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			To Mama and Papa

			And in memory of their dear friends, 
Jorja Fleezanis and Michael Steinberg

		

	
		
			
			
				Between the truth and my mother, I choose my mother.

				—Albert Camus (sort of)

			

		

	
		
			
			
			To understand the story that follows, you have to remember a few things. Actually, you have to forget a few things. You have to forget everything that you know about World War II, about Nazi Germany, and about the Holocaust. This tale begins in the summer of 1939, and the characters in it—many of whom were real people—did not know that World War II was about to begin. And they certainly didn’t expect the Holocaust to occur, with its death camps and gas chambers. It’s hard to believe it now, but to average people in England and Germany in 1939, the mass murder of six million Jews, and millions of others, was quite literally unimaginable.

			Even so, in 1939, life for Jews in Germany was brutal and frightening. Which is why many left, and why some of those who couldn’t leave resorted to sending their children far away from home . . .

		

	
		
			CHAPTER
One

			Once there was a boy who had two immortal creatures living on his shoulders.

			This was the fourth most interesting thing about him.

			The first most interesting thing about Max—that was his name—was that he was a genius. He could make a working radio from the junk at the bottom of a trash can, and he could usually predict what someone was going to say ten minutes before they said it.

			The second most interesting thing about Max was that, when he was eleven years old, his parents sent him away from Germany, where he was born and grew up, to England. All by himself. Even though he’d never been there, didn’t know anyone there, and barely spoke any English.

			The third most interesting thing about Max was that, when he got to England, he fell in with spies. Real, honest-to-goodness spies. A lot of them.

			And the fourth most interesting thing about him was that he had two immortal creatures living on his shoulders.

			But that’s probably what you have the most questions about, so let’s start there.

			The two immortal creatures appeared the day his parents sent him to England.

			His family had been arguing about it for weeks. Their small Berlin apartment shook as Max had stomped from the living room to his bedroom to the kitchen and back again, shouting things like:

			“You can’t make me go!”

			“Everything is fine! Who cares about the stupid Nazis?! They don’t matter!”

			“What if you need me?!”

			And, more quietly, alone in his room, “What if I need you?”

			But no matter what Max said, his parents had refused to change their minds. His mother had held him at the train station against her soft stomach, while his small, thin father had stroked Max’s hair. They’d waved as the train pulled out, taking Max and the 198 other Jewish children to Holland and the ferry. Max hadn’t waved back. He’d just stared at them and thought, How could you do this?

			The children had left the train station in Holland and boarded a steam-powered ferry. With a blast of its foghorn, the ship had pushed out into the North Sea, bound for England.

			Thirty-one minutes later, Max had fallen asleep.

			This might be a little surprising. But after a trauma—something really awful that happens to you—your brain often makes you fall asleep right away. Maybe to help you process the trauma. Or maybe because your brain is scared of more traumas, and figures you won’t have to experience them if you’re asleep. Whatever the reason, it happens a lot. And it happened to Max.

			So he fell asleep thirty-one minutes into the ferry ride.

			Thirty-two minutes into the ferry ride, he heard a voice in his ear.

			“Max. Max!”

			Max jerked awake and looked around.

			“Max, you are drooling.”

			Max quickly wiped his mouth.

			Wait. Who said that?

			He looked to either side of him. He was sitting on a bench in the belly of the steamship. There were other kids on other benches. Some boys were sleeping, leaning against each other, not too far away. A girl had her face buried in a handkerchief, sitting across from Max. But the voice had been right next to his ear. And it had not sounded like a kid’s voice.

			“What’d you wake him up for?” said another voice, very near his other ear.

			“He was drooling. It was disgusting! I thought he would want to know!”

			Max spun from side to side. Where were these voices coming from?

			“You think he doesn’t have bigger problems than drooling in his sleep? The poor kid just lost his country, his home, his parents. You can’t let him drool a little?”

			Now Max was staring at his left shoulder. His eyes came into focus.

			Crouching there was a tiny man with a bulbous nose, thinning hair, twinkling eyes, and a sour smile.

			“Hiya,” he said.

			Max screamed and fell off the bench.

			The sleeping boys woke up with a start and looked around to see what the commotion was. The girl across the way lowered her handkerchief and glared through wet eyelashes at Max.

			“No need to scream.” This was coming from Max’s right shoulder. He turned…and saw another tiny man, who looked exactly like the first. This tiny man said, “We are not going to hurt you.”

			“He’s not worried we’re going to hurt him,” said the little creature on Max’s left shoulder, who Max would later learn was called Stein. “He’s worried he’s going insane.”

			“You are not going insane,” said the creature on Max’s right shoulder, who Max would later learn was called Berg. “We are really here! Sitting on your shoulders!”

			Berg spoke with an antique German accent, like something out of a storybook.

			Stein sounded more like a vaudeville comedian.

			Max looked desperately to the children on the other benches. They were staring at him.

			“Don’t worry,” said Berg. “They cannot see us. Or hear us.”

			“Just like we can’t hear you! Say something!” Stein demanded.

			Max said, “I’m dreaming.”

			“Nope!” Stein said. “Not a dream!”

			Max put his butt on his bench. He eyed both of these tiny men warily, his gaze flitting between them. Then he said, “I’m gonna go back to sleep. Since this is a dream, when I wake up for real, you’re going to be gone.”

			“I wouldn’t count on it,” said Berg.

			“Yeah, not gonna happen,” added Stein. “Sorry, kid.”

			Max did not believe them. His eyelids were so heavy they closed themselves.

			Max slept the remaining seven hours and fourteen minutes of the journey to England.

			He dreamed of his parents sitting on the threadbare sofa in their living room, listening to the radio Max had built for them, the way they always did after Max’s father got home from work: Papa’s eyes closed behind his wire-rimmed spectacles, his head resting against the cushions; Mama twisting her long hazelnut hair up away from her neck and smiling proudly at Max, who was on the rug leaning against their knees. But in the dream, instead of the symphonic music the radio station usually played, the wireless set was illogically making announcements about the ferry ride. Still, the dream should have made Max happy. But instead it filled him with an emotion he did not have a word for. Maybe the word was longing. Or maybe it was guilt?

			But why should Max feel guilty? He hadn’t chosen to leave.

			Then the ferry’s foghorn blew three blasts to the boats in Harwich Port, and Max woke with a start.

			He rubbed his eyes. The children around Max were peering out of portholes, gazing at the industrial coastline of shipyards and cargo docks. Wondering what the next days, weeks, and months would hold for them. Wondering how they would like their new foster families. And wondering when their parents would be joining them in England.

			Not knowing that very few of their parents would be joining them in England.

			At least, Max thought, that weird dream about the creatures on my shoulders is over—

			“There’s our sleeping beauty!” shouted Stein, grinning at Max.

			“You drooled again! It was gross!” added Berg.

			Never mind.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER
Two

			Now, Max was smart enough to know that Stein and Berg couldn’t really be on his shoulders. They were figments of his imagination. Products of the terrible trauma of being separated from his parents and his homeland. They had to be.

			Nonetheless he decided, for the moment, to play along.

			“So where did you come from?” Max asked the creatures.

			“I come from Germany!” said Berg. “Or, what people now call Germany. It’s had lots of different names since the beginning of time. ‘Ugg.’ ‘Flurp.’ ‘The Holy Roman Empire.’ But no matter what you call it, I am a spirit of that land! Some people refer to me as a kobold.”

			Max had heard of kobolds in fairy tales. They were what we, in English, might call hobgoblins—little creatures that cause mischief, like hiding your keys under the couch or raising the toilet seat in the middle of the night so in the morning when you sit down you fall in.

			“I, on the other hand,” said Stein, and then he added, “uh, other shoulder, I guess…am a spirit of the Jewish people. I also cause mischief. Usually by sticking myself to someone and making their life miserable. It’s my speciality. My kind have had lots of names since the beginning of time, but these days people tend to call me a dybbuk.”

			Max had heard of dybbuks, too. They were supposed to be evil spirits, who possessed people and tormented them. He had always expected them to look scary.

			Neither Stein nor Berg looked scary. They looked like little old men. Balding. With round noses and round bellies. Nearly identical.

			“So, are you twins or something?” Max said, squinting at one and then the other.

			“Yeah, you could say that,” said Stein.

			“No! Of course not!” said Berg at exactly the same moment.

			The dybbuk and the kobold frowned at each other.

			“Look,” said Stein to Berg, “we were born at the same moment, one instant before the end of the Sixth Day of Creation. Made by the same Holy Hand. And we look identical. Doesn’t that make us twins?”

			“Well, not really, since an infinity of other creatures like us were created at the same instant. Thousands of other kobolds and dybbuks. Not to mention all the goblins, hobgoblins, gnomes, leprechauns, duendes, jumbies, dokkaebi…” Berg got a faraway look on his face. “Is there a word for an infinite number of twins? Two is twins…Eight is octuplets…So infinity would be…?”

			“Infinets?” Stein suggested.

			“Besides,” Berg went on, “Stein and I are not identical. He is ugly. I, on the other hand”—Berg paused dramatically—“am hideous.” He hid his face in the crook of his tiny arm.

			Stein said, “You’re dramatic is what you are.”

			“So…” Max asked, “why are you sitting on my shoulders?”

			Stein replied, “I don’t know what he’s doing here”—he pointed a warty thumb at Berg, who was still hiding his face—“but I’m hitching a ride out of Germany. I don’t know if you read the news, but have you heard of these guys called the Nazis? Maniacs? Love a clean uniform? Hate pretty much everything and everyone else?”

			Berg looked up. “I’m doing the same thing, obviously!” He turned to Stein. “But I didn’t expect to see you here!”

			Of all the things that Max had trouble believing at this moment, one struck him as most unbelievable: “Wait, you both just happened to choose me to hitch a ride on? What about all these other kids?” He gestured around at the benches of the ferry. “Are all their shoulders crowded with spirits, too?”

			Stein and Berg looked around. “Hey! There’s Frank!” Stein exclaimed. “Hey Frank! Good to see ya!” He turned back to Max. “Just Frank.”

			Max was trying to see Frank. He couldn’t. “There’s a spirit over there named Frank?”

			Berg said, “We call him Frank. His true name is unpronounceable. Even by us.”

			“It’s a very small part of God’s true name, actually,” Stein declared.

			“Very small,” agreed Berg. “More like the punctuation.”

			Max said, “God’s true name has punctuation?”

			Berg slapped his hand over his mouth. “We’ve said too much.”

			“But,” Stein went on, “to answer your question, I don’t know how we both ended up on your shoulders. I guess you’re just lucky.”

			Berg was staring off into the distance. “I felt…drawn to you, somehow. Like it was my destiny to find you…”

			Stein shifted uncomfortably. “Yeah, actually…me too.”

			Max look back and forth and back again between the two little creatures. Then he said, “So is this a haunting? I’m possessed by evil spirits now?”

			“No!” Berg said. “I never think of it as a haunting!”

			“It’s more…an annoying,” said Stein. “And heckling. Heckling is a speciality of mine. It’s what I was put on Earth to do.” Then he added, “I think.”

			Berg murmured, “Yah, God never really explained anything to us. Just…made us and sent us on our way.” He perked up. “But I’m pretty sure my purpose is to bother people. Bothering people is the only thing that brings a slight ray of sunshine to this landscape of never-ending darkness. For example, while you were sleeping, I tied that boy’s shoelaces together.” Berg started to snicker as he nodded toward a boy a few benches away who had somehow managed to sleep through the blasting of the ferry’s foghorn. His shoelaces were indeed tied together. “It is going to be very funny when he gets up and falls on his face, no?”

			“Love it.” Stein chuckled.

			Max sighed and stood.

			“What are you doing?” demanded Berg.

			Max went over to the sleeping boy and gently shook him. The boy woke with a start.

			Max pointed to his shoelaces. “Careful.”

			The boy sat up blearily and mumbled, “How did that happen?” He hurried to untie them without another word to Max.

			“Hey, you’re no fun!” Berg complained.

			“If you’re always this way,” Stein agreed, “this is going to be a very boring lifetime.”

			Max said, “You mean you’re going to be on my shoulders for the rest of my life?” The boy fixing his laces apparently didn’t hear Max say this. Somehow. As if this conversation was happening on some different plane of reality.

			“Don’t worry,” Berg reassured him. “I plan to return to Germany as soon as the Nazis leave. Which should happen pretty soon. Three hundred years? Five hundred years at the very most.”

			“Yeah,” Stein agreed, “you humans can’t focus on anything for more than a few centuries. You’re like toddlers.”

			The ferry collided with the dock and the doors opened. A wet gray sky framed the backs of eager, frightened children.

			Max took in the scene. Seagulls called. A child wept. Berg hocked up some phlegm from deep in his throat.

			Max murmured, “This is going to be terrible, isn’t it?”

			“Oh, Maxy,” said Stein, “you have no idea.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER
Three

			Max waited on the dock in the drizzling rain as the grown-ups got everything sorted. Most children were being taken to the train station, where they’d continue on to London. Others were being picked up by their foster families right here.

			Max had been told he’d be living in London, so he figured he’d be going with the children to the station. But when he tried to follow the train group, a young woman with a clipboard hustled over and steered him toward the waiting families.

			“Here it comes…” Stein said. “The big moment…” And then, in a radio-game-show voice, he said, “Who is Max’s new family?”

			They’re not my new family, Max thought. I’m just staying in their house for a little while.

			He scanned the people who were waiting. There were elderly couples, smiling kindly at all the children, waiting to see which one would go home with them. There was a big family, with four children of their own already—two of whom were chasing each other and shrieking. There was a young priest. Back home in Berlin, Max’s upstairs neighbor was a Lutheran pastor who was very calm and very kind. Living with the priest might not be too bad.

			But then Max saw who was there for him. There was no room for confusion.

			A man in a black cap and matching suit held a sign: MAX BRETZFELD.

			The woman with the clipboard led Max over to him. She said, “Mr. Montagu, I presume?”

			The man with the sign snapped, “Certainly not! I am Mr. Ken, the Montagus’ chauffeur.”

			The woman with the clipboard looked very confused. “Mr. Montagu didn’t come himself?”

			Mr. Ken frowned. “I can’t explain the behavior of the lordly class. And it’s not Mr. Montagu, it’s Lord Montagu, thank you very much. It’s not for me to question, nor you neither.” Mr. Ken pivoted. “Are you Master Max?”

			Max swallowed and shrugged. He’d never been called “Master” anything.

			“Right, then. Where are your bags?”

			Max had a small duffel with him, containing everything he owned. He held it up.

			Mr. Ken raised his eyebrows and said nothing.

			After filling out some paperwork, Mr. Ken led Max to an enormous black car. The inside was nicer than Max’s family’s apartment.

			The three hour drive began in total silence.

			Well, it was total silence for Mr. Ken.

			Stein and Berg wouldn’t shut up.

			“I have never been to England,” said Berg.

			“Me neither,” replied Stein.

			“It looks as barren and worthless as Germany,” said Berg.

			“You sweet-talker. I bet you say that about all the countries.”

			Max stared out the window at the wet, gray, industrial Midlands of England. He couldn’t believe he was here.

			He’d never left Germany.

			He’d never traveled without his parents.

			He’d never even spent a night away from them.

			Now he was on his way to live with a lord? Did Lord Montagu live in a mansion? A castle? Did he have a family? Or would it just be Lord Montagu and Max alone in some spooky manor house?

			Well, he wouldn’t be alone. “So,” Max said, “you’re really here, sitting on my shoulders?”

			“What is real? What is here? What is your shoulders?” Berg wondered aloud.

			Max ignored Berg. “Let’s test it.”

			Stein furrowed his thick little brows. “You’re going to test whether we’re really here? How?”

			Max said, “It’s simple. You tell me something that I could not possibly know. Then I’ll check if it’s true by asking Mr. Ken, or looking it up in a book at Lord Montagu’s castle…or manor, or whatever. If you can tell me something that is true that I could not possibly have known myself, that’ll prove that you’re not just figments of my imagination.”

			Stein and Berg made faces like they were trying very hard to follow Max’s logic. Then Stein said, “Yeah, I guess that makes sense. You just thought of that? Just now?”

			“Yes,” said Max. “Why?”

			“Smart kid,” said Stein.

			Berg said, “I still don’t get it.”

			But Stein was ready to start the test: “All right, I got one.”

			Max took a deep breath. He was either about to learn that he was going insane, or that there were more things in heaven and earth than were dreamt of in his science textbooks.

			“Okay,” said Stein. “Ready?”

			“Ready,” said Max.

			“The last guy whose shoulder I lived on was car-obsessed. Talked about them all the time. You know much about cars, Maxy?”

			“No,” said Max. “Pretty much nothing. My family doesn’t own a car.”

			“Perfecto. So this guy worked at BMW. He was always talking about how their cars were way faster than English cars, even though the English ones had more horsepower. It turns out a Rolls-Royce has twice the horsepower of a BMW. Did you know that, Max?”

			Max shook his head. “No. I had no idea.”

			“Why are we talking about cars now?” Berg asked.

			Stein said, “Max is going to ask Mr. Ken if I’m right—that Rolls-Royce cars have twice the horsepower of BMW cars. If they do, that proves we’re not just figments of Max’s imagination.”

			“Wow,” said Berg. “High stakes for you, huh, Max?”

			Max took a deep breath.

			Would he have to reassess his mental stability? Or everything else?

			“Excuse me, Mr. Ken?” Max said.

			Mr. Ken kept his eyes on the road and grunted, “Gotta use the toilet, Master Max?”

			Max blushed. “No sir.” His English was only so-so, so he thought carefully as he tried to construct his question: “Is this car faster than a BMW car, or slower?”

			Mr. Ken’s face lit up. “You want to know whether this Rolls-Royce Phantom can outrace one of your puny German BMW roadsters? Well, let me tell you, young man. This English beauty has a hundred and sixty horsepower. Your little BMW has got eighty horsepower. Do you hear that? One sixty versus eighty! And yes, maybe the Phantom is more than twice the weight of the BMW, but that’s where English engineering comes in, isn’t it? Because…”

			Mr. Ken kept talking, and Max could feel the car accelerating—as if Mr. Ken had something to prove. But the acceleration was not the cause of the sudden lurch in his stomach.

			“A hundred and sixty is twice as much as eighty, isn’t it, Max?” said Stein.

			Max couldn’t believe it.

			It seemed that there were two immortal creatures on his shoulders.

			For real.

			Max interrupted Mr. Ken’s monologue about English car-making to ask if he could pull over.

			Once the car came to a stop, Max thrust his door open and puked all over the side of the road.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER
Four

			Number 28 Kensington Court was not a manor, or a castle.

			It was a stately brick town house on a street of stately brick town houses, just around the corner from Kensington Palace—which was where the royal family stayed when they wanted to be in the stylish part of London.

			And Lord Montagu did not live alone. At the moment, Max stood in the luxurious foyer of 28 Kensington Court, on carpet as thick as his mattress in Berlin, surrounded by the curious faces of the Montagu family, peering at him with a mix of apprehension, anxiety, and hope.

			He should have been glad—to be in such a beautiful place, surrounded by a warm, welcoming family. But all he could think of was his parents, in their small apartment, in a working-class neighborhood called Kreuzberg.

			They were probably eating dinner right now. Without him.

			An elegant woman extended her hand and said, “How do you do, Max? I am Mrs. Montagu.”

			Max mustered up a sentence in his shaky English: “It is good to meet you, Mrs. Montagu.” She smiled.

			Next she introduced her two boys, David, who was exactly Max’s age, and Anthony, who was a year younger but seemed far younger than that.

			There were three men left to be introduced—and while they looked wildly different from one another, something about their eyes and their mouths made it clear they were brothers.

			The oldest brother stepped forward first. He wore a perfectly tailored navy suit and introduced himself as Stuart Montagu. “Welcome to our home, Max.”

			Max took a risk: “Thank you for inviting me to stay in your home, Lord Montagu.”

			Everyone broke out laughing.

			Max froze.

			“Oh boy, now you’ve done it,” said Stein.

			“What did he do?” Berg asked.

			“No idea, but it’s done.”

			His tall, lordly host smiled. “Mr. Montagu will do fine, Max.”

			Next, the second brother introduced himself as Uncle Ewen. Ewen had a face as long as a battleship’s deck and he was almost entirely bald. He explained that he didn’t live at 28 Kensington Court, but he’d come over because he was very keen to meet Max. When he shook Max’s hand, he smiled with one side of his mouth, as if he knew a secret and he thought Max might know it, too.

			Max whispered to Berg and Stein, “Why is he smiling at me like that?” The creatures just shrugged their little shoulders.

			The last of the three brothers was Uncle Ivor, who was the physical opposite of Uncle Ewen. Instead of Ewen’s battleship face, Ivor’s was like a full moon, with two smaller full moons (his glasses) over his eyes, and black hair tousled atop his head like an ocean on a windy night. He grabbed Max’s hand between two plump palms and pumped it up and down like he was hoping to get water to pour out of Max’s mouth. “Glad to meet you, young Max! Glad to meet you! Do you play table tennis, by any chance?”

			Max did not, nor did he find out, just then, why Uncle Ivor would ask him that. Because Uncle Ewen was already leading Max into a gilded parlor, to a very large gift, wrapped in yellow-striped paper that nearly matched the walls. The entire Montagu family gathered round.

			“Now, I know it must be deucedly uncomfortable being in a new country, away from everyone and everything you know,” Uncle Ewen said to Max.

			Is it that obvious? Max wondered. Apparently it was.

			Ewen was explaining how he’d been in touch with the refugee group that got Max out of Germany through his official capacity working for the British government, and how he’d learned that Max liked radios.

			This was incorrect.

			Max did not like radios. Max loved radios.

			Moments later, Max was tearing the yellow-striped wrapping paper off a radio set. He recognized it instantly as a Murphy model A46. It was large and expensive and beautiful.

			“Uncle Ewen thought you might like to have it in your room,” Mrs. Montagu said gently.

			Max looked at them all in disbelief. No one got to have their own wireless set, in their room. That would be like a child owning a car.

			“Are you sure?” he said.

			Uncle Ivor threw his head back and laughed. “Don’t be a fool, Max! Ask again and they might change their minds!”

			“Can I show Max where his room is?” little Anthony asked. Mrs. Montagu said that was fine, as long as Anthony didn’t run. Anthony ran anyway.

			Max followed Anthony up the curving staircase with the polished wooden banister to an enormous bedroom with a four-poster bed and a marble fireplace.

			“I’ve only seen bedrooms like this in films,” Max murmured. Anthony smiled at him.

			Uncle Ewen had carried the wireless set upstairs after them and now put it down on a small table near Max’s bed. Then he stepped back, the rest of the family waited by the door, and Max reverentially approached the rounded, polished wood of the radio. Max picked up the yellow cotton-covered power cord and plugged it into a wall socket. Slowly, the wireless hummed to life.

			A syrupy woman’s voice rose from the gray grille cloth, singing: Land of hope and glory…

			“Ugh!” Uncle Ivor exclaimed. “Vera Lynn! Turn the dial!”

			Mr. Montagu objected: “Don’t insult England’s most beloved singer, Ivor! She was just voted ‘Sweetheart of the British Army’! It said so in the Times!”

			Max was momentarily frozen by this fraternal disagreement—until he noticed Uncle Ewen turn his back to Mr. Montagu and roll his eyes. Max hid a grin and changed the station.

			The wireless’s dial was marked not only with the numbers of radio frequencies, but also with the name of the city where the station assigned to that frequency was located. Vera Lynn was playing on the London Regional station.

			Max turned the knob and a fuzzy broadcast in French buzzed through the speakers, coming all the way from Strasbourg, in eastern France.

			Max turned the knob a bit more, and waited.

			Static.

			The dial said “Berlin.”

			He turned the knob again. Wales came through clearly. Scotland did, too.

			The Scots were also playing Vera Lynn. A different song. “God almighty, she’s a plague!” Ivor exclaimed.

			But the rest of the Montagus were complimenting Ewen for picking such a marvelous wireless set.

			And it was. On the stations broadcasting nearby, the sound was impeccable. Round and warm and loud as you please.

			Almost as good as the one Max had built himself. Which was still back in Berlin. With his parents.

			Max turned stiffly to Ewen Montagu. “Thank you for this kind gift. I am very pleased with it.”

			Everyone smiled at him.

			Except for Ewen. Ewen’s heavily lidded eyes studied Max carefully.

			As if he thought, maybe, Max was hiding something.

			Which Max was.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER
Five

			The family sat down for a late supper at the long dining room table under a branching chandelier.

			The table was laid with fine silver and ornate china and cups that seemed to be made not of glass, but of crystal. Even the water glasses. All of which was strange enough for Max, having grown up eating from chipped porcelain and cracked cups at a small table in his family’s kitchen.

			Max’s mother was probably cleaning those dishes now, while his father rested on the small sofa in the living room, his eyes closed. Max wondered if they missed him.

			Suddenly, Max was pulled back to London by something more shocking than anything he had yet witnessed—more shocking than a mansion, or an English lord, or even Stein and Berg.

			Mr. Montagu produced a book of matches from his inner jacket pocket and handed them to Mrs. Montagu. Mrs. Montagu lit two candles in silver candlesticks. And then she and Mr. Montagu and Ewen and Ivor and David and Anthony said:

			“Baruch atah Adonai…”

			Max felt suddenly lightheaded.

			The Montagus were Jewish?

			You would think that Max would have suddenly felt more comfortable, realizing that he was in a Jewish home, seeing the soft, familiar glow of the Shabbat candles. That he would have opened his mouth and sung the blessing, too…

			But he didn’t. He felt worse.

			“Come on!” Stein encouraged Max. “Sing along! You gotta know this one!”

			But Max simply watched the Montagus hold their glasses aloft for the blessing over the wine (or grape juice, for the children). And when the challah was passed around, a shiny braided loaf much longer and more perfect than anything Max’s mother had ever baked, Max didn’t even take any. He just sat there, unmoving. Finally, David had to pass the challah over him to Anthony, as the Montagus stared at this sullen, ungrateful child who had plopped himself down in the middle of their lives.

			“You’re being ridiculous, Max!” Berg scolded him. “Even I wouldn’t behave this badly.”

			But the worst moment, for Max—worse than the shock that the Montagus were Jewish and no one had bothered to tell him; worse than sitting there like a warty kobold and knowing that he was sitting there like a warty kobold—was when they said the motzi, the prayer over the challah.

			The prayer concludes with the words hamotzi lechem min ha’aretz.

			Except when the Montagus said hamotzi, they made their voices really high and cute. It sounded like haaaa-mote-ZEE! And the children smiled.

			Max frowned so hard his stony face nearly shattered.

			“What is your problem?” Berg hissed at Max.

			“I think he’s trying to poop,” Stein replied.

			“Here? In the good chairs?”

			Max growled words only Berg and Stein could hear: “That’s how my family says the motzi.”

			The Montagus had broken into a few small conversations, when suddenly Max said, “Excuse me.”

			A half dozen curious

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	
OEBPS/images/page_i_2.jpg






OEBPS/images/page_i.jpg











OEBPS/images/9780593112090_cover.jpg
~ MAXin the

OR OF

R_WINNING AUTH
F INQUISITOR'S TALE






OEBPS/images/9780593112090_title_page.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_vi.jpg





