bicycle handlebars to squeeze Mary’s hand. She wished they could whisper and giggle about Daniel like ordinary school chums, lying on the rug in Mary’s room, flipping through magazines, half listening to the wireless, talking about boys and whatever came into their heads. Just as she and her old best friend, Eva, used to do.

A lump rose in her throat. She and Eva were lost to each other now, as they must be, and no amount of crying or praying would change that. Swallowing hard, she released Mary’s hand.

‘You’re a good friend,’ she said. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

Mary smiled uncertainly. ‘Are you all right? You look sad.’

Forcing a smile, Gretchen nodded. She was as all right as she ever could be. After bidding Mary good-bye, she pedaled down the narrow street lined with a jumble of stone and stucco buildings, past a couple of housewives pushing prams and some university undergraduates wearing their required long black robes. Overhead, clouds choked the sky, gilding the shop windows and the black automobiles crawling down the avenue with silver.

Daniel lived in a narrow, three-story house on Iffley Road. Gretchen left her bicycle leaning against the front steps and rang the bell. After a moment, the door opened and Daniel’s landlady, a middle-aged woman in a tweed skirt and green sweater set, peered out at her. She didn’t smile, as she usually did.

‘Oh, Miss Whitestone, please come in.’ She ushered Gretchen into a parlor crowded with old-fashioned furniture and around a wooden table so wide that Gretchen had to walk sideways to reach the sofa. Daniel often joked that he was afraid to breathe in there or risk breaking one of Mrs Mitchell’s precious things.

Gretchen folded her hands in her lap, waiting for Mrs Mitchell to go to the foot of the stairs and call to Daniel to come down, as she usually did. Instead, she went to the desk in the corner, unlocked a drawer, and took out an envelope.

‘Mr Cohen asked me to give you this,’ she said, crossing the room and pressing the envelope into Gretchen’s hand. ‘I’ll give you a moment to read it.’

She strode from the room, leaving Gretchen staring after her in confusion. Daniel had never left a note for her before. She tore open the envelope.

My Gretchen,

Aaron was attacked. He’s in the hospital and the doctors aren’t sure if he’ll survive.

She gasped. She remembered Aaron Pearlman, Daniel’s cousin, so well. He’d let her stay with him and his sister, Ruth, for a night, when she’d had nowhere else to go. She turned back to the letter.

The National Socialists were having a parade through Munich. Apparently, nowadays everyone is supposed to salute as they go past. But Aaron didn’t. Several of the National Socialists left the parade and beat him in the street, while others watched and did nothing. Ruth screamed at them to stop, and they only laughed at her. The doctors say he has massive internal injuries.

I must go back. By the time you read this, I’ll have already left. The men who beat Aaron need to be brought to justice. Don’t worry – I’ll be careful. I’ll use my false papers, and I’ll contact my old colleagues at the Munich Post. They have a far-flung network of informants, and if anyone knows who’s responsible, they will. Once I have the men’s names, I’ll give them to Ruth, so she can tell the police. I don’t know if they’ll arrest the guilty men, as there are plenty of National Socialists on the police force. But I’ll have done something, at least. I can’t live with myself if I don’t try.

I will come back to you as soon as I can.

Your Daniel

The paper shook in her hands. Returning to Munich was suicide. Daniel couldn’t hope to sneak back into the city undetected; surely his face was too well known. As the despised Jew who’d dared to fall in love with Hitler’s ‘sunshine’, he would be hunted down and killed.

She read the letter a second time, as if by seeing the words again she could somehow change their meaning. Daniel had written in German, even though they’d been careful to talk only in English since they’d disembarked from the ship at Dover months ago, tired and hungry and with only nine pounds between them. No possessions, no spare clothes, nothing but each other and the false identification papers they’d paid so much to get. Gretchen’s dry eyes burned. And now Daniel had plunged back into the nightmare.

She got up and stumbled out of the parlor and down the front steps. Her legs were trembling so badly she could barely clamber onto the bicycle. She pedaled down the road, heading northeast, toward home, all of her movements automatic. Dimly, she heard automobiles gliding past and the rattle of a pram’s wheels on the pavement. Daniel’s letter rustled in her coat pocket.

Somehow she got back to the Whitestones’ house, although she couldn’t remember bicycling there. Moving like an automaton, she went through the parlor, where Julia, the governess, and the boys stopped talking to stare at her. The effort to lift each foot onto the next step seemed like too much, but she managed to get up them and into her room. Then she curled into a ball on her bed and let the tears come.

What if Daniel made a mistake – trusted the wrong person, walked down a street where somebody recognized him, or forgot to respond to his false name, Leopold? There were so many things that could go wrong.

She had to concentrate on the flow of air in and out of her lungs, just so she could breathe. In her mind, she saw Daniel flashing his confident, lopsided grin, and her heart ached. Daniel wasn’t who she had thought she wanted, when they had met. But he was who she needed. Now and always, he was who she needed.

The door opened, but Gretchen just pressed her wet cheek to the bedspread, rounding her shoulders, as if she could pull herself into her own private grief. The mattress dipped as someone sat down next to her.

‘What’s happened?’ It was Julia’s voice. She smoothed Gretchen’s hair from her face, just as Gretchen used to wish her own mother would do. Gretchen closed her eyes, clinging to the sensation of Julia’s fingers, light and cool on her scalp, and the whole story streamed out.

When she had finished, there was silence for a moment. Then Julia sighed. ‘He’ll return as quickly as he can. Daniel loves you with his whole heart. Alfred and I knew that from the moment you two showed up on our doorstep.’ She laughed a little. ‘I’ll never forget the sight of you – so pale and skinny and exhausted. It was obvious Daniel was in terrible pain, but he wouldn’t let Alfred inspect his arm until he saw that I’d gotten you something to eat.’

She hesitated. ‘You’re lucky, Gretchen, to have a young man who places his duty to his family above his own safety and happiness. There aren’t many who would be so brave. He’ll be back before you’ve had time to miss him.’

Shaking her head, Gretchen said nothing. Julia didn’t understand. How could she, when she had never attended a Party rally in the Circus Krone where the hundreds of people in the audience roared, ‘Sieg Heil, Sieg Heil!’ or lingered over coffee at Café Heck, listening to Hitler go on and on about his future plans? I shall do the thing the rest of the world would like to do, he’d muttered to one of his comrades while she’d traced the wet circle left by her glass on the table, sixteen and bored. They don’t know how to get rid of the Jews. I will teach them.

If Hitler found Daniel, he would show him no mercy.

‘Rest,’ Julia said. ‘Everything will seem better in the morning.’

But nothing would be different tomorrow; Daniel would still be gone. Gretchen opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. Beside her, Julia murmured reassuringly and smoothed her hair. They stayed that way for a long time.

Six days dragged past. At breakfast, Gretchen half listened to the wireless and scoured the morning newspapers, reading every article about Germany, searching the tiny print for Daniel’s name without finding it. During the day, she lost herself in her lessons and could almost forget Daniel had left. But then the memory of Daniel’s leaving would crash over her like a wave, pinning her to the ocean floor.

After school, she slumped on the parlor sofa, staring at the same geometry problem, willing her frozen brain to work. Alfred and Julia were listening to the wireless. From the kitchen, Gretchen heard Cook humming as she prepared supper, and thumps and shrieks of laughter drifted downstairs from the nursery. It should have felt like an ordinary afternoon, but everything seemed unfamiliar, the mundane routine transformed by Daniel’s absence.

The tinny voice from the wireless sliced into her thoughts. ‘Germans are in a state of shock today,’ he was saying.

Gretchen bolted upright. ‘What did he say?’

Julia set down her knitting, concern etched on her face. ‘Gretchen, are you all right—’

‘Shh!’ Alfred leaned forward. ‘We need to hear this.’

The announcer continued in a smooth voice, ‘At nine o’clock last night, February the twenty-seventh, Berlin was the target of a terrorist attack heard around the world. Person or persons unknown set fire to the Reichstag, the building where the German legislative assembly convene. According to some sources, the fire may be the work of either the Nazis or the Communists, Germany’s two most powerful political parties. For our listeners who don’t follow German politics, the parties are bitter rivals and have battled each other for supremacy in the Reichstag for the past few years.’

Gretchen barely breathed, afraid to miss a single word.

‘Today, President Hindenburg and Chancellor Hitler declared a state of emergency and issued the Decree of the Reich President for the Protection of the People and the State,’ the announcer went on. ‘The decree suspends all major civil liberties, including freedom of expression, freedom of the press, and freedom to assemble. Letters, telephone calls, and telegrams may be intercepted by the police at any time. We have been told that there is widespread panic in the streets of Berlin, and its residents fear more imminent terrorist attacks.’

The announcer paused for breath and then launched into another story. Gretchen’s mouth had gone as dry as sand. Was Hitler responsible for the fire? Throughout her childhood, the Communists had been the National Socialists’ fiercest opponents, and Hitler despised them. He had taught her that Communism was like an infectious disease spreading down from the vast Russian steppes. A political system designed by Jews meant to enslave non-Jewish nations, he used to say, tapping her nose playfully.

‘My God,’ Alfred said in a hushed voice. ‘Gretchen, do you think Hitler is behind this?’

‘Maybe.’ She knew too well that he would stop at nothing, even murder, to advance his political career. Now, in one night, he had been granted two of his most fervent wishes: a means to destroy the Communists and to monitor the German population. Thanks to this presidential decree, nobody was assured of any privacy in Germany.

And that meant no letters from Daniel. He wouldn’t contact her for he wouldn’t want anyone to read his mail and learn her location. Thank God he was in Munich, hundreds of miles from the chaos in Berlin. But that was no guarantee he was safe.

Julia crossed the room to sit next to her. ‘Hitler can’t hope to get away with it,’ she said firmly. ‘Sooner or later, people will realize how wicked he is and have him removed from office.’

Gretchen couldn’t find her voice. Maybe Julia was right, but what if Daniel was in trouble right now? He could be dead or imprisoned, and she had no way of finding out.

Somehow, Gretchen managed to slog through her lessons, bicycle home, sit in her bedroom staring at blank pieces of paper that should have been covered with her homework assignments. She read every newspaper she could get her hands on, but none of the articles about Germany mentioned Daniel’s name. They focused on the Reichstag blaze instead. A twenty-four-year-old named Marinus van der Lubbe had been arrested on the scene. As he was half blind, it seemed impossible that he could have set the fire by himself, and no one else had been accused yet.

The information gave Gretchen pause. If Hitler had ordered the fire set in an effort to frame the Communists and create a national emergency suspending civil liberties, then wouldn’t he have chosen a better scapegoat? It didn’t make sense. The sensation of déjà vu swept over her. Something about this fire seemed familiar, but she couldn’t pinpoint what it was. As far as she could recall, Hitler hadn’t been mixed up in arson before. She was too worried about Daniel, though, to puzzle over it further.

At school, nobody asked what she thought of the mysterious fire in her homeland, although several of her friends wanted to know how Daniel was faring and when he would be back. She shrugged, too heartsick to answer.

‘Now, Gretchen,’ Mary said five days later, linking their arms and guiding Gretchen away from the cluster of girls on the school’s front steps, ‘you needn’t put up a brave front with me and the other girls. It’s obvious what’s happened to Daniel.’

Gretchen started in surprise. ‘It is?’

‘Of course.’ Mary gave her a sad smile. ‘He’s gone back to Germany to live, hasn’t he? I daresay he’s awfully handsome, but there are plenty of other fellows out there, and any of them would be lucky to have you. Just wait. It won’t be long before you’ve forgotten all about him and moved on to somebody else.’

A hysterical laugh bubbled in Gretchen’s chest. This was what her friends thought she was worried about? That Daniel had broken things off with her? How little the English understood what was happening in her country. In a way, she supposed she couldn’t blame them – the terrorist attack in Berlin must seem like a dream to them, here in their snug homes, where they had enough coal to warm them and food to fill their bellies.

Many people in Oxford were poor, too, for the Depression had struck here, as well. But they didn’t know how it felt to see the streets of their city swarming with men in different political party uniforms, truncheons in their hands. They didn’t know how it felt to watch one shoddily constructed government after another collapse, and to go to bed hungry most nights while your parents wept because they didn’t have the money to feed you.

Gretchen’s eyes met Mary’s, which were shining and sympathetic. She pushed her laugh down deep inside. It wasn’t Mary’s fault that she didn’t understand.

‘Thanks,’ she said. Mary beamed and they returned to their cluster of friends to talk about the upcoming geometry exam.

When she got home, Gretchen slipped into the front hall and leaned against the wall. It was a relief to be alone, where she didn’t have to paste on fake smiles for anyone’s benefit, answer Julia and Alfred’s concerned questions about Daniel – No, I’ve heard nothing yet – or smile at her friends’ misguided concern. She could clutch her throbbing head in her hands, praying that she would get something from Daniel, a letter, a telegram, anything to let her know that he was all right. Even though part of her knew he wouldn’t dare getting in touch with her.

From upstairs, she heard the boys shrieking with laughter. Sighing, she automatically reached for the pile of afternoon post on a side table. Nothing from Daniel. But her hand paused over the final envelope, where ‘Miss Whitestone’ had been written in unfamiliar script.

She ripped it open. It was from Daniel’s editor at the Oxford Mail, saying that he had received a strange telegram this morning from Munich and was enclosing it in hopes that she would be able to decipher it.

Her heart surged into her throat. She pulled the telegram from the envelope.

They know the Lion has returned.

The Lion – it must be a code word for Daniel. He’d been named for the Old Testament Daniel, who’d been thrown into a den of lions. Only a friend would have known that.

Lion wanted for murder in Berlin. Not seen in days.

Possibly dead.
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A CRY BURST FROM GRETCHEN’S THROAT. HER MIND seemed to have frozen; all she could think over and over was no. She stared at her fingers, tightened to white on the telegram; somehow they looked unreal.

From the kitchen, she heard Julia asking if she was all right, but her mouth wouldn’t work. Dead. She wouldn’t believe it.

She flipped the telegram over and shook the envelope upside down, as if there might be another piece of paper, something that said this had all been a terrible mistake, and Daniel was fine and on his way back to England even now. But there was nothing else except for the name of the man who had sent the telegram, typed neatly under the message: Fritz Gerlich.

Then there was no mistake. Herr Gerlich was the anti-National Socialist journalist whom Daniel liked and respected more than any other. Although they hadn’t worked together, they admired each other greatly. She still remembered his quiet gaze and soft voice. He wouldn’t have written this telegram unless he was certain it was true.

Something about the message swam to the front of her consciousness. She stared at the telegram again. Why would Daniel be wanted for murder in Berlin? He was incapable of killing, of course, and he was in Munich, hundreds of miles from the capital.

She took a deep breath but the pressure in her chest didn’t ease. This must be how the National Socialists planned to get rid of him. They’d found out that he was back in Germany, but they mustn’t have been able to find him or they’d simply kill him. Instead, they’d set the police on his trail. Thoughts blew about her head like leaves in a windstorm. Focus, she ordered herself. Falling apart wouldn’t help Daniel.

She began to pace. Daniel had been spotted by his enemies, but they hadn’t captured him. Somehow, he’d managed to get away. Perhaps he’d used his old sources to help him – when he’d worked as a reporter in Munich, he’d had a network of contacts throughout the city, including in the police force. Maybe someone had tipped him off about the upcoming arrest. He was too clever not to understand his precarious position. He was brave, but he wasn’t reckless.

He would have gone underground. He might still be alive.

Gretchen stopped pacing. There was no decision to make; no options to consider. She knew what she had to do.

Julia’s heels clicked on the floor as she hurried into the room, with Alfred close behind. ‘What is it?’ Alfred asked. ‘We were just having tea when we heard you cry out. Are you hurt?’

Her hands shook as she handed him the telegram. ‘It’s Daniel. I have to go to him.’

Alfred and Julia scanned the telegram, then looked up as one, their faces pale. ‘I’ll get in touch with the police in Munich,’ Alfred said, ‘and see what we can find out.’

‘They won’t tell you anything!’ Gretchen shouted. ‘Many of them are National Socialists!’ She took a deep breath, struggling to lower her voice. ‘I have to do it. There’s nobody else.’

Alfred’s face seemed to crumple. ‘Absolutely not! It’s far too dangerous.’

‘Darling.’ Julia laid her hand on his arm. ‘She loves him,’ she said quietly. ‘And I think Gretchen will go, whether we give her permission or not. Don’t make this harder than it already is.’

He started to argue, but Gretchen barely heard him. She made for the stairs, calling back, ‘Daniel’s in trouble. And I’m going after him.’

Gretchen raced to the wardrobe in her bedroom and flung its doors open. What did she need? Her old false papers, and a few changes of clothing, nothing too English looking, pleated skirts and silk blouses and woolen stockings. She grabbed clothes off hangers and tossed them onto the bed. Money. She had thirty pounds saved, not nearly enough, and it was at the bank. Here at home, she had only a couple of half crowns in her purse.

No matter. She’d figure something out. She was leaving tonight.

She stood on a chair to reach the cardboard box she’d hidden on top of the wardrobe. Inside the box, the revolver gleamed dully. She tested its weight in her hand. About two pounds and eleven inches long. She would have preferred a smaller pistol, like the Walther that Hitler had used to teach her. But the Webley Mk IV wasn’t bad – she could inflict tremendous damage with this weapon.

She pulled a suitcase out from under her bed and tossed the unloaded revolver and a box of .455 caliber bullets inside. It’d been months since she’d fired a gun, but she wasn’t worried about her aim. Hitler had taught her too well for her to be rusty.

Just as he had taught her to fight before her opponent had a chance. Strength lies not in defense but in attack, he used to say as they pushed her brother’s toy soldiers across the carpet. This time, she would take his advice, she decided as she folded clothes. She would remember everything he’d told her and use it to keep herself alive.

Two hours later, Alfred drove her through the deepening blue-black of twilight to the train station. Gretchen watched the familiar streets, with their long rows of brick and stone houses, rise up and fall away. Alfred had argued with her for a long time. He’d shouted it was foolhardy; an invitation to death. Nothing he’d said had changed her mind. She’d made her decision.

In the end, when Alfred had realized that she wouldn’t stay and she’d promised again and again to be careful, he’d relented. Julia had said that Gretchen should change her appearance as much as possible, and colored her honey-blond hair brown with Cook’s hair dye. While the strands were still wet, she had cut them into a bob hairstyle that barely reached Gretchen’s ears. Gretchen had watched her transformation in the mirror without a word. Between the pink powder on her cheeks and the sleek cap of brown hair, she looked like a flapper: modern and daring, so unlike the proper National Socialist girl she had once been.

There were some things, though, that couldn’t be changed: the shape of her face, the color of her eyes, the curve of her mouth. Hitler would still recognize her. Of that, she had no doubt. Over the years, he’d watched her grow and change, and he had a photographic memory. No amount of time or cosmetics would confuse him. Just as she would recognize him, regardless of how much he might alter his appearance. He could change the cut of his hair, shave off his smudge of a mustache, gain one hundred pounds. It didn’t matter. She would always know the brilliant blue of his eyes.

At last, she’d stood in the front hall, clutching a suitcase, while the boys trooped in to say good-bye. As she had hugged them, Gretchen felt their small bodies shaking from sobs. She hadn’t been able to keep hers back anymore. This family, with their questions about her day over supper, their smiles when she earned good marks, their laughter when she and the boys chased one another in the garden – this family was exactly what she had once thought she couldn’t have. Saying good-bye to them felt as though she were ripping away a piece of herself.

In the seat beside hers, Alfred cleared his throat. ‘Julia and I want you to have this.’ He nodded at the leather wallet lying between them. ‘It’s five hundred pounds. We’ve been saving it for you, to go toward your university schooling and setting up your own psychoanalytical practice someday. It should cover your expenses.’

Five hundred pounds – it was more money than she’d ever seen in her life. And these people, who had no obligations toward her, no ties beyond simple affection, wanted to give it to her. Tears burned her eyes, and although she opened her mouth, she couldn’t say a word. Alfred seemed to understand, for he smiled a little. ‘All we ask is that you come back to us. We couldn’t bear it if something happened to you.’

The lump in her throat hardened into a rock and she whispered, ‘Thank you.’

At the train station, the platform was crowded with university students heading to London for an evening out, and tired-looking mothers with small children, eager to get to their country homes after a long day shopping in the city.

As a train whistle screamed in the distance, Alfred clasped Gretchen’s hand. ‘You’ll need to be strong,’ he said. ‘Going back won’t be easy on you, and I don’t mean only the physical danger.’

She raised her chin, pretending a confidence she didn’t feel. ‘I’m fine,’ she lied.

Alfred raised his eyebrows. ‘I’m afraid,’ he said quietly, ‘that if you return to Munich, you’ll have to cope with memories that you aren’t yet ready to relive. You’ve undergone significant emotional trauma. Having to confront it again may be more than you can bear. I wish you would stay. But I know you won’t.’

As the crowd swelled around them, jostling them closer together, Alfred gripped her hand tighter. ‘Remember everything I’ve taught you about psychology. Use it to anticipate how others might act. It could be your best protection.’

‘I promise.’ She wished she knew how to thank him for everything he had done.

There was so much pain in his face. He wouldn’t kiss her, she knew – he was too reserved for that – and so she pecked him on the cheek. The air filled with the squeal of brakes as the train pulled into the station. ‘I know I’ve never called you “Father,”’ she said, ‘but you have been one to me.’

His eyes looked damp. ‘You’d better hurry. Get yourself a decent seat.’

She joined the crush of passengers boarding the train. Once she’d found a third-class seat, she watched Alfred through the window. He walked back and forth on the platform, shoulders hunched beneath his overcoat, head downcast. Miserable. Gretchen had to hug her purse to her chest, so she had something to hold onto. The train lurched forward, picking up speed until Alfred was only a dot in the distance and then he was nothing at all.
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