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Introduction:

The war is over at long last, and the streets of our cities are beginning to fill with the sounds and faces of men again as they return from Europe and the Pacific theaters of war.  And along with them are coming home the thousands of women who also served during the war, mainly as nurses, for women were not allowed to be armed or fight no matter how close they were to the front lines.

There has also been a big change is Carrie Meaway’s and my relationship. Oh we are still an item, after spending four years at Jones College as roommates, and as co-valedictorians of our class, we are attending law school at different schools.  

We have undertaken this separation at the suggestion, of not our parents, but of our mentor, Ruth Heinsburg Esq. Carrie and I have both clerked at her law firm since our freshmen year, during breaks and summer months.  Ruth feels it would be good for both of us to attend different law schools, for a couple of reasons: to make names for ourselves and to get different perspectives on the law that we can use in the future.

So while Carrie is in Washington at Georgetown University, I stayed pretty close to home and attending Harvard Law. We worked out a way to manage to meet every month for a weekend at least in New York City, where we can partake of the activities in the village, and be among friends and women and men with similar feeling and beliefs.

As we had established, what  seems like long ago, both of us have been free to date other women, and have during our relationship, and to date, neither of us has found anyone else we would really rather be with.  
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The day I have long thought about, finally happened last month.  I graduated from Harvard Law, as the number 1 ranked female in my class, and now have my law degree.  I am so looking forward to being able to practice law, in exactly the field I have always wanted, which is women’s rights issues, but first there is a little issue known as passing my Bar Exam in three months.

In the mean time Ruth has set me up with a pro bona project, not specifically regarding women’s rights, but the right of an entire race of people to have a place to call home, even though it has been their home since the time of Moses, there are still people who want them all dead.

Those that survived the concentration camp of Nazi Germany, and who were lucky enough to get passage to Jerusalem, have had to fight continually for their very right to exist, on the lands given to them once by God, and now by the United Nations.  It is a little hard to fathom, for a wealthy Irish Protestant girl, why anyone would fight time and time again, for what is mainly desert, with a few cities thrown in here and there.  Even though I should be able to since the problem has existed in my native land of Ireland, but since I was born and raised in the United States, I have been isolated from the issues between the Protestants’ and Catholics in Ireland.  

I’ve read the stories in the bible and marvel at how many wars have been fought over this land, and how the Jewish people cling to this strip of land along the Mediterranean Sea, surrounded on the three remaining sides by people of Arab decent, whom are mostly followers of Mohammad, and have no love in their hearts for the people of Israel, no matter where they may live. 

I have watched in mild astonishment, as people of wealth, business leaders, and bankers have uprooted their families, and forsaken their safe lives in the United States and have relocated back to the small strip of land that they call the Promised Land and home to all Israelites.

I will be working as part of a team of 6 lawyers, 2 from the US, one from the UK, one from France, and 2 Jewish lawyers.  Of which only two of us are women, I and a young Jewish lawyer, whom like me just graduated from NYU Law School, and is waiting to take her Bar Exam also. 

I called her today, after I got settled into my room at the rooming house, and asked if she would like to meet for dinner tonight, so that we could talk and get to know one another before the meeting and discussions began on Monday.  I was very happy that she agreed to have dinner with me, and even more happy when she suggested that we meet at a jazz club in the east village.  I had been there before with Carrie, and knew the clientele would think nothing to two women sitting and having dinner together, and would actually allow us to just sit and talk.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter – 2


[image: ]


As agreed, we met at a drug store two doors down from the jazz club.  I was very please with my first sight of Zohar. She was stunning with long brown hair which she wore straight, and parted in the middle.  She appeared to be my age, and my first impression was here was a young woman who was very confident in herself.

I walked across the front of the store to where she stood talking to the owner. Where I paused waiting for her to finish her conversation which she as I stopped.  She then turned and faced me, “Hello Vanity, I’m Zohar; I’m very pleased to meet you.”

“I’m pleased to meet you also Zohar, I like your choice for dinner, and have enjoyed more than one meal there with a friend of mine.”

“I’m glad; I have a quite table reserved for us so that we can talk.  At least until the music starts later.”

With that we left the drug store, and walk two doors down the street to the Jazz club.  We were greeted at the door by the owner, who knew Zohar by name, and welcomed me to the club, as he guided us to our table.

Zohar was right; it was a private table, actually a booth in the back corner of the club, where the owner normally sat.  He was giving it up so that Zohar and I could get to know each other and talk about the project we would begin on Monday without being overheard or bothered.  As he seated us Zohar leaned over and give him a kiss and said; “Shalom Uncle Anton”.

After Anton had left us at the table, Zohar, smiled and said, “He really is my uncle, which is why he gave up his table for us.”

“In that case I will make sure to thank him when he returns, or before we leave.”  

“Don’t sweet talk him too much, it goes to his head, oh and he is a good Jew, so we won’t get a break on our bill tonight.”

Our waiter appeared at the moment, with a glass of white wine for each of us, along with menu’s and a loaf of warm bread.  After he had left, I lifted my glass “To a new friendship, a successful project, and a safe and secure homeland for the Jewish people.”

Zohar clinked her glass against mine; “How can I not accept such a beautiful toast, from a beautiful, highly intelligent lawyer, and very secure young woman.”

“Thank you, I sensed the same about you when I first saw you in the drug store.”

Our waiter re-appeared then and as neither of us had even looked at the menu, I suggested that Zohar go ahead and order for both of us, as I assumed she knew what was good, since her uncle owned the club. I received a smile in return, and listened as Zohar ordered us each
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