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Author’s Note 

This first volume in the two-part saga, When Country Calls, relies upon fictional 

characters and events. However, I have tried to be faithful to the timing and placement 

of historical events and have made every effort to position characters and their actions 

in their proper chronological and geographical setting.   

To give flavor to the action, fictional characters sometimes encounter real historical 

figures. The interactions of these persons and the book’s characters are made up. 

However, when possible, I have attempted to give these interactions plausibility by 

replicating actual historical outcomes. Any resemblance in name or action between one 

or more of the characters and any one or more real persons is unintended and 

coincidental.  

This story is dedicated to my loving and talented wife, Bobi, who personifies the dreams 

of many of the characters in this book; my daughter, Becca (her husband, Dan, and 

their daughters Sadie, Willow and Mia); my son, Max; and my daughter, Julia (her 

husband, Bobby, and their son, Oliver). 
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Prologue:  

Hamburg, Germany   

April 1933 

On January 30, 1933, Paul von Hindenburg, the respected 84-year-old second 

president of the Weimar Republic, scarcely concealing his contempt for the unrefined 

and bad-tempered Adolph Hitler, gave in to a right-wing coalition led by Hitler’s National 

Socialist German Workers’ Party, and appointed Hitler as chancellor of Germany. Still, 

Hitler lacked absolute legislative power since his Nazi party controlled only a third of the 

seats in the Reichstag, the German Parliament. 

Then, a remarkable sequence of events launched Hitler into unchallenged control of the 

country. On February 27, flames rose from the Reichstag building and, before 

firefighters could arrive, the conflagration engulfed the venerable building’s Chamber of 

Deputies. The authorities apprehended one man, Marinus van der Lubbe, a disabled 

Dutch bricklayer and member of the Dutch Communist Party. For Hitler, van der Lubbe’s 

capture was the call to arms he had long sought—the opportunity to claim the Reichstag 

fire was a communist plot intended to bring the country to its knees. Forcibly, Hitler 

again prevailed on Hindenburg to grant him emergency powers to respond to the 

claimed communist perfidy. Once again, the aged president acquiesced and, under the 

emergency powers of Article 48 of the Weimar Constitution, issued the infamous 

Reichstag Fire Decree.  

The decree gave Hitler the power to suspend almost all human rights in light of the 

perceived national threat. Hitler used this authority to enhance the power of the Nazis 

by pursuing Communists in the legislature and by bullying opponents from other political 

persuasions. Ultimately, Hitler’s henchman swept the Reichstag clean of Communist 

Party deputies, with 81 of them being arrested.  

With the Communists out of the way and many other deputies intimidated into leaving, 

Hitler then used his emergency powers to decree that new national elections would 

occur on March 5, a mere six days later. When the vote was taken, Hitler’s Nazi Party 

was clearly ascendant, but it still had not won a majority of the seats in the Reichstag.  

Then the Nazi storm troopers went to work. All over Germany, Ernst Rohm’s feared 

Brownshirts, the Sturmabteilung or SA, and Heinrich Himmler’s smaller but fiercely loyal 

Leibstandarte, the soon-to-be SS, engaged in intimidation tactics against the other 

parties. The stage was set for a devastating blow in the Reichstag. Two weeks later, on 

March 23, the thunderbolt arrived. At the Kroll Opera House, the Hitler-led coalition, 

buoyed by chanting SA and SS thugs, steamrolled new legislation over a frightened 

Reichstag assembly. Termed the Ermachtigungsgesetz, or Enabling Act, the newly 
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enacted laws arrogated all authority to the Nazi party. In the wink of an eye, the 

Reichstag and the Weimar Constitution had been eviscerated. 

With the nation struggling under the yoke of wartime reparations and the demoralizing 

shortages brought on by the worldwide depression, Hitler’s Nazi Party had its choice of 

issues to pursue. Alarmingly, it chose to go after the Jews. One of Hitler’s first acts was 

the orchestration of a nationwide boycott of Jewish businesses throughout Germany. 

On April 1, SA troopers stood by threateningly as throngs of ordinary German citizens 

picketed Jewish establishments, hurled indignities at the storeowners and engaged in 

vandalism.  

Seven days following the boycott, on April 8, the German government passed the Law 

for the Restoration of the Professional Civil Service—an edict designed to end Jewish 

involvement in all avenues of public and university life. The law was merely a 

formalization of Hitler’s unrelenting fulminations against the Jews. Shaken by the 

barrage of hateful rhetoric, many Jews had already chosen to leave prominent roles in 

government and academia or had announced their departures. Now, unceremoniously, 

all of them, no matter their accomplishments and no matter their renown, had been put 

on notice that their time was short.  

***** 

The exodus of scholars during Hitler’s rise had the effect of decimating many institutions 

of higher learning. One such place, the University of Hamburg, saw more than 50 of its 

finest professors—all of them Jews—leave or signal they intended to leave. As our story 

begins, the number of academics clinging to their scholarly positions at this estimable 

institution has dwindled to two. 

The first is Anton Sternbloom, the tall, redheaded cultural anthropologist. Anton is a 

devotee of the work of another German Jewish anthropologist, Franz Boas, who now 

teaches at Columbia University in America. Demonstrating great scholarly grit, Boas 

had challenged the popular notion that all societies progressed through three hierarchic 

stages—savagery, barbarism and civilization—with Western Europe, especially 

Germany, having advanced more rapidly than any other culture because of inherent 

biological endowments.  

Instead, Boas postulated that human development could be explained by reference to 

a core set of cultural traits and that these traits were the product of human interaction 

and the diffusion of ideas. Anton has credited his own work with the primitive peoples 

of Africa to Boas’ groundbreaking study of the Eskimos of Baffin Island, entitled The 

Central Eskimo. 



  5 

Then there is Gottfried Epstein, the slight-in-stature quantum physicist who trained 

under Ernst Pauli, the remarkable Viennese scientist of Jewish descent. Pauli’s 

exclusion principle, that no two particles can occupy the same space, was developed 

during his five years at the university. Epstein’s follow-up work has brought considerable 

recognition to the institution and has also attracted a strong student following.  

Today, Anton sits at his desk and reflects on the advice of his confidant, Ehrlich Von 

Stahl, a gentile and a leading light of the university faculty. Even before enactment of 

the odious Civil Service Act, Von Stahl had been adamant in his insistence that Anton 

leave Germany or he would be engulfed by the tide of anti-Semitism sweeping the 

country. Anton has wondered about Von Stahl’s advice and has even pursued an 

opportunity or two. Anton wonders no more, for today, the number of Jewish faculty 

members intending to remain at the university has dwindled to just one. Epstein has lost 

his post, despite his high academic standing. Even worse, he has almost lost his life, a 

victim of the rabid Hamburg Student Union and its Jew-hating minions.  

On this eighth day of April 1933 in the Free and Hanseatic City of Hamburg, as it has 

been known for centuries, Anton now finds himself the only Jewish faculty member who 

has not announced his intended departure from the university. As he dons his coat, 

unsettled by the day’s events, he knows what he has to do. 
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Chapter 1 

Separation 

April 1933 

As Hannah entered the first-class compartment of the aging train that would take her to 

Poland, she took little notice of her surroundings. The day had not gone well. She was 

sad to be separated from the two people she loved the most, and still shaken over 

Goldman’s death.  

It had happened while she was in the taxi with Anton and Jonathan on the way to the 

train station. She had been looking out the taxi window at the passing scenes, her mind 

overflowing with memories of her life in Hamburg—of those heady days as Anton’s 

academic celebrity soared, of carefree times idled away with Jonathan, and of that 

helpless period as Gisela’s health deteriorated.  

She was jolted out of her preoccupation when the taxi driver abruptly slammed on his 

brakes. Immediately, the family’s attention was drawn to the right. On that side of the 

street, four baton-wielding Brownshirts had pulled a bookstore owner from his shop and 

were viciously beating him, not badly enough to inflict mortal wounds, but severely 

enough to cause the hapless man to collapse to the ground.   

The sign above the man’s store read “Morris Goldman: Fine Books and Manuscripts.” 

While their comrades had been roughing up Goldman, two other SA men had thrown 

books from the poor man’s store out the front door. 

On both sides of the street, giddy bystanders had cheered on the SA storm troopers as 

they went about their contemptible business. At long last, the thugs had had their fill of 

entertainment and begun to leave the sordid scene. All of a sudden, one of the SA men 

turned as the struggling Goldman rose to his feet and imploringly called out to the 

withdrawing troopers.   

“Have you no respect for your superiors?” yelled the Brownshirt, as he rushed back to 

where Goldman had been standing unsteadily. “Don’t you know how to remain in an 

appropriate position while your superiors are still present? I guess you’ve not learned 

your lesson.” Then, with a piercing scream of annoyance, the storm trooper fell on the 

still-dazed Goldman and, with one deadly blow from his baton, crushed the skull of the 

defenseless man. 

Seeing what had happened, Jonathan and Hannah screamed. However, the taxi driver 

quieted them. “Do you want them to come after us?” he blurted out. “If you do, then 
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keep screaming.” Hannah fell silent and the taxi driver pulled away from the bookstore.  

Not long after, the driver pulled over so that Hannah could step out and retch.   

The family did not utter an additional word until they arrived at the train station. There, 

they proceeded to the ticket window. Anton insisted that Hannah purchase a first-class 

ticket. Hannah agreed, despite the cost. As she mounted the two steps to the train, she 

looked back, longing and emotion etched on her distressed face.   

***** 

The first-class compartment to which Hannah had been assigned contained separate 

seating for four. Long past its prime, the compartment was at least spacious and offered 

recently upholstered velveteen seats. Hannah entered the compartment and nervously 

removed her coat. Despite her strain, it was still impossible to disguise her overall 

appearance. In her early forties, she remained attractive, almost to the point of elegant. 

Over the years, she had bicycled from home to school, where she taught the life 

sciences, and it showed. When she entered a room, men still noticed. 

Hannah looked around at the compartment. The once handsome wood had been 

coated with shellac too many times. The decorated glass transom above the door had 

once been a work of art, but was now cracked. She thought back to 1905 and the day 

her father and she had left Danzig for Berlin, where her father was to give a lecture on 

blood classification at the university. On that occasion, she had also been a first-class 

passenger. Then, the passenger car had sparkled with polished wood and smelled of 

rich leather.    

How fast time had charged ahead since that halcyon period of her life. She had returned 

to Berlin as an anatomy student, hoping to follow in her father’s footsteps. Instead, she 

had been advised her sex and religion would get in the way. It was, however, at the 

university that she had met her beloved Anton. Now, here she was, separated from her 

husband and son, and traveling to say goodbye, perhaps for the last time, to her mother 

and brother.  

How quickly her life had been upended since that rainy afternoon a mere five days ago.  

Jonathan had still been at school. Anton, in his sabbatical year, had arrived home early. 

Dejectedly, he had lowered himself onto the couch and then spoke: “Hannah, it’s 

Epstein! I was in my office working on my research. He stopped by to say hello. The 

next minute, I heard he had been dismissed from his post and, worse, he had almost 

been torn limb from limb by those Hitler-crazy students.” 

At this, Hannah had sat down beside her anguished husband and tenderly had placed 

his hands in hers. Her husband was the last Jewish faculty member at the university 

who had not given notice. Anton mellowed at the touch of his wife’s hands. They sat 



  8 

silently for a moment or two. Then, in a quivering tone, Anton spoke of his collaboration 

with Jason Andrews at University College London.  

Hannah was surprised by the flutter in her husband’s voice. She knew of his academic 

association with Andrews. However, her ears perked as her husband continued, now 

with more resoluteness: “Just last month, Jason offered me a visiting post for the 

remaining half semester of my sabbatical leave. Knowing of the deteriorating 

circumstances here in Hamburg, Jason even went to the trouble of procuring visas for 

the entire family, hoping I would take him up on his offer. Until now, the idea of going to 

England lacked appeal. But after the brutal Jewish boycott of last week and my tenuous 

status at the university, I’ve begun to think about accepting the position.” 

In recent weeks, they had talked about leaving as things began unraveling at the 

university. But Hannah’s work as a teacher had made her wince at the idea of pulling 

Jonathan out of school at midterm. On that rainy afternoon, as she heard the troubled 

tone in her husband’s voice and saw the concern on his face, she began to mellow. “I 

just don’t know,” she said. “I’m so nervous about disrupting Jonathan in the middle of 

the year.” 

Anton understood his wife’s reticence. They had not tried to have any more children 

after the death of their beloved Gisela, and Hannah was protective of Jonathan. Even 

so, Anton was consumed by the urgency of the moment and pressed his case. “Hannah, 

we’ve no time to lose,” he said. “It’ll be better to disrupt Jonathan’s school year than to 

expose him to ridicule, exclusion and maybe worse.” 

She knew he was right. But before she could say so, a compelling concern seared its 

way into her consciousness. “Anton, your parents are dead and you’ve no siblings. But, 

mother suffers from arthritis, so badly that she can no longer mend her own clothes. I’ve 

not seen her or my brother and his family for over a year. I can’t consider going anyplace 

without first visiting them in Danzig, if only for a few days.”  

They discussed their circumstances long into the afternoon. In the end, their course of 

action was decided for them when Jonathan came home later that day with a blood-

soaked rag wrapped around his temple. “What happened?” Hannah shouted in an 

outpouring of bafflement and alarm, as she stared at her son whose handsome face 

was caked in blood. 

“Three older boys jumped me at recess. They called me a Jew swine. They said they 

would come and get me. I returned to class but hid after school so they couldn’t follow 

me home.” 

Hannah had known this moment would one day arrive. She had observed anti-Jewish 

sentiment building at her own school, but had tried to suppress her concern. Now 
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Jonathan had been affected. Any resistance she may have had to Jonathan being taken 

out of school was now completely vanished. But no matter how many objections Anton 

raised, she remained resolved to visit her mother one last time. 

They decided that Anton would buy steamer tickets to England for Jonathan and himself 

and that Hannah would take the train to Danzig. However, after Jonathan had gone to 

his room, Anton tried one more time to persuade his wife to join them. When she showed 

no signs of relenting, Anton resignedly took her in his arms. Silently, the two of them 

swayed to the silent strains of an unsung song. Finally, they separated and began to 

make plans.  

Jonathan proposed that he bring Hannah’s personal possessions, picture albums, 

clothes and jewelry on the steamer and Hannah agreed. She wanted to wear her 

grandmother’s diamond ring and gold bracelet, however, so that her mother could see 

them one last time. 

With the sense of loss that can only come from the thought of leaving one’s home, 

history and possessions, Anton and Hannah made preparations for their mutual 

departures four days hence.  

Hannah made sure that her knitting bag contained yarn and knitting needles. She also 

packed about a dozen spools of thread, needles and shears to perform any mending 

that her mother’s clothing might require. She sewed her travel funds into her clothing as 

a precaution and gathered up her best coat and hat for the journey. Nostalgically, she 

took a few extra minutes to ponder the heirlooms being packed in the trunk. Her eyes 

settled on a small jewelry box containing the Star of David her father had worn around 

his neck. The six-pointed star had been hammered out of silver. Its unique pebble-like 

surface was beaded around the edges. The Hebrew letters chet and yud, representing 

the word “life,” were etched in the middle. On inspiration, Hannah took the star and 

chain from the small box and gently placed them around Jonathan’s neck. 
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Chapter 2 

Sympathy and Contempt 

April 1933 

Silently, Hannah berated herself for having insisted on taking a 600-mile train ride that 

would require her to pass through checkpoints and customs on both sides of the border. 

No love was lost between the Germans and the Poles, and neither was to be trusted by 

a Jewish traveler.  

Deep in thought, Hannah was startled as the door to the compartment opened and a 

well-dressed man in his mid-fifties entered. The man greeted Hannah with a well-

defined bow. "Good morning. Dr. Ernst Zellers at your service.” Politely, Hannah 

responded, "I am Frau Hannah Sternbloom.” 

“You look quite downcast. I hope I’ve not offended you in any way. If I may ask, where 

are you heading today?” 

“I’m sorry about my demeanor. It has nothing to do with you. I was badly shaken by 

something I recently observed in the city. In addition, I’m heading to Danzig to visit my 

mother who’s been ill for some time. I want to see her and my brother and his family.” 

"I’m sorry for all that afflicts you. I’m also going to Poland, to conduct some business in 

Warsaw. Once we cross the border, I’ll remain on the train, but you will change trains 

at Poznań and continue north until you reach Danzig." 

“I look forward to our journey together,” replied Hannah, trying to be cordial but feeling 

awkward about spending hours with a strange man, no matter how gracious in manner.  

“Frau Sternbloom, I don’t want to appear bold. But, I see by your name that you are 

Jewish. Is what you observed something that has to do with your fellow Jewish 

countrymen?” 

Cautiously, Hannah nodded her assent. 

“I find what is happening to your people to be very unfortunate to say the least. Whatever 

you saw, I wish to express my regret.” 

“Thank you.” 
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“By the manner in which you have introduced yourself, you are, of course, married. I 

hope I am not out of place in saying it’s unusual to see a married woman traveling 

alone. What does your husband do?”  

"Herr Doctor, my husband has been a professor of cultural anthropology at the 

University of Hamburg for many years. But of late, things have gotten bad for the Jewish 

faculty. So, he has decided to accept a temporary appointment offered by a colleague 

who is the chair of the anthropology department at University College London." 

"Frau Sternbloom, I’m a lawyer by profession. I’ve had dealings with Professor Albrecht 

Mendelssohn Bartholdy from the faculty of law at the University of Hamburg. Aside from 

being a great lawyer and jurist, you know he’s a grandson of the composer, Felix 

Mendelssohn. I’ve always admired Bartholdy. Do you know how he is doing?"  

The solicitous tone of Zellers inquiry helped reassure Hannah and put her at ease. "Herr 

Doctor, I appreciate your concern. You may call me Hannah."  

"And you may call me Ernst."  

"Ernst. To answer your question, Bartholdy and my husband have been friends for some 

time. So, it saddened my husband greatly when Bartholdy was recently relieved of his 

teaching responsibilities."  

Surprised, Zellers responded, "Why would they do that? Bartholdy was a universally 

admired legal scholar, and perhaps the greatest expert on foreign law in the country."  

"I know. I’m afraid his Jewish background as a Mendelssohn descendant caught up with 

him. Ultimately, he was classified as a non-Aryan."  

“But, the man represented Germany at the peace conference in Versailles as well as 

the League of Nations. In addition, his Institute for Foreign Policy is the preeminent 

peace institute in the country. Any assertion that he is not German is preposterous. I’m 

truly saddened at what he has experienced.”    

“Thank you. But, so many good men lost or left their hard-earned positions at the 

university. Bartholdy was just one of many. I wish not to be impertinent, but this can’t 

be the first case you are aware of where a Jewish professor has been sacked or a 

Jewish judge has been made to relinquish his robes.” 

“Sad to say, it is not!” 

Hannah thought for a moment before responding. Her instincts told her to employ 

caution. But the hurt from Goldman’s death and the pain of being separated from her 

family overcame her restraint. She took a breath and replied. “If you’re concerned, as 

seems to be the case, why haven’t you done something? Why have your colleagues 
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and you stood by as the Nazis have inflicted injustice after injustice, especially upon the 

Jewish members of your profession?” 

Noticeably shaken, Ernst rubbed his eyes. At length, he responded. “Hannah, I don’t 

know what to do. I’m sure we of the legal profession could stop Hitler and his henchmen, 

if we had the will. Clearly, the will is lacking.” 

“But why?” pleaded Hannah.  

Temporizing, Zellers looked down at the warped wooden floor of their compartment. 

Then, formulating his words carefully, he replied. “Obviously, if Jews are driven out of 

the profession, gentiles will gain. But I don’t think it’s so simple. For informed and 

educated men to allow such wholesale demonization to happen indicates more than 

just avarice or envy. It suggests that, no matter how civilized we may think we are, there 

is a crude mentality in all of us—one that is capable of following the intolerant rants of 

a demagogue like Adolph Hitler. In the face of such primal contempt for decency, I’m 

afraid I have no answers.”   

“Sadly, I can’t answer for you.” 

“Of course not. However, I do know that unless someone braver than I stands up to this 

man, what you and I have been observing during the past few months will be just the 

beginning. Even now, I hear the works of Germany’s beloved poet, Heinrich Heine, are 

being banned and, in some cases burned, because Heine was a Jew. Ironically, it was 

Heine who said, ‘Wherever they burn books they will also, in the end, burn human 

beings.’“ 

“It’s already started. Yesterday I witnessed Hitler’s SA thugs ransacking a Jewish book 

store and brutally murdering its proprietor in broad daylight.” 

“Now I understand better why you’re so distressed. Hannah, to this day, I remember the 

poems I recited as a young man and the girls who moved me to recite. No doubt, 

Goldman’s pillaged books contained some of these poems. Do you remember this one 

by Heine? You may have studied it during your school days.” 

The years they come and go,  

The races drop in the grave,  

Yet never the love doth so  

Which here in my heart I have.  

   

Could I see thee but once, one day,  

And sink down so on my knee,  

And die in thy sight while I say,  
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"Lady, I love but thee!"  

 

“I remember it well. I learned it when I was a young teenager and it left an 

impression.” 

 

“That’s good to hear. For me, it is more than a remembrance. I recited it to my wife when 

I proposed to her. She is no longer with us. But every time I want to think of her in the 

dearest way, I recite this poem to myself. And it breaks my heart that somewhere in 

Germany, some SA punk in a brown shirt may be urinating on Heine’s immortal words.” 

 

“Mine, too. Are there other poems of Heine you recall?” 

 

“There are many. But as I look at you and contemplate what fate may await your Jewish 

compatriots, I’m filled with infinite sadness and the work of Heine that comes to mind 

reflects my melancholy.” 

 

“I would still like to hear it.” 

 

“Okay. It’s beautiful. But under the circumstances, it still pains me to recite it. It’s 

called I Will Always Love You.” 

 

O dearest, canst thou tell me why  
The rose should be so pale?  
And why the azure violet  
Should wither in the vale?  
 
And why the lark should in the cloud  
So sorrowfully sing?  
And why from loveliest balsam-buds  
A scent of death should spring?  
 
And why the sun upon the mead  
So chillingly should frown?  
And why the earth should, like a grave,  
Be moldering and brown?  
 
And why it is that I myself  
So languishing should be?  
And why it is, my heart of hearts,  
That thou forsakest me?  
 

“Thank you, Ernst. It is indeed sad, but hauntingly beautiful.” 
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***** 
 

Hannah and Ernst spoke little after their exchange, content to sit with their thoughts. 
The train stopped in Berlin, but no new passengers entered their compartment. Other 
than at Furstenwalde, just southeast of Berlin, no additional stops were scheduled 
between Berlin and Schneidemühl, near the Polish border. However, the train 
unexpectedly stopped at the town of Deutsch-Krone, about 25 kilometers west of 
Schneidemühl.  
 
Hannah and Ernst heard the slamming of doors in nearby compartments. At length, 
their compartment door opened. In marched a gruff-looking man of about 40 wearing 
an SA uniform. Blue epaulets emblazoned with three diagonal squares crowned his 
brown shirt, signifying he was an SA Obersturmfuhrer, a first lieutenant.   
 
“Heil Hitler,” exclaimed the man—his agitation apparent—as he outstretched his right 
arm in what had now become the familiar Nazi salute.  
 
“Yes, Heil Hitler,” muttered Ernst as he sheepishly extended his arm in a half-hearted 
salute. Hannah said nothing, stunned by both the sudden and unexpected salute and 
frightened by the contemptuous look on the man’s face as he scornfully evaluated her. 
 
“I am First Lieutenant Obersturmfuhrer Wilhelm Velten. We are looking for two or three 
communists whom we believe were involved in the Reichstag fire and who may be 
heading for the Polish border on this train. May I see each of your identification papers?”  
 
The man spoke an unpolished German that placed him in the uneducated class. How 
he had become a first lieutenant was anyone’s guess.  But lieutenant he was, and Ernst 
and Hannah handed Velten their passports and visas. After studying the documents, 
Velten returned them. He again stared at Hannah with distaste before asking her a 
question. “Frau Sternbloom, you are no doubt Jewish. Do you have family?” 
 
“Yes. A husband and an almost 14-year-old son in Hamburg.” 
 
“What does your husband do?” 
 
Not wanting to divulge that her husband and son were at this moment on a freighter 
bound for England, Hannah merely said, “My husband is a professor. Until recently, he 
taught at the University of Hamburg.” 
 
With a menacing look, Velten asked, “What business do you have riding in the same 
compartment as a good German like Dr. Zellers?” 
 
Uneasily, Hannah responded, “Lieutenant, I’m traveling to Danzig to visit my sick 
mother. I only met Dr. Zellers on the train this morning.” 
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“Well, this must be his lucky day,” responded Velten acidly. Neither Hannah nor Zellers 
replied, so taken aback were both at Velten’s undisguised vitriol. 
 
“My lucky day, too, I might note. First, I had to leave my house on a moment’s notice to 
chase after some communist pigs. Second, I’m not even sure how I’m going to return 
to my village this evening since I’m currently without transportation. To top it off, I, too, 
get to share this compartment with a Jewess.” 
 
Alarmed by the tone of the conversation, Ernst tried to move it in a less confrontational 
direction. “Did you get on the train where you live?” he asked. 
 
“Yes, not that it is any business of yours.”  
 
“I didn’t mean to offend. I was just making polite conversation,” said Ernst nervously. 
 
“Polite conversation is something I don’t need right now. A ride home tonight is what I 
need, particularly since it’s likely to be a long day with the whole train disembarking at 
the customs checkpoint near the former garrison at Schneidemühl.” 
 
“What do you mean?” asked Ernst. 
 
“I mean everyone is getting off the train at Schneidemühl so we can try to identify those 
damn communists. I’m sure the customs officials will also take the liberty of checking 
baggage while your fellow passengers and you are off the train.” 
 
“Why unload the whole train if you are just looking for two or three men? That could take 
hours and I have an important meeting tonight in Warsaw.” 
 
“Dr. Zellers, please do not try my patience. If I made policy, I wouldn’t be sitting in this 
compartment with a damn Jewess. Besides, are you suggesting your trifling meeting is 
more important than the best interests of the Reich?“ 
 
‘Of course not! I was just expressing frustration.” 
 
“Well, don’t. And you, Frau Sternbloom, do you also have a meeting that is more 
important than the interests of the state?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Good. I hope you are not carrying any contraband. Lately, there has been a wave of 
Jewish trash heading for the border and more than a few have been apprehended with 
items they were trying to smuggle out of the country. Be apprised, Frau Sternbloom, 
that our customs officers are very thorough, particularly when it comes to Jewish 
miscreants. I can tell you this for a certainty since I know many of the men who work at 
the Schneidemühl customs office, including the chief inspector, an old friend of mine 
from childhood. You should have nothing to worry about unless, of course, you have 
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made the improvident decision to violate the law by transporting forbidden items across 
the border." 
 
Hannah had nothing to hide, but both Ernst and she were rattled by Velten’s clear-
throated threat. Hannah summoned all of her strength and somehow maintained her 
composure. “I can assure you, Obersturmfuhrer, that I am not carrying anything illegal 
on my person.” 
 
“We’ll see about that! For all I know, the two of you are in league with one another and 
have spent your time on the train exchanging intrigues against the Reich.” 
 
“Lieutenant,” responded Ernst, feeling hurt to the core, “Frau Sternbloom and I were 
strangers prior to this morning. Before you entered our compartment, I was innocently 
reciting a poem.” 
 
“Reciting a poem to a stranger! Quite unusual? What poem might that be?” 
 
“It’s a poem of Heinrich Heine, one of Germany’s greatest poets,” said Zellers. Then, 
couching his next remark in thinly-veiled contempt, Zellers allowed his distaste for the 
lieutenant to surface. “I’m sure a man of your stature is well familiar with Heine’s works.” 
 
Without betraying whether he was familiar with the works of Heine, Velten replied 
smarmily: “Of course. Perhaps you will recite the poem out loud so I can better 
appreciate it.”  
 
Wishing he had not been so snide, Ernst decided the best course was to be 
straightforward and repeat the poem he had just recited. Velten listened carefully. When 
Ernst was finished reciting, Velten responded, “What a sad poem. Why do you indulge 
in such sadness when our mighty fatherland is on the cusp of achieving its predestined 
and greatest glory?” 
 
“Lieutenant, I’m aware of the excitement that has accompanied Hitler’s rise to power 
and the last thing I want is to be disrespectful. But when I look at Frau Sternbloom, I 
cannot help but think how her world must be collapsing in on her.” 
 
“I see,” said Velten. Then he contented himself by looking out the window, a cruel smile 
having formed on his face. 
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Chapter 3 

The Schneidemühl Customs Station 

April 1933 

Danzig sat on the northern end of what had become known as the Polish Corridor. Once 

the territory of the German Empire, the Corridor was a 70-mile strip of land no more 

than 20 miles across at its narrowest, starting in Polish Pomerania and ending at the 

Polish Baltic. England, France, Russia and the United States, the so-called “four 

powers,” had created the Corridor under the Treaty of Versailles. The purpose was to 

enable the new Poland to have access to the sea and also to hobble the new Germany 

by separating East Prussia to the east of the Corridor from West Prussia to the west.   

As Ernst had noted, the Corridor could be reached by changing trains inside Poland.  

But first, the train had to cross the Polish border. Schneidemühl sat on the Küddow 

River, just a few kilometers from the border. At Schneidemühl, the German authorities 

had erected an elaborate customs station. Normally the train would stop at the station, 

where customs officials would board it to check for contraband. During the boarding 

process, officers would also check for passports and visas. The process was 

cumbersome, but it often bore fruit in the form of one or two would-be smugglers being 

led from the train and into custody at the customs facility. The whole operation took less 

than a half hour and the train would be on its way to the Polish side of the border where 

a similar, but more perfunctory, inspection would take place a few minutes later.  

It was unusual, but not unprecedented, for all of a train’s passengers to disembark so 

the customs inspectors and passport officials could question each passenger at length. 

The Schneidemühl customs facility was large enough to conduct such an inspection, 

since it served both as a customs checkpoint and a regional customs warehouse.   

A large main building and two satellite buildings comprised the fenced customs facility, 

with the larger building being used for detention and interrogation. Hannah and Ernst 

entered the main building late in the afternoon, after disembarking from the train along 

with the other passengers. 

***** 

The inside of the building was utilitarian and bleak. Hannah and Ernst, along with the 

remaining passengers who intended to cross the border and enter Poland, entered the 

windowless building. Several SA men were positioned around the perimeter of the 

room. Six makeshift staging areas had been created for passenger lineups. Each lineup 

led to a small desk occupied by a customs clerk and an armed SA man. The clerk had 
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at his disposal a typewriter, a telephone, pen and ink, and a stack of forms. Each form 

contained space for vital information regarding the disembarked passengers: name, 

address, passport number, visa number and purpose of visit to Poland. Posters 

describing wanted persons, such as the sought-after communists, appeared throughout 

the facility. 

Ernst and Hannah felt uneasy as they observed what was happening. Each time a 

passenger approached one of the six desks, he or she would be invited to sit down and 

the clerk would commence questioning and typing. If the information satisfied the clerk, 

the passenger would be lead to his luggage and then directed back to the train. But if 

the clerk was not satisfied with the answers, he would ask the armed Brownshirt to 

escort the passenger to another area of the building for additional questioning.  

Occasionally, at the clerk’s urging, the Brownshirt would take a quaking passenger out 

of the main building to the larger of the two satellite buildings. Frighteningly, neither 

Ernst nor Hannah knew what subsequently happened to those passengers. 

Roaming through the facility was a supervisor, officiously dressed for the occasion, and 

demanding total subordination from his clerks. The official, Richart Brundidge, was in 

his early forties. He was tall and had a strong build. He had a look of unremitted 

seriousness on his face.  

As Hannah and Ernst got into line, they noticed that Lieutenant Velten was in earnest 

conversation with Brundidge. Because of the distance between the passenger lineup 

and the area where Velten and Brundidge were conversing, Hannah and Ernst could 

not hear what was being said. Had they been close enough, they would not have been 

pleased. Velten was expressing his frustration. “Richart, we’ve been thwarted in our 

pursuit of the communists. I don’t think they are among the disembarking passengers.  

However, I do have two persons who will be of interest to you. One is an arrogant lawyer 

who enjoys reciting poetry at the expense of our Fuhrer.” 

“You don’t say,” said Brundidge with interest. 

“While I was sitting directly across from the lawyer, he took great pleasure in reciting a 

poem of Heinrich Heine. The lawyer probably believed I didn’t know Heine was a 

degenerate Jew, and I did not let on. I think it would be appropriate to teach our lawyer 

friend a little lesson, lest he continue to demean our leader in the presence of the Poles 

who would like only to hear slanders against the Fuhrer. You might rough him up a little 

and remind him we have networks that can reach his family. I’m sure he will understand 

and be happy to provide you with a generous gratuity before he leaves the building.” 

“With pleasure. What of the other passenger?” 
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“The woman is a different story. Her name is Hannah Sternbloom. She is a Jewess. Her 

papers are in order. She says, and I have no reason to disbelieve her, that she is going 

to visit her sick mother in Danzig. She speaks very well and is the wife of a Jew 

university professor in Hamburg; I should say, former university professor. But most 

importantly, my friend, she has a fine face for a Jew and an even better looking body. 

In addition, she has a young son who I’m sure she adores and would want to protect 

from any threat. You might wish to question her closely as to her reasons for going to 

Danzig. Once you do so, I’m sure you will be satisfied. For my part, I will consider that 

old debt I owe you to have been repaid.” 

Following this nefarious exchange, Brundidge casually made his way to the clerk who 

was questioning the passengers in the line occupied by Ernst and Hannah. Brundidge 

then whispered a few words into the clerk’s ear and did the same with the armed SA 

guard. Brundidge left the clerk’s area, stealing a glance at Hannah as he left. 

***** 

At long last, Ernst and Hannah reached the clerk’s desk. Both, of course, wanted to 

complete the questioning quickly. The first to enter the interrogation area was Ernst. 

The clerk, whose name was Gerhardt Stanzig, proceeded to review Ernst’s passport, 

visa and relevant credentials, while glancing at Ernst in an indifferent manner. Suddenly, 

the clerk leered at Ernst accusatorily: “Herr Dr. Zellers, do you love the Fatherland and 

do you revere the Fuhrer?” 

“Why, of course, I do. I am a lawyer, sworn to uphold the laws of the Fatherland.” 

“Well, Dr. Zellers, if you revere the Fuhrer, why do you recite in public seditious poetry 

that demeans the Fuhrer and everything for which he stands?” 

What the clerk was getting at began to dawn on Zellers, but he feigned ignorance. “Herr 

Stanzig, I do not know what you are talking about.” 

“I believe you do. Didn’t you spend some time on the train with Lieutenant Wilhelm 

Velten?” 

“Yes. That is correct. He was in my compartment for the last part of my journey to the 

border.” 

“Didn’t you recite poetry in his presence?” 

With a sickening feeling, Ernst meekly responded, “Yes.” 

“Wasn’t the poetry composed by the degenerate Jew bastard, Heinrich Heine?” 

“Yes, I suppose it was.” 
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“You are a smart man. Wouldn’t you have known such literary trash would be offensive 

to our Fuhrer who has made it clear there is no place in Germany for Jews, such as 

your traveling companion, the Jewess, Hannah Sternbloom?” 

“Sir, I meant no offense. I have loved the works of Heine ever since I was in high school, 

as have countless other Germans for over a century.” 

“Do you consider the Fuhrer to be one of countless other Germans?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Do you think it appropriate to slander the Fuhrer in the presence of one of his uniformed 

officers, and, on questioning, to admit you perceived the poem as a paean to the sad 

fortunes of your traveling companion, the Jewess Sternbloom?” 

“If I said anything like that, I am truly remorseful. I intended no harm. Moreover, Frau 

Sternbloom is not a traveling companion, but merely someone who happened to occupy 

the same compartment as I did.” 

“I’m touched by such a strong showing of remorse! But I’m also fearful that if you are 

not taught a lesson, you may see fit to spread these calumnies against our Fuhrer while 

you are in Poland.” 

“I would never do that.” 

“Of course you wouldn’t, because you value the health and well-being of your family.  

But as a little insurance, I think some additional questioning would be of use. Guard, 

please take the good lawyer to interrogation room one and tell the attendants there that 

our friend would like some lessons in how to respect the Fatherland.” 

***** 

As Ernst was being led away, Stanzig beckoned Hannah to sit down. Hannah had seen 

what had happened to Ernst. She was, to say the least, alarmed, if not unnerved. In this 

emotionally fragile state, she entered the small interview area and seated herself 

opposite Stanzig.   

Stanzig introduced himself and, without ceremony, opened Hannah’s file and began to 

review her documentation. Though Hannah’s documents were in order, he had strict 

orders from Brundidge to make things difficult for her and to ensure she was escorted 

to Building B, as the smaller of the two satellite buildings was called. 

Looking up from the papers, Stanzig adjusted his glasses and, with an air of importance, 

rose from his chair. He walked around his desk and stopped at the side of Hannah’s 
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chair. “Frau Sternbloom, your papers appear to be complete, but there are certain 

unexplained matters concerning your case.” 

“What do you mean, Herr Stanzig?” 

“Frau Sternbloom, you are Jewish, are you not?” 

“Of course I am,” responded Hannah. “I have not hidden that fact from anyone.” 

“Frau Sternbloom, I’m not accusing you of hiding anything. Please tell me about your 

family.” 

“Well, Herr Stanzig, I have a husband, named Anton, who is—I mean, was—a professor 

at the University of Hamburg and I have an almost 14-year-old son named Jonathan.” 

“Your son has such a nice Jewish name. Where is your family now? I ask because it is 

somewhat unusual to see a woman, particularly one who carries visas to both Poland 

and England, traveling alone.” 

Thinking rapidly, Hannah did not want to give Stanzig any opportunity for challenging 

her intentions or bona fides. Instead of admitting her family was this very day fleeing 

Germany, she decided to suggest her husband and son were merely heading to 

England to visit friends and that she intended to join them.  

“Herr Stanzig, my family is heading to England to join friends for the Passover holiday. 

As soon as I’m sure my mother is okay, I intend to join them.” 

“Yes, Frau Sternbloom, I know of your Passover holidays and the fiendish way in which 

your people make the flat bread called matzahs. But, I digress. I still find it strange you 

should be traveling so far by yourself and that, coincidentally, your family, in the middle 

of the school year, should be sallying forth to England for a little matzah ceremony. The 

cost of doing such a thing must be very substantial, not to speak of the inconvenience 

of keeping your son away from school. The story just doesn’t ring true. Perhaps you are 

a spy and you intend to collect intelligence against the Reich while you are in Poland 

and pass it along to the Brits. I think this matter is beyond my control and should be 

referred to my superior, Richart Brundidge.” 

Hannah began to protest, but was stopped mid-sentence by Stanzig, who raised his 

hand imperiously in a gesture that could only mean Hannah was to desist. 

“If you are telling the truth, there will be no problem.” Pointing to his right, Stanzig 

continued, “Indeed, in anticipation of that salutary outcome, I will place your valise in 

the holding area for luggage destined for Poland, where you can easily reclaim it after 

the questioning. You may take your personal bag and documentation with you so no 

one can walk off with your personal belongings. Ah, I see you have knitting materials 
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with you. You wouldn’t be a modern day Madame Defarge, would you?” asked Stanzig, 

chuckling to himself at his cleverness. Stanzig then motioned to the SA guard to take 

Hannah away. 

Hannah again began to protest, but Stanzig immediately cut her off. “Frau Sternbloom, 

please think of this as a small inconvenience. I’m sure everything will be fine. The train 

will not leave for another one or two hours. If you have been forthright, as I hope you 

have been, there is little chance you will miss the train. I see my superior, Herr 

Brundidge, is busy at the moment. So I will ask the guard to escort you to building B 

where you can wait and, perhaps, knit a Jewish skull cap, until Herr Brundidge is ready 

to see you.” Knowing she could do nothing, Hannah resignedly picked up her pocket 

book and knitting bag, and followed the guard.   

Once at Building B, the guard escorted Hannah inside, checked to make sure everything 

was secure and then left, locking the door behind him from the outside. 
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Chapter 4 

An Interrogation Gone Awry 

April 1933 

Inside, Hannah observed the large room in which she found herself. She discerned the 

room was a place where customs officials could rest during long tours of duty, or even 

sleep overnight. The room was outfitted with a desk and chair, a reading chair and lamp, 

a small table, an icebox, a stove, a bath closet and a bed that was neatly made. There 

was a coffee pot on the stove.   

The building was overheated. Even though the day had passed and the night was cool, 

Hannah felt warm. Reflexively, she took off her outer coat and neatly put it on the bed.   

She was wearing a sweater and a fine silk blouse. Although modest, the sweater offered 

little opportunity for disguising Hannah’s shapely upper body. Hannah decided to pass 

the time by knitting—not a skull cap, as suggested by the buffoon Stanzig, but rather 

the shawl she had been preparing for her mother. Hannah took out the yarn and knitting 

needles and proceeded to apply new stitches to the half-completed wrap. 

Unobserved, Velten and Brundidge had been watching Hannah’s exchange with 

Stanzig. “Richart, I think you are going to enjoy the rest of the day. Were I you, I would 

let her wait and worry. The wait might soften her up a bit. Not that she needs softening 

to speak of.” 

“You’re entirely right, my dear Willy. How long will you be here?” 

“I’ll be here for a while. I certainly plan to be around to hear about your little tête-à-tête.” 

***** 

In the satellite building, Hannah, as anticipated by her would be-interrogator, was 

beginning to grow uneasy. What am I doing here?” she asked herself. What if I miss the 

train? Where will I stay in this God-forsaken place packed with inhospitable people?” 

Hannah emptied her knitting bag on the small table. To calm herself, she resumed 

stitching for what seemed like an endless period of time. The wait was becoming 

unbearable.  She tried to distract herself. She guessed the age of every item in the 

room.  She spotted a loose thread in her dress and clipped the offending protrusion with 

her shears.  She looked for other loose threads and clipped them. At last, she heard the 

key turning in the outside lock. She stopped what she was doing and looked 

apprehensively toward the door as Brundidge entered the room. 

“Ah, Frau Sternbloom, I believe. How are you?” 
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“A little concerned at this point. What is your name, please?” 

“We have met briefly. I am Richart Brundidge, the overseer of this customs facility. Did 

my subordinate advise you we would be having a chat?” 

“I suppose he did,” replied Hannah, as she looked at Brundidge with undisguised 

nervousness.  

“Good,” said Brundidge, conveniently ignoring Hannah’s look of alarm. “So you 

shouldn’t be surprised I wish to ask you some questions.” 

“I’m very much surprised, whatever the clerk may have said. Please, if there is 

something you wish to know, ask me. I have nothing to hide and I do not wish to miss 

the train.”  

“There is no concern on that account. The train will leave when I say so. I see you have 

taken your coat off and have made yourself at home. I’m pleased because I want you 

to relax.” 

“With all candor, Herr Brundidge, I am anything but relaxed. My coat is off because it’s 

warm in here and for no other reason.” 

“Now, don’t be like that, Frau Sternbloom. I have only a few routine questions and then 

I am sure you will be on your way. But as you point out, it’s fairly warm in here and I’m 

dressed for the cold. Indeed, it’s so warm in here that I might just have to shed more 

than this heavy overcoat. Perhaps you may wish to follow suit. If we are both relaxed, it 

will make the questioning go so much more smoothly.” 

Brundidge took off his overcoat and began to take off his uniform jacket. Hannah’s 

senses were on high alert, but she tried to persuade herself that Brundidge was just 

making himself comfortable for the questioning that was about to take place. However, 

she was quickly disabused of any such notion when Brundidge invited her to take off 

the heavy sweater she was wearing on top of her silk blouse. “Frau Sternbloom, we 

have a lot to talk about. Please make yourself at home. That heavy sweater is making 

even me feel uncomfortably warm.” 

Hannah tensed. Bile rose to her throat and she felt lightheaded. Steadying herself, she 

took off her sweater, hoping against hope that there was a small kernel of concern to 

Brundidge’s invitation. However, reality returned very quickly as Brundidge locked the 

door behind him, pocketed the key and began to take off his suspenders. “I find 

suspenders so constricting,” stated Brundidge. Smiling in a way that made his intentions 

unmistakable, he then began to remove his shirt and tie. “It’s also so uncomfortable 

having to wear this starched shirt and tight tie.” 
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Hannah could not believe what was happening. What did this lout of an official plan to 

do? Could it be that the unthinkable was occurring and that he intended to molest her 

rather than question her? What had she done to provoke this encounter? Was she 

somehow to blame?  

Hannah quietly reproached herself. Of course, she was not being punished for anything 

she had done. What was she thinking? Quickly, Hannah’s subconscious gave way to 

the present and the terror of the moment. She was in the middle of a nightmare and she 

had to do something about it. As she observed Brundidge continuing to disrobe, she 

forced herself to focus. What could she do to escape from the menacing advances of 

this man whose size would surely enable him to overwhelm her if he wished? Should 

she scream? Should she try to run? No, she could not run because the door was locked 

and the key was in Brundidge’s pocket! She would try to stall and think of something 

with any time she could buy. 

“Herr Brundidge, it is warm in here, but why go to the trouble of removing so many of 

your clothes when the work day is coming to a close and you undoubtedly will be 

heading home to see your family. Won’t Frau Brundidge be concerned if you’re late? 

What did you say your wife’s name is?” 

“Frau Sternbloom, it’s so kind of you to express concern for my wife. But she 

understands I often have commitments that keep me at work. I’m sure your husband 

and lovely son are equally understanding whenever you are delayed.” 

“Of course,” Hannah stammered, recognizing that Brundidge’s gratuitous reference to 

her family was intended to convey a not-so-subtle message.  

“Good. Excuse me for a moment, Frau Sternbloom, while I hang up my clothes. We 

officials mustn’t be sloppy with our uniforms, even when we are about to engage in 

some pressing questioning. I do imagine you are getting my drift and will be only too 

happy to make the interrogation as pleasant as possible. Now, excuse me while I 

prepare further for our little session.”  He turned around and began to take off his pants 

and hang up his uniform. 

Hannah’s mouth was now dry. Her heart was beating out of her chest. Her blouse was 

wet with perspiration and her limbs felt heavy. What was she to do? Instinctively, her 

mind wrapped around the shears she had placed on the small table when Brundidge 

entered the room. The table was now behind her. Slowly, methodically, she felt for the 

shears, grabbed them with her right hand and placed both hands behind her back. 

Brundidge had now turned and faced Hannah clothed only in his undergarments. 

Hannah tried to reason with him one more time. “Herr Brundidge, for the love of God, 
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stop this insanity.” But Brundidge did not stop. He approached Hannah, his underwear 

bulging from his tumescent penis. 

“Frau Sternbloom, I can understand how this might be a bit of a surprise. But if you will 

just see it my way, I’m sure you will be totally forthcoming. You understand, I will be 

taking quite a risk by permitting a Jewess and potential spy to leave the country. As 

compensation for this risk, all I’m asking for is a few moments of understanding.  

Perhaps matters will go more smoothly if I help you remove your blouse.”   

With this remark, Brundidge approached Hannah. She could now smell the man’s 

breath and feel his hands begin to work their way down the front of her blouse. Almost 

without thinking, she allowed the adrenalin in her system to take over. She grasped the 

shears as tightly as she could. She knew she had to take action while Brundidge was 

unbuttoning her and relatively vulnerable. She also knew, from her days as an anatomy 

major, that a high thrust might only come in contact with rib-cage bone and would 

probably prove unsuccessful. By contrast, a quick stabbing move to the man’s lower 

side would probably find his kidney. So with a quick thrust of her right hand, she plunged 

the shears into Brundidge’s side. 

Brundidge looked at Hannah in disbelief and tried to say something or, perhaps, to 

scream. But he was so stunned that only a guttural sound came out. Instinctively, he 

bent over to see where the wound had been inflicted. As he lowered his head toward 

his side, Hannah pulled out the shears and took action again. She jabbed the shears 

into what she knew was the man’s right common artery in his neck, the carotid artery. 

Brundidge gurgled, went down, bleeding heavily, and, in a matter of seconds, lay 

lifeless. 

Oh, my God, said Hannah to herself and to the walls. What shall I do? The thought 

occurred to her that her luggage had been readied for transport to Poland and that, if 

she just composed herself, she could return to the main building, claim Brundidge had 

remained to do some paperwork, pick up her suitcase and return to the train. But first, 

she thought, she should wait for whatever time might reasonably have been expected 

of Brundidge to ask his questions.  

After the passage of what seemed an eternity, Hannah put on her sweater and coat. 

But she needed the key. Thank God, Brundidge was right handed so I don’t have to 

reach into his bloody side, she thought as she tried to hold back her revulsion at 

searching the body of the man she had just killed. Tremulously, she reached into 

Brundidge’s right pocket and removed the key. Her hand was now shaking noticeably.  

Hannah collected herself as best she could. She began to work her way to the door, 

stepping around the body that lay on the floor. However, she was not thinking about 

where she was going and she had not focused on the sticky pool of blood streaming 
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from Brundidge’s side. As she neared the door, she suddenly slipped and found herself 

sprawled on the floor staring at the lifeless form that had once been Brundidge. Stifling 

a scream, she could only think of getting out. She unlocked the lock, found her way to 

the door of the main building and rushed inside.  

As if in a trance, Hannah headed in the direction of her suitcase, looking neither left nor 

right. However, another figure was watching Hannah as she drifted toward the luggage 

holding area. Wondering why Brundidge had not come out with Hannah, Velten decided 

he would approach Hannah. If nothing else, he was curious to see if he could detect 

any of the clues of Brundidge’s “close investigation.”   

As Hannah began walking toward the door, suitcase in hand, Velten pulled up to 

Hannah and spun her around. He expected to see a woman with a defeated look and, 

perhaps, smeared makeup on her face. Instead, he saw the telltale blood stains on 

Hannah’s coat. Looking at Hannah with amazement and malice, Velten roughly grabbed 

her arm. “Frau Sternbloom, I think you should come with me.” 
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Chapter 5 

Aboard the Hamburg Sea Queen 

April 1933  

Several hours after saying goodbye to Hannah at the train station, Anton and Jonathan 

reported to the vessel that would take them to England. The Hamburg Sea Queen was 

more a freighter than a passenger vessel. One hundred families could be 

accommodated in the aft quarter of the ship, with most passenger cabins situated near 

the top deck. Fortunately, Anton and Jonathan were assigned to a cabin with external 

portholes.   

As the freighter backed out of its berth and started steaming up the Elbe toward the sea, 

Anton and Jonathan could not take themselves away from the portholes. They tried to 

take in everything on shore and, ruefully, thought about the life they were leaving. Anton 

reflected on Hamburg’s centuries-old connection to its Jews and how this relationship 

had suddenly come to such an ugly state. The first Jews—refugees from Portugal—had 

arrived in Hamburg as far back as the early 16th century. Hamburg’s treatment of its 

Jews had not always been kind. After two centuries of exclusion, Jews were finally 

allowed to become guild members in 1849. Soon after, Jews had been allowed to build 

synagogues and cemeteries. By the 1920s, the Jewish population of Hamburg had 

mushroomed to over 20,000, with half of its young men and women marrying gentiles. 

Thought Anton, how could his fellow Hamburgers have turned away the Jewish 

population when, only recently, so many had been willing to marry Jews?  

As Anton was wrestling with his thoughts, the skies darkened and the falling rain made 

visibility difficult. Father and son reluctantly removed themselves from their viewing 

stations. While Jonathan read, Anton contented himself with putting together academic 

notes for his forthcoming lectures. However, he became unsettled and impatient as the 

hours went by without hearing from Hannah. Hannah and he had arranged for her to 

contact him by wire aboard ship after she crossed the Polish border. Enough time had 

gone by, and yet, there was no word. Worriedly, Anton wondered what had happened. 

Dinner aboard ship was served in what attempted to pass as the ship’s saloon. In reality, 

it was little more than the crew’s mess quarters, embellished by a few tablecloths and 

by the presence of several ship’s stewards. Anton and Jonathan took their place at their 

assigned seats and began to take their meal and converse with their dinner 

companions. However, Anton could barely distinguish one sentence from the next, so 

consumed was he with concern for Hannah.   
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Near the end of the meal, Jonathan asked for permission to talk to a boy his age seated 

at the next table. Anton gave his consent, and offhandedly reminded Jonathan not to 

stray too far from the passenger quarters.   

Built by Friedrich Krupp Germaniawerft A.G., Kiel, the Hamburg Sea Queen was 103 

meters long with a wide beam width of 14.4 meters. It had two cargo winches on each 

of its starboard and port sides, just aft of the dining area. The engine room and smoke 

stacks were amidships. Even with passengers, the ship was capable of holding more 

than 200 metric tons of cargo. On this occasion, the ship’s cargo holds were swollen 

with goods, the shipment of which had been delayed due to inclement North Sea 

weather the preceding two weeks. 

It was almost dusk and the visibility aboard ship was faint, even in areas that were lit. 

For two adolescent boys, the ship was a floating adventure. After exploring the 

passenger quarters, Jonathan and his new friend, Charlie Brody, widened their probe 

and, by chance, found their way to the entrance to the cargo hold. There they 

encountered a desk usually occupied by the cargo watchman. An ink pen, a pipe and 

matches lay on the desk. As chance would have it, the watchman was having dinner, 

so no one was present to challenge the two adolescent adventurers.  

Charlie was the taller of the two and had a more mature look than the adolescent-looking 

Jonathan. Charlie had light skin. Freckles nested on either side of his nose and a double 

creased dimple materialized on Charlie’s left cheek when he laughed, which was often. 

Charlie spoke some German, as his mother had grown up in Germany, and Jonathan 

could summon a modest brand of English. Together, they were able to communicate 

just fine.  

Grabbing on to the companionway railings, the duo excitedly worked their way three 

levels down to where the most secure cargo was stored. Since almost all of the cargo 

was packed in large containers, there was little need to post any additional guards in 

the hold while the ship was at sea. A watchman made his way around the ship only 

once during the evening.  

So the boys encountered no one as they descended into the ship’s hold. Once there, 

they began their exploration. Reading from the outside of the containers, they were able 

to identify boxes filled with furniture, works of art and clothing. However, it was the box 

marked Türkische Zigaretten, identified by Jonathan as Turkish cigarettes, that intrigued 

them.   

“Have you ever smoked?” asked Jonathan. 

“No,” said Charlie. “How about you?” 
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“No, but my grandfather, who was a doctor, used to smoke a pipe,” responded 

Jonathan, trying to look authoritative. “He stopped a long time ago. I’m not sure why, 

because we only visited him during Jewish holidays.” 

“You’re Jewish? Wow, so am I! My mother and I have been visiting my Aunt Agatha in 

Germany. She’s my mother’s sister. Mom grew up in Germany, but came to study in 

England, where she met my father.  But her sister remained behind in a little town called 

Geesthact. It’s about 35 kilometers from Hamburg. My mom is a teacher on spring 

break. She got permission to stay in Germany through Passover. However, those SA 

guys were really frightening all the Jewish people in Geesthact and Mom decided it was 

best to leave as soon as we could. So, here we are.” 

“Gee, my mom, who is not here, is also a teacher. What does your dad do?” 

“He’s deputy curator at the British Museum. He knows all about old mummies and things 

like that. Maybe I can get him to show you some. He’s in the middle of an exhibit and 

couldn’t get away for the holiday. He stayed home with my older brother, Randy. Mom 

said he’s very relieved we’re on our way home.” 

Glancing at the untouched rows of cigarette cartons, Jonathan looked impishly at his 

new friend. “Charlie, tons of adults smoke and they all seem to like it. Want to try? I 

noticed some matches on the desk near the entrance to the cargo hold.” 

“Of course,” Charlie answered, with no doubt in his mind that he was being confronted 

with a test of both friendship and manliness. 

Jonathan scampered back to the guard’s desk, pocketed the matches and headed down 

to the hold. With a little effort and a few wiggles from Charlie’s jackknife, the boys 

discovered that they could force back the lid of the container. They peered inside at 

dozens of cartons of Murad Turkish cigarettes.  

Turkish tobacco was known not only for its rich dark color, but also for its aroma. It had 

been introduced to England after the Crimean War during the previous century and had 

become a favorite among London society. Known for its suggestive advertisements, 

Murad was one of the most popular Turkish brands. 

Gingerly, Jonathan removed one of the packs of cigarettes and opened it. For a 

moment, all Charlie and he could do was stare at the two tight rows of cigarettes inside 

the pack. At length, Jonathan spoke as bravely as his fast beating heart would allow. 

“Let’s try one.” 

Jonathan handed the matches to Charlie, who lit one of the cigarettes and hesitantly 

took in the smallest of puffs. The effect was not pleasant, but that was the last thing in 
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the world Charlie wanted Jonathan to know. “Not bad,” said Charlie. “Here, have a go 

at it.” 

Seeing that Charlie had survived the experience, Jonathan now felt emboldened. 

Taking the cigarette into his mouth, he drew on it for all he was worth. The effect was 

cataclysmic. Jonathan had never given much thought to his lungs, but now they were 

screaming at him. He was overcome by strong hacking coughs. Jonathan thought he 

would never catch his breath. Finally, the coughing stopped. But then the 

lightheadedness began and Jonathan felt nauseous.  

Charlie, seeing his new friend in distress, had no idea what to do. Jonathan was now 

leaning perilously against the cigarette container, hoping against hope he would not 

throw up. But throw up he did, all over the container of cigarettes and all over his clothes.  

The sight of Jonathan retching was too much for Charlie, who promptly returned the 

favor by throwing up himself.  

The cathartic effect of throwing up made both boys feel better. They were now sitting 

on the floor slumped against the container. Neither wanted to move for fear they would 

again be overcome by nausea. Charlie was the first to speak. “That was something, 

wasn’t it?” 

“I guess so,” said Jonathan, still wondering what had hit him. “When my father sees me 

looking like this, he may have a very different view of things.”  

“My mother, too. By the way, what’s your father going to be doing in England, and 

where’s your mother?” 

“My father is going to be teaching at University College in London. My mother is going 

to join us after she visits her mother in Danzig.” 

“That’s a coincidence. My father’s office at the museum is right near University College.  

Maybe you could live near us. Then your dad and my dad could commute to work 

together.”   

“Gee, I don’t know.” 

“I have an idea. My father’s sister lives nearby. Her husband, my uncle Randolph, was 

killed in the Great War and my aunt often rents out rooms. Maybe your family could rent 

rooms from her. Then we could go to school together. The school in our neighborhood 

is pretty good. I think you’d like it and I’m sure Mom could find someone at the school 

where she teaches to help you with your English.”  

By now, 45 minutes had gone by and the two boys were not yet moving. It was more 

than an hour later when the night watchman, making his rounds, discovered the two 
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boys fast asleep. By this time, Charlie’s mother, Saundra, and Jonathan’s father were 

frantic and had enlisted the ship’s mate to organize a search party. When the watchman 

brought up the two ashen-looking adolescents, their parents could hardly separate their 

distress and anger from their relief. 

His eyes rimmed with concern, Anton was the first to speak. “Jonathan, what got into 

you? I’ve been so worried about your mother and, for these last two hours, I’ve been 

terrified something bad happened to you.” 

“Me, too,” said Saundra, addressing her own son. ”Isn’t it bad enough the SA almost 

pulled you in for not taking your hat off as they marched by near Auntie’s neighborhood? 

Do you really want to frighten me to death by running off somewhere in the middle of 

the night on this poorly-lit ship? What could you boys have been thinking?” 

Jonathan, of course, recognized his father’s distress and wanted to make amends. “I 

meant no harm. And Charlie is Jewish, and his dad works near where you’re going to 

work. His aunt rents rooms we could take and then Charlie and I could go to school 

together and you and Charlie’s dad could go to work together.” 

Anton and Saundra looked bemusedly at one another. “Madam, my name is Professor 

Dr. Anton Sternbloom and this ill-behaved young wastrel is my only child, Jonathan. I 

beg your forgiveness for any part of this episode that may have been attributable to 

Jonathan’s misguided curiosity.”   

Turning to the boys, Anton tried to maintain a stern glower while doing all he could do 

to stem back a chuckle. “You boys will have to find a way of paying for those cigarettes. 

Jonathan, don’t come complaining to me when you wake up with a headache tomorrow 

morning. As far as the rest of it goes, I haven’t even properly introduced myself to 

Charlie’s mother, let alone his father, and you already have us living on their back 

porch.” 

At this, Charlie’s mother broke in. “Professor Sternbloom, I’m Saundra Brody. May I call 

you Anton? If so, please call me Saundra.” 

“Of course, Saundra. Like me, you seem to have a bit of a German accent.”  

“Yes. I grew up in Germany, but came to England as a young student. Most Brits can 

no longer detect my accent, but you have a clear advantage over them. In any event, I 

think we can allocate equal responsibility to the boys for their little misadventure. So, 

don’t be too harsh on Jonathan.” 

“Of course not! I remember some of the pranks I committed as a boy!” 
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“Precisely. Now, what Charlie was saying about my husband’s sister, Vanessa Weiner, 

was certainly a bit impulsive, but absolutely correct. Vanessa has been renting out 

rooms since her husband was killed in the Great War. She has a cozy house, but it 

certainly would be large enough for your wife, your boy and you. I know that her rooms 

are now unoccupied. If you didn’t like her place, you wouldn’t have to take it. But the 

boys seem to like one another.” 

“It sounds like a good arrangement, but I couldn’t impose.” 

“Don’t be silly. I can wire Vanessa in advance of our arrival so she can clean up the 

house a bit. Charlie was also right about my husband, Giles. As Charlie said, the 

museum and UCL, as we refer to University College London, are both located in the 

Bloomsbury section. UCL is just on the other side of the Russell Square Gardens. The 

two of you could take the tube in the morning and be at work in half an hour. And to tell 

you the truth, it’s not that easy for Giles to make Jewish friends. His family goes back a 

long way and he was one of the few Jews of his era to be admitted to Oxford. Despite 

having graduated with first-class honors, he’s never really been accepted and resents 

it terribly. A Jewish man of letters, such as you, would be just the ticket for him. What 

do you say? It couldn’t hurt to look. You’ll get a chance to meet Giles and — who knows? 

— the two of you could become friends, whether or not your family moves into 

Vanessa’s house.” 

“You make a very persuasive case.” 

“Good! I’ll contact Vanessa and make arrangements. When do you think your wife will 

arrive in London?” 

Anton looked at the deck for a moment and swallowed hard before responding. “To tell 

you the truth, I am deathly worried about my wife. She should have contacted me from 

Poland hours ago, but I haven’t heard from her.” 

“Maybe weather has had something to do with her lack of communication. Poland is still 

very inclement this time of year.” 

“Let’s hope you are right. By the way, how did Charlie and you get on the wrong side of 

the Brownshirts?” 

“It was pretty frightening. My sister, Agatha Kreisler, lives in a small town named 

Geesthact, about 60 kilometers from Hamburg.” 

“Yes, I know of the place. Don’t they have a factory there that makes tools and dies for 

industrial machinery?”  
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“Exactly. Agatha’s husband, Lorenz Kreisler, is a civil engineer, a war veteran with the 

rank of major and a member of the military reserve. Lorenz leads a team that does site 

identification work for the new ministry that is responsible for building super highways 

all across Germany. Lorenz enjoys the work but it has its moments. No German wants 

to openly defy the Reich. At the same time, few Germans are happy about the prospect 

of having an autobahn built in their backyard.” 

“How long have they been living in their present home?” 

“They have been living in Geesthact for many years. There have been the usual slurs 

over the years directed at the family, even though Lorenz isn’t Jewish. But as far as I 

can tell, they have been content for most of the years they have lived there. They have 

two children, a girl named Sarah, four years younger than Charlie, and a younger boy 

named Werner. Sarah aspires to be a professional ballerina. She may not make it that 

far, but she certainly has a dedicated fan in her father, whose good looks she has 

inherited.”  

“Sounds pretty normal.” 

“It has been. However, since last January’s election and the rise of the Nazis, things 

have changed for the worse. As I’m sure you’re aware, there have been unprovoked 

acts of brutality directed at Jews and the atmosphere has become poisonous. Agatha 

has been very concerned because Lorenz travels all over the country in connection with 

his job, so she is frequently alone. So far, Lorenz’s gentile background and war veteran 

status have insulated the family from physical harm, but Agatha is, nevertheless, 

distressed. 

“I know about it. I held a distinguished chair in anthropology at my university where I 

had worked for almost 20 years. Since Hitler’s rise, all of my Jewish colleagues have 

been fired or announced they were leaving. One was even beaten within an inch of his 

life. As a result, I felt compelled to leave.” 

“I’m so sorry to hear that. It seems like the same pattern is taking place all across 

Germany. In our case, Charlie and I were doing some grocery shopping for my sister 

who’d come down with a nasty cold. I wanted to stop at a local bakery. Charlie asked 

to stay outside because there was some commotion going on and he wanted to see 

what was happening. So I went inside and Charlie stood in front of the bakery looking 

in the direction of the activity.”   

“That seems simple enough.” 

“I thought so, too. But outside, some Brownshirts had broken the display window of a 

store owned by a Jewish merchant. When the storeowner came out in protest, the SA 
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thugs pounced on the poor man and knocked him silly. So giddy were the Brownshirts 

from the experience that they strutted down the street swinging their arms as if they 

were on parade. Most of the crowd that had gathered loved it and were cheering them 

on, taking off their hats and saluting the Brownshirts as they went by.” 

“I’ve observed the same behavior from the SA. How was Charlie affected by all this?” 

Actually, Charlie didn’t know what to make of it and it never occurred to him to take off 

his hat. Well, Charlie’s failure to pay proper homage to the marching assembly caught 

the eye of one of the strutting SA men who came over to Charlie and demanded to know 

why he was so disrespectful of the Fuhrer’s finest. Charlie was frozen in his tracks, 

speechless. The Brownshirt was about to take a swipe at Charlie, when one of his 

compatriots yelled at him to get back in line and said Charlie was just a stupid boy and 

wasn’t worth the time and trouble of a beating.” 

“My God, Charlie must have been scared to death.” 

“Yes, Charlie was pretty shaken. That’s why I’m so happy he’s found a new friend to 

take his mind off of things.” 

“You must’ve been badly shaken, yourself.” 

“Yes, I was. I don’t want to burden you with my anxieties. But before Charlie’s older 

brother, Randy, was born, my husband and I lost two infant children. When Randy and 

Charlie managed to get past the infant stage and grow up healthily, I promised I would 

never allow either of my children to be in harm’s way. Yet there I was, watching my child 

as he came within inches of who knows what.”  

“Even though I’m a complete stranger, I can assure you that you bear no responsibility 

for the actions of those mad men.” 

Sitting down on a nearby stool, Saundra placed her hands over her eyes and dissolved 

into tears. Anton could only stand by solicitously. But he, too, was now consumed by 

his own preoccupations.  

Anton had intended to say something to Saundra about the loss of his own infant child.  

However, he was so grief stricken over Hannah’s whereabouts that he allowed the 

remembrance of his deceased infant child to come and go. At length, Saundra wiped 

her face with a handkerchief and attempted to apologize for her behavior, but Anton cut 

her off. “Please, no apologies necessary. What did you do after the incident with the 

Brownshirts?” 

“Of course, I was terribly upset. But when my wits returned, I decided then and there to 

return to England as soon as I could.” 
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“What of your sister and her husband?” 

“I tried to persuade Agatha and Lorenz to come to England, at least for a while, to see 

how events played out. But Lorenz didn’t want to leave his job and believed his position 

in the army reserve would shelter them, so they decided to stay. Anton, I’m so fearful of 

what’s going to happen in Germany. However, I couldn’t make them listen.” 

“That’s sad. I share your forebodings.” 

“Now, perhaps we can find out your wife’s status.” 

Saundra and Anton walked to the ship’s communication center; there was no word.  

Anton knew the address of Hannah’s brother, Abraham Herskovitz, in Danzig, but little 

more. Based on this limited information, Anton arranged for a message to be sent to 

Poland, at great expense, inquiring whether Hannah had arrived in Danzig. A looming 

sense of foreboding gripped him and he felt the likelihood was small that the message 

would bear fruit. 

While the boys were playing, Saundra did what she could to console Anton. Though 

she was not very successful at calming his frayed nerves, she was at least able to get 

him to walk on the promenade deck and get some fresh air. Anton took advantage of 

the ocean breezes to clear his senses and think through Jonathan’s and his situation. 

In the end, he concluded their best course of action was to keep an open mind about 

Hannah’s absence and to meet with Saundra’s sister-in-law to evaluate the rooms that 

were available for rent. 
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Chapter 6 

Arrival at Golders Green 

April 1933  

In London, Saundra spotted Giles from the gangway. Giles greeted his wife and son on 

the dock and gave each an enthusiastic hug. At Saundra’s urging, Giles turned to Anton.  

“Hello, Professor Sternbloom. Saundra has informed me by wire about Jonathan and 

you, as well as your wife’s predicament. I hope you won’t regard it as presumptuous, 

but I’ve arranged for a car to take all of us to my sister’s house so you can view the 

rooms she has available for rent. Also, until you’re settled, I insist the two of you stay 

with my family in Middlesex. We can store your belongings, check on your wife’s status 

and show you the lay of the land. What do you say?” 

Anton was taken aback at Giles’ display of hospitality. Since he had no other plausible 

options, he readily accepted Giles’ invitation. “Thank you, Mr. Brody. My son and I would 

be honored.” 

“Excellent. Now that that the matter is resolved, I think we can be on a first-name basis.  

I am Giles. I hope you will call me that.” 

“Yes, of course. And please call me Anton.” 

“Good. Okay, let’s be on our way.” 

A half hour later, the car arrived in the tidy Middlesex suburb of Golders Green.  

***** 

Jews had been streaming into London ever since the emancipation of 1830. But, it 

wasn’t until the emergence of the first Jewish members of Parliament in 1858 that 

Jewish immigration really took hold. Most of the Jewish presence in London proper was 

confined to the gritty East End precincts of Spitalfields and Whitechapel, not far from 

the docks where the city’s Jewish immigrant population had first set foot. The fact they 

had remained there was in part the consequence of anti-immigrant housing policies 

enacted by the London County Council and, in part, the product of social barriers. 

Golders Green’s Jewish population, however, had evolved independent of the East End 

Jewish population. Owing to its suburban location in Middlesex County outside of 

London’s jurisdictional reach, the Golders Green area had been beyond the housing 

limitations that applied to the Jewish residents of London County. This circumstance 
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had made Golders Green more welcoming to the Jewish immigrants who could afford 

to live there.  

The Golders Green community had grown around a tasteful, Tudor-style central 

commercial area with many shops and restaurants and an iconic clock tower. The 

surrounding neighborhoods were made up of semi-detached dwellings of 20th-century 

vintage. Vanessa’s house was a corner unit in one such neighborhood. Due to its 

configuration, her house had the twofold advantage of being larger than its neighboring 

units and of being brighter inside.   

Once they had all gotten out of the car, Giles introduced Vanessa to Anton. Anton was 

so overwrought with concern for Hannah that he hardly even looked at Vanessa. Had 

he hazarded a glance, he would have observed a dark-haired and well-attired woman 

about his age with downturned hazel eyes set in an oval face that was both welcoming 

and appealing.    

Not taking affront at Anton’s failure to make eye contact, Vanessa led the way through 

the house. Vanessa’s living quarters and bathroom were on the first floor. The rental 

quarters and a second bathroom were on the second floor. The arrangement ensured 

privacy for both Vanessa and her boarders. Only the kitchen served all parties. It was 

spacious and well laid out, and made for an inviting gathering place. The rooms upstairs 

were airy, with windows in both bedrooms and in the bathroom. Still hardly focusing, 

Anton settled on terms and the boarding arrangement was struck. 

***** 

The next couple of days were busy. Amidst trying to pursue every avenue he could to 

find out about Hannah, Anton occupied his time, if not his mind, by performing a variety 

of errands. Anton, Saundra, Charlie and Jonathan also went to Charlie’s school on 

Friday. Because of Jonathan’s still-developing English skills, the headmaster was 

inclined to place Jonathan in a grade lower than his German grade. However, Anton 

assured the headmaster that Jonathan would pick up the necessary language fluency 

in a hurry. Charlie also insisted he would work daily with Jonathan to help his command 

of the language. The headmaster relented, and Jonathan was all set to go to school the 

following week and to sit in the same class with Charlie. 

The weekend seemed to go by quickly and on Monday morning, the boys readied 

themselves for school. Anton was not due to report to Jason Andrews at UCL until 

Wednesday. So, he was able to do additional errands and to continue to try to reach his 

brother-in-law in Danzig. 

Jonathan’s new school had been constructed only a few years previously and was very 

much the model of an up-to-date academic institution. The school had two levels and a 
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large playing field in the back. Jonathan’s first day of school went by smoothly, with 

Charlie introducing Jonathan to both teachers and fellow students. Jonathan had been 

self-conscious because of his accent and relatively weak command of English. 

However, none of Jonathan’s instructors seemed to be concerned and Jonathan’s 

classmates were too interested in learning about this new student from a foreign 

country. None even seemed to care when Jonathan let slip that he was Jewish.  

***** 

Flushed with a sense of accomplishment, Jonathan and Charlie happily prepared to 

walk home at the end of the school day. They had progressed no more than a block 

when four toughs from the grade above confronted them. The largest of the four, a boy 

named Bevin, took a position in the middle of the sidewalk and shuffled to the left and 

to the right as Jonathan and Charlie attempted to pass. When the two boys tried to work 

their way around Bevin by walking on the street, the other three boys blocked their way. 

Bevin began taunting Jonathan.   

“Hey, Jew Boy, where’d you get that German accent? Can you do a Heil Hitler for us?” 

Jonathan was dumbstruck. Here he was a Jew being nonsensically oppressed because 

he had a German accent. His own mother was missing due to the Nazis and he had 

had to leave home in the middle of the school year with just a suitcase. What were these 

goons thinking?  

“Listen, Bevin,” said Charlie. “Jonathan is my friend and he’s been through a lot. He’s 

Jewish like me. For his money, all the Nazis could go to hell.”   

Bevin seemed to take note of Charlie’s words, at least for a moment. “Look, we know 

your Uncle Randolph died a hero in the Great War and that makes you fine with us. But 

you’d better stay out of this. If your friend is from Germany, then he’s filth on top of being 

Jewish.”    

Jonathan was so captivated by Bevin’s harebrained insults that he didn’t notice another 

of the toughs quietly getting on his hands and knees behind him. Before Jonathan knew 

what was happening, Bevin gave him a hard push and Jonathan tumbled backwards 

over the boy who lay in wait. The push so surprised Jonathan he had no way of 

protecting himself. He fell hard on the pavement, hurting his shoulder and tearing his 

shirt and pants. Speechless, Jonathan lay on the pavement with tears in his eyes.   

A satisfied smile crept over Bevin’s face as he looked down on the furious, but 

humiliated, Jonathan. “Get in my way or in the way of any of my buddies, and this will 

just be a small taste of what you can expect. Now get out of here, Jew Boy.” 
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With Charlie’s help, Jonathan picked himself up. His shoulder hurt and his mind was 

filled with scenes of the murderous Brownshirt who had killed Goldman. This was 

England. How could this sort of behavior be happening in a place where Hitler had no 

power? Jonathan quickly returned to reality as Charlie quietly helped him clean the 

debris off his jacket.   

 “Don’t mind those imbeciles. They’re among the dumbest in the school. They couldn’t 

tell their armpits from their assholes. They used to tease me a lot. But I ignored them 

and they just left me alone. I’m sure they’ll do the same with you.” 

Jonathan was not interested in letting the matter drop. When he got home, he told his 

father what had happened. Anton was dumbstruck, but tried not to show it. All at once, 

he felt overwhelmed by sadness and guilt. Worst of all, he knew Hannah would be doing 

a better job consoling Jonathan. For once, he would have to take the lead in helping 

their son. “What did Charlie say about these boys?” asked Anton. 

“Charlie said that they were jerks and that, if I just ignored them, they’d probably go 

away and leave me alone.” 

“Do you believe that?” asked his father. 

“No, I don’t. I saw the look on Bevin’s face when I was on the ground. I really think he 

took great pleasure in what he did and I can’t imagine that he won’t do it again.” 

Now Anton was even more concerned. “Are you frightened?” 

“All I could think of was that poor storekeeper in Hamburg and how those stupid 

Brownshirts attacked him when he was on the ground. I don’t want that to happen to 

me. But I’m not afraid of them.” 

“Good,” said Anton, feeling relieved. He thought to himself, I’m capable of handling this. 

Why not treat it for what it is — a clash between two cultures, one belligerent and one 

in need of showing belligerence. A plan started emerging in his head. “I have an idea. 

But to make sure it will work, first tell me a little bit about Bevin. How big is he? Does he 

play football and do you think you can outrun him?” 

“He’s very big. He’s too big for me to take on in a fight. I think I could easily outrun him. 

But what good would that do? If I ran away from him, he’d taunt me even further.” 

Anton looked at his son with just the hint of a twinkle in his eye. “I don’t want you to run 

away; just the opposite. I want you to arrange to meet Bevin one on one. Play up to his 

adolescent sense of power. Tell him you want to have it out with him after school with 

no one else around. Isn’t there an open farm area behind the playing field?” 

“Yes, there is. What has that got to do with anything?” 
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“Tell Bevin you’ll meet him there after school, but you get there first. When Bevin arrives, 

make sure he doesn’t get too close.  As soon as he starts approaching you, take off. He 

will no doubt pursue you. When he does, make sure there is a comfortable distance 

between him and you and head for an area where the two of you can’t be seen.”   

“But I just told you that running away won’t work.” 

“Of course not. But you only have to outdistance him for a short while. Bevin will stop 

when he discovers he can’t catch you. That’s your cue to run at him as fast as you can. 

He won’t know what’s going on and he’ll think you’re planning to throw a punch at him, 

using your run for momentum. However, that won’t be your intention.”   

“What am I supposed to do?” 

“You know I played a fair amount of football when I was your age. Of course, I’ve also 

been following you as much as I can.” 

“Yes, and I appreciate it.” 

“Good. I’ve observed your slide tackle and it’s pretty devastating.” 

“I wouldn’t call it devastating.” 

“Be that as it may. As you approach Bevin, your goal will be to throw a slide tackle at 

him as if he were an opponent with a football and you were trying to pry the ball from 

him. Aim for his ankles, rather than his knees, so that you don’t hurt him. Hit him with 

sufficient force so that you knock him off his feet. I’ll leave it up to you how you proceed 

when he is on the ground and disabled. If your slide tackle is as true as I’ve seen it, I’m 

confident our prejudiced friend, Mr. Bevin, will be only too happy to comply with your 

wishes as he looks up at you from the ground.” 

“But how do I know this idiot will come alone?” 

“Look son, I haven’t been an anthropologist all these years without acquiring some 

insight into human nature. He’ll come alone because he’ll want to go back to his friends 

and boast how he single-handedly mangled you.” 

“I don’t know.” 

Anton summoned what he hoped was a look of total confidence as he urged his son on. 

“I’ve no desire to set you up for a fall. It’ll happen as I’ve described it.” 

Jonathan left the conversation feeling somewhat ambivalent. However, the next day, 

according to plan, Jonathan got word to Bevin that he wanted to meet him alone after 

school near the cleared farmland so that they could have it out. Jonathan rehearsed his 
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slide tackle in his mind all day. When the bell rang to signal the end of the school day, 

Jonathan moved quickly to get to the field first. Shortly, he saw a swaggering Bevin 

prancing toward the field. However, Jonathan’s heart sank when he saw Bevin’s full 

retinue of bullies. But as Bevin approached the field, he called off his fellow toughs and 

said in a loud voice, “I’ll meet you guys back at the school after I take care of this Jew 

Boy.”   

With that, Bevin’s fellow thugs turned their backs on Jonathan and merrily worked their 

way back to the school and out of view. Father was right so far, thought Jonathan.  

Bevin was now within 20 meters of Jonathan and beckoning him loudly to come a little 

closer for some “friendly fisticuffs.” Jonathan allowed Bevin to get within ten meters of 

him and then took off with Bevin in hot pursuit, screaming and yelling profanities at his 

fleeter prey. Jonathan kept on running until he was confident the two of them were out 

of sight of the others. He glanced back at Bevin and could see the larger boy was tiring. 

The distance between them was now about 35 meters. When Bevin bent over slightly 

to catch his breath, Jonathan saw his opportunity.   

After an instant’s hesitation, Jonathan started running at Bevin at full throttle. Bevin 

observed Jonathan’s charge with amusement and confidently positioned himself in a 

boxer’s stance. Then, he calmly waited as the smaller Jonathan closed the gap: 20 

meters, 10 meters, then a mere five meters. Bevin steadied himself for the shock of 

their bodies coming together. He was totally unprepared for what happened next. Just 

as Jonathan was about to make contact, he dropped down and slid feet first into Bevin’s 

ankles, instantly upending him.  

Bevin felt a horrible ache in his left ankle and wondered how seriously he was injured.  

Before he could think about it too extensively, Jonathan was on top of, leaving his face 

totally vulnerable. “You Nazi-saluting asshole,” yelled Bevin. “You might have broken 

my ankle. What kind of dirty fighting is that? I came here for a fair fight and look what 

you did!” 

“First of all, I would like to remind you who is on top. Your face is not so pretty it can 

stand the loss of a few teeth. Second, it hurts my feelings when you call me names. I 

just want to repeat that German Jews don’t salute Hitler. German Jews are victims of 

Hitler’s Nazis.” 

“Yeah? How do I know that?”   

“I bet you have a mother who is waiting for you at home.” 

“What’s that got to do with anything?” grunted Bevin, as Jonathan planted his knees on 

Bevin’s shoulders. 
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“Simply this, you dumb shit: I don’t know where my mother is. The last we heard from 

her, she was on a German train heading for Poland. For all I know, the Nazis have my 

mother and may not let her out of the country.” 

“Sorry! But you still got me on the ground unfairly.”     

“How dumb can you be? You and three of your fellow toughs jumped me yesterday. Do 

you think that was a fair fight? Of course not! Now with just one or two punches, I can 

rearrange your pearly whites and make your ugly face look a lot uglier. Or, if you give 

me your word as an Englishman that you and your stooges will never again bother 

Charlie and me, I can let you up and not say anything to your pals.” 

Reluctantly, Bevin, who was no fool when it came to maintaining a full set of teeth, 

agreed to Jonathan’s terms. He tried to stand up, but his ankle was too badly hurt for 

him to put weight on it.  

“Look what you’ve done. I can’t even stand on my damned ankle. I’m going to be a 

laughing stock.” 

Jonathan knew that such a result would accomplish nothing. Thinking fast, he turned to 

Bevin. “It won’t happen.” 

“What won’t happen?”  

“Your friends aren’t going to laugh at you. Now, take a swipe at me with your open hand 

so that I will have a swollen cheek or a bloody lip.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“Just do as I say.” Not being able to mastermind his way out of this apparent joke, Bevin 

took as strong a swipe at Jonathan as his one-footed stance would permit. The off-

balance swing met its mark and Jonathan found himself reeling and bloody, shocked at 

how strong a blow Bevin could level, even when standing on one foot. For Bevin’s part, 

he felt nothing but satisfaction. But he couldn’t maintain his balance and he found 

himself on the ground, centimeters away from the bleeding Jonathan. The two looked 

at one another and began to laugh uncontrollably.   

Finally, Jonathan said, “You can lean on my shoulder and I’ll help you get back to your 

friends. You can tell them you beat me up so hard you wound up spraining your ankle 

with the last roundhouse, and you threatened to do more unless I helped you back to 

school. They’ll see the welts on my face and believe you. You, in turn, will tell them that 

I put up quite a fight. Also, you’ll tell them that, in your estimation, I’m one of those good 

Jews despite my being from Germany, and that there’s no longer any reason for them 

or you to torment me. What do you say?” 
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“Okay, okay! I’m sorry I gave you such a hard time. If anyone else gives you a bad time, 

they’ll have to answer to me.” With that, the two boys hobbled their way back to the 

school grounds. 

Following the confrontation with Bevin, things went well for Jonathan at school. Once 

Bevin was no longer a threat, the other boys in Jonathan’s class opened up with loads 

of questions. Almost overnight, Jonathan had evolved from the unwanted foreigner to 

the newest attraction. Students wanted to know about life in Germany, what cars people 

drove, what kind of food they liked and what sports they played.  

After school the next few days, Jonathan and Charlie got together with the other boys 

their age and played football. Jonathan’s field vision, deft ball handling and quick 

acceleration made him a natural at midfield. Charlie was not as good a ball handler as 

Jonathan, but he was more muscular and just a bit faster than Jonathan. The 

combination of strength and speed provided Charlie with all the qualities he needed to 

excel at forward.  

After playing football, the boys would discuss the day’s events and Charlie would help 

Jonathan with both his language skills and his homework. Jonathan’s ready acceptance 

of his new life was a great relief to Anton who was beside himself with worry over 

Hannah’s whereabouts. Anton knew he had to force himself to move ahead and, on 

Wednesday of the following week, he began teaching his six-week UCL course on 

European cultural issues.   

Events went quite well the first three days of Anton’s class. Consumed with worry over 

Hannah’s whereabouts, his classroom duties provided a brief respite. Also, the smooth 

transition to the classroom enabled Anton to direct his attention to Jonathan.   

His son needed clothes and other essentials. Opportunely, Vanessa volunteered to 

help. Anton was quite grateful, as he still did not have the lay of the land. More 

importantly, in his wrought emotional state, he was apt to forget things or just put them 

off. In addition, Vanessa had an automobile. Admittedly, it was an antiquated 1925 

open-seated Gibbons 10/25 that forced Anton to hold back a laugh the first time he saw 

it. However, as long as the weather held out, the chain-driven, wood-sided Gibbons, 

with Vanessa behind the wheel, provided the means for Anton and Jonathan to go 

where they had to go.  

During these outings, Vanessa’s empathetic nature was on full display whenever Anton 

expressed concern about Hannah. Without thinking about it, Anton found it comforting 

to have Vanessa as a companion.  
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Chapter 7 

An Unnerving Letter 

April 1933 

The following Monday, Anton returned to the classroom and gave a lecture on the great 

anthropological finds of the 20th century. As he was offering his concluding remarks, he 

noticed that Jason Andrews had entered the classroom and was quietly standing in the 

back of the room. After class was over, Jason walked to the front of the room and 

approached Anton.    

“Hello,” said Anton. “Am I being observed to ensure I don’t overly stimulate your 

precious charges?” 

“Nothing of the kind. In the stimulation department, you have free rein. It’s just that 

something peculiar has come up and it does involve you, although it has nothing to do 

with your teaching.” 

“What is it, then?” 

“I received a letter from a lawyer named Ernst Zeller. The letter was addressed to me 

not by name, but in my capacity as chair of the department of anthropology, University 

College London. Inside the envelope was another sealed letter addressed to you. I have 

it in my office and I thought you should look at it immediately in that it bears the postmark 

of Bremen, Germany.” 

“Bremen! That’s only about 60 or so kilometers from Hamburg.” 

“Yes, I know. That’s why I came to find you as soon as I discovered that the letter was 

intended for you. Let’s go to my office right away.” 

At the office, Jason handed Anton the sealed letter. Unsteadily, Anton tore open the 

letter. He did his best to quiet his nerves and began to read the following: 

Dear Professor Sternbloom: 

I am Dr. Ernst Zellers, a lawyer from Bremen, Germany, not too far from 

your home city of Hamburg. On April 14th last, I had business in Warsaw, 

Poland, and found myself in the same compartment with your charming 

wife. I came to know your wife as Hannah and hope you will not think me 

presumptuous if I use her first name in this letter.   
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Hannah advised she was on her way to Danzig to visit her ailing mother.  

She also confided that your son and you were on your way to London 

where you had accepted a short-term academic post. Hannah said that 

you had obtained the position through the good offices of a colleague of 

yours who was chair of the department of anthropology at University 

College London. Since I did not know your personal whereabouts, I chose 

to write to you indirectly by addressing this letter to the chair of the 

department with which you are now affiliated. 

Though Hannah was heading to Danzig and I was heading to Warsaw, 

we both had to cross the border where we would continue together until 

she switched trains. I know Hannah had proper papers with her because 

we discussed what the documents procedure would be when we arrived 

at the border. 

Hannah told me of your predicament and we spent much of our time 

discussing the injustices to which your fellow Jews and you have been 

subjected. I told her how deeply saddened I was at the way my 

countrymen had turned their backs on the Jews, but that I did not know 

what to do. I told her of my love for the poetry of the Jewish poet Heinrich 

Heine. At Hannah’s request, I even recited a work by Heine I thought 

appropriate to your family’s sad circumstances.   

About 20 minutes before reaching the border, the train unexpectedly 

stopped at the town of Deutche-Krone. There, a contingent of the dreaded 

SA boarded the train in search of escaped communists. Their leader, a 

Lieutenant Wilhelm Velten, found his way to our compartment. He was 

agitated when he entered the compartment, and took umbrage at the 

prospect of sitting with a woman of your wife’s religious persuasion. He 

told us that all passengers would have to disembark for questioning at the 

Schneidemühl customs station.  

After making a few insulting remarks directed at Hannah, the lieutenant 

made some nonsensical comment about your wife and me exchanging 

intrigues against the Reich.  

I told him that nothing of the kind had occurred and that all we had 

exchanged was poetry. He asked me to repeat the poem I had just recited. 

Thinking it would be best to adhere to his wishes, I complied. 

Velten inquired about the origin of the poem and its significance. I told him 

the poem was by Heinrich Heine and it made me think of the sad 

circumstances in which your wife found herself. Velten apparently knew 
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Heine was a Jewish poet, but didn’t let on. Instead, he merely professed 

to be aghast that I would express sympathy for one of the Jewish faith. He 

said little more. Nor had he to do so, for the ominous sensation of 

something evil had already overtaken me like a jolting gust of frigid air. It 

was not long before my fears were realized.   

When we reached Schneidemühl, Hannah followed the other passengers 

into the customs station. We observed that six or seven makeshift 

interrogation stations had been set up. At one of these stations, I was 

seated in front of a clerk named Stanzig, with Hannah standing in line 

behind me waiting for her turn to see the same clerk. Herr Stanzig then 

subjected me to a series of questions, the implications of which became 

very clear. Simply put, I was being made out to be a Jew lover, as 

demonstrated by my insensitive behavior on the train while in the 

presence of Lieutenant Velten. I protested, though I must admit that my 

protestations probably sounded half-hearted. 

After a while, I was ushered away by one of the SA men and led into a 

small room. As I was being led away, I could see out the corner of my eye 

that Hannah had seated herself in front of Stanzig. But I did not have much 

opportunity to think about Hannah for I soon found myself in a small room 

with two goons who roughed me up quite a bit. After a while, they stopped 

their pummeling and let me go. But by that time, the damage was done. 

One of my eyes was swollen shut and I feared I had a dislocated shoulder. 

I grabbed my valise with my good arm and, as quickly as possible, 

proceeded back to the train and returned to Hannah’s and my 

compartment. Though my experience with the two goons had felt like an 

eternity, only a half hour had passed and many passengers had not yet 

re-boarded the train. I did what I could to collect my senses and waited for 

Hannah’s return. However, she never came. After some time, the train 

began to move, but Hannah was nowhere to be seen. 

Herr Sternbloom, I do not know what happened to your wife. Had she 

been able to, there would have been plenty of time for her to return to the 

train even if the authorities had chosen to rough her up as they had done 

to me. The fact she didn’t make it back to the train fills me with fearfulness. 

It is now my sad duty to convey this foreboding to you. I pray for both of 

you that Hannah is merely in custody. But, I fear the worst. 

Your loyal servant, Ernst Zellers 
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Anton had been standing while he read the letter. As he neared the ending, his 

shoulders slumped and he looked for the nearest chair.  

“What is it?” asked Jason. 

“It’s from someone who was with Hannah at the German customs facility near the Polish 

border and who fears she may never have gotten out of the country, or worse, she may 

have been the victim of foul play at the hands of the border officials. He doesn’t know 

which.” 

Alarmed and wanting to provide support, Jason put his hand on his friend’s shoulder. 

“I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do?” 

“I’m afraid there’s nothing that anyone can do. Those Nazis and their henchmen, the 

SA, are seemingly bent on a single course when it comes to the Jews of Germany. I 

can only pray Hannah is safe, but how will I know? How will I know?” 

Jason hesitated for a moment before addressing his disconsolate colleague. At last, 

Jason spoke. “This may be the worst time to say what I have to say. Or, perhaps it will 

help you take your mind off of things. I want to talk to you about a post at the University 

of London.” 

“I’m confused. University College is a constituent part of the University of London.” 

“Yes, it is, and so is King’s College and St. Bartholomew’s Hospital Medical School. For 

many years, the university itself was just an examining body without a teaching faculty. 

Those days are long since gone. The University of London now has more registered 

students than both Oxford and Cambridge, and is the fifth largest university in the world. 

As the authorities see it, this growth is going to continue unabated. They have decided 

to construct a beautiful, large new building to house the university’s classes and its 

faculty. The building site is nearby, right behind the British Museum. Excavation work 

has already begun and the corner stone ceremony is scheduled the month after next. 

Once the building is completed between two and three years from now, it will be one of 

the largest in the realm.” 

“But, how does that affect me? And why are you telling me this now?” 

“I think I can answer all of your questions with a brief explanation. Here it is.  With the 

physical expansion of the university, the authorities also want to expand the faculty. 

Partly, the faculty will come from UCL and partly from scholars outside the immediate 

university community. They’ve identified anthropology as an area of expansion and, in 

particular, desire to strengthen cultural anthropology. Your name was the unanimous 

choice to head the new cultural anthropology department and I’ve been identified to 

head the physical anthropology department. We would be colleagues working side by 
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side, a prospect that provides me with no end of excitement. Until the new facilities are 

completed, I would stay here at UCL and, if you were in agreement, we would find you 

temporary office space here. 

“I’m stunned.” 

“Don’t be so modest. You’re one of the leading scholars in your field and everyone 

knows it. Do you think I wanted you to come here for a mere six or eight weeks? Of 

course not! I knew I would have to get you here in my sights if I were to interest you in 

the new University of London position. Now that Hamburg is a thing of the past, you 

couldn’t do any better and I am hoping you will accept. Not that it should mean anything 

in particular, but if you do accept, you’ll be one of the few Jewish university department 

heads in all of England. That would certainly be a way of thumbing your nose at the 

Nazis.” 

Anton’s face brightened. “I guess it would,” he responded appreciatively. “Jason, I would 

like nothing better than to be associated with you on a daily basis.” 
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Chapter 8 

A Prank Gone Awry 

October 1933 

Remarkably, the summer of 1933 passed without major incident for Anton and 

Jonathan; that is, if Anton’s deepening melancholy over Hannah’s absence could be 

described as uneventful. His earlier hysteria over Hannah’s circumstances had now 

turned to numbness. Repeatedly, he tried to learn anything he could about the 

circumstances of Hannah’s disappearance only to be thwarted time and again. He was 

hampered both by distance and by the fact that many of his contacts in government 

were Jewish and, like him, had lost their positions.  

His disappointment and distress was palpable. When he had done everything he could 

think of without any gaining any new information, he found escape in his work.  

Increasingly, he spent his time at the office preparing lectures for the coming academic 

year and doing research. Often Jonathan and Hannah, an early riser, would be asleep 

when he returned to Golders Green in the evening. But invariably his dinner would be 

waiting, often accompanied by a flower and a glass of wine or a snifter of whiskey. 

During this period, Jonathan spent much of his time with Charlie, alternatingly playing 

football and trying to perfect his command of English. Jonathan also met with a tutor 

twice a week to acquire a better feel for the intricacies—some would say, absurdities—

of English grammar. Jonathan was an astute student and by the end of the summer, his 

accent had noticeably lessened and the quality of his spoken word had correspondingly 

improved. 

Anton was not the only Sternbloom male for whom Vanessa cooked. Vanessa also 

lavished her culinary talents on Jonathan, who was often accompanied by Charlie. 

Every time Anton offered to pay Vanessa for the meals she prepared for him, she 

shrugged off his overtures. “I suppose you also want me to charge for the meals I 

prepare for Jonathan and Charlie. No, thanks; what I do is my pleasure.”    

Vanessa managed a dress shop. From time to time, the shop featured clothing she had 

designed. Some of her creations even made it to the London fashion fairs. Coupled with 

her boarding income, the income from managing the store and designing ladies’ finery 

provided her with a secure livelihood and, equally importantly, a secure sense of self-

worth. 

On Saturdays, she forgot about the dress shop and her design work and volunteered at 

a home for disabled Jewish war veterans. On those days, Anton and Jonathan would 

often do things together. On Sundays, Giles usually came over in the morning with 
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freshly-baked bread and kippered herrings for his sister to prepare with eggs. Sundays 

were Vanessa’s only opportunity to sleep late. Often, Giles let himself into the house 

using the key Vanessa had given him long ago after her husband died. On those 

occasions when he arrived even before Anton and Jonathan had arisen, Giles prepared 

tea and set the table to the delight of everyone else as they entered the kitchen. 

Saundra, Charlie and Randy usually came by a little later. Sundays were thus leisurely 

spent, with the four adults sitting around and talking and the three boys playing in the 

yard or kicking a football with other neighborhood boys. 

***** 

Charlie’s neighborhood was pleasant enough. A northern suburb of the city, the area 

had been developed about ten years previously. Most of the dwellings were row houses 

of good size. At the end of Charlie’s street, several large freestanding houses remained 

from before the time the rest of the neighborhood came into being. In their day, these 

edifices had been gracious turn-of-the-century Victorians that hugged the outer 

boundaries of the city. While the owners of several other houses like these had been 

happy to sell when approached by the original developer, the owners of these three 

houses had held out. Over the intervening years, the houses had remained intact, 

seemingly immune to the world of new row houses that had emerged all around them.   

Two of the houses were in pristine condition and commanded the admiration of the 

entire neighborhood. One was painted in a beautiful beige color with scalloped purple 

trim on the sides and on the roofline of the porch. The other was a stately grey with 

green and yellow trim. Each had a generous, well-cared-for front yard and the look of 

meticulous maintenance. The third house — the one on the corner — had become an 

eyesore. Slate was missing from the roof, the paint on the wood siding was chipped, 

the porch floor was sunken and unsafe, the fence was missing pickets and the yard was 

in disarray. Fallen branches straddled some portions of the fence and what had once 

been lawn furniture now looked like firewood. 

One afternoon in October, Charlie, Jonathan and Randy were walking by the corner 

house. A large branch sitting on the fence caught Jonathan’s eye. Jonathan turned to 

Charlie and asked, “You live in such a beautiful neighborhood. How come the house on 

the corner is so shabby? Don’t the neighbors complain?” 

“I imagine they do,” said Charlie.  “I haven’t given it much thought.” 

At this point, Randy mischievously joined the conversation. “Charlie’s afraid to tell you 

the truth. The reason nobody disturbs the house is because a witch lives in the house 

and nobody wants to be put under her spell.” 
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“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Charlie to Randy. “You’re just being a trouble maker. There’s 

no witch in that house. Everybody knows that old Mrs. Zorrofsky lives there, and no one 

else.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Randy in his most taunting manner. “And I suppose you’ve seen old 

Mrs. Zorrofsky and know for sure she’s not a witch.” 

“No, I haven’t,” said Charlie. 

Randy was now enjoying himself at the expense of his two younger companions. “If you 

really think there is no witch in the house, why don’t Jonathan and you prove it?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Jonathan worrisomely. 

“It’s quite simple,” said Randy. “Just hop over the fence where the tree is sitting on it 

and peek into the back of the house. If all you see is a little old lady, then you’re right.  

But if you see a witch, I’m right.” 

Not wanting his big brother to think he was a coward, Charlie said, “Okay, Jonathan and 

I will go over there later this afternoon when it starts getting grey. We’ll do no more than 

hop the fence, peer in the back of the house and prove you’re wrong.” 

“Good,” said Randy. “I knew you two possessed some grit.” 

For the remainder of the afternoon, Jonathan and Charlie planned their strategy.  

Because of the season it got dark early, necessitating they bring a flashlight. Also, it 

would do neither of them any good if Mrs. Zorrofsky saw them and reported them to the 

authorities. So Jonathan and Charlie found paper bags they could comfortably put over 

their heads, and cut out eyeholes so they could see while wearing the bags. 

They waited until dusk had set and there was still a little light. At the appointed time, 

they climbed over the fallen tree branch straddling the fence and dropped down into the 

rapidly greying yard. They kept their flashlight in reserve lest the light give them away.  

Coupled with the paper bags continually shifting on their faces and obscuring their 

vision, the absence of a flashlight meant they were essentially navigating in the dark. 

Once inside, it took the boys a moment to get their bearings in the rapidly darkening 

surroundings. They were near one side of the house, and the back of the house was to 

their left. They were not paying much attention to the front of the house because they 

had just passed it while walking on the sidewalk. All of a sudden, there arose from the 

front of the house what, to Jonathan and Charlie in their tense state, sounded like a 

blood-curdling growl. Clearly, a beast was in hot pursuit.   

Anyone who has owned a dog knows even small breeds can produce fearsome growls 

if their territory is invaded. A 15-pound West Highland Terrier can sound menacing 
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under the right conditions. But, neither Jonathan nor Charlie had ever owned a dog. If 

either had, he might have been better equipped to deal with the welter weight Westy 

who was doing his best approximation of a stampeding buffalo. In the circumstance, 

Jonathan gasped and Charlie let out a howl. With vision blurred by the paper bags over 

their heads, the two of them took off running away from the dog and toward the back of 

the house.   

As they approached the house, barely able to see, Jonathan heard a swishing sound 

and then felt a thwack. In the next moment he was holding his bruised face as he lay 

on the ground, the victim of a broom-wielding Selma Zorrofsky. The vigilant Mrs. 

Zorrofsky prepared to level a similar blow against the second intruder. But Charlie had 

observed what happed to Jonathan. As Mrs. Zorrofsky swung, Charlie ducked. 

Propelled by the force of her swing, Mrs. Zorrofsky became airborne. She landed on the 

ground with a wrenching thud, her face almost next to Jonathan’s. 

Through the holes of the paper bag, Jonathan stared at the utterly normal-looking 

visage of his assailant. Was this round-faced elderly woman, who reminded him of his 

grandmother, a witch or was she merely Mrs. Zorrofsky? The answer came quickly as 

the wrinkles on Mrs. Zorrofsky’s face seemed to gather into one large furrow of pain.  

Pleadingly, she cried out, “My shoulder, my shoulder. I think it’s broken!”  

Charlie also heard the plaintive cry emanating from the injured Mrs. Zorrofsky. Rather 

than help, his first instinct was to flee. He knew it was wrong, but both Jonathan and he 

still had bags over their heads and once they were out of sight, they could call for help. 

Charlie yelled, “Let’s get out of here!” 

In times like these, the forces have a way of singling out teenage nobility. Nature had 

chosen Jonathan. Instead of fleeing, Jonathan held his ground, or more accurately, 

remained on the ground. “I’m not running. We caused this mess and, even though we 

might get into trouble, we’re going to fix it. In Hamburg, we saw a man pummeled to 

death while everyone looked on. I don’t want to leave this lady while she is injured. I’ll 

stay here. Get your father or my father so we can get her to a hospital.” 

Charlie complied and soon returned with an agitated Giles Brody. Giles did not know 

Mrs. Zorrofsky, but recalled hearing she was a Jewish war widow. There had never 

been occasion to mention this to the boys — a failure, as he now saw it. Overcoming 

his downcast state of mind, Giles arranged for Mrs. Zorrofsky to be taken to the hospital. 

There, she underwent treatment for a dislocated shoulder. In compliance with standard 

operating procedures, the hospital reported the incident as one of trespass and assault 

and filed a report with the authorities, naming Jonathan and Charlie.  

The local magistrate was inclined to deal with Jonathan and Charlie leniently because 

they had come to Mrs. Zorrofsky’s assistance when they could have run away 
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undetected. Had they been adults, the magistrate would nevertheless have imposed an 

immediate sentence because of the trespass and injury. But in the boys’ case, he 

deferred sentencing for six months, during which time Jonathan and Charlie would be 

expected to assist Mrs. Zorrofsky in anything she required four evenings a week. The 

magistrate advised Anton and Giles that their sons’ sentences would be expunged if 

they performed the mandated service during the ensuing six months. 
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Chapter 9 

Reminiscences 

October 1933 

The hospital released Mrs. Zorrofsky a few days later. As required by the magistrate, 

Giles and Anton, accompanied by Charlie and Jonathan, were waiting for Mrs. Zorrofsky 

on the afternoon of her release. They spotted the taxi bringing her home and Anton 

opened the door to help her out. Pain and displeasure showed on her face and her 

eyelids drooped, as if preparing for sleep. As she stepped out of the taxi and observed 

her welcoming committee, she frowned but begrudgingly told everyone to come in.    

At first, Mrs. Zorrofsky had no desire to spend any time with her teenage tormentors or 

their fathers. However, she softened her tone when Giles informed her he was deputy 

curator of the British Museum and was well positioned to provide her with any services 

she required. Her interest increased when Giles advised that both of her young 

assailants’ families were Jewish.  

The interior of the house was, in most respects, as bleak as the outside. What had once 

been gaily-emblazoned wallpaper was now faded, the patterns barely recognizable. An 

oriental carpet of substantial proportion lay on the parlor floor scarred with wear. The 

curtains, once white and embroidered, now hung limply, grey and tattered. But in the 

surprisingly well-maintained dining room, the scene was entirely different. Stunning in 

size and appearance, a stately neoclassical china cabinet filled with white antique 

porcelain dominated one wall. But, what caught the eye was in the center of the room. 

There sat a large mahogany table and eight matching chairs in the Chippendale style. 

On the table was a crisp lace tablecloth on which were positioned two massive silver 

candlesticks. Somehow the room had stood the test of time while the house and rooms 

around it had fallen into a state of abject decay. 

The group gathered around the table, with Mrs. Zorrofsky being the first to speak. “I 

suppose you fathers think your boys are to be forgiven merely because you dragged 

them here to see what they did to a poor old lady.” 

Giles measured his reply with care. “I can assure you that it’s not forgiveness we seek 

for the boys, but rather recognition from them of the harm they did to you. In addition, 

the magistrate has required the boys to make restitution in the form of helping you with 

your needs four days a week for the next six months. Failing that, they will be subjected 

to a much harsher penalty. Since we all seem to be in this together, we only ask that 

you accept the wisdom of the court and allow our boys to make amends in any manner 

that may be helpful.” 
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Mrs. Zorrofsky remained expressionless while she listened. To the relief of all, her 

response was forthcoming, if not eager. “Thank you. I don’t like this arrangement and I 

don’t like people around me. I’ve lived in this house alone since 1916 when my husband 

was killed at the Sommes. I know what people think of me and your boys are not the 

first to have entered my yard trying to get a look at me. Now that the judicial system is 

involved, I suppose I have to face up to this ridiculous predicament. So, let’s get started. 

Jonathan, let’s see how good a cup of tea you can make. If your antics in my back yard 

haven’t yet killed me, the absence of good cup of tea surely will.  For that matter, why 

don’t you make tea for all of us?” 

Giles and Anton held back expressions of relief, as Charlie accompanied Jonathan to 

the kitchen to brew a pot of tea. Try as they might, however, the two fathers could not 

restrain themselves from looking around and wondering about the stark contrast 

between the dining room and the rest of the interior of the house. Mrs. Zorrofsky 

observed their furtive glances and declared a bit testily, “Look around, the two of you. I 

know what you’re thinking. You want to know how I came by this big house, how I 

manage to live in it and why the dining room is the only room that shows any sign of 

civility. Am I not correct?” 

Affecting a pained look, Giles responded, “we would never presume to think in those 

terms.” 

“Oh, yes, you would,” said Mrs. Zorrofsky, shrewdly flashing a knowing look. “Further, 

since your children and you have managed to insinuate yourselves into my life, I’m now 

going to condemn you to hearing all about it. The truth is I do get lonely and you poor 

chaps, having quite rudely entered my little realm, must now assume the role of 

listeners.” 

***** 

By then, the boys had returned from the kitchen with five steaming glasses of tea, a 

container of milk and a large jar of honey. The visitors and Mrs. Zorrofsky began 

preparing their tea just as Saundra and Vanessa arrived at the front door. After 

appropriate introductions, the women joined the others at the table.   

For Anton, the entire episode with Mrs. Zorrofsky had been painful enough. In a strange 

way though, it had provided an appreciated diversion from the constant fear he felt for 

Hannah’s circumstances. So he ordained himself to relax and, with the others, settled 

in to hear Mrs. Zorrofsky’s story.  

Anton and the others assumed the reclusive Mrs. Zorrofsky would not be much of a 

raconteur and saw their roles as respectful listeners. However, her recitation proved to 

quite engaging. “My husband and I grew up in a shtetl, a small village, on the Vistula 
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about 35 kilometers south of Warsaw. Jews didn’t own the land, but they had been 

allowed to settle in this area since the early part of the 19th century. In our village, 

everyone was Jewish. In addition to the customary trades one would expect in a village 

of our size, we also had a specialty or two. We made candles we sold to the neighboring 

gentile villages. We also owned a grain mill that catered to the outside world. As a result, 

we weren’t poor. In fact, we could afford to send our very best students to study Torah 

and Talmud with some of the leading rabbinical scholars of the day. Some went to 

Warsaw, but the most promising ones went to the town of Ger, about 10 kilometers 

away, to study there under one of the great rebbes, rabbis that is.”  

Anton had some acquaintanceship with life on the shtetl. But for the others, this was a 

new world and they eagerly took notice.  

“On the other side of the village from us lived a poor family, with a brilliant son named 

Zvi. By the time Zvi was 14, he had learned as much Talmud as the elders of our village 

could teach. But, his family couldn’t afford to send him to Ger for further study. That’s 

where my father came in. My father was a Talmudic scholar but not of Zvi’s caliber. My 

father was very impressed with Zvi’s Talmudic accomplishments, enough so that he 

approached Zvi’s father with a deal. My father proposed to pay for Zvi’s Talmudic 

schooling if Zvi would take me as his bride when I turned 18 five years hence. The deal 

was struck and, before I knew it, I was betrothed to a boy I hardly knew. Even worse, 

my new fiancée was immediately shipped off to Ger where he would study under the 

renowned Rabbi Avraham Mordechai Alter.”   

“Did you ever have an opportunity to see Zvi?” asked Giles. 

“Yes. Zvi continued to be a great Talmudic student and always came back to the village 

for vacations with glowing reports from the rebbe. On those occasions, I got to know 

him better. I was lucky since many a girl in our village had been married off without ever 

becoming acquainted with her husband before her wedding day. Much to my surprise, 

I found I liked him. Unlike many Talmudic students, he seemed to show an interest in 

things other than his studies, in particular, me. I was pretty and he wasted no time telling 

me I was. So, the prospect of marrying him one day wasn’t all that unappealing. I even 

looked forward to his visits.” 

Touched by the romantic story that was beginning to unfold, Vanessa encouraged Mrs. 

Zorrofsky to continue: “This is wonderful. What happened next?” 

“I’m glad you find this interesting. As I’ve mentioned, our village was only about 30 

kilometers from Warsaw. Ger was even closer to Warsaw. Occasionally, Polish 

newspapers from Warsaw found their way to Ger. As a Talmudic student, Zvi was not 

supposed to read secular materials like newspapers. Usually this rule was not an issue 

because most secular material was printed in Polish and the Talmudic students only 
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knew Yiddish and some Hebrew. But Zvi managed to get hold of more and more 

newspapers and, before long, he had taught himself to read Polish.” 

“That’s very interesting,” observed an impressed Saundra. 

“I quite agree. One day, after Zvi had completed his studies, the rebbe happened in on 

him while he was reading a Polish newspaper. The rebbe was not tall, but he was an 

imposing figure who always dressed in a silk robe and often wore the beaver hat favored 

by so many Chasidic men of his era. Startled by the rebbi’s unannounced entrance, Zvi 

was aghast at having been caught in an infraction of the rules. The rebbe put him at 

ease immediately, saying, ‘Zvi, you are 17. What do you want to do when you return to 

your village in just two years?’ Zvi responded he wanted to become a great rabbi and 

follow in the shoes of Rabbi Alter.” 

“That sounds like the right answer,” said Jonathan, proud that he could render an 

opinion in the presence of the adults. 

“Yes. But importantly, the rebbe then said, ‘Zvi, becoming a rabbi may well be your 

destiny. But, I have seen how you devour the Polish newspapers.  Zvi was now in fear, 

but the rebbe again put him at ease. ‘Yes, it’s true. I’ve known for quite some time. 

You’re one of the very best Talmudic students I’ve ever had. But not all great men have 

to be rabbis. Unless I miss my guess, you’ll be summoned to a different calling. But 

before you do, I think we should introduce you to some new languages. You see, most 

of the world doesn’t deal in Yiddish and Polish and you should know about the rest of 

the world. Would it be okay with you if I arranged for you to study German and English? 

German will be easy, but English will be much more difficult. Of course, you’ll still have 

to keep up with your Talmud studies.’” 

“This sounds very unusual,” said Anton, flashing back nostalgically on how Hannah, 

too, had benefited from unusual academic opportunities; in her case, being able to study 

at the University of Berlin. 

“Correct. As you might imagine, Zvi was nearly dumbstruck. But he eagerly agreed to 

take on the new studies. Two and half years later, when he returned to our village as 

an ordained rabbi, he could speak Polish, English and German, as well as Yiddish. 

Everyone greeted him with enthusiasm because they had heard of his scholarly 

exploits.  I was no exception. I had just turned 18. According to the deal between Zvi’s 

father and my father, the time had come for us to wed and I was ready. Wed, we did. It 

was a joyous occasion. I had taken my bath in the mikva, the ritual bathhouse. The 

women of the village had helped to make a wedding gown for me, and my best friends 

helped me put it on after the women attended to my hair. I was seated on a bench with 

flowers strewn about me as if I were a princess. Zvi, perched on the shoulders of two of 

his friends, arrived in a great procession. He was being brought to me as if he, too, were 
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royalty. Indeed on that day, he was. Then Zvi and his friends performed dances in front 

of me, with each pantomiming a gift or a blessing the dancer wished to confer on me.” 

“That’s wonderful,” said Vanessa. “I certainly had a memorable wedding, but nobody 

would have mistaken me for royalty. What happened next?” 

“We are now two years later. As it happens, there was a small Catholic village not many 

kilometers from our own village. The village was not particularly noteworthy, except for 

one thing. The village church contained a special room and, in that room, there was a 

small reliquary that was said to contain bone chips and hair tufts of Saint Wojciech, a 

martyred missionary killed in 10th century Poland. We knew of the room because it was 

usually filled with votive candles that were made in our village.” 

“Interesting relationship,” said Giles. 

“True. The elderly priest of the village was a decent soul who even came to visit our 

village from time to time in a show of friendship. His name was Peter Byzym. Father 

Peter had one major weakness: he loved a good meal. Even in our village, we had 

heard of his legendary eating bouts. He was also known to be a bit forgetful.” 

“Aren’t we all?” added Anton, jokingly. 

“Every year around Easter, Father Peter would remove the reliquary from its crypt for 

all of the villagers to see. There would be a parade and many loyal Catholics from 

neighboring towns and villages would come to watch. It was a day the gentiles looked 

forward to because, after church services, everyone joined Father Peter for merriment, 

food and drink.” 

“To Father Peter!” said Anton, jovially raising his hand in a playful salute.   

“One spring just before Easter and, as luck would have it, just before Passover, Father 

Peter went to remove the reliquary from its crypt and found the crypt to be empty.  

Everyone in the village looked for the reliquary, but it was not to be found. Nobody could 

come up with an explanation for the missing reliquary. One village man did note that 

Easter coincided with Passover that year and, more importantly, that Jews were known 

to do heinous things in preparation for Passover. The young man didn’t want to 

speculate, but he did suggest he wouldn’t put it past the Jews of the area to steal the 

reliquary so that its contents could be used during the Passover service.” 

“This is not sounding good,” said Saundra. “How did you find out about this?” 

“I’ll tell you in a moment. At the young man’s instigation, some of the other young men 

in the village became quite agitated. Before much time had passed, they became quite 

frenzied and began pointing an accusatory finger at our village, since it was the closest. 
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One of the young men suggested they ride to our village for the glory of Christ and 

redeem the reliquary.” 

“Now things are looking quite ominous,” said Vanessa. 

“The trip to our village on horseback did not take very long. Their head horseman, such 

as he may have been, demanded we produce the reliquary. When our elders advised 

they had no idea what he was talking about, the horseman became infuriated, jumped 

down from his horse and began shrieking.”  

“Oh, how awful,” said Vanessa, who had now gotten up from her chair and was walking 

around the table to comfort Mrs. Zorrofsky, who was showing signs of becoming 

emotional. 

“Yes, it was. When one of the town elders tried to calm the horseman, the young man 

raised his horsewhip and struck the elder with the whip. Blood streamed from the temple 

and, naturally, many of our villagers tried to come to his aid. Unfortunately, the other 

riders misconstrued what was happening and thought the villagers intended an assault 

on their leader. The riders panicked and, in their haste, unthinkingly steered their horses 

into the ranks of the villagers and began riding with all of their might. When the dust 

cleared, two villagers had been trampled under the horses’ hoofs and lay dying. One of 

the dying men was Zvi’s cousin and his childhood best friend.” 

Mrs. Zorrofsky was now visibly moved by the gruesomeness of her recollections. “I’m 

so sorry,” said Vanessa, placing a hand on Mrs. Zorrofsky’s good shoulder. 

“It gets worse,” replied Mrs. Zorrofsky, as she tried to collect herself and continue her 

narrative. During the tumult, the enraged crowd of villagers managed to pull one of the 

riders off of his mount and killed him almost instantly. By then, the other riders had left 

the melee, although they could see what had happened to their compatriot.” 

“Thank goodness they were gone,” said Charlie. 

“Yes, except everyone in the village knew what would come next. They had no doubt 

the riders would return to their village and report the Jews had taken up arms and killed 

one of them. That night, the villagers’ fears were justified. More riders with torches 

blazing rode through our village and set fire to six buildings, killing five more people.  

One girl of 11 was raped and left for dead.” 

“Oh, it’s so terrible,” said Vanessa, as she continued stroking Mrs. Zorrofsky’s shoulder. 

“It was terrible,” replied Mrs. Zorrofsky, now feeling more relaxed as a result of 

Vanessa’s gentle ministrations. “The next day, the elders of our village met and 

determined the time had come for all of us to leave the village en masse. As the elders 
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were concluding their deliberations, a sober-looking delegation from the gentile village 

rode into our town square, led by a very ashen-faced Father Peter. Father Peter 

approached our town elders and, in an act never witnessed by any Jew in our village, 

threw himself on the ground and asked for forgiveness.” 

“Why?” blurted out Charlie. 

“For his forgetfulness, which he said was becoming more and more of a problem.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Neither did we at first, but things soon became clear. Father Peter told us the crypt 

containing the reliquary had begun to leak during the winter. One cold day, when Father 

Peter was keeping body and soul together with a fine meal, he decided to move the 

reliquary to a drier place. Father Peter was tired after his meal. Nevertheless, the 

reliquary was very much on his mind, so he loaded it on to a carriage and transported 

the precious object from the church to the rear of the town stable. There he stowed the 

reliquary in a dry bin. He then drove back to the church, unnoticed by any of the villagers 

who had remained indoors due to the cold weather. When Father Peter arrived at the 

church, the cold and the fine meal he had eaten finally caught up with him and he fell 

asleep — a sleep so deep that, upon awakening, the elderly father was unable to 

remember the actions he had taken.”   

“How did he remember?” asked Jonathan. 

“By chance. It was the day the villagers headed to the town stable, accompanied by 

Father Peter, to prepare for the second ride to our village. As Father Peter watched the 

villagers mount their steeds, a hazy memory began to take shape in his head. Only after 

the villagers had left did Father Peter remember what had happened to the reliquary. 

By then, it was too late. When the villagers returned and told Father Peter what they 

had done, the now contrite Father Peter asked Christ for guidance and forgiveness. 

Father Peter said his prayers were answered and he was directed to come to our village 

and repent for the sins of his town’s people who had burned and plundered the night 

before.” 

“How did the people in your village react?” asked Anton. 

“As you might imagine, the town elders were aghast at this tale, but relieved at his 

demonstration of remorse. However, my husband and several other young men of our 

village were not to be appeased. They knew that similar events were taking place all 

over Poland. Zvi had read in the Polish newspapers about such occurrences. 

Repentances notwithstanding, these young men also believed that there would be other 

instances and it was just a matter of time before worse things would happen. So, they 
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resolved to leave. Most decided to travel to America — a journey that was being 

replicated by Jews all over the Polish Pale of Settlement.” 

***** 

At this point, Mrs. Zorrofsky excused herself for a moment, much to the disappointment 

of her listeners who were eager for her to continue. When she returned, Vanessa, 

reflecting the inquisitiveness of the entire table, asked what Zvi had decided to do.  

Mrs. Zorrofsky smiled at Vanessa’s enthusiasm and continued. “Unlike most of the other 

young men, Zvi wanted to go to England because he had a great uncle who lived in 

London and who, he had heard, was a noted barrister. Zvi wrote to his great uncle, 

Simean Zorrofsky. In the letter, Zvi told his uncle about the disturbing events that had 

taken place in the village. He also wrote about his studies in Ger and of his command 

of English, Polish and German.” 

Mrs. Zorrofsky hesitated for a moment, as she reflected on the events she was 

describing. Then, she continued. “Two months went by without any response from Zvi’s 

great uncle. Zvi was beginning to think he had made a mistake in not arranging for us 

to join our friends who were heading for America. In the third month, a letter arrived 

from the law offices of one Samuel Zorr. It seems that Zvi’s great uncle had changed 

his name from Simean Zorrofsky to Samuel Zorr. Miraculously, the British postal 

authorities had asked around and figured out the names Zorrofsky and Zorr were the 

same. However, the process had taken some time, accounting for the delay in the 

transmission of the return letter. When it did arrive Zvi was quite delighted, for it seemed 

his great uncle had no children of his own and was impressed with Zvi’s command of 

language and his rigorous Talmudic background. So, off we went to England. I was not 

eager to leave the village of my youth, but I was encouraged by the prospect of Zvi 

working for his great uncle.”   

“How did things go when you arrived?” asked Vanessa. 

“At first, not so well.” 

“Why?” 

“There was a substantial omission in Simeon’s, I mean, Samuel’s, letter. He had 

neglected to mention the financial reversals he had experienced in the wake of the Panic 

of 1873 and the six-year depression that followed. So when Zvi arrived, Samuel was 

not in good shape money wise and could not afford to offer Zvi much in the way of 

salary.” 

“That must have been a rude surprise,” said Giles. 
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“Yes, but Zvi immediately took to life as a barrister’s clerk and, over time, became a 

barrister himself. Eventually, we were able to buy this house. At the time, it was quite 

wonderful and not in its current decrepit state. Zvi loved the house, especially the dining 

room, which I have tried to preserve in his memory. Our only regret was not having 

children.” 

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” said Vanessa, who had not had the opportunity to have 

children of her own and who was feeling a growing bond with Mrs. Zorrofsky. 

***** 

Once again, Mrs. Zorrofsky hesitated. Despite the tears that had begun to form, she 

continued as best she could. “Our life in England was quite pleasant. Zvi, who by then 

had changed his name to Steven, had a very nice business as a barrister and we 

managed to put away most of what I have lived off of all these years. When the Great 

War broke out in August of 1914, we were both in our middle years. Steven felt no 

compulsion to volunteer. However, the War droned on through the end of 1915 and it 

became clear the British forces would have to be reinforced with conscripts, even those 

who were in middle age. My husband began to think it would be wise to volunteer and 

receive a desirable post, rather than wait and be conscripted. In the spring of 1916, as 

the draft was being debated in Parliament, Steven enlisted. Did you know that more 

than 50,000 Jewish soldiers and sailors fought for Britain in the War?” 

“I knew that many served, but I did not know it was that many,” said Giles.   

“I even came to learn that about 10,000 of them were among the fallen,” added Mrs. 

Zorrofsky. 

“Did they send Steven to the front?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes. Unfortunately, the need for British troops was in France and Belgium and not in 

the desirable location Steven might have envisioned. The day Steven left for the front, 

I cried and cried. I know I was a bit of a baby and, perhaps, an ungrateful one at that. 

But my thoughts were suffused with dread. I did have this wonderful house and we did 

have funds in the bank. But Steven was my life, and I could not get over the ominous 

thoughts that filled my mind.” 

Tears rolled down her face as she revived long-suppressed memories of her late 

husband. “My worst fears were realized; Steven fell at the Sommes. He was lucky 

enough to survive the bitter cold and the German artillery assaults but ultimately, four 

months in the trenches brought him down. He contracted trench foot.  His foot worsened 

and became gangrenous. In the filth of the trenches, the surgeons removed his left foot. 

He died a week later of complications from the surgery.” 
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Mrs. Zorrofsky began showing signs of tiring. Saundra and Vanessa agreed to stay for 

the night. Jonathan and Charlie tidied up and then prepared to leave with their fathers. 

As they were leaving, a saddened but much-changed Mrs. Zorrofsky waved goodbye. 

“I look forward to seeing my youthful new friends. Perhaps instead of doing chores, they 

will honor an old lady by joining her for afternoon tea one day next week.” 
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Chapter 10 

The Consoling Appearance of Rabbi Marcus 

May 1933 

Anton had taken to walking during lunch. He liked sporting his new Donegal tweed vest 

and jacket and sauntering around the city, umbrella in hand. In particular, he enjoyed 

the Bloomsbury section where Giles worked at the Museum of London. A few days after 

the storytelling session with Mrs. Zorrofsky, Anton was enjoying a midday walk and 

found himself looking at the site of what would be the future home of the Senate Building 

— the centerpiece of the planned University of London campus. The building was 

projected to be 209 feet tall, higher than any non-church edifice in the city.   

As Anton looked at the site and imagined what the building would look like, he was 

taken with the idea of spending his career in what would be a beautiful building in the 

middle of this exciting city. He was also overcome with the realization that his beloved 

Hannah would not likely be around to share his good fortune. As these thoughts coursed 

through his mind, tears involuntarily began to stream from his eyes. Anton put his hands 

over his eyes and convulsed in a cry only the forlorn can know.   

Not far away, a man wearing a dark suit and a black fedora observed Anton as he wept. 

The man approached Anton. “Sir, perhaps, it’s none of my business, but one does not 

often see a well-dressed man — a professor is my guess — looking at a construction 

site with tears streaming down his face. While an indifferent passerby might ignore such 

a display, I’m a rabbi and a professor at the nearby London School of Jewish Studies. 

As such, I make it my business not to be indifferent in the face of sadness. I don’t know 

your religion, but if I may be of assistance, I would relish the opportunity to help. I am 

Rabbi Professor Stanley Marcus.” 

Anton was embarrassed he had been observed crying. He was also stunned a stranger, 

albeit a rabbi, would come to his assistance. Pulling himself together, he tried to take in 

the full measure of Rabbi Marcus. What Anton saw pleased him. Rabbi Marcus was 

about the same height and age as Anton. The rabbi had a well-trimmed black beard 

and his clothing appeared to be of fine caliber. Most impressive was the rabbi’s willing 

look of helpfulness and warmth. One glance and Anton knew this was a man who would 

provide sympathy and understanding.  

“Rabbi, as you so astutely surmised, I am a professor and my name is Anton 

Sternbloom. Please don’t think for a moment your solicitude is unappreciated. I, too, am 

Jewish, though I doubt I would do well in one of your classes. What is your specialty?” 

“I’m a Talmudic scholar. I specialize, if that is a fair way of putting it, in the Gemara.” 
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“That’s interesting. We have a new neighbor whose deceased husband was a Talmudic 

scholar in his youth. We’ve heard a lot about him, but she never mentioned the term 

Gemara.” 

“Frankly, I’m not surprised since the study of the Gemara is a component of the study 

of the Talmud. Let me offer a brief explanation.” 

“That would be wonderful.” 

“Okay. Until the diaspora following the Bar-Kochba rebellion in 132 CE, 132 AD using 

the Christian nomenclature, the ancient Israelites’ understanding of the laws given to 

Moses on Sinai some 1,440 years earlier was grounded on what had become known 

as the oral tradition. The oral tradition contained interpretations passed from generation 

to generation by word of mouth. However, our scholars decided that a people in 

diaspora could not properly do God’s bidding by relying on word of mouth. So first in a 

small town called Yavneh and then in Babylonia, our best rabbinical minds, known as 

the Tannaim, set out to codify in writing what had become the oral tradition.”  

“How long did it take?” 

“The task took about 130 years, with virtually every law dissected down to its most minute 

essence. Finally, the work, known as the Mishnah, was completed in 63 separate 

tractates, or lengthy expositions. The work was often difficult to parse and lent itself to 

many interpretations. In consequence, a new generation of rabbis felt the need to offer 

its own gloss on the meaning of the Mishnah. What they and their successors produced 

over the next 300 years is referred to as the Gemara—a written commentary on the 

Mishnah. These commentaries followed the words of the Mishnah. Equally interesting is 

the border surrounding both the Mishnah and the Gemara, reflecting the commentary of 

the 11th Century scholar, Rabbi Shlomo Yitzchaki, known to posterity as “Rashi,” and his 

progeny.” 

 “Fascinating.”  

 “I like to think so. Now, Professor Sternbloom, tell me about yourself. Perhaps I can 

really be of help.” 

“First, thank you and please call me Anton. I’ll tell you more but, simply put, I’m a cultural 

anthropologist. I specialize in the influence of climate, geography, trade and other forms 

of social intercourse on the cultural development of different peoples, particularly those 

of the African subcontinent.” 

“That, too, sounds interesting.” 
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Wryly, Anton responded, “I like to think so.” Changing his look to one of seriousness, 

Anton then asked, “Rabbi, how did you come to find yourself here, where you could so 

conveniently rescue me?” 

“Allow me to reciprocate the favor of informality. Please call me Stanley. You may know 

the London School of Jewish Studies, once known as Jews College, is located fairly 

close to where we stand. Since early in the century, we’ve had an arrangement with the 

University of London that enables our students to take courses and earn degrees at the 

university while pursuing Judaic studies at our college. In keeping with this tradition of 

pedagogical sharing, one of my former colleagues and, more recently, I, volunteered to 

teach future Christian seminarians about the Jewish environment of Israel at the time 

of Jesus’ ministry.” 

“Not my area of interest, but still fascinating,” replied Anton. Wanting to keep the 

conversation going, but not yet wanting to talk about his own sadness, Anton asked 

Stanley what he thought of his students.  

“I’ll tell you why I ask,” said Anton. “I opened a class discussion a couple of weeks ago 

and gave my students free rein to discuss any European issues they found to be of 

interest. I was astonished at the dearth of knowledge they possessed regarding the 

Jews of Europe and the perilous conditions in which Jews now find themselves in 

Germany.” 

“I don’t doubt it for a minute. In my teaching, I try to confine myself to the world of 2,000 

years ago. Unavoidably, I find myself confronted with questions ranging from innocent 

inquiries to bitter accusations dealing with the events of Jesus’ death and the role of the 

Jews in his crucifixion. It’s quite amazing that, almost two millennia after the time of 

Jesus, we Jews of today are still held accountable for his death and have been made 

to suffer disaster after disaster as a result of the Christ killer label. I try to let these 

discussions pass without confrontation and hope my small contribution will enlighten 

my students who will be the Christian leaders of tomorrow. But sometimes, I have my 

doubts.”   

“Quite unfortunate!” 

“Yes. But now it’s my turn to ask. I recognize by your accent you’re German. What 

brings you to England, and, if I may be so bold, what caused the outpouring of emotion 

I observed?”  

Anton knew he couldn’t postpone further explaining his behavior and, now that he was 

more comfortable with his new friend, he didn’t want to delay. “Rabbi, I mean Stanley, 

only a few months ago, I was an established scholar, well admired in my field and 

respected by colleagues both Jewish and gentile. Then the wretched Nazis took power 
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and, in a matter of little more than two months, I found my position, my standing and my 

livelihood threatened. I had not yet been dismissed, but the danger signs were ever 

present. So I came to England where I had been invited to lecture for eight weeks. I 

have since accepted a long-term appointment and will teach at the building that one day 

will occupy this site.” 

With a look of acknowledgment, Stanley registered his understanding. “The plight of 

Germany’s Jews is cause for tears under the best of circumstances. The boycott and 

the book burnings earlier this month, in which students from all over Germany burned 

texts written by the Jewish world’s greatest authors, have broken my heart. And I know 

events have worsened since then. But you did make it out of the country and your future 

does seem secure here in London. So, why the distress?” 

With tears welling once again, Anton replied as best as he could. “My wife, Hannah, did 

not come with me. She first wanted to visit her mother and brother in the Polish Corridor.  

I have not heard from her since we arrived. Even worse, I have received 

correspondence from a kindly German who shared a train compartment with her and 

who accompanied her to the border. The correspondence paints a very bleak picture 

and suggests strongly that her disappearance may be permanent. I’ve tried everything 

I could think of to find out what might have happened.  But, I only come up with dead 

ends and unbearable heartache. 

How it happened Anton would never know, but in the next minute, he found himself 

sobbing on the shoulder of a man whom he had only just met. When Anton’s emotional 

outpouring had passed, he looked at his new friend with an expression of humility and 

appreciation. “Please excuse me. I’m usually not an emotional person.” 

“Stanley looked at Anton compassionately before speaking. “I would be not be a rabbi, 

a Jew or a man if I said I wasn’t touched by your circumstances and flattered by your 

confidence. Let’s meet again and often while you’re going through these troubled times.” 

After exchanging addresses and office telephone numbers, the two men parted. 
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Chapter 11 

Judaism Discovered 

October 1933-May 1934 

In accordance with the magistrate’s order, Jonathan and Charlie faithfully visited Mrs. 

Zorrofsky at the end of each school day. One Friday afternoon in November, when the 

autumn winds were becoming noticeably colder, Mrs. Zorrofsky greeted the boys with 

a heaping platter of fresh cookies and a pitcher of milk. She was in a nostalgic mood. 

Since it was a Friday afternoon, she asked the boys if they would like to hear about 

Shabbos on the shtetl. Of course, they consented.  

“My earliest memories go back to when I was 6 or 7 years old. My friends and I were 

responsible for sweeping the areas in front of our houses in preparation for Friday night 

Shabbos dinner. We were not unhappy with our chores because the anticipation of the 

Shabbos meal was enough to keep us going. No matter how poor any villager was, the 

Shabbos meal was always eventful. In my case, because my father was a butcher, we 

always had a plentiful table.” 

“All of that sounds okay to me,” said Charlie. 

“It was. My mother was a wonderful cook and the smells from our small, but tidy, kitchen 

began to waft their way around the house even before noon on Fridays. Often friends 

and neighbors with children my age would come to our house for dinner because my 

mother’s cooking was so good. I loved those occasions because I didn’t have a brother 

or sister and I loved having other children at the Shabbos table.” 

“I would have, too,” interjected Jonathan somewhat ruefully. 

“Before dinner, my father and his friends would go to our village synagogue for Kabala 

Shabbos, the Friday night service welcoming the arrival of Shabbos. When my father 

came home, the evening began with prayers of rejoicing said over wine and braided 

bread called challah. Then the procession of food came out: first, chicken soup with 

noodles; then, fish patties my mother called gefilte fish; and then, the main meal, served 

with roasted potatoes, whatever vegetable was in season and plenty of grivenas, 

chicken fat and fried onions, to spread on our challah. All during this time, the men drank 

and told stories about the events of the week. I also told stories about what I had done 

during the week, much to the pleasure of my mother and father who doted and doted.” 

Delighted, Jonathan urged Mrs. Zorrofsky on. “Then what?” 

“After dessert and tea, we would sing more songs, called zimerot, songs of praise. By 

this time, the men had quaffed their fill of wine and the songs got louder and louder. 
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Finally, when it was very late, the men would take their leave after wishing everyone a 

Gutten Shabbos, a happy Sabbath, and prepare to go to bed so they could be up early 

to go to synagogue.” 

***** 

Charmed by Mrs. Zorrofsky’s tales, the boys left for their houses. Jonathan was about 

to immerse himself in his homework when Vanessa appeared and offered him dinner. 

As he ate, Jonathan impulsively looked at Vanessa and asked, “Did your family do 

Shabbos when you were a girl?” 

Taken aback, Vanessa asked why Jonathan was interested and Jonathan recounted 

Mrs. Zorrofsky’s tale of Shabbos in her village in Poland.  

“No.” said Vanessa. “It’s just that I grew up in a small mining community in the English 

coal country. My father was a grocer and there were very few other Jewish families in 

the area. I always knew I was Jewish and I was made to feel proud of it. As you know, 

I volunteer for the Jewish war veterans. However, I never experienced much of Jewish 

life. Randolph and I did have a Jewish wedding. However, Randolph didn’t have much 

of a Jewish upbringing either. Randolph always said our children would be given a better 

Jewish education than either of us had experienced. But alas, Randolph’s feelings of 

patriotism for England were as strong as his desire to raise a family and have a Jewish 

home. When he was killed early in the war at the Battle of the Marne, all of our plans, 

including any expectations of having a Jewish household, vanished. I’ve put them in the 

past.” 

“But, why put away such wonderful thoughts?” 

Vanessa sat down next to Jonathan and put her arm around him. Jonathan liked the 

sensation and eased a little closer until he was leaning on Vanessa’s shoulder. Vanessa 

stroked Jonathan’s hair and then dabbed her nose before she spoke. “I know you miss 

your mother and you’re feeling a great sense of loss. I don’t want to sound as if only 

adults can feel loneliness and sorrow. But when you’re an adult and the person who 

has been the beacon that illuminates your life is suddenly cut out from under you, your 

zest for life is also crippled and the enthusiasm you once had all but goes away.” 

Still cradled in Vanessa’s shoulder, Jonathan looked up at this woman who so recently 

was a mere stranger. “Mrs. Zorrofsky also lost her husband in the war and she’s much 

older than you and has been sad for a long time. Yet when we started talking about how 

the Sabbath was celebrated in her village, her spirits lifted and she was almost 

overcome with wonderful memories. I bet if we asked her, she would agree to hold a 

real, traditional Shabbos dinner for all of us. Saundra and you could help prepare the 

meal. Charlie and I could go to the grocery store and buy whatever was required. We 
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could even do whatever laundry was needed to make sure that the dinner table looked 

really nice.” 

“It’s true that Mrs. Zorrofsky’s dining room is in very good shape and would serve as an 

excellent gathering place for a Shabbos dinner, as you call it. Also, Saundra and I have 

to cook anyhow. But would your father have any interest in a traditional Shabbos meal?” 

“Of course, he would. In fact, I’ll bet my father would enjoy such a meal very much. I 

think Charlie’s dad would also look forward to it. So, you’ll do it?” 

“Sure, I will. But, don’t expect too much of me. I’m very inexperienced in these matters 

and can only hope to learn from Mrs. Zorrofsky.” 

“You’ll be great. Besides, for now, all that counts is we have a great meal and you’re 

definitely very good at that. I’ll talk to my father when he comes home.” 

***** 

Anton came home later that evening and greeted his son warmly, as he always did. 

Jonathan had been doing his homework and hadn’t thought much about his 

conversation with Vanessa. After a while, Jonathan offhandedly mentioned the idea of 

having a traditional Shabbos dinner at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s. Believing the idea to be 

inoffensive, if not irresistible, Jonathan was completely unprepared for his father’s 

response. 

“Mrs. Zorrofsky is a lovely lady and a charming raconteur, and I would look forward to 

many meals with her.  However, I must say I’m not enthusiastic about a Friday night 

dinner that, reduced to its basics, is a religious service.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“I’m sorry; I must sound very intolerant. Let me try to explain.” 

“Okay.” 

“You, of course, are aware you’re Jewish and your mother and I are Jewish. You’ve 

also had a bar mitzvah, although it only lasted a few minutes and you read the prayers 

in German. Otherwise, we’ve led a very secular life, intentionally void of any formal 

religious content.” 

“I know, but this would be a chance to learn how Judaism was practiced back in Poland 

and maybe we would find it attractive and want to do it here.” 

Anton was feeling a little ill at ease, but, nevertheless, tried to explain himself. “I’m a 

cultural anthropologist, but I possess a fair command of European history, much of 
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which has hinged recklessly on issues of religion. Are you aware from your own studies 

at school how many wars have been fought in the name of religion and how many 

people have died over the centuries because of their religion?” 

As Anton expounded, Jonathan began feeling increasingly impatient. “I don’t want to be 

disrespectful, but tell me something. Why did I have a bar mitzvah?” 

No longer in the realm of history, Anton was thrown even further outside of his comfort 

zone. “Truthfully, it was your mother’s idea. Since your grandparents all valued their 

Judaism, she felt it important you have an identity even though she and I were not very 

religious.” 

“Why do you think she thought that?” 

“She felt each Jew occupies a small link in a chain that goes back many thousands of 

years and she didn’t want to break that link, despite not being a strong believer herself.” 

“If I occupy a link, then you must as well. Correct?” 

“Yes. I suppose that’s so.” 

“Well, how can I be expected to hold up my part of the bargain and serve as a Jewish 

link to the future without the benefit of you, my closest connection to my Jewish past? 

If you’ve gone to the trouble of providing me with an identity, then I think you have to 

help me discover its meaning. I don’t have a mother for this purpose. I only have you. 

Please come to Mrs. Zorrofsky’s house for Shabbos dinner.” 

Anton had known from the start that he was going to lose this argument. What he had 

not known was how much pride in his son the loss would engender. In the end, father 

submitted to son as father had known he would. 

***** 

Charlie’s family had scheduled two trips that would take them away from London for the 

succeeding two Friday nights. So by the time Shabbos dinner at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s had 

gotten organized, several weeks had passed.  

On the appointed Friday night, Anton accompanied Vanessa and Jonathan to Mrs. 

Zorrofsky’s house. There they met Giles, Saundra and Charlie. Both Vanessa and 

Saundra had brought food for the Sabbath feast.  

The seven took their places around the Sabbath table. That afternoon, Jonathan and 

Charlie had scrubbed Mrs. Zoroffsky’s china and polished her long-neglected silver. As 

a result, the table looked resplendent. It was made more so when Vanessa and Saundra 
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presented their culinary delights: Cornish hen, roast goose, boiled potatoes with 

parsley, several different relishes and a wonderful meat pie. 

A sparkling candelabra with two white candles sat on the side table, as did two full wine 

goblets and two sweet-smelling loaves of challah. Before eating, Mrs. Zorrofsky asked 

everyone to hum to her melody as she sang L’Cha Dodie, a Sabbath welcoming song 

she remembered from her childhood. She lit the candles and twice gathered her hands 

over her eyes before allowing them to rest the third time. She then sang the blessing 

over the candles that ushered in the Sabbath. Several seconds passed after she 

completed the blessing, during which she kept her hands over her eyes in silent prayer. 

She then looked up and, one by one, hugged and kissed her guests.   

Everyone in the room had gotten to know Mrs. Zorrofsky pretty well, but this was the 

first time anyone had been hugged by her. Mrs. Zorrofsky observed their expressions 

of surprise. “Children, you wanted a Sabbath dinner the way I remember it from my 

childhood in Poland. Where I come from, the arrival of the Sabbath is a time of great 

rejoicing. People always hugged as an expression of such joy. I suggest we try to get 

in the same mood by hugging one another.” 

Happily, Giles and Saundra hugged and then embraced Charlie. Just as eagerly, Anton 

hugged Jonathan. Saundra noticed Vanessa was trying to look the other way. Sensing 

Vanessa’s embarrassment, she hugged her sister-in-law dearly. Giles followed suit, as 

did Jonathan and Charlie. Not knowing what else to do, but not wanting to be impolite, 

Anton took a few halting steps in Vanessa’s direction and placed his arms around her 

in a polite hug. Vanessa responded with a hug of her own — tentative, but long enough 

for the smell of her perfume to fill him with pleasure.  

Anton smiled sheepishly and retraced his steps. Only then did he realize the experience 

had affected him in some indefinable way. He couldn’t deny it. Twice now, the feel of 

Vanessa in his arms had brought his body back to life. Anton reluctantly buried the 

thought as the six were invited to join Mrs. Zorrofsky in the blessings over the wine and 

challah. 

***** 

As the weeks went by, Shabbos at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s had become a ritual. In addition, 

Anton and Rabbi Marcus were now meeting for lunch with regularity and had become 

much more than casual acquaintances. Often, they would discuss their work, British 

politics or the deteriorating Jewish situation in Germany. However, one beautiful spring 

day, Anton had something else on his mind as he addressed his friend.  

“For several months now, I’ve been telling you about the Shabbos dinners we’ve been 

having with Mrs. Zorrofsky.” 
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“Of course, and I’m delighted for you and your friends.” 

“I don’t quite know how to explain it, but for me, the dinners have become much more 

than an opportunity to spend time with people close to me. When Mrs. Zorrofsky lights 

the candles, I feel a weight has been lifted off my shoulders and the cares of the week 

have melted away, if only for a few hours. Of late, Vanessa has been joining Mrs. 

Zorrofsky in lighting the candles. Seeing the two of them, both war widows, engaging in 

this age-old custom practically reduces me to tears. But as much as I look forward to 

these Shabbos evenings, I still have doubts about organized religion — even Judaism.” 

“I told you I understand. You’ve good reason to be skeptical, given what man has done 

to his fellow man over the years in the name of religion. I would be the last one to push 

you in a direction with which you find discomfort. However, keep in mind religion has a 

way of working itself into one’s life. The calm you feel at the Shabbos dinner table may 

today feel like a respite from a busy week. But a month or a year from now, you may 

begin to ask why that is so. Inevitably, you will have to come to grips with questions of 

religion that every Jewish person before you has had to confront.” 

“Granted, but it’s not I whom I wish to discuss.” 

“Oh?” 

“It’s Jonathan. Shabbos has become a central theme of his life. He bubbles with 

enthusiasm as Vanessa, he and I walk to Mrs. Zorrofsky’s house on Friday nights. He’s 

even learned the blessings over wine and bread in Hebrew. How, I don’t know! You 

should hear the pride with which he chants them. Even the men in Mrs. Zorrofsky’s 

village would be proud to hear so competent a voice invoking God’s blessings over the 

Sabbath offerings. I see all of this and I wish I could help him build on his experience 

and rejoice more in this religion he finds so welcoming. But as I’ve confessed, I’m not a 

very good salesman for Judaism, let alone a teacher of its tenets. So again, I’ve come 

to you for advice.” 

Thinking for a moment, Stanley suddenly flashed an understanding look. “Jonathan is 

approaching age 15 and, frankly, it’s a little late for him to be starting in a yeshivah. 

However, it’s never too late to learn. I have a different educational program in mind that 

will expose him to Judaism in a way few young men his age will have the good fortune 

to experience.” 

“What kind of program?” 

“Let’s start at the beginning. What do you know about Zionism?” 

“As much as anyone else, I would guess. I do know a bit about European history.” 
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“Well, let’s hear what you know.” 

“I know Russian Jews began immigrating to Palestine in the 1890s following the 

outbreak of pogroms in Russia, in particular the notorious Kishinev pogrom of 1903. I 

also know about the early Zionist Congresses in Basel, Switzerland at the turn of the 

century that paved the way for further immigration.” 

“Not bad. My area of interest regarding Jonathan is the new city of Tel Aviv, a Zionist 

marvel. May I tell you a little about it?” 

 “Of course.” 

“Tel Aviv was founded by Jewish Zionists in 1910. At that time, Tel Aviv was little more 

than a sand dune. In 1921, the Arabs rose up against the Jewish population of nearby 

Jaffa. Virtually all of Jaffa’s Jewish residents left the city and moved to Tel Aviv, where 

things have been quiet ever since. Tel Aviv now sits on the Mediterranean like a jewel 

on a tiara and has a Jewish population of about 50,000. It’s an agricultural center with 

orange groves in abundance, as well as a commercial hub. It has spawned several 

nearby collectives, known as kibbutzim, located not far from the city. The people who 

work these kibbutzim have their own organizational structure and share the proceeds 

from their labors. The kibbutzniks make appropriate precautions to ensure that the 

kibbutzim are very safe.” 

“Yes, I’ve heard of kibbutzim.” 

“One of these is an agricultural kibbutz known as Ramah Gan, where they grow olives, 

several varieties of citrus and other fruits. The kibbutz was founded about seven years 

ago and is located on the Mediterranean coast, less than 25 kilometers from Tel Aviv. 

Labor is in short supply, particularly during the summer months. I know about this 

because my good friend, Rabbi Chaim Goldston, is one of the leaders of the kibbutz.  

Chaim is both a Zionist and a very able rabbi. He was also my predecessor at UCL in 

the course I now teach on the historical setting at the time of Jesus. His knowledge goes 

way beyond mine, and even includes a respectable understanding of the New 

Testament. 

“We are in regular contact and he’s told me about a program they have for recruiting 

summertime labor and, not incidentally, creating a summer experience for Jewish youth. 

The program is aimed at attracting about three- or four-dozen Jewish teenagers from 

England and the British colonies to the kibbutz for six weeks during the summer when 

they are off from school. Language is not a problem because several of the kibbutzniks, 

including Chaim, speak English.” 

“But Jonathan has never mentioned anything about Zionism.”  
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“I’m not proposing he become a Zionist. Jonathan is a strong young man, as you have 

said when you described the times you’ve watched him play football. He would do well 

in a physically demanding environment. But much more importantly, he would be fully 

immersed in a Jewish way of life for more than a month. The kibbutz inhabitants are not 

particularly religious. But they do respect Shabbat, Hebrew for the Sabbath, in a way I 

think Jonathan would find educational and endearing. The kibbutz even has a small 

fund to help defray the cost of travel for its youthful volunteers.” 

The two discussed Stanley’s proposal until Anton was satisfied the experience would 

be safe and that, with the help of the kibbutz’s travel fund, he could afford to send 

Jonathan there.  

***** 

Anton’s instinct told him Jonathan might need a little bit of support for the adventure that 

would be proposed to him. He thought the inspirational setting of the Shabbos meal 

would provide the needed reassurance.  

The week went by quickly. Anton was now beside himself with excitement over the 

prospect of telling Jonathan about Kibbutz Ramah Gan. Finally, Friday night arrived and 

Anton, Vanessa and Jonathan once again gathered around Mrs. Zorrofsky’s Shabbos 

table. As had become the pattern of late, the Brodys had extended their apologies.  

Anton cleared his throat in preparation for his announcement. “Jonathan, your embrace 

of Judaism has touched me in a way I might not have imagined a year ago. I told you 

when we first starting coming here for Shabbos dinner that I’ve been a longtime skeptic 

of organized religion. But seeing your enthusiasm has helped me soften my views. I’m 

even beginning to see myself as more than just a Jew by birth. More importantly, I’m 

well aware my dearth of knowledge makes it difficult to provide you with any religious 

acculturation, other than what you get at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s table.” 

“That’s okay. I don’t mind.” 

 “That’s where you and I differ. I think you need more, and Rabbi Marcus agrees. Have 

you heard much about the Zionist movement in Palestine?” 

“A little.” 

Anton then repeated what Rabbi Marcus had told him about Zionism and concluded by 

saying, “There are almost 250,000 Jews in Palestine hoping to build a new home for 

themselves on land many believe was occupied by Jews as long as 3,500 years ago.” 

“I had no idea the number was so high,” said Jonathan, his attention now piqued. 
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“A number of these people live in agricultural communities called kibbutzim. A kibbutz 

is a gathering of people where everyone works for the best interest of the kibbutz. 

Everyone knows if the kibbutz prospers, they all prosper. So people soon forget about 

working for themselves and learn to work for everyone. The kibbutzim are not 

particularly religious. But on Friday afternoon, they stop work until Sunday morning. 

They don’t have traditional synagogue services, but many spend Shabbat night singing 

and dancing and the following day visiting with one another.” 

“It sounds quite interesting. But what does it have to do with me?” 

“Rabbi Marcus has a friend who is one of the leaders of a kibbutz, called Kibbutz Ramah 

Gan. The kibbutz always needs additional help during the summer time. Rabbi Marcus’ 

friend has started a program to attract Jewish youth from all over the Commonwealth to 

come to the kibbutz for six weeks during the summer, so they can work and learn about 

Jewish life in Palestine. The kibbutz has a program that helps to pay for the cost of 

transportation. Rabbi Marcus would like to recommend you to his friend with a view 

toward your working at the kibbutz this summer.”  

“How far is Palestine from here?” 

“About four days by steamer. If you go, you’ll be joined onboard ship by other boys and 

girls your age from all over Great Britain.” 

“What would Charlie do?” 

“I haven’t said anything to Giles. I wanted you to decide before we told Charlie about it. 

I would have also suggested Charlie go, but I think you’ll agree, he’s not as interested 

in Jewish matters as you.” 

“Agreed. But I would miss everyone.” 

Now, Vanessa intervened. “There’s no one, with the possible exception of your father, 

who will miss you more than I. I never had any children and you are the closest I’m likely 

to get. But this is an opportunity you should not pass up. Think of it: the chance of 

working and playing for six weeks in a new land where you can not only learn all kinds 

of things about Judaism, but in addition, you can help to build a new society. I really 

think it’s worth doing and I’m very envious.” 

Then, Mrs. Zorrofsky added, “When I was a girl, my husband and I thought we were 

safe. We had friends and loving families. We derived strength and reassurance from 

the mutually reinforcing way of life that took place in the village. But we were wrong. In 

the end, we were just Jews living at the sufferance of our gentile counterparts. When 

the moment came that these gentiles felt the need to vent their fury on my village, they 

were able to do so without conscience or repercussion. From that time we knew, one 
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way or another, we would just be Jews living at the forbearance of others wherever we 

went. Don’t get me wrong; England has been a very fair country. But there is no 

substitute for having a country of one’s own. Jews have been lamenting the loss of 

Jerusalem and Palestine for almost 2,000 years. Finally, a movement in Palestine is 

beginning to gain momentum and could lead to a place of refuge for Jews all over the 

world. The Jews who are farming Kibbutz Ramah Gan are part of that movement. 

They’re doing something noble and historic. Please don’t deprive yourself of being part 

of this great moment in history. This is your time to stand with your brethren as one, and 

claim your part of history. Grasp this opportunity and become a man of Palestine.” 

A hush fell over the table. Anton could do no more than sit back in admiration and 

astonishment. Vanessa felt pride in this fellow woman who a few short months ago was 

practically a shadow and was now a force. Jonathan forgot about his concerns. He now 

was totally consumed with thoughts of what life would be like on the kibbutz. 

***** 

Vanessa helped Mrs. Zorrofsky with the dishes. Then Anton, Jonathan and she wished 

Mrs. Zorrofsky a Guten Shabbos and left the house for the short walk home. The 

evening was cool and unusually dry. Its beauty filled Vanessa with a sense of lightness 

and good cheer. Suddenly, she laughed and twirled around. Anton ran up to her and 

also laughed as he inquired what had possessed her.   

She twirled around again and, facing Anton, said, “Before the two of you arrived, I was 

just moving along without direction. But helping to take care of both of you has given 

my days more meaning and has provided me with an unfamiliar and most welcome 

sense of optimism. And now Jonathan is going to Palestine. I’m so happy for him.” 

Vanessa then began one more twirl. Without thinking, Anton caught her in mid-loop, 

held both her hands and said, “Vanessa, I’ve been so busy running away from my 

former life and immersing myself in my work I haven’t taken the time to acknowledge 

how good you’ve been to Jonathan and to me, and how much Jonathan has come to 

rely upon you for all the things that Hannah used to do.”   

“No thanks required, Anton.” 

“With all due respect, my thanks are warranted. Despite all you’ve done, I’ve said little 

in appreciation. One day, it’s a new pair of shoes for Jonathan. The next, it’s a mended 

sweater for me. The next, it’s the preparation of one of Jonathan’s favorite dishes. The 

list goes on. I hope you’ll accept this expression of gratitude, tardy though it may be.” 

“Of course.”  
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“I’m not quite through. As I’m sure you’re aware, when we first came to England, I, too, 

had reason to view the future with foreboding. But I think I indulged myself too much 

and failed to take note of your many kindnesses — selfless acts that enabled my son 

and me to go forward. I’m truly indebted to you and totally at your service.” And with this 

declaration, he proceeded to launch himself into the air and perform what he hoped 

passed as a plausible twirl. 

Jonathan observed his father with bewilderment and delight. When Jonathan thought 

about it, he could not remember his bookish father letting go in this manner, even during 

their happiest days in Hamburg. 
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Chapter 12 

A Coming Together of Hearts 

July 1934 

For the second time in 15 months, Anton was saying goodbye to a loved one in the 

shadow of a steamer, not knowing what the future held. He was sad at the thought of 

Jonathan leaving for six weeks, but he knew he was doing the right thing. Jonathan had 

grown during the year since they left Germany. Jonathan’s facial features were 

decidedly adolescent, but his body was that of a man. At five feet ten inches tall, he was 

lean and sinewy and possessed a confident gate and manner. As with Charlie, he had 

excelled in football during the year and had even been scouted by some of the better 

junior football leagues.  

At the gangway to the steamer, other adolescents had excitedly begun assembling. 

Their anxious parents were talking with Rabbi Goldston. The rabbi had come from 

Palestine with another kibbutznik to escort their summer charges to their new home for 

the next six weeks. Both Goldston and the other man were well toned and deeply 

tanned, and Goldston was doing his best to field questions from all directions. Anton 

and Jonathan took in this scene, each trying to gain a sense of what lay ahead based 

on the pandemonium around them.   

Finally, Anton turned to his son and said, “You know how our Friday nights at Mrs. 

Zorrofsky’s house have influenced my attitude toward Judaism. I’m a student of 

mankind and I must say I’m fascinated by this new experiment that’s taking place in 

Palestine. I will likely only be an observer. However you, Jonathan, are now being given 

an opportunity to play a role in this great adventure. I envy you and admire you, and I 

know your mother would applaud you in the same way if she were here today.”  

Jonathan’s look of excitement and appreciation conveyed all of the acknowledgment 

Anton required. Anton motioned toward Rabbi Goldston. “Let’s go over and talk to the 

rabbi. Before we do, let me hug you one more time as a child, for I believe you’ll come 

back as a man.” With that, the two embraced and headed toward the rest of the group 

where fathers and mothers were clinging to one another and saying goodbye in the 

same manner. 

At length, Jonathan boarded the steamer with the others, looking back at his father with 

virtually every step. Anton and the other parents waved until the group of young people 

had gone below deck and could no longer be seen. Anton remained until the ship had 

weighed anchor and was steaming down the Thames. By then, it was late in the day 

and Anton decided to stop off at a rustic-looking fish restaurant for dinner. There were 
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things on his mind and he welcomed the opportunity to sit by himself and formulate what 

he wanted to do. 

***** 

When Anton arrived home, it was well into the evening and already dark. He saw a note 

in the kitchen from Vanessa, expressing hope the day had gone well and saying she 

would be arriving home late that evening. Anton read the note with some 

disappointment. He had thought through his course of action at dinner and wanted to 

spend some time with Vanessa. However, he was exhausted from the day’s events and 

thought it might not be a bad idea to get a good night’s sleep and talk to Vanessa in the 

morning. 

Anton dragged himself upstairs. When he got to his room, he performed the rituals 

associated with preparing for sleep, reflected on the day’s events, wondered where 

Jonathan was, put on his pajamas, and wearily let himself down on the bed. He was 

asleep in no time and, at first, slept soundly. Then, the nightmare began. 

Anton found himself looking up at Goldman, the bookseller, bound by his 

feet and wrists to a cross. In his nightmarish state, he wondered what 

Goldman was doing on a cross. He is supposed to be dead. But there he 

is. I can hear the labored breath coming from his lungs. The poor man’s 

head is bobbing from side to side, as if to exercise the only freedom left 

to him. Who are the people around him — these men dressed in brown 

shirts, laughing and playing cards as Goldman’s head moves awkwardly 

a few millimeters at a time?   

Who is the woman who sits at the feet of Goldman? I’ll try to listen to what 

she is saying. Maybe I can hear her. I wonder: does she speak of a better 

life for Goldman in the world to come? Does she reassure Goldman he 

will be redeemed and that his torment is only temporary? Does she say 

Goldman’s God will acknowledge the good life led by him and provide him 

with peace? Does she say Goldman’s family will remember him?   

No, realized Anton. She was not saying any of those things as she looked 

up at Goldman’s body grotesquely hanging from the cross. Instead, she 

says, “Goldman, why did you have to die in front of my son? Couldn’t you 

have had the decency to die a little later so that Jonathan could have 

enjoyed his childhood a little longer? Have you no regard for the next 

generation?”  

Goldman replies, “Evil lady, who are you to sit here and add to my 

torment? This morning I was a bookseller and now I am a near corpse 
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writhing on this cross. And why? Only because I am a Jew? No, that 

cannot be. Perhaps , it is you who have provided them with a reason! 

What have you done to provoke them”?  

Goldman’s tone now becomes more and more hysterical until his lungs 

explode and blood starts spurting from Goldman onto Hannah, as she 

screams and screams. 

Anton, too, was screaming. Then he felt a towel being dabbed across his forehead. He 

opened his eyes, half awake, terrified. “Anton, I was in my bedroom putting on my 

nightgown and getting ready to go to sleep,” explained Vanessa. “I heard you screaming 

so I ran to your room as quickly as I could. You’re covered with sweat and have been 

having a terrible nightmare.” 

Anton began to speak, but Vanessa placed two fingers on his lips and encouraged him 

to try to return to sleep, as she continued to swab him. Finally, Anton nodded off. 

Vanessa watched his rhythmic sleep and then, on impulse, silently lay down on the bed 

next to him. 

When Anton awoke in the morning, he found Vanessa sleeping peacefully next to him. 

Mesmerized, he watched her for a few moments, observing that even with her eyes 

closed, her face was still pleasant to behold. He watched her breasts press against her 

nightgown with each deep breath and he felt arousal. But he stopped himself. He had 

things he wanted to say. 

Anton dressed and left the room, careful not to make any noise. He was still exhausted 

from his restless night. He sat down in an easy chair trying to assess the night’s events, 

but almost immediately fell asleep. Once again, Anton awoke to the sensation of 

someone mopping his brow. He opened his eyes and saw Vanessa’s worried, but 

caring, look. Anton began to speak, but Vanessa placed two fingers over his lips, again 

stopping him from saying anything. She smiled at him and continued to mop his brow. 

Anton submitted, knowing the time for acknowledgment had arrived. Tenderly, without 

looking up, Anton took Vanessa’s nurturing hands and kissed them again and again. 

Vanessa felt a sensation that so enraptured her that she could hardly move. The feeling 

of Anton’s lips on her hands filled her with hope and excitement. When she finally 

withdrew her hands, she said, “You’ve had a difficult night. You’ve been screaming and 

crying in your sleep. You’ve been through a lot and it’s all now coming out. You’re 

soaking wet with perspiration. Why don’t you go wash and get yourself cleaned up? I’ll 

prepare breakfast and we’ll see what we can do to get your mind off of those terrible 

nightmares.” 
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Anton looked up gratefully and did as he was bidden. After a while, he returned to the 

kitchen where he saw Vanessa busily preparing breakfast. He sat down at the table and 

uttered his first words of the day. “You’ve had quite an introduction to my sleeping 

habits. I don’t know what to say. I’m quite embarrassed and hardly would have preferred 

our first evening together to be spent in the way it was. Is there anything I can say or do 

by way of explanation?” 

***** 

Vanessa, who had had her back to Anton, turned around. “No explanation of any kind 

is required. I’ve been living alone for many years, but that does not mean I’ve been 

immune to the human condition. I can imagine what you’ve been going through and 

appreciate the awkward circumstances in which you now find yourself.”   

After placing a plate of steaming oatmeal garnished with seasonal fruits in front of Anton, 

Vanessa bent down and gently kissed him on the forehead. Anton looked at her 

appreciatively, then stood up as if drawn toward Vanessa by an invisible force. He 

looked into the eyes of this woman whom he knew, and yet didn’t know. She was not 

the beauty Hannah had been. Yet Vanessa’s hazel eyes exhibited a softness that 

lightened Anton’s spirits, and a twinkle that he found beguiling. Until now, he had not 

realized how expressive her eyes were. He wanted to prolong the experience, so he 

gently put his hands on either side of Vanessa’s face and just looked.  

At the feel of Anton’s touch and the warmth of his gaze, Vanessa started to feel a little 

lightheaded and began to swoon. She wanted, more than anything, to kiss this man 

passionately and unrestrainedly. Instead, she asked innocently but imploringly, “What’s 

to become of us?”  

“I don’t know. Hannah is never out of my thoughts, but I’m a realist and I have to 

acknowledge that she’s gone. Also, something has come over me these many months 

living in your home. I was thinking about it last night over dinner and resolved that I had 

to tell you how I was feeling.” 

With trepidation, Vanessa asked ever so quietly, “How are you feeling?” 

“There is only one way to say it. I’ve come to think of you in ways I never would have 

imagined possible.” 

Blushing and now feeling giddy once again, Vanessa did her best to steady herself and 

then lowered her face to her hands, not daring to do anything that would break the spell 

of the moment. 

Anton lifted Vanessa’s face so that she could see the genuineness of his look. He then 

continued. “For so many months, when I would come home from work late at night and 
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find the table decked out with food and drink, I selfishly took it for granted. But then I 

began to marvel at how, invariably, the table was set with one of my favorite dishes and 

my glass filled with my favorite wine or scotch. Even so, I didn’t allow myself to think 

beyond the moment because, frankly, I was still too numb from all that had happened.” 

“I sought no recognition.” 

“I know that and I might have gone on forever in my oblivious state. Eventually it dawned 

on me how important you had become to Jonathan and how he seemed to be 

prospering, despite my spending so much time at work.” 

“That was nothing. Jonathan is wonderful to have around.” 

“It was indeed something. Teenage boys are hard to handle, particularly when they’ve 

been subjected to all that Jonathan has had to go through. Soon after my recognition of 

the important role you had come to play in Jonathan’s life, I also began to see you in 

other ways. I saw how you spent your spare time unselfishly working at the Jewish war 

veterans’ home, without ever a supportive comment from me or anyone else. I saw how, 

week after week, you prepared for the Shabbos meal at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s house and 

made sure she was not under too much pressure to provide for the evening.”   

Vanessa was now holding Anton’s hands and gazing appreciatively into his eyes, as 

she regaled in the sound of his kind words. She had never thought of herself as being 

particularly giving, but she was basking in his praise and wanted him to know it.  

Anton continued. “Without more, all of these things would be mere acknowledgments 

of the fine person you are. Happily, there is more.”      

***** 

Dazzled and wondering about — hoping for — what might come next, Vanessa 

surveyed Anton for clues as he resumed his declaration. 

“The ‘more’ of it is this: practically without realizing it, I’ve become infatuated with you.” 

Vanessa moved forward, her lips gently brushing Anton’s face. Anton now experienced 

his own feeling of giddiness, but he signaled that he wanted to continue. Vanessa 

withdrew but held Anton’s hands so tightly that only after he winced did she lessen her 

hold. 

“I’ve come to love the way you serve at the Shabbos dinner table. I’ve come to love how 

you make sure Mrs. Zorrofsky is well taken care of before you serve yourself. I’ve come 

to love the way you’ve expressed admiration for Jonathan as he has conducted his 

exploration of Judaism. I’ve come to love the way your face beams when I taste 

something you’ve prepared and declare it to be delicious.”  
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“Vanessa felt embarrassment and pride. With modesty, she responded, “There’s no 

need. I do these things because I do them.” 

“Yes, there is a need. These endearments were my pathway to you and I began to see 

and become aroused by other things. I’m hypnotized by the way your bosom presses 

against your blouse as you bend over the table to light candles. I’ve taken to wonder 

what lies behind your apron, your skirts and your undergarments. I’m entranced by the 

thought of how that soft face of yours would look in a moment of ecstasy. I am besotted.” 

Catching her breath, Vanessa let go of Anton’s hands and touched his face. Tenderly, 

she drew her fingers over his eyes, his nose and then his mouth. “While you may have 

thought it to be the case, I’ve not been blind to what you’ve described.” 

Laughingly, Anton replied, “I guess I haven’t been focusing all that carefully!” 

“A typical male reaction! When you arrived, I had not had male companionship for so 

long I really didn’t know what to do. Jonathan and you had showed up under the most 

harrowing of circumstances, and all I wanted was to help the two of you mend your lives 

and begin anew. I observed how much you missed your wife and how it had all but 

broken your spirit. As time went on and it was pretty clear Hannah would not be coming 

back, I was taken with a new attitude. I saw how much you cared for Jonathan, even 

though your work afforded you little time to spend with him. I saw how respectful you 

were of his interest in Judaism, despite your own avowed skepticism for established 

religion. And now I have seen your willingness to let him find himself in Palestine, 

despite the uncertainties and the time he would be away from you. I became taken with 

how good a man you were and are.” 

“You’re very kind.” 

“Please don’t be so damnably Germanic. I’m not trying to be kind. I’m trying to be 

affectionate. As I observed you more, I wondered what it would be like if I were more 

than just your landlord. I wondered, beyond any basis for reasonable hope, what it would 

be like if I again had a romantic partner — a person with whom to share my innermost 

thoughts and a person on whom I could shower every last ounce of my affection. As I 

saw you begin to react to me in ways that were easily noticed despite your furtive 

attempts to disguise them, I began to imagine that my musings were, perhaps, not so 

fanciful. I began to ache rather than imagine, wondering if this day would come. Now 

that it has, what do we do?” 

Anton laughed and beckoned her for a kiss — their first — and said, “In Victorian 

England, I would have been jailed for the thoughts I harbor at this moment. To answer 

your question, it’s a beautiful day and I propose we take the train into London and 
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celebrate by seeing the sights. After which, if you are inclined, I propose we make mad 

passionate love.” 

“Now, that sounds exactly like the gentleman I’ve come to know.” 

***** 

They dressed for a proper outing on the town and made their way to the Golders Green 

underground station. They decided to view the changing of the guard at Buckingham 

Palace, visit Anton’s office, tour the British Museum and, to top it off, have high tea at 

Harrods.   

They timed their departure so they would not have to rush to see the changing of the 

guard at Buckingham Palace later that morning. Emerging from the St. James station 

with plenty of time to spare, they were delighted at the sight of St. James Park and 

lingered a bit before heading to Buckingham Palace.   

The weather was beautiful and each of them seemed to have a special bounce as they 

walked. Hand in hand, the two sauntered to the park lake to watch the ducks, geese 

and storks. One stork seemed to have a beak large enough to transport a good-sized 

mammal, eliciting a whistle of respect from Anton.   

Asked Vanessa, “Where you grew up, did they tell you babies were delivered by storks?”   

“Of course,” said Anton. “How else would babies be delivered!” Vanessa received 

Anton’s riposte with a warm hug and a fresh kiss on Anton’s cheek.  

As they walked, Anton noted he had been a bit of an amateur arborist in his youth and 

had memorized the names and characteristics of a number of trees. As they made their 

way around the lake, Anton identified several varieties of fig and scarlet oak. Along The 

Mall and the Birdcage Walk, Anton pointed out the oriental plane trees known for their 

flaking bark.  As they continued toward the palace by way of the Horse Guards Parade 

route, Anton drew Vanessa’s attention to the mulberry trees that once had been 

England’s hope for an indigenous silk industry.  

“You are full of surprises,” said Vanessa. Slyly, she continued, “I bet you even know a 

useful thing or two.”   

Anton quickly put his arms around her and swung her round. “Such condescension! 

Just because I’m a baby in my sleep doesn’t mean I am hopeless as an adult.” He 

placed a gentle kiss on her smiling and welcoming lips. 

A crowd had now gathered along the Horse Guards Parade route. As Anton and 

Vanessa emerged from the park, they heard the crowd roar its approval as the guards 
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— bedecked in their bright red coats, white belts and tall bearskin hats — rode by on 

their majestic steeds.   

After watching the changing of the guard ceremony, Anton and Vanessa returned to the 

underground and, getting off at the Euston Square Station, walked toward University 

College. As they approached the grounds of the college, they stopped to admire the 

Main Building, the central edifice of the University College campus. Construction on the 

beautiful building that now stood before Anton and Vanessa had begun during the last 

century, and was still not complete. The building was designed in the Classic manner 

and boasted ten huge columns, all of which supported a large triangular pediment. At 

the center of the building rose a huge, ornate dome on what was known as the Octagon 

Building. The University College’s extensive library collection was housed in this part of 

the Main Building, as was Anton’s small office. 

“Well, shall we have a go at it?” said Anton. Taking Vanessa’s hand, Anton led her to 

his small office.  

As they entered, Anton said apologetically, “I know it’s small. But as soon as the new 

University of London campus is completed and I am made head of the cultural 

anthropology department there, I will have a considerably grander office and you will be 

proud to visit me.” 

At the suggestion the two of them would be together long enough for Vanessa to see 

Anton’s new office, Vanessa turned toward Anton and said, “I didn’t realize my face was 

so easy to read,” and moved eagerly toward her man. Then they kissed again and again, 

and embraced one another as two lovers will when the fact of their love has finally set 

in. Finally, with reluctance, they let go. 

“So, what is it you do in this small space?” asked Vanessa playfully. 

“Well, the first thing you should know is that I expect to spend some time in the field. So 

neither this space nor the one I will occupy after I move to the University of London will 

totally define my work area.” 

“What is the field?” 

“Basically, southern Africa and remote regions like that.” 

“Oh, my!” 

“Don’t worry. Now that I am a senior-level academic, I don’t have to spend nearly as 

much time traveling as I used to.” 

“That’s reassuring, I guess. I know I should be better informed about your professional 

pursuits, but I’m not. So, what is it that you do?” 



  88 

“The simple answer is I study different societies and try to determine how they arrived 

where they are today.” 

“You mean things like their customs?” 

“Yes, that and their work ethic, how they have organized themselves as a society, what 

their laws are like, how their family structure is set up and how they behave toward and 

treat one another.” 

“That sounds like a lot.” 

“Then I take all of the information I have gathered and observed and I try to ascertain 

how they got to be that way. In that respect, my work involves a lot of archaeology and 

geography.” 

“Geography?” 

“Yes. I try to look past what I see. I wonder how people arrived where they settled and 

what geographic features of the land influenced how far they’ve come.” 

“Like, if they live in fertile areas and, as a result, have become farmers?” 

“Exactly. But more than that, I look for barriers and opportunities that have led people 

to where they settled and how difficult it was for them to find the path to where they 

wound up.” 

“Such as what?” 

“Look at Europe. We are blessed with a comfortable climate, a variety of different arable 

areas, access to the sea for ease of exploration, travel and trade and very few physical 

barriers for moving our ideas and our people. Except for the Alpine areas, our ancestors 

could move east and west with very few physical impediments. This factor made it 

relatively easy for people, armies and nations to sweep across the continent, bringing 

with them new ways of life, sometimes bad times, but more often ideas that led to 

progress.  

“Now, compare Africa. Africa’s northern desert has made it difficult for people to move 

north and south, up and down the continent. It’s true there is lots of coastline, but the 

hot climate and immense arid areas have made much of the country hard to settle. 

Where the land is not arid, it is often a rain forest, making it equally difficult to tame. 

Under these circumstances, it’s not difficult to understand how and why the two 

continents have developed differently.”  

“That is quite a lot to take in. Now I better understand why you spend so much time in 

this small office.” 
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“I think the operative term is ‘have spent’ rather than ‘spend.’ I now seem to have 

considerable cause for spending much less time in this little place and much more time 

in your embrace.” With that, the happy couple kissed once again and made for the 

British Museum. 

The British Museum had been started in 1753. The core of the building had been 

completed in 1852 and had been designed as a quadrangle in the Greek-revival style 

with four wings. Anton and Vanessa entered the building’s south entrance where the 

beautiful columns supported another stunning pediment. The two surveyed the 

imposing Western Hall of the museum and the museum library before heading for the 

galleries. 

“Where shall we start?” asked Anton. 

 “Follow me,” she gestured as she led Anton to the Egyptian galleries. After pointing out 

the 3,200-year-old New Kingdom, Vanessa stopped in front of the gallery containing the 

more recent art of the 2,800-year-old Late Period. Standing in front of an immaculately 

detailed sarcophagus and surrounded by equally resplendent fragments from wall 

paintings, Vanessa said, “This is my favorite part of the exhibit.” 

“Why?”  

“Because the colors are so beautiful and the art work is so detailed. It’s almost as if 

someone who lived many years later traveled back in time and taught the ancient 

Egyptians how to use color and detail to tell a story that would speak to us today and 

tell us how they lived so many years ago. Well, what do you think?” 

“I think it is very impressive. Until now, I’ve not focused on the art of the Late Period and 

have probably missed out on a lot. But you’re absolutely right in your admiration for this 

Period. For example, look at that fresco of the forest scene over there. The artwork is 

stunning and the scene it depicts is absolutely clear. You obviously have the eye and 

all of the necessary tools to become a budding historian or anthropologist. If I didn’t 

have other things in mind for you, I might consider hiring you as an assistant.” 

As she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him tenderly, Vanessa, barely audibly, 

asked, “What things might you have in mind?” 

“Soon enough my fiendish intentions will become clear. But now, let’s head for the 

underground so we’re not late for tea.” The two scurried off to the underground. 

Emerging from the Knightsbridge station a few minutes before four, they playfully ran 

hand in hand to Harrods and then happily made their way up the stairs to the tearoom. 
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The room was bedecked in white linen. Silver trays of pastries were plentifully arrayed.  

They sat down at their appointed table and eyed the clientele, many of them dressed 

quite ornately. “It’s been a wonderful day,” said Anton. 

Leaning over for a discreet kiss, Vanessa responded, “‘Wonderful’ doesn’t do it justice!”  

At that moment, the waiter arrived and the two hid their embarrassment and ordered 

tea, scones, jelly and clotted cream. They were hungry, but neither wanted to eat too 

much for both were looking forward to an intimate dinner at home. Nevertheless, they 

managed to consume every morsel of the heaping dish of scones and clotted cream 

that had been put before them. When they finished, Anton paid the bill, gasping for 

dramatic effect, at the cost of their little repast.    

Harrods had just opened a men’s department and Anton asked Vanessa if she would 

indulge him and take a short walk through the department. The price tag on the first two 

garments he looked at was ample indication he was out of his element. They took the 

underground home and merrily walked toward Vanessa’s house. They opened the front 

door and fell into one another’s arms. Their mouths met, first softly, then passionately. 

At first, Anton’s thoughts covered the gaping entirety of the last 15 months. Then, slowly, 

those thoughts receded and all he could think about was the woman in his arms.   

Hungrily, Vanessa’s mouth pressed and explored, her tongue finding its way into every 

recess of Anton’s mouth. Anton could feel himself giving way to the moment. The 

erection between his legs became more and more stiff. He shifted so that his penis 

would find its way toward the quivering Vanessa. She, in turn, felt his need and pressed 

her body firmly against his. He rubbed against her rhythmically, then fiercely. He was 

now in another place. Vanessa continued to press and then she took her hand and 

placed it between Anton’s legs so that she could feel his swollen manhood under his 

pants. She raised and lowered her hand as Anton, now totally under her control, 

responded by moving to the rhythm of her guiding hand. He squeezed her and held her 

hard as his body experienced an exquisite release.   

“I feel like an out-of-control school boy.” 

“I feel wonderful. I would have been crushed had you responded any differently. Now, 

let’s take a break as I prepare dinner.” 

Vanessa walked toward the kitchen and, after removing the necessary ingredients from 

the icebox and the cupboard, began to prepare dinner, humming as she went along.  

Anton was transfixed. He could not take his eyes off of her. At length, his patience gave 

way to renewed ardor. He tiptoed toward the busy object of his affection and placed his 

hands over her eyes. She stopped and stood motionless. He kissed her hair, the back 

of her neck and under her ear lobes. He could feel her being taken by the moment, and 

her groans of delight contributed all the more to his desire.  
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She swayed each time he moved from one side of her neck to the other, kissing her 

over and over, as he became imploringly hard. He raised his arms from around her 

waist and began to massage her breasts softly — so softly — and then, more vigorously. 

From under her bra, he could feel her nipples harden. She turned and they embraced, 

passionately and hungrily.   

Still clasped together, the two lovers found their way to the living room where a folded 

afghan was draped over the couch. Anton grabbed the afghan with one hand and 

spread it on the floor, even as his other hand held the expectant Vanessa. He lowered 

her on to the blanket, kissed her neck, then her breasts and, with her help, removed her 

skirt and panties. He gazed down at her femininity and began to stroke the inside of her 

legs. She murmured with each touch, and with each murmur, he became more excited. 

He spread her legs and placed his mouth between her thighs and began to kiss her in 

a way she had never experienced. She heaved and threw herself from side to side. 

Anton continued to kiss her wetness, taking in the smell of her sex as she groaned, until 

he knew she was ready.   

Then he drew himself away as Vanessa eagerly unbuttoned his pants, quickly withdrew 

his penis and inserted it into her femininity. The sensation of being inside Vanessa sent 

Anton into ecstatic waves of delight. He moved his pelvis up and down to the rhythm of 

Vanessa’s body until he could hold on no more. Deliriously he came, his groans of 

delight echoing those of the woman beneath him. 

“My God,” said Vanessa. “We haven’t yet had dinner and I feel like I’ve had a lifetime of 

sex.” 

“I’m famished. Let me help you finish the dinner preparations so I can recover. After all, 

there is always the night.” They laughed heartily and returned to the kitchen. 

Indeed, there was always the night — a night filled with discovery, warmth, love and 

unrestrained sex. They finally drifted off to sleep. What lay ahead hadn’t yet consumed 

their thoughts. 

***** 

The next morning, Anton and Vanessa ambled down to the kitchen, Vanessa in a loose 

nightgown and Anton in a robe.  

“What, my dear, would you like for breakfast?” asked Vanessa. 

Before Anton could answer, the lock to the kitchen door rattled and who should walk in 

but Giles. Anton and Vanessa had totally forgotten that Giles was likely to make his 

customary appearance that Sunday morning. After taking in the scantily clad figures 

before him, Giles prepared to speak. 
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“I can explain,” said Vanessa. 

“No need to explain,” said Giles. “I’ve been expecting this moment for weeks, if not 

months. Why do you think Saundra and I conveniently stopped attending Shabbos 

dinner at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s?” 

“Why?” mumbled Anton, hoping the question — any question — might somehow 

disguise his embarrassment. 

“Because it was perfectly clear to Saundra and me that the two of you couldn’t keep 

your eyes off of one another, but didn’t know how to set things in motion. We wanted to 

give you as much operating room as possible. We also suspected that once Jonathan 

left the house for Palestine, nature would take its course. I should have guessed it 

wouldn’t take very long and should have knocked. However, now that you’ve found one 

another, I think we’ve got to do something to clear the air.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Anton. 

“What I mean is we have to find out conclusively what happened to Hannah.” 

Unable to grasp the full import of Giles’ response, Anton could only look at him 

plaintively.  

Giles moved toward his friend.  With compassion, he said slowly but pointedly, “if the 

two of you are to move forward, we have to confirm everyone’s belief that Hannah is 

dead.” 

For a moment, Anton felt the weight of the last year descend on him. Then he gathered 

himself together and looked up, sadness and resignation covering his face. “I think you 

know that I’ve pursued every avenue I could think of to learn more about Hannah’s fate 

and each time I’ve come up with nothing.  It’s been maddening and I don’t know if I 

could go through it again. But, even if I could, what reason is there to believe I might 

have better results?” 

“You are of course justified in feeling skeptical.  But, I have an idea and I could kick 

myself for not coming up with it sooner.” 

“Please go on.” 

“As Vanessa knows, Saundra’s and my brother-in-law, Lorenz Kreisler, is a decorated 

war veteran and a civil engineer with the German road-building authority. Hitler 

apparently wants to build a series of high-speed roads that can serve both commercial 

and military traffic so vehicles can get from one part of the country to another in very 

quick time.” 
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“Yes, I am aware of that,” said Anton. “But, what has that got to do with Hannah?”  

“Lorenz travels extensively as a result of his job as a civil engineer. He is also very 

discreet and very daring, having served in both the German intelligence and the German 

infantry during the war. My guess is he could find a way to alter his travels so as to 

spend a day or two in the border area where Hannah was last seen. It would not be 

unusual for him to ask lots of questions about the community, given the nature of his 

work. I believe he could be relied upon to do it carefully and discreetly. If we are lucky, 

for want of a better term, he will find out something that corroborates our deeply held 

fears. That information could then be brought to the authorities here in London. In 

corroboration with the letter you received from Hannah’s fellow train passenger, such 

information would hopefully be sufficient to induce the local authorities here to issue a 

declaration of death.” 

“How will we know what information is sufficient?”’ 

“I can’t speak to Jewish law. But for civil law purposes, I can talk to the museum’s 

solicitor who is a good friend of mine and who is a really decent chap. Through his 

contacts, he might be able to provide us with the standards a magistrate would employ 

in determining whether a declaration of death was justified in a given case. If it is okay 

with both of you, I’ll talk to my colleague when he and I are both in the office and I will 

immediately write to Lorenz.” 

Anton began to respond but, all of a sudden, bent over and sobbed. When finally he 

stopped, he said apologetically, “I don’t know what happened. All of the stress just got 

to me. It’s not that I’m ungrateful for what you propose. On the contrary, I am most 

thankful for your interest and for the earnestness with which you’ve chosen to proceed. 

Also, I’m truly committed to your sister and wish to do everything in my power to build 

a future for Vanessa and me. But it’s so hard to say goodbye, even as I contemplate 

the happiest of futures.” 

Vanessa threw her arms around Anton, kissed him tenderly and said, “Both Giles and I 

understand and we would feel surprised if you felt otherwise, but I agree with my brother. 

We must confront the practical aspects of our relationship. I, for one, do not wish to be 

thought of as a scarlet woman in the eyes of the law. So I propose we give Giles the go 

ahead and thank him for his willingness to help.” 

“Agreed,” said a still teary-eyed Anton. 

Not wanting to press too hard but being meticulous by nature, Giles painstakingly asked 

Anton for everything he could recall about Hannah’s departure, from the clothing and 

jewelry she was wearing to the color of her valise.  Giles also knew of Zeller’s letter and 

asked Anton to summarize its most important details. When he had acquired all the 
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information he thought necessary, Giles retired to the dining room, cup of tea in hand, 

and put pen to paper. Before long, he emerged with a precisely-worded and detailed 

letter. Anton reviewed the document and, with raw emotions gnawing at him in ways he 

couldn’t begin to express, gave his approval. 

The next day Giles posted his letter and life resumed, but with full recognition that Anton 

and Vanessa’s future had changed wondrously and irreversibly. The days went by and 

Anton and Vanessa tried not to think about Giles’ letter to Lorenz. Instead, the happy 

couple busied themselves with cementing in place the building blocks of a new and 

growing love. Anton returned to his scholarship and Vanessa attended to her volunteer 

work and resumed her work at the dress shop. Both wrote long, chatty letters to 

Jonathan who, to date, had sent only the shortest of notes saying he was fine and was 

enjoying the kibbutz.   

About two weeks later, Giles came barging in through the back door one evening, 

screaming, “I have the letter! I have the letter! It’s postmarked from Copenhagen, but it 

says it is from Lorenz.” 

“What does it say?” asked Anton. 

“I don’t know. I haven’t opened it.” 

“Giles,” said Vanessa. “An unopened letter does none of us any good. Please don’t be 

a silly ninny. Open the letter and read it to us.” 

Giles regained his composure, opened the letter and began to read: 

Dear Giles: 

As always, it was good to hear from you. I suspect this letter will have 

taken a while to get back to you, so please let me explain. 

Things in Germany have not been good for the Jews. Virtually every 

Jewish civic official, no matter how high or low, has been removed from 

office. Jewish businesses have been boycotted and armed thugs of the 

SA have molested anyone attempting to do business with Jewish 

merchants. At school, our children experience indignities every day on 

account of their mother, my dearest wife, being Jewish. I never thought 

anything like this would happen. I have begun to fear for the safety of my 

family, my decorated veteran status and my employment by the Reich 

Ministry of Road Building notwithstanding. 

Rather than write to you directly and risk the possibility my letter might be 

opened by the authorities, I have entrusted my response to a dear friend 
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and colleague, Arno Bernthe, who travels frequently to Denmark and 

Sweden and who has trustworthy relatives who live in both places. Indeed, 

should you need to answer, please send your reply care of the return 

address on the outside of the envelope.  

The immediate response to your inquiry is that I will be happy to help in 

any way I can. In a sense, your letter is well timed as regards the SA 

officer, Wilhelm Velten. Let me explain. 

You may not be familiar with the name Ernst Rohm, but I would venture 

that anyone who lives or has lived in Germany knows the name well. Until 

a few days ago, Rohm had been the commander of the Sturmabteilung, 

known to most as the SA or the Brownshirts. Rohm had been with Hitler 

from the beginning, but had gotten a little too big for his britches. 

Rohm was intent on making his SA goons the official armed military wing 

of the Nazi party. Understandably, the regular army generals were not 

happy to have their authority usurped by another military wing. They 

persuaded Hitler to give the order for Rohm’s execution and for the 

disbandment of the SA. The order was carried out on July 2, a few days 

ago, with Rohm being induced to take his own life.  

I mention these things because our quarry, SA Lieutenant Wilhelm Velten, 

is now a man without status, standing or power, and probably quite 

frightened at that. As the Americans might say, Lieutenant Velten is 

undoubtedly ripe for the picking.  And, pick I shall. Schneidemühl is a 

good-sized community. Deutche-Krone, where Velten boarded the train 

and where he presumably lives, is much smaller. Most people who live 

there should be known to one another. I will arrange for an immediate 

business trip to that region and see what I can find out about our friend, 

the lieutenant, and his presumed collaborator, the customs official, Richart 

Brundidge. 

Giles handed the letter to Anton. “I guess all we can do now is wait. I feel so 

badly for Lorenz’s family.” 

“So do I,” said Anton. “So do I”. 

“In the meantime, you should talk to your rabbi friend. I’ll make an appointment 

to chat with our in-house solicitor.” Giles gave his sister the most sympathetic of 

hugs and left just as quickly as he had arrived. 
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Chapter 13 

Lorenz’s Investigation  

July 1934 

As he entered Deutche-Krone, Lorenz Kreisler stopped his vehicle to take in the town 

before him. Picturesquely nestled among several lakes, Deutche-Krone was more 

attractive than he had expected. Neat white stucco buildings, some with carved wooden 

balconies, lined the streets. Some of the buildings had been constructed long before 

1914. Many had been built since, attesting to the devastation experienced during the 

Great War.  

From his car, Lorenz spotted a hotel that looked like it might have a tavern the locals 

would use as a gathering place. He drove past the building and parked his official 

vehicle about a block away so any prying eyes would not easily be able to link him to 

the vehicle. Then he headed toward the hotel.  

Lorenz entered the Hotel Rennerhof and looked around. A clerk leaned lazily in the 

reception area and a maid scurried about carrying a pile of linen. Lorenz spotted the 

entrance to the tavern and walked in. The tavern was surprisingly pleasing. Dark wood 

paneling gave it a sense of importance and exposed wooden beams a feeling of rustic 

charm. A large smoked mirror was positioned behind the bar.  In the center of the mirror 

was an impressive escutcheon, presumably the coat of arms of some prince who, in 

distant times, had ruled the region. Owing to the time of day, there were only a few 

people in the tavern in addition to the bartender and a waitress. Lorenz ambled up to 

the bar and ordered a local beer. 

The bartender was a polite young man with blonde hair and a swarthy complexion. To 

make conversation, he asked Lorenz if he lived in the area. 

“No.” said Lorenz. “I’m with the Reich Ministry of Road Building and am here on official 

state business.” 

“What kind of business brings you to this area?” asked the young man with genuine 

interest. 

“I’m doing some site evaluation work and I’ve been given the names of a few people 

who have lived here all of their lives and are knowledgeable about the area. I was trying 

to look up one of them, but I couldn’t find his phone number. Maybe you can help me.” 

“In these parts, it is not unusual for people to be unlisted. Most people just come to the 

local post office for news, mail and messages. I’m somewhat new here and from the 

south, but perhaps I’ve heard of your man. What is his name?” 
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“Wilhelm Velten, a former SA lieutenant.” 

“Can’t say I’ve heard of him.” 

“That’s too bad. Maybe you could recommend another place in town where I might be 

able to find such information.” 

“We are not big enough to have a mayor’s office or anything like that. But you might 

want to try the post office or the Hotel Lubertas, our biggest competitor and only a few 

blocks walk from here.” 

“Thank you,” said Lorenz, who proceeded to pay his bill. He straightened up and began 

to walk to the door when the bartender called to him. 

“Herr, I just thought of something that could be of assistance.” 

“What is that?” 

“You probably know Ernst Rohm was recently killed, and the SA has since been 

disbanded.” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“About a week ago, several former SA members were here wearing their Brownshirt 

uniforms and lamenting what had happened to the SA and to their own positions. One 

of them, I’m pretty sure, was wearing the blue epaulets of an SA lieutenant. He was the 

most noticeable because he was the most loutish and was boasting about his exploits 

while with the SA. In addition, I do recall that one of his comrades referred to him as 

lieutenant. I remember the episode because they were gloating about having cleared 

the area of Jews. All of a sudden, they all looked somewhat sad and I heard one of the 

men saying something like, ‘Yah, Lieutenant, we did a good job. But it’s too bad we 

didn’t get to that Jewess before she got to Brundidge.’”  

Lorenz’s attention was now understandably piqued. “Did the lieutenant say anything 

more in response?” 

“Yes. He said Brundidge’s death had been the worst experience of his career and that 

it was ironic Brundidge had survived the Great War, only to be killed by a Jewess in 

peacetime.” 

Feeling disappointed that what he had just heard might have been all the bartender had 

to tell, Lorenz asked tentatively, “Was that the extent of the conversation?” 
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“Not quite,” replied the young man, much to Lorenz’s relief. “One of the men then said 

something to the lieutenant about how sweet it must have been for the lieutenant to 

bring Brundidge’s killer to justice.” 

His excitement heightened, Lorenz inquired further. “Did the lieutenant say anything in 

response?” 

“Yes. He said something like, ‘sweeter than one might think of kosher meat.’” 

The response filled Lorenz with an intense loathing. He asked one more question. 

“Would you have any idea where I could find the lieutenant?” 

“Yes. That is why I have taken your time to relate this event. After the episode I 

described, the men became glum and started to drink more heavily. They were making 

other patrons feel pretty uncomfortable.” 

“Why was that?” 

“In their ill-tempered state, they had gotten very boisterous and were drowning out 

everyone else. In addition, they were still wearing their Brownshirt uniforms, which could 

have gotten everyone in the tavern in trouble since the Brownshirts were banned.” 

“What happened then?” 

“I was scared, but it was clear they had to go. I told them politely it was a good time for 

them to leave.” 

“Did they protest?” 

“Surprisingly not. And here’s the important part: As they were getting ready to leave, 

one of them observed the lieutenant was too intoxicated to depart on his own and would 

need help getting to his house. I heard another of their group complain about having to 

drag him all the way home. The first man said it wasn’t far and noted the lieutenant lived 

on the edge of town at the end of Tuborg Strasse.” 

“That is really very helpful. I am much in your debt. Do you know how to reach Tuborg 

Strasse?” 

“Yes. It’s the second road south of town. You can only turn left, so it shouldn’t be hard 

to find. It’s only about a 20-minute walk to the road. If you have a car, it should only be 

a few minutes.” 

***** 

Lorenz thanked him again and left the hotel, this time more purposefully than a few 

minutes earlier. The day was still bright and he expected no difficulty finding Velten’s 
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street. He got in his car and began to drive. As advised, he soon came to Tuborg Strasse 

and made a left turn off of the main road. Tuborg Strasse was a sparsely populated 

country lane. Lorenz drove what he thought to be about half the distance to the end of 

the road. Once again, out of caution, he parked the car. Before leaving the vehicle, 

Lorenz removed the reserve duty service revolver he had brought in case it was needed 

and tucked it into his pants.  

Lorenz saw a woman walking nearby and asked if she knew where Wilhelm Velten 

lived. She responded that Velten’s house was at the end of the road on the right, about 

a half-kilometer ahead. Lorenz had no difficulty finding Velten’s small house. Lorenz 

had no idea whether Velten was home, but suspected he now had time on his hands 

owing to the disbandment of the Sturmabteilung. Velten may have had another job or 

may have since acquired one, but Lorenz thought the odds were good that Velten would 

be idling his time away while figuring out what to do next. 

Lorenz looked around. The cottage sat about 200 meters from the next closest dwelling 

on the street. It was neat enough on the outside. The tiled roof appeared to be in good 

shape and the whitewash on the cottage’s walls appeared to be of reasonably recent 

vintage. There was even a small well-tended garden in front of the cottage. A decorative 

fence surrounded the front yard. As he pondered the cottage, Lorenz mused that Velten 

couldn’t have maintained the upkeep of the cottage on what he made as a Brownshirt. 

He must have had some other source of income.  Perhaps, thought Lorenz, that source 

might have been the confiscation of property from poor unfortunates such as Hannah 

Sternbloom. 

Lorenz opened the front gate, walked up to the door and knocked with authority, but not 

loudly. The man who came to the door had short blond hair and fair skin. He was about 

Lorenz’s age, a few inches shorter and a little stockier. He wore slippers, pants, a white 

collarless shirt and suspenders. His face was covered with stubble from not having 

shaved and his breath had the unmistakable smell of alcohol.   

“Who are you?” blurted out Velten, ready to close the door. 

Using an alias, Lorenz said, “I am Jonathan Hochlur. I am with the Reich Ministry of 

Road Building and I have a few questions for you.” 

“Not interested,” said Velten, again getting ready to close the door. 

“Before you do that,” said Lorenz, “you should also know I’m a decorated veteran, a 

major in the reserves, and I carry a gun.” Removing the Walther PPK from his pants, 

Lorenz pointed the gun at Velten and continued. “In fact, this is the very gun I carry. It 

can down six men in a couple of seconds. Now, shall we go inside and talk?” 
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Stupefied, Velten could only stammer and quickly opened the door. The two walked in. 

By comparison to the outside of the house, the inside was squalid. A rank smell 

emanated from the kitchen and empty liquor bottles littered the coffee table. Still pointing 

the gun at Velten, Lorenz encouraged him to sit down while Lorenz stood over him. 

“What the hell is this about?” Velten managed to blurt out. 

“You will know soon enough. In fact, let’s get started. Tell me about a friend of yours 

named Richart Brundidge.” 

“So, this is about Brundidge. You’re too late. I know he was killed under my watch at 

the customs facility. But I’m sure you know the Sturmabteilung no longer exists, so I can 

hardly be punished for something that happened during my Brownshirt days.” 

“We’ll see about that,” said Lorenz, playing along. “Tell me about Brundidge’s death.” 

“Why should I?” 

“During the War, two men under my command and I were decorated for incapacitating 

a machine gun emplacement. The machine gun had been used to kill many soldiers in 

my unit and we could not go any further until it was eliminated as a threat. I asked for 

two volunteers and together, we clandestinely made our way behind enemy lines. We 

killed the machine gunner and the men supplying him with ammunition, as well as others 

in his company. I killed five men that day. I would have killed more, but the mission was 

complete and I had responsibilities back at my own unit. I have often thought about that 

day and my capacity to kill. I tell you straightforwardly, if I have to kill you, I will. Now, 

please answer my question.” 

Now noticeably trembling, Velten sighed and began his recitation. “About a year ago, I 

was in charge of a unit commissioned to find and apprehend two or three communists 

who were believed to be on a train heading for the Polish border. Normally, trains bound 

for the Polish border don’t stop at Deutche-Krone, but the train’s engineer had been 

instructed to stop here so that my men and I could board and unload all of the 

passengers for inspection and interrogation at the nearby customs facility at 

Schneidemühl. I boarded the train and chose a place to sit until the train stopped at the 

customs station.” 

“What happened then?” 

“I found myself in a compartment with a snarky German lawyer and his Jewish traveling 

companion.” 

“That doesn’t seem so remarkable.” 
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“It wasn’t, except for the lawyer’s condescending behavior and the indignity of having 

to sit in the same compartment as a Jewess.” 

“What then?” asked Lorenz, doing his best to suppress his disgust. 

“Well, despite the woman being a Jewess, and a middle-aged one at that, she was quite 

attractive. I thought she might provide some entertainment for my friend, Richart 

Brundidge, who runs the customs station and to whom I owed a favor or two.” 

Still disguising his disgust, Lorenz merely responded with an emotionless, “Interesting.” 

“So when all of the passengers were made to disembark at Schneidemühl, I found 

Richart and pointed out the snide lawyer and the Jewish woman. I told Richart that if he 

wanted to have a little fun with both of them, I wouldn’t object and my men would provide 

cover.” 

“What did Richart do?” 

“He arranged for two of my men to escort the Jewess to a small outlying building Richart 

uses when he has to stay overnight. No doubt, they told her more questioning was 

needed. A few minutes later, I saw Richart leave the larger building and head for the 

smaller one, presumably to have a little rendezvous with the Jewess. I also saw my two 

men return.” 

“Did you see either your friend or the Jewish woman after that?” 

“Yes. About 15 or 20 minutes later, the Jewess appeared without Richart. I walked up 

to her and offered a pleasant greeting so as not to alarm her. Then, I saw it.” 

“Saw what?” 

“A large, dark, blood stain on her coat.” 

“What happened next?” 

“Suspecting the worst, I grabbed the woman by the elbow and escorted her to the small 

building. There, I saw Richart on the floor. He had no shirt on and blood was gushing 

from a large wound on his side and also from his neck. He was dead. Beside his body 

was a bloody set of shears, and strewn about were knitting materials. I looked at my old 

friend in horror and two things were clear to me. First, the Jewess had killed Richart, 

probably as he was trying to make sport of her. Second, if word got out that a Jewess 

had killed the customs master right under my nose, my SA career would be over and, 

worse, I might well have been punished.” 

“What did you do?” 
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“Quickly, I bound the woman’s hands, gagged her and cuffed her to a nearby post. I 

went back into the customs facility where most of the passengers had been screened 

and were getting back on the train. I found some of the workers I knew and complained 

that I had no way of getting home since I had been made to board the train at Deutche-

Krone on short notice. I asked if I could borrow a vehicle to get home and promised I 

would return it in the morning.” 

“Were you able to obtain such a vehicle?” 

“Yes. I drove the vehicle to where I had left the woman. I unlocked the cuffs, shoved her 

into the vehicle and cuffed her again. I told her I was taking her to a detention center,  

but I don’t think she believed me.” 

“Did you take her to a detention center?” 

“No. As I had intimated, I didn’t want anyone to know she had committed such a foul 

deed when the facility was swarming with uniformed SA officers under my command.  

Instead, I made up my mind I had to kill her. I drove to a nearby forest and marched her 

into the woods before me. She, of course, did not want to go, but she resigned herself 

to her fate and marched in front of me without complaint.” 

“Did you kill her?” 

“Not without first having a little entertainment.” 

“So, you raped her?” 

“Hey, what business is it of yours? Nobody could care less about what happened to one 

lousy Jewess. Come to think of it, I haven’t seen any of your identification. Who are you, 

anyhow?” 

“That doesn’t matter. All that matters is that I have a gun pointed at you.” 

“What if I decide to call your bluff?” 

“I don’t think that would be wise. It’s true you may be beyond reprimand for doing a 

lousy job at the customs station. But I’m not sure the Reich would be happy to hear you 

had confiscated valuable jewelry from the Jewish woman you never turned over to your 

superiors.” 

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” 

“I think you do. Hannah Sternbloom, the person you escorted into the woods that day, 

was wearing a valuable ring and bracelet. I’m willing to bet you pocketed both and never 

reported them.” 
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Velten had turned a ghostly shade of pale. “You can’t prove any of that.” 

“I don’t have to. All I need do is make the accusation, even anonymously, and who 

knows what might happen? Think about it. Not only did you allow a murder to take place 

under your watch, but you personally took possession of valuable jewelry owned by the 

perpetrator whose identity was never revealed to your superiors.” 

“What is it you really want?” 

“Only the rest of your story. When you are finished, I will leave your cottage and you will 

never hear from me again.” 

Resignedly, Velten resumed his narrative. “At a point, the Jewess stumbled, then she 

cried. I saw my opportunity to finish Richart’s work. I told her I did not want to hurt her, 

but I had to get her away from the customs facility lest I be held accountable for the 

murder. I told her if she did just one small favor for me, I would not only let her go but I 

would also drive her to the border. She understood immediately and began to remove 

her clothes, shivering against the cold.” 

Feeling a rising sensation of revulsion, Lorenz cut off Velten abruptly. “So you raped 

her. And then what?” 

“I shot her, but it was quick.” 

“You are a humanitarian. Did you leave her in the forest to rot?” 

“Of course not,” said Velten, in a mocking manner. “The next day, I summoned two of 

my trusted men who were also Richart’s friends. Together, we dug a big hole and gave 

her more of a burial than she warranted.” 

Lorenz had all he could do to restrain himself from actually shooting the man. Instead, 

he got up, opened the door and walked toward his vehicle, making sure that Velten 

wasn’t following. 

************ 

Two weeks had passed since the arrival of Lorenz’s letter. The bloom was still on the 

rose. But as much as the happy couple enjoyed learning about one another — physically 

and in all other ways — they were beset with a palpable sense of unease. In the back 

of their minds, they knew any number of issues might interfere with Lorenz’s mission. 

In the absence of a conclusive report from Lorenz, Anton and Vanessa worried they 

would find themselves in legal limbo.  

Their days took on a parody of normalcy with everything falling into place, except for 

the central dilemma in their lives. Instead of their lovemaking ending with uncontrollable 



  104 

peals of laughter as had been true of their first few days together, they often found 

themselves pensive as they lay in one another’s embrace. Whereas each had jumped 

at the opportunity to go on outings or to explore new places, they both found themselves 

more content to stay at home, as if someone might detect their uncertain status if they 

were seen outside. 

After about two weeks of trying unsuccessfully to work their way around the one issue 

in their lives they knew would have to be confronted, the day they were waiting for 

arrived. Once again, as he had some weeks previously, Giles came charging into the 

apartment, clutching a letter postmarked Copenhagen.   

Eagerly, Anton opened the letter. As he read the circumstances of Hannah’s death, he 

abandoned all pretense of control. Though Anton did not utter a word, it was clear to 

everyone that the letter left no question as to Hannah’s death. By the time Anton finished 

reading, he was so shaken that he had to be assisted to his chair. Not knowing what 

else to do, Vanessa hugged Anton sympathetically. Without losing sight of the irony of 

the moment, Anton thought how glad he was to have Vanessa at his side. 

***** 

Giles was able to secure the services of a barrister whose name had been given to him 

by a colleague at the museum. The barrister, whose name was Clyde Tunney, turned 

out to be quite capable and had submitted both Lorenz’s letter and Ernst Zellers’ letter 

to the local coroner’s court in less than a week. However, Anton and Giles immediately 

encountered legal obstacles when the court advised it lacked jurisdiction to determine 

whether a death had actually occurred, but could only determine the cause of a known 

death. 

Eager to move forward, Anton and Giles regrouped with Clyde Tunney. Tunney filed the 

petition in the county court and this time, to everyone’s relief, the court accepted 

jurisdiction and agreed to act on the matter quickly. But once again, Anton and Giles 

were disappointed. Though moved by Anton and Vanessa’s plight, the court took the 

narrow view that both letters could have been forged. Infuriatingly, it then found that the 

only conclusive testimony would be the live testimony of Wilhelm Velten himself.  

Tunney tried to move the judge from his position, arguing Velten was beyond the reach 

of the court and would never paint himself a murderer. Still unmoved by Tunney’s 

arguments, but taken by the moral dilemma of the parties, the judge agreed to withhold 

his determination so Tunney could file an appeal.  

Nothing could be done while the appeal was pending. However, the days were slipping 

by until Jonathan’s return and neither Anton nor Vanessa had any plan for what they 

would tell Jonathan if he came home before the appellate court ruled. 



  105 

  



  106 

Chapter 14 

Jonathan Besotted  

July-August 1934  

Jonathan had bonded with the 18 other kibbutz-bound students during their four-day 

voyage on the Mediterranean. By the time he arrived, he felt he was part of a community 

and his initial homesickness had all but disappeared.   

On board ship, Jonathan and his fellow students had spent long hours with Rabbi 

Goldston learning about the kibbutz so the teenagers would know what to do. However, 

Jonathan was still startled by what he saw when he arrived at the kibbutz. 

Jonathan had seen many farms in his native Germany, as well as some in the English 

countryside, but he had never encountered a farming community quite like Kibbutz 

Ramah Gan. The kibbutz was formed as a semicircle and faced the Mediterranean. 

Jonathan and his friends could only look in awe at the beauty of the ocean. The sun 

dancing off the water gave the impression of an endless blanket of sparkling gems. But 

what was equally startling was the parched desert wasteland that bordered the kibbutz’s 

bountiful agricultural fields. It was as if the kibbutz’s founders had created their 

agricultural community and superimposed it on the forbidding desert. One moment, one 

could see well-tended rows of crops; the next, nothing but harsh arid land. The contrast 

made the scene look artificial, if not surreal. But Jonathan had little time to marvel at the 

kibbutz’s natural wonders. 

Soon, Jonathan and his group were introduced to several of the kibbutz’s English-

speaking members who greeted them warmly. The teenagers were then treated to a 

welcome ceremony alongside the dozen teenagers who had arrived from South Africa 

just a few hours earlier. Once all 30 of the young visitors were assembled, Rabbi 

Goldston led them on a tour of the kibbutz. 

At the center of the kibbutz, about 500 meters from the ocean, stood a large building 

that served as the community center. Here, the occupants took meals, committees met 

to discuss communal problems, and entertainers would hold performances. Also, the 

welcoming of the Sabbath — Kabbalat Shabbat — was celebrated in this building on 

Friday nights when weather conditions prevented the service from taking place 

outdoors.  

On one side of the community center was the kitchen that also served as the bakery, 

pantry and cold storage area. On the other side of the community center was a laundry 

building. A number of residential buildings fanned out behind the three central buildings 

and formed another semicircle. Three buildings housed the adult members of the 
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kibbutz, with married couples occupying private rooms. Six other buildings collectively 

housed the children, who were assigned to dormitories based on age. Jonathan and the 

others were assigned to bunks in two of these dormitories, with boys staying in one 

building and girls assigned to the other. Water was provided by local wells that had been 

dug deep into the parched soil. 

Behind the living quarters and forming another semicircle were a number of sparsely 

constructed small buildings devoted to farming pursuits. These buildings included 

several huts that sheltered the kibbutz’s small stock of dairy cows, goats and horses, a 

feed storage area, a shed for tractors, plows and crop-picking equipment, several hen 

houses, a grape press building that also contained a small wine cellar, an apple 

processing area, a small olive press building, a facility for jarring citrus and olive 

products, a yard containing shipping materials, a cold-storage building, a greenhouse, 

a parking area for the kibbutz’s trucks and a poultry slaughterhouse.   

Surrounding the three building semicircles was the agricultural area. Here, neatly tilled 

fields, punctuated by irrigation ditches, were devoted to a variety of crops, depending 

on the time of the year. Among other novelties, Jonathan noticed banana trees with 

large clumps of yellow fruit clinging to the branches.  

After the tour, Rabbi Goldston again addressed his new charges in English. “Ladies and 

gentlemen, it is with great joy that I again welcome you to Kibbutz Ramah Gan. We 

estimate that over 350,000 Jews now live in Palestine and that we kibbutzniks make up 

about 27% of the population. Many of us owe our presence here to the famous Balfour 

Declaration in which His Majesty’s government promised to establish a Jewish National 

Home in Palestine. We are grateful that England has stood by the Balfour Declaration 

from its pronouncement in 1917 to its reaffirmation in 1922 by Colonial Secretary 

Winston Churchill. However, we also are mindful that many occupants of this land 

question our right to be here. So, while we conduct our lives with appreciation, we take 

little for granted.” 

Goldston looked out at his audience of young workers to make sure his point had taken 

hold and, satisfied that it had, he continued. “It appears that my point has registered on 

all of you. Good! As I told many of you while on the ship, this kibbutz is nearly self-

sustaining. On these grounds, we grow fruits and vegetables that are distributed all over 

Palestine and also to Lebanon, Egypt and Turkey. In addition, we grow almost all of the 

fruits and vegetables that we consume, produce our own milk, dairy products and eggs, 

and slaughter our own hens. About the only things we import are red meat, farm 

equipment and parts and clothing. And if our women have their way, it won’t be too long 

before we don’t have to import much in the way of clothing. Before I continue, does 

anyone have any questions? If you do, please raise your hand and tell us who you are 

and where you come from before you ask your question.” 
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A freckle-faced boy from Birmingham named Aaron raised his hand, identified himself, 

and asked, “What kind of work will we be assigned?” 

“Good question. All of you will be here for six weeks. During that time, you will each do 

three two-week shifts. Some of you will work on different parts of the kibbutz. Some of 

you who have an aptitude for your first assignment will stay in that endeavor for all six 

weeks. When you return to your dormitories, you will find your work assignments. If you 

have any questions, you can ask your bunkmates when you return to your dormitories. 

When you report to work, adults will show you what to do and make sure your work is 

performed safely. Are there any other questions?” 

Several of the newcomers raised their hands and Rabbi Goldston called on one of the 

girls from South Africa. Her blond hair framed a round, cherubic face with cheeks so 

pink she gave the impression of constantly blushing. Her lips were full and her smile 

was ready and inviting. She was, in a word, irresistible. And Jonathan noticed.  

Jonathan had never had a girlfriend. He had been attracted to a number of girls in the 

past, but there were few Jewish girls at the school he had attended in Germany. 

Jonathan’s parents would not have objected to his dating gentile girls, but few German 

families felt the same way about their daughters dating Jewish boys. The same had 

proven to be the case in England, so Jonathan had contented himself with his studies 

and football. But now, only a few feet away from him stood a Jewish girl so surpassingly 

pretty and so captivating he could feel the breath rush out of his lungs.  

“Hello everyone. My name is Kayla Lewis. I’m from South Africa. My family name used 

to be Lowenstein, but we changed it so that we could fit in a little better.” Many of the 

other teenagers nodded knowingly at this statement.  

“My family originally lived in Witwatersrand. My grandfather arrived there in 1886, 

shortly after the discovery of gold in that region. He had a dry goods store and was a 

good-hearted man. He often sold merchandise without receiving cash. He would take 

back silly things, such as interests in worthless gold mines. One day, quite 

unexpectedly, one of those mines began producing gold and my grandfather made a 

lot of money. Witwatersrand grew so much during the gold rush days that it became 

modern-day Johannesburg. My grandfather expanded his dry goods store into a 

department store and also opened two large grocery stores. Until last year, my father 

and his two brothers managed the three stores. Last year, my father decided to move 

to Cape Town so that he could open a new department store there. We all moved down 

there shortly afterward. My father and one of my older brothers now operate the 

department store. Anyhow, my question is whether we can leave the kibbutz to go 

swimming.” 
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Jonathan rode on every word uttered by Kayla. He imagined Kayla’s grandfather 

steadying himself when he discovered the seemingly worthless script he held was really 

a valuable interest in a gold mine. He visualized the family’s move to the southern 

extreme of the African continent and pictured in his mind the stately department store 

they had built on their arrival. He imagined Kayla having the finest clothing to wear and 

imagined the grand house they must live in. He pictured meeting Kayla’s family and 

knew how easily and cleverly he would answer all of their questions. He saw himself 

being with Kayla for the rest of his life.  

Jonathan’s reverie was cut short when Rabbi Goldston answered Kayla’s question.  “We 

want all of you to have a wonderful time while you’re here and that includes swimming 

in the Mediterranean. However, safety is our utmost concern. We want to return all of 

you to your families just the way you arrived, so we have a few rules you must obey to 

ensure you remain safe.” 

Kayla nodded understandingly and Rabbi Goldston continued. 

“First, nobody should leave the kibbutz unless you are accompanied by at least three 

adults. We have very good relations with our Arab neighbors, many of whom were very 

excited to sell us the land you are standing on when it was nothing but sand. But there 

are still a number of Arabs who resent Jewish settlers being here and treating the land 

as their biblical birthright. We have no reason to believe our neighbors will do anything 

bad, but when we leave the kibbutz we always go in groups, and two of us are always 

armed.  

“Second, at night, we never leave the kibbutz except on beautiful Friday nights, when 

we all go down by the ocean for Kabbalat Shabbat. Even then, we post guards on 

horseback on the beach. That reminds me, there are always two mounted adults on 

guard duty at night.  

“Third, the ocean currents can be deceptive and sometimes we encounter dangerous 

undertows. So when we do go into the water, we make sure two lifeguards with a rescue 

boat are posted on the beach at all times.” 

Kayla thanked the Rabbi, curtsied sweetly and took her seat. Jonathan observed every 

movement she made, from the way she perkily nodded her head to express agreement 

to the way she bouncily resumed her seat. He had never imagined life could be so 

wonderful and he had not yet even spoken one word to the enchanting Kayla.    

Rabbi Goldston answered a few more questions and then told the group about the 

history of the kibbutz, the kinds of produce that were grown on it, and the committees 

that managed it. According to the rabbi, the kibbutz had been founded eight years 

previously by two dozen pioneers who had been members of the nearby Kibbutz 



  110 

Kvutsat Shiller. The Shiller members had been happy with their original kibbutz but it 

had expanded about as far as it could. So the kibbutz assembly thought it would be a 

good idea for some of the members to start a neighboring kibbutz. Having a second 

kibbutz in the vicinity was also thought to be wise from a security perspective.  

The two dozen original members of Kibbutz Ramah Gan, including Rabbi Goldston, had 

cleared the land, constructed buildings and irrigation canals, plowed fields, arranged for 

financing and established rules of conduct for security. The job took more than three 

years to complete. With a grand sweep of his arms, Rabbi Goldston directed the group 

of newcomers to look around and take in all that had been accomplished. He concluded 

by saying, “We on this kibbutz are here because the land has beckoned us to return 

and rebuild what we were made to abandon almost 2,000 years ago. Our numbers are 

small today, but with God’s help and with the invigoration of new life of which you may 

one day be a part, we will again grow to be the mighty nation that God promised to our 

forefathers, Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. 

That night, Jonathan had great difficulty falling asleep. In addition to the new experience 

of sleeping in a dormitory and living in a communal environment, there was also the 

growing excitement caused by Kayla. He had merely heard her speak a few words — 

none directed at him — and yet, he was besotted.  

Jonathan lay in a hazy, sleepless state for what seemed like hours. In his mind, she 

came to him with her arms open and inviting. She kissed his forehead, his cheeks and 

then his lips, all the while holding him tenderly. With each kiss, their embrace tightened. 

He had never experienced such ecstasy, and then it ended. Jonathan awoke with a 

start. He sensed himself moaning and then noticed how hard his penis had become. He 

caught his breath, looked around and hoped no one had observed him; no one stirred. 

Finally, Jonathan fell asleep. 

The next morning, the members of the kibbutz ate breakfast in two shifts in the 

community’s dining hall. There were ripe tomatoes, just-picked eggplant served in 

several different ways, fresh eggs scrambled in a large bowl and replenished time after 

time, and a variety of breads, olives and cheeses. When everyone had had their fill, the 

teen guest workers, as they were called, all went off to their duty posts. Jonathan was 

assigned to the packing area along with five other boys and girls. He had hoped against 

hope that Kayla would be assigned to the same duty station, but she had drawn duty at 

the bakery and was nowhere to be seen. 

After so large a breakfast, most of the members of the kibbutz ate only a small snack 

lunch, usually where they were working. So the next time Jonathan would have a 

chance to see Kayla was at dinner that evening. As the hours went by, Jonathan 

wondered how he would endure until he again gazed upon his heart’s desire. 
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Dinnertime finally arrived and, at last, Jonathan was in the same room with the object 

of his affection. He glanced furtively in Kayla’s direction and saw her laughing and 

playfully teasing some of her companions from South Africa. Jonathan wondered how 

he could involve himself in the conversation, but he did not want to appear nosy or 

meddlesome. At last, he merely contented himself with stealing as many glances of 

Kayla as he could without being too obvious. 

****** 

The next morning, Jonathan saw Kayla at breakfast. But once again, others surrounded 

her and Jonathan still hadn’t come up with a plan for introducing himself or otherwise 

making himself known. In truth, he was fearful he would say the wrong thing even if he 

could find a way of speaking to Kayla. So, again, he let the moment pass and spent the 

time chatting with some dormitory companions about their job assignments. At the 

designated time, Jonathan left for the packing area and Kayla returned to the bakery. 

Oranges were the kibbutz’s principal food crop, but orange harvesting season would 

not be for many more months. This time of year the kibbutz spent much of its time on 

the all-important work of preparing for orange season, in particular mending the 

irrigation canals and repairing the pumping equipment.   

However, a number of kibbutz workers were harvesting olives, grapes and dates. So 

the olive and grape presses were in full operation, as was the kibbutz’s jarring and 

packing facilities. When Jonathan arrived at the packing area, he was assigned the job 

of crating jars of olive oil. Four other teen workers were assigned to the same task. 

Once a crate was filled, they were directed to move the crate to the loading area where 

it would be taken by truck to Tel Aviv and other markets.  

As a result of playing football, Jonathan was in much better shape than most of the 

other boys, even many of the boys from the kibbutz. Jonathan wanted the other boys to 

see him in action in the hope word of his physical prowess might get to Kayla. When 

one of Jonathan’s fellow workers offered to help Jonathan move his brimming crate, 

Jonathan waved him off and muscled the crate to the loading area by himself. As he 

packed and loaded, Jonathan imagined Kayla could see his sinewy muscles making 

child’s play of his heavy work. He imagined her looking at him with his shirt off and his 

chest blown up as he animatedly picked up a crate at both ends and energetically 

moved it to its assigned destination. The thought made him feel good and he smiled as 

he worked, and worked hard as he smiled. 

Rabbi Goldston was checking on the teen guest workers. As he approached the packing 

area, he observed Jonathan’s labors. Tapping Jonathan on the shoulder, the rabbi said 

appreciatively, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anybody take to hauling crates of olive oil as 
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enthusiastically as you! What is your secret?” Jonathan was taken aback and 

embarrassed at the same time. He could only mutter, “It’s nothing.” 

“Everything we do here is something. If you’re able to do it better than anyone else, 

everyone is happy for you. How are things going?” 

Jonathan was afraid he was going to blurt out he was in love with Kayla, but that she 

hadn’t even noticed him. He managed to pull himself together and told the rabbi how 

much he enjoyed the kibbutz and how he was looking forward to the remainder of his 

six-week stay. Then, on inspiration, he asked the rabbi, “Why did you come to this land? 

Did you hear God’s call?” 

“Not exactly. I’m a rabbi, so God does enter my thinking a good deal. But God didn’t 

bring me here — at least not directly. Do you know about the Passover Seder during 

which we read the Haggadah that recounts the story of the Exodus from Egypt almost 

3,500 years ago?” 

“I know a little bit about it because I attended Seders at my grandparents in Danzig, but 

not since I was 11.” 

“Good for you. Jews have been attending such Seders for several thousand years. For 

the last 2,000 years while we have been a people without a land, do you know what we 

have been saying at the end of the Seder?” 

“I’m sorry, I don’t recall.” 

“We say, ‘Next Year in Jerusalem,’ because we long for our return to the land that God 

gave us in the time of Abraham.” 

“Yes, now I remember.” 

“For many years, I routinely led the people at the Seder table in this familiar refrain. 

Passionately, they would all repeat this expression of longing several times, sometimes 

with tears in their eyes. One year, it occurred to me: Instead of mouthing the sentiment 

of returning to the land of my ancestors, why not substitute action for words and go 

there?” 

“That sounds like an important moment.” 

“It was. I joined Kibbutz Kvutsat Shiller because I knew they had some English speakers 

and then, as I mentioned, I helped form this kibbutz.” 

“Do you feel closer to God now that you’re here?” 
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“God is a pretty elusive commodity, even for a rabbi. What I will say is I feel closer to 

Judaism now that I’m here. By being here, I feel every act I take infuses me with 

Jewishness. I feel content without the need to continually seek divine guidance as I did 

in England.” 

“Do the other members of the kibbutz feel the same way?” 

“I think so. Most of them are not religious, although they humor me by allowing me to 

conduct a Kabbalat Shabbat service on Friday nights.” 

“What do you think made them come?” 

“Some of them may have come for the same reasons that led me here. As I said, most 

are not observant Jews. But I think they all believe they are helping to reclaim land 

consecrated to their forefathers long ago during biblical times.” 

“What an exciting thought!” 

“Absolutely. In a sense, they are the modern exponents of King David’s injunction when 

he said, in Psalm 137, ‘If I forget you O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget its cunning.’ 

Apart from lofty ideals, I think most had arrived at the conclusion that, as Jews, we could 

never be free from oppression unless we had a land of our own. And what better place 

than the place God had chosen for us!” 

“Rabbi, why do you think so many people want to hurt us? Why do you think they took 

my mother?” 

The rabbi sat down and studied Jonathan’s face. With as much understanding and 

compassion as he could muster, he replied: “Jonathan, I really don’t know the answer 

to that question. Despite terrible acts of hostility and repression, our people have always 

tried to make the world a better place with thought and deed. We can already count a 

number of Nobel Prize winners among our ranks and we have supplied almost every 

country we have lived in with doctors, scientists and educators. Yet for almost 2,000 

years, we have been oppressed, slain and victimized. It’s a question you may one day 

be able to answer, but I can only surmise.” 

“Right now, it’s pretty confusing. When I was young, a teacher told me we Jews were 

forever destined to live in sin because we killed Jesus Christ.”  

“I’m sad to say it’s a familiar refrain. As a result of courses I have taught in the past, I’ve 

had to become familiar with the New Testament. But I am by no means an expert on 

Christian theology. However, your question raises serious issues and I feel I should try 

to answer. What do you know of the Gospels?” 

“I know that they tell the story of Jesus.” 
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“Correct. Many of the stories are very moving and inspirational. Jesus was a Jewish 

rabbi. While he disagreed with a lot of the teaching of his day, much of what Jesus 

taught was consistent with Jewish thought. His call for mankind to repent so as to be 

ready for the Kingdom of God was a message shared by a lot of rabbis who were 

preaching at the time.” 

“That doesn’t sound too bad!” 

“No, it’s not. The problem is the Gospels also tell of the death of Jesus. Faith in the 

redemptive powers of Jesus’ death has become the essence of Christianity. In one way 

or another, each of the Gospels portrays the Jewish leaders of the day as having played 

a role in Jesus’ death.” 

“It is hard for me to understand why that should affect me.” 

“Of course. It’s even more difficult to accept when one considers the Gospels may only 

contain the writers’ best approximations of what happened, as compared to what 

actually happened.” 

“How’s that possible?” 

“Jonathan, of the many early books, or gospels, claiming to describe the life of Jesus, 

only 27 such books have been accepted into the New Testament. The primary ones are 

the Four Gospels, first the gospels of Mark, Matthew and Luke — often referred to as 

the Synoptic Gospels because the description of events in these gospels is similar — 

and the later Gospel of John. Among historians, there has always been a great deal of 

discussion about when these books were written, by whom and how authentic a story 

they tell. Most Christian scholars date the Synoptic Gospels as having been written 

around 35 to 45 years after the death of Jesus, with Mark having been written first and 

Matthew and Luke following later. The Gospel of John is thought to have been written 

ten or 15 years after the last of the Synoptic Gospels.” 

“Why are the dates relevant?” 

“Because they suggest that the four Gospels, all of which were written anonymously 

and merely attributed to the names which they bear, were composed by persons who 

were not likely alive at the time of Jesus’ life and death. That means a lot of what is 

written in the Gospels is based upon what the writers heard from others, not what they 

heard or saw themselves. In addition, the four Gospels were originally written in Greek, 

the language of the educated elite in the Roman Empire, not Aramaic, which was the 

language of Jesus and his followers. So it’s fairly certain that none of the four Gospels 

was written by anyone who was associated with Jesus. Jesus and his followers were 

from the countryside where reading and writing were rare. It is improbable Jesus’ 
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followers could write in their native Aramaic, let alone Greek. In addition, as with the 

Torah, no one has an original of the four Gospels. All that Christianity possesses are 

copies of documents that were probably copies of many earlier copies. As with any 

copying process, things get changed over time.” 

“That’s really interesting.” 

“It is. Earnest Christian scholars have thought over the years that the four Gospels tell 

the real story of Jesus, but we can never be sure. These four books could constitute an 

accurate chronicle of the life and death of Jesus, or they could not. Yet it is on the basis 

of these books that we Jews have had to bear the burden of Jesus’ death for almost 

2,000 years.” 

Looking at Jonathan concernedly, the rabbi sought to move the conversation in a more 

upbeat direction. “I’m sorry; that’s a lot to take in.” 

“I guess it is.” 

“Let’s get on to a different topic. In a little over three weeks, Jews everywhere will 

observe Tisha B’Av, the 9th day of the upcoming Hebrew month of Av, a day on 

which many calamities beset the Jewish people including the destruction of both the 

First and Second Temples. By tradition, Jews do not have celebrations during the 

three weeks leading up to Tisha B’Av. The three-week period begins next Tuesday, 

a fast day. But, between now and then, there is no prohibition on celebrations. Two 

couples on our kibbutz are taking advantage of this opening by getting married this 

Shabbat. The ceremonies will begin shortly after sundown. I think you’re really going 

to enjoy this happy occasion.”  

***** 

Jonathan slept fitfully for the rest of the week and spent all of his waking time thinking 

about the dual weddings and how he would take advantage of the celebration to meet 

and spend time with Kayla.  As is often true of inexperienced young men Jonathan’s 

age, it never quite occurred to him that he might just walk up to Kayla and say hello. 

Instead, he tormented himself. 

One by one, he went through the names and faces of every teenage guest worker he 

had met to determine whether any of them might serve as a vehicle for meeting Kayla.  

But none came to mind. Even worse, what if he asked a friend for an introduction and 

that person told him that Kayla already had a boyfriend? Far more daunting, what if he 

asked one of the other boys to help pave the way with Kayla and it turned out the other 

boy also had his sights on Kayla?   
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Jonathan’s overwrought frame of mind continued right up until the time of the weddings.  

It was a beautiful late Saturday afternoon and the entire kibbutz community had 

gathered on the beach in force. A large wedding canopy called a chuppah had been set 

up, and the happy grooms and their beaming brides would soon stand under it and take 

their vows. The chuppah had been festooned with dozens of flowers and had candles 

to provide light when it got dark. 

As the sun began to set and the Sabbath was coming to a conclusion, Rabbi Goldston 

took a few minutes to lead the kibbutz in the lyrical Havdalah service, the parting of the 

Sabbath for another week. Several of the kibbutz’s band accompanied the rabbi as he 

chanted the ancient Havdalah melody. Following the prayers, everyone held hands and 

joined with Rabbi Goldston in wishing one another a good week to come. 

The two engaged couples then happily took their places under the wedding canopy.  

Candles had been lit and the chuppah had become an illuminated stage. All around, 

kibbutz members sat or stood and watched the proceedings under the glow of the 

candles. The brides were dressed in stiff white cotton dresses made by their friends on 

the kibbutz. The greenhouse keeper had provided each bride with a tiara of flowers, as 

well as a floral bracelet that each wore on her right wrist. The grooms each wore 

starched white shirts and dark slacks.   

Rabbi Goldston took his place in front of the two couples and began to intone the Sheva 

Brachot, the seven blessings customarily recited at weddings: “Blessed are you, Lord, 

who created the fruit of the vine. Blessed are you, Lord, who created everything for His 

glory. Blessed are you, Lord, who created man. Blessed are you, Lord, who created 

man in your image. May the bride exult as her children are gathered to her. May you, 

Lord, grant perfect joy to the bride and groom just as you did in the Garden of Eden. 

Blessed are you, Lord, who grants the joy of a wedding ceremony.”  

With each blessing, each bride circled her groom in a demonstration of commitment. 

Jonathan watched the ceremony intently, wondering whether the day would come when 

he would be standing under such a chuppah with his beloved Kayla.  Jonathan heard 

the sound of glasses being crushed by each groom, commemorating, even during such 

a time of joy, the destruction of the second of the two great temples of Jerusalem. Each 

of the happy couples kissed as man and wife and then, together, the newly consecrated 

husbands and wives led everyone to the area designated for dancing. The band 

members who had accompanied Rabbi Goldston in the Havdalah service began to 

strum up the gay dance music of the Hora. 

As the band started to play, everyone formed large circles on the sandy ground that 

served as the outdoor dance pavilion. As the circles materialized, Jonathan did his best 
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to locate Kayla, but she was nowhere to be seen. Meanwhile, someone grabbed 

Jonathan’s hand and he became part of a whirling circle of celebrants.  

The dancers moved frenziedly in a welter of moving legs. Then, as if directed by some 

imperceptible cue, everyone switched circles and the whole process began again.  

Jonathan noted that the kibbutz members were doing dance steps as they circled. He 

released Kayla from his thoughts for a moment so that he could concentrate on the 

movements of the dancers closest to him.   

Once again the crowd began to rearrange itself, but this time the dancers formed three 

sets of parallel lines, with each line of dancers positioning itself about 20 feet across 

from the dancers in the opposite line. The dancers from each line then moved toward 

the middle and greeted their counterparts from the opposite line with a handclap. Then 

the dancers retreated to their original positions and, again, surged toward the middle. 

Each dancer than joined hands with the dancer from the opposite line and the two 

circled round. Then the dancers returned to their original lines and once again moved 

inward where the opposing dancers locked elbows and swung one another merrily.  

As the dancers performed their moves, the lines in the three groupings kept changing 

and the dancers kept shifting so that there was always somebody new in the opposing 

line. In this manner, Jonathan found himself dancing opposite several different 

members of the kibbutz. With each of them, he clapped hands, performed the circling 

movement, and then locked elbows and swung for all he was worth. Jonathan was so 

intent he failed to note that Kayla would soon be directly opposite him. All of a sudden, 

there she was. 

Jonathan’s breath almost left him. Happily, neither Kayla nor anyone else seemed to 

notice. Kayla moved toward the middle area between the two lines and Jonathan moved 

to greet her with a clap of his hands. The two teenagers moved back to their lines and 

then returned to the middle where they circled one another. All the while, Jonathan tried 

to look nonchalant while taking in as much of Kayla as he could. She, in turn, was 

smiling gaily and cutely moving her body in rhythm to the music of the hora.   

It was now time for the two lines to move to the middle for the twirl. Jonathan knew he 

had only a few seconds to make an impression and wanted the twirl to be nothing short 

of heroic. When the two came together, Jonathan locked his arm in Kayla’s arm and 

started a bravura swing. Round they went until, out of nowhere, the soft sand under 

Jonathan’s feet gave way and down he went, arms and legs akimbo. Horrified, Jonathan 

only had a moment to look up as Kayla came tumbling down, almost knocking the wind 

out of him. 

All around, the crowd was laughing, with some of the men even slapping their thighs. 

Kayla got up, brushed herself off, and, gleefully said in a loud voice, “They clearly don’t 
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teach Englishmen how to dance the way they used to.” Once again, everyone started 

laughing.   

Soon, everyone was again dancing. All of a sudden, the crowd hoisted the newlyweds 

up on chairs. While supported by their fellow kibbutz members, each groom and his 

bride grabbed opposite ends of a rolled-up scarf and saluted one another while 

practically in mid-air. The newlyweds were lowered and relatives and other members of 

the kibbutz community were hoisted up on the chairs. Laughingly, one of the kibbutz 

members yelled out, “We should raise a chair in celebration of the new dance king of 

the kibbutz.” Jonathan felt strong arms place him on a chair and heard a loud chorus of 

laughter as he was raised into the air, bobbing up and down in what seemed like a 

never-ending episode of abject embarrassment. 

He was soon let down and felt a little better when dozens of kibbutz members came by 

to slap him on the back and tell him how good a sport he was. One even told him that 

he had fallen the same way at his own wedding. In any event, the incident was soon 

forgotten because the wine was flowing and the food was being placed on the tables. 

Though Jonathan was terrified he had lost Kayla forever, he did his best to observe her 

every movement. She was with two friends and Jonathan heard one of them say, “Let’s 

go down to the shore where we can dip our feet into the water and cool off.” They merrily 

agreed that a little dip would be great fun and the three proceeded to the water’s edge. 

***** 

During the summer packing season, the kibbutz often hired young Arab men from a 

nearby village to help with the work. These young men were friendly, trusted and often 

seen on the kibbutz grounds. Since everyone on the kibbutz was part of the wedding 

celebration, on this occasion, the kibbutz leaders had asked the head of the Arab village 

if two of the young men could help serve at the wedding. They had arrived early and, 

respectfully, had set to work helping to prepare food and drink. When it came time for 

the celebrants to sit down for the wedding feast, the two young men helped bring out 

the food and wine and then remained in the kitchen as the celebrants feasted. 

As was true of every young man in their village, these two adolescents had never 

consumed alcohol. But they were surrounded by the kibbutz’s finest wine, and the 

temptation was too great. They opened a bottle of wine and consumed it in several 

hearty gulps. Lightheadedness inevitably followed, and they decided to go down to the 

beach to clear their heads. But funny things were happening to them as they made their 

way to the water; the alcohol had made them feel daring, even foolhardy. 

In this frame of mind, the two young Arab men stumbled upon Kayla and the other two 

girls as they were wading in the water. Light from the moon bounced off the girls and 
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illuminated Kayla’s beautiful blond curls. In their drunken state, the two young men felt 

nothing but desire. The two lunged toward the girls and grabbed Kayla and one of the 

other girls. The shore was a distance away from where the wedding celebrants were 

eating and drinking. The screams of the girls might have gone unnoticed were it not for 

the one person who observed everything that was taking place.  

When Jonathan heard the girls say they were heading toward the beach, he decided to 

follow and maybe find another way to communicate with Kayla. He felt self-conscious 

skulking behind a rock on the beach, but he convinced himself he wasn’t doing anything 

bad. When the young Arabs arrived, Jonathan was deep in thought and self-

recrimination. But he was not so consumed by his thoughts as to fail to notice what was 

happening at water’s edge. As soon as he saw the two Arab teens approach the girls, 

Jonathan sprang from his position and ran toward the terrified girls and their assailants.    

In their drunken state, the two young Arabs were no match for Jonathan and were 

quickly subdued. They begged for mercy and apologized profusely to the badly shaken 

girls. By then, other members of the kibbutz who had finally heard what was going on 

came running down to the beach. The women began comforting the girls. The men 

escorted the young Arabs to a building where they would be held until taken to their 

village’s elders in the morning. 

When Kayla finally recovered from the shock, she told the women who were attending 

her that she wanted to speak to Jonathan in private. Jonathan had remained nearby 

and was delighted when he saw Kayla coming toward him.  

“Your name is Jonathan, correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“I want you to know I would take an English hero to an English dancer any day. I can 

never thank you enough.” She moved toward Jonathan, raised on her toes and kissed 

him on the lips. 

***** 

Jonathan’s days had become indescribably exciting. After Kayla’s kiss, Jonathan and 

she became sweethearts. From then on, life for them was a tapestry of delight, joyously 

embroidered with those moments in which they found themselves in one another’s 

company.    

In the dining hall, they sat together, laughed and commented on the day’s events. But 

most of all, they just looked at each other. They had arranged times during the day 

when, conveniently, each would leave his or her duty post only to bump into the other 

for a moment of hand holding or, if the fates were in alignment, a quick kiss. Jonathan 
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composed poetry and passed the poems to Kayla with such solemnity that an onlooker 

might have guessed he was transmitting state secrets. 

They wanted to know everything about one another. Jonathan told Kayla about growing 

up in Hamburg and meeting many of his father’s university friends. He described the 

many times they had picnicked in Hamburg’s parks and vacationed in the Black Forest, 

often on the shore of a beautiful lake or under the shadow of a commanding rock face. 

But he stopped short of talking about his parents. 

Kayla told him how sorry she had been to leave Johannesburg and all of her friends. 

She said several other Jewish businessmen had moved to Cape Town about the same 

time as her father and that they all lived in a gated compound with beautiful views of the 

ocean. She liked her new school, but she required a driver to get back and forth and 

she regretted the loss of freedom she had enjoyed in Johannesburg. 

When Jonathan asked Kayla if she planned to go to university, she said yes and 

responded that one of her two brothers had gone to McGill University in Canada and 

the other one was starting there in the fall. She hoped she, too, would be able to go to 

university at McGill, even though her brothers had told her it was very difficult for Jews 

to obtain admission.   

Jonathan asked her what she thought of South Africa. She replied that it was a beautiful 

country and that she really loved it, but that she hated to leave the cities because 

everywhere in the country people were so poor and led such wretched lives. She hoped 

to study nursing and return to South Africa to work with the poor. When Jonathan heard 

of her selfless plan, he adored her even more and imagined how the two of them could 

work together unselfishly helping the needy. 

Saturdays were spent holding hands and sitting at the beach with their friends and their 

adult chaperones. As long as there were adults present, they could spend as much time 

as they wished under the beautiful Mediterranean sky.  

Upon rescuing Kayla, Jonathan had become an instant celebrity. Everyone knew Kayla 

and he had become sweethearts. Jonathan’s embarrassing landing on the dance floor 

had long been forgotten. All of their friends viewed them as the most exciting couple on 

the kibbutz. 

Life on the kibbutz hummed with the important tasks of tree pruning, late-season 

harvesting, packing and loading. On Friday afternoons, however, work stopped at 2 

p.m. so the kibbutz’s members could clean up and get ready for the evening’s Kabbalat 

Shabbat service. 
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The kibbutz was not religious but the joyous sounds of the Kabbalat Shabbat, and the 

dancing and festive eating that went with it, were the means by which everyone exulted 

at being in the wondrous land they had rediscovered after so many years of wandering. 

It was also the time when young lovers found a means of slipping away and doing what 

young lovers do. Jonathan and Kayla were no exception. 

The area behind the bakery was notorious for luring young couples hoping to find 

privacy for the intimacy they sought. Often one might find three or four couples there, 

all unashamedly locked in one another’s arms, stealing kisses and such other acts of 

fondling as their relationships would permit. Jonathan and Kayla had become 

frequenters of this place of intimacy and they and their fellow lovers had become 

conspirators of the heart, with everyone sharing lookout duty in the event a 

presumptuous adult might wander into their love nest at an inauspicious time. 

On the third Friday night after they had become sweethearts, Jonathan and Kayla, hand 

in hand, lightheartedly made their way to the back of the bakery. On this occasion, they 

found themselves alone. They launched into one another’s arms, their youthful mouths 

open as they kissed passionately and swore their undying love to each other.  

On this night the moon was not full, but was sufficiently bright to enable Jonathan to 

look into Kayla’s adoring face. As he peered down at her, he was consumed in a way 

he never could have imagined just a month ago. They kissed with increasing passion. 

Then, Kayla looked at Jonathan with love in her eyes and took one of his hands in hers 

and placed it on her blouse. At first Jonathan hesitated, but Kayla told him it was okay 

and kept her hand on his as she helped him pet her breast. She moaned in a way 

Jonathan had never heard before, and the sound so aroused Jonathan that he was 

awash with desire. 

That night, Jonathan pondered what had happened behind the bakery. Almost without 

thinking, he found himself stroking his penis. As he did, he imagined Kayla’s naked 

bosom responding to his touch and allowed his imagination to take him to an ecstatic 

high. When he finished, he could think only of fondling Kayla’s bare breasts. With this 

exciting thought riveted in his mind he went to sleep, his hand still between his thighs.  

Alas, Jonathan’s fantasies were only that. The next time when Kayla and he found 

themselves alone and Jonathan attempted to place his hand under Kayla’s blouse, she 

resisted firmly. “Jonathan, I love you and maybe one day we will be married. I hope I 

didn’t lead you on, but I don’t want to go any further. Are you still going to love me, even 

though I am being mean to you?” 

Jonathan loved Kayla as only a 15-year-old can love. He adored her girlish smile, the 

bounce to her walk, her curls swinging gaily as she turned her head from side to side 

and everything else about her. He was disappointed but had learned a valuable lesson 
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about expectations, particularly when applied to the flower of Jewish femininity. 

Besides, she might yet change her mind. Jonathan looked at Kayla with unvarnished 

adoration. “Nothing you could do would make me stop loving you.” They kissed as 

Jonathan’s hands found their way across the outside of Kayla’s blouse and felt her 

breasts heaving beneath. 
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Chapter 15 

Tel Aviv of the 1930s 

    August 1934 

The summer had seemed to go by quickly for the teenage guest workers. For their last 

weekend together, Rabbi Goldston arranged for a bus to take all of them to Tel Aviv. 

On the appointed Sunday morning, a rickety but serviceable bus arrived at the kibbutz. 

Along with the driver, 30 teenagers, two armed chaperones and Rabbi Goldston 

boarded the ramshackle vehicle. 

Upon arriving in Palestine some six weeks earlier, all of the teenagers had gotten a 

glimpse of Tel Aviv. After disembarking in the northern port of Haifa, they had all 

boarded a bus similar to the one they were now on and had been driven south past Tel 

Aviv toward the kibbutz. However, this was the first time that they would set foot on this 

newest and most Zionist city in Palestine. 

Until its founding less than three decades earlier, Tel Aviv had been nothing but a clump 

of sand dunes a few kilometers up the Mediterranean coast from the ancient port of 

Jaffa. Large numbers of Jews had immigrated to Jaffa. But until 1909, no thought had 

been given to creating a new city such as Tel Aviv. In that year, 66 families from Jaffa 

decided to form such a new city based on modern concepts of hygiene and city 

planning. The families trudged for three kilometers and then gathered by the ocean on 

land that had been purchased for them by a Jewish benefactor. They drew lots to 

determine where each family would put down stakes.   

The population of Tel Aviv grew modestly until 1921, when it had topped off at about 

2,000 Jewish residents. That year, bloody riots between Jews and Arabs broke out in 

Jaffa and many Jews from Jaffa decided to move to Tel Aviv. From the time of the riots 

until 1925, Tel Aviv grew by more than 20,000 Jews and had a population of 25,000 

Jewish residents.  The city’s population continued to grow moderately through the next 

eight years until 1933. Then, with the rise of Nazism, German Jews streamed into 

Palestine during 1933 and 1934. Many settled in Tel Aviv.  

Among the  new arrivals were German Jewish architects trained in the Staatliches 

Bauhaus School of modern architecture — a form of architecture that sought to combine 

functionality, simplicity, grace, rational construction procedures and art. Immediately 

these architects began placing their stamp on the city, where angular white stucco 

buildings began to show up everywhere. It was this city of white buildings that the 30 

teenage guest workers and their chaperones set out to visit that Sunday morning.      
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By 1934, Tel Aviv had become a commercial center and had hosted several 

international fairs. The 1934 fair had been located on the north end of Dizengoff Street, 

the city’s main commercial thoroughfare. The fair had opened in late spring and closed 

the month before. The fairground had occupied almost 10 hectares, including a 

Lebanese pavilion representative of the friendship between Tel Aviv and Lebanon, and 

had been visited by nearly 600,000 people from all over the world. Many of the 

sculptures, exhibit buildings and gardens remained on display, and guides still 

conducted tours of the fairground. A tour of the fairgrounds was to be the first stop for 

the teenagers, followed by shopping on Dizengoff Street, a meeting with Mayor Meir 

Dizengoff and a swim in the Mediterranean.  

***** 

Tel Aviv was only about 30 kilometers from the kibbutz, but the road leading up the 

coast was fairly primitive. The trip was expected to take an hour and a half each way, 

and Rabbi Goldston decided to spend a few minutes with each teenager to get each 

one’s impressions of the summer. 

Kayla and Jonathan were sitting together, their downhearted looks reflecting the 

melancholy they were experiencing at the thought of having to separate and go their 

own ways, continents apart. When the rabbi asked if he could spend a couple of minutes 

with Jonathan, Kayla unclasped Jonathan’s hand and graciously changed seats. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt. We’ve all been so busy, I was afraid I might not have a chance to 

say a proper goodbye to each of you. I will catch Kayla on the way back later today. I 

see the two of you have hit it off pretty well.” 

“Yes, we have. I can’t believe I will ever meet anybody else like her. The thought of 

being separated by almost 8,000 kilometers makes me feel terrible.” 

“She’s a special young lady. I think I know how you feel.”  

Rabbi Goldston then continued: “Apart from your relationship with Kayla, did you have 

a good time here in Palestine?” 

“Of course. Although I still feel squeamish every time I think about those two Arab boys 

attacking Kayla.” 

“You are entirely justified to think that way. Those young men have worked on the 

kibbutz since its inception, and we had every reason to trust them implicitly. In any 

event, we have had good talks with their families. Their parents and the young men are 

truly contrite and want to do everything they can to restore the trust that existed between 

our two communities. I hope we can learn and grow from the experience, but only time 

will tell.” 
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“I have been thinking about Palestine and I have what might seem like a funny question 

for you.” 

“Let’s hear it. Please go ahead.” 

“Most of the Jews on the kibbutz and most of the Zionist Jews who have come to 

Palestine in recent years did so to avoid Christian repression. Correct?” 

“Maybe so, although many came just for the sake of starting a new life in a country that 

did not throw too many roadblocks in their path. But let’s assume your premise is 

correct.” 

“Okay. Wouldn’t it have been easier for the Zionists and for Jews in general over the 

years just to have accepted Jesus as God and avoid all of the hardship? There are so 

few of us and practically everyone is Christian. Maybe there is some truth to what the 

Christians say about Jesus.” 

Not taken aback but caught by the sudden presentation of a question of consequence, 

Goldston’s face became pensive. After a moment of thought, he responded. “Your 

question is anything but funny. I’ve often thought about why our people have suffered 

so much in order to preserve their faith and, again, I really don’t have any good answers. 

But every time I have some doubts about Judaism, I think about the many Jews who 

have sacrificed everything so their children could practice the Judaism of the Torah. 

When I think about these brave souls, many martyred, I choose to hold my doubts so 

smarter persons than I can one day address the reasons for our faith.” 

“But you’ve said there is a lot of good in what Jesus taught. How come Jesus’ teachings 

didn’t spread among the Jewish population of his time?”  

“Again, I can only speculate about the answer to your question. Is that okay?”  

“Of course!” 

“As I mentioned earlier, Jesus was a Jewish preacher and had lots of views that 

conformed with mainstream Judaism. However, Jesus’ approach to the Torah 

sometimes strayed from the views of the religious leaders of the day, particularly the 

Pharisees, on matters such as the observance of the Sabbath. Even that might not have 

been an impediment to the spread of Jesus’ message since, at that time, there were 

many views on how the Torah should be interpreted. However, Jesus’ ministry was 

largely conducted in the rural Galilee countryside, which was not the center of Jewish 

life. Only in the last week of his life did Jesus bring his ministry to Jerusalem, so Jesus’ 

message may not have reached a lot of the Jews of his time. After Jesus’ death, there 

no doubt was an effort by Jesus’ followers to proselytize the Jews of Israel. But, one 

can imagine that it was a difficult task.” 
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“Why is that?” 

“For a couple of reasons. First, following Jesus’ death, the Christian community sought 

converts from the gentile world as well as from the Jewish world. For gentile converts, 

circumcision would have been a real obstacle. As a result, ritual circumcision — the act 

that more than any other signified God’s covenant with the Jews — was not treated as 

a necessary element of conversion to Christianity.” 

“I can see how that might have offended a lot of Jews.” 

“Absolutely. But the dismissal of the laws pertaining to circumcision was just one aspect 

of what became a more generalized abandonment of the laws of the Torah, particularly 

as expressed by the teaching of Paul.”  

“How did that happen?” 

“Essentially, Paul came to view adherence to the laws of the Torah as no longer being 

the essential article of faith. According to Paul, the Torah demanded too much of a sinful 

world. Specifically, Paul came to think of Jesus as the fulfillment of the laws of the Torah. 

Under Paul’s view, Jesus’ death was seen as a means of purifying the world and 

relieving it of sin. Thus, it was not the Torah — the Jewish bible — that counted 

anymore. Rather, it was the salvation provided by Jesus’ death that rendered humans 

able to follow God’s dictates whether or not in the Torah. So only a personal faith in 

Jesus would permit a person to overcome the afflictions of sin that otherwise prevented 

an understanding of God’s true law.” 

“That must have been a real problem for the Jews of the day.” 

“It was. Not all early Christians, such as Jesus’ brother, James, saw eye to eye with 

Paul when it came to Torah observance. However, it was Paul’s view that eventually 

became the accepted view of early Christianity. There were also other problems with 

Jewish acceptance of Jesus as God.”  

“Like what?” 

“As I mentioned earlier, Jesus foresaw the arrival of a new spiritual order on Earth, a 

time of cosmic redemption he referred to as the Kingdom of God. When the Kingdom 

arrived, sin would be eradicated, the souls of mankind would be resurrected and the 

righteous would be uplifted. Further, the Kingdom would be ruled by the Son of Man — 

a term that might have meant Jesus, himself.  

“What was wrong with that?” 

“Jesus claimed the Kingdom of God was at hand and, according to one of the gospel 

writers, Matthew, judgment would take place within the lifetime of Jesus’ followers. As 
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you might imagine, so radical a realignment of Earthly authority represented a real 

threat to both the religious establishment and, more importantly, to their Roman 

overseers. But a lot of other Jewish preachers, such as John the Baptist, had been 

teaching the same message. The real problem was that neither Jesus nor his followers 

expected him to die so suddenly. Indeed, according again to Matthew, Jesus even 

proclaimed that, when the kingdom arrived, each of his 12 apostles would sit on a throne 

in judgment and rule over one of the 12 tribes of Israel. Unfortunately, it never happened 

that way. Instead, Jesus was crucified before the arrival of any kind of redemptive 

kingdom could take place. So the Jews of his day must have been left with a conundrum: 

if Jesus really was God, why wasn’t he able to fulfill his claim?”   

“A fair question, I guess.” 

“Yes, and one that has baffled many.” 

“But didn’t Jesus accomplish a lot during his lifetime?” 

“The gospels describe many miracles performed by Jesus. Also, as I suggested earlier 

and want to reemphasize, many of Jesus’ teachings were—and are—quite inspiring. 

But many other preachers of the day also claimed to perform miracles. The Torah, itself, 

is full of miracles. So when the cosmic period of judgment and redemption foreseen by 

Jesus failed to materialize, it would have been very difficult for the Jewish leaders of the 

time to accept Jesus as a messianic figure. According to Jewish understanding, the 

messiah was to be an all-powerful figure, and not one who would perish before the 

realization of his mission.” 

“Okay, I think I understand the problem. You’ve provided me with a lot to think about.” 

“But have I answered your question?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” 

“Good. Let’s change the subject because time is short. Jonathan, will you come back to 

Palestine, now that you have been part of this great experiment to reclaim the ancient 

land of our people?” 

“You know I will.” 

Rabbi Goldston then motioned to Kayla so that she could return to her seat. The 

conversation with Jonathan had taken so much time that, by then, the bus was pulling 

into the fairground at the north end of Dizengoff Street. 

***** 
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The fairgrounds for the recently-held Orient Fair constituted the most modern trade 

pavilion of its kind in the Levant. A tour guide led the 30 teenagers and their chaperones 

through the beautiful gardens and buildings that had been constructed for the fair and 

explained the significance of trade with the outside world, as well as the importance of 

maintaining good relations with Arab countries such as Lebanon. After a brief question 

and answer session, the teenagers strolled south along Dizengoff Street toward the 

commercial heart of the city. 

Dizengoff Street had been named after Tel Aviv’s mayor, Meir Dizengoff, and was by 

far the most attractive and forward-looking street in the city. The street was lined with 

graceful, stucco-clad Bauhaus buildings that showed off stylish, street-level shops 

topped by several residential floors. As the teenagers explored Dizengoff Street, they 

encountered numerous Mediterranean-style restaurants and a variety of the street’s 

lovely shops.   

Jonathan and Kayla walked hand in hand, marveling at the wonderful smells coming 

from the street’s many restaurants and gazing at the numerous window displays. They 

and all of the other teenagers had been given an hour of free time, with strict instructions 

to reconvene at the bus for a meeting with the city’s mayor followed by a trip to the 

beach. The two decided to investigate a small shop that displayed silver and religious 

objects in its store window. 

Jonathan was at once taken by a pair of sterling candlesticks that reminded him of the 

candlesticks at Mrs. Zorrofsky’s house. He had been warned in advance he should 

reject any price he was quoted and offer something much less. This approach to 

shopping made him feel uncomfortable, but he loved the candlesticks and wanted to 

purchase them for Vanessa. He also wanted to purchase gifts for his father, Charlie and 

Mrs. Zorrofsky.  

The shopkeeper proudly placed the candlesticks on the counter and explained that they 

were Austrian and of late 19th century vintage. He pointed out the Dianaskopf, or 

Diana’s head, insignia that indicated the fine quality of the silver and quoted Jonathan 

a price.  

Since the price was more than Jonathan could afford and would deprive him of the 

ability to buy the other gifts he had in mind, he had no choice but to offer a lower amount. 

To his surprise, the store proprietor accepted his counter offer and Jonathan was now 

the proud possessor of a beautiful pair of candlesticks. In addition, Jonathan was able 

to purchase a set of Roman Glass cufflinks for his father, a jackknife featuring a Star of 

David for Charlie, and an embroidered Sabbath bread cover for Mrs. Zorrofsky. Kayla 

purchased a linen tablecloth with eight matching napkins that her mother could use for 

Sabbath dinner. 
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Pleased with their purchases, Jonathan and Kayla walked back to the bus, burdened 

by the knowledge that the time to say goodbye was fast approaching. The bus then took 

them to the mayor’s residence. There, Mayor Dizengoff welcomed the teenagers in 

Hebrew and English. He regaled them with stories about his days as a soldier in the 

Russian Army, his years of imprisonment in Odessa for insurrectionist activities, his time 

as an engineering student at the University of Paris where, among other subjects, he 

had studied both French and English, and his association with Edmond James de 

Rothschild who had sent him to Palestine in the 1880s to establish a glass factory and 

a winery.  

One of the group asked what Tel Aviv was like when Dizengoff first arrived. Clearly, the 
mayor had been waiting for such a question. Animatedly, he reflected on how barren 
the city had been when it was first inhabited and how it had become the site of non-stop 
construction since the mid-1920s. He reminisced about the many languages that had 
been spoken by the city’s first inhabitants and how Hebrew had been summoned from 
the ashes of history and grown with the city to the point where it was now Tel Aviv’s first 
tongue. He concluded by urging the teenagers to remember their time in Tel Aviv and 
to know they were always welcome if the need ever arose for them to leave wherever 
they lived. 

The teenagers all bade the mayor farewell and merrily headed toward the beach with 
their chaperones and Rabbi Goldston. The day was beautiful and the Tel Aviv 
beachfront was alive with bathers and sun worshippers. Children played in the sand 
and adults lay on blankets or gathered to exchange the news of the day. For a while, 
the teenagers entertained themselves by throwing around a beach ball and then by 
playing tag. The surf was mild and the teenagers had heard the water was warm. After 
a while, the prospect of jumping into the water became quite irresistible. Kayla was the 
first to head for the ocean and she yelled merrily for Jonathan to join her as she waded 
into the surf. Kayla wore a lovely two-piece bathing suit in the latest style. Jonathan had 
seen the bathing suit before but today, in the glow of the afternoon Tel Aviv sun, he 
thought Kayla looked especially pretty. Kayla’s figure was not yet fully developed, but 
her body was rounding out and the bathing suit flattered her developing feminine form.  

Several other couples from the group followed Kayla and Jonathan into the water. Then, 
without anyone’s prompting, they broke into couples and amused themselves by 
snuggling with one other or by horsing around at two-person games. The water was up 
to Kayla’s shoulders and, thereby, provided a certain amount of privacy. She was facing 
Jonathan and laughing. All of a sudden, her expression turned mischievous and her 
eyes shone seductively.   

Jonathan was taking in Kayla’s inviting look when, from beneath the water, he felt 
Kayla’s hand on his, guiding him toward the upper part of her bathing suit. Jonathan’s 
sexual senses were on high arousal as Kayla gently moved his hand under her halter. 
He felt the softness of her breast and the firmness of her nipple. He was now hopelessly 
in a state of sexual need. He was about to put his other hand under Kayla’s bathing suit 
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when one of their friends swam over and urged them to come play in a renewed game 
of tag. Quickly, Jonathan removed his hand and the mood was broken. But Jonathan 
knew he had experienced something wonderful and irreplaceable — something that 
would stay with him for the rest of his life. 

***** 

After their swim, the teenagers, the two adults and Rabbi Goldston returned to the bus 
for the drive back to the kibbutz. As had been true of their trip north from the kibbutz, 
their return trip would take them on a well-paved road past Jaffa and then along what 
was little more than an unpaved wadi that worked its way through a small canyon with 
hard-packed dirt walls on either side.   

At that time, there were more than 100,000 British soldiers in Palestine serving as 
peacekeepers in support of the mandate given to Britain in 1919 after the Great War.  
Many of these soldiers were congregated in cities such as Jaffa and, as the bus passed 
by the city, the teenagers were able to see the barracks where the soldiers were 
garrisoned. However, there were few soldiers outside the periphery of the city and none 
monitored the route now being taken by the bus. 

The teenagers were merry after their outing in Tel Aviv, particularly the fun time spent 
at the Tel Aviv beach. They sang Hebrew songs they had learned during their time on 
the kibbutz and joked loudly about some of the more interesting residents of the kibbutz. 
Suddenly, the report of a rifle sounded in the distance; one of the glass windows on the 
bus shattered to pieces and a young girl from Birmingham named Julie let out a soul-
wrenching scream. 

The bus driver stopped the bus and took out two rifles from a compartment behind his 
seat. The two adults grabbed the rifles and ran out of the bus to determine the nature 
of the attack, but only after escorting all of the teenagers out of the bus and behind its 
unexposed side. The bus driver also pulled out a first-aid kit and, together with Rabbi 
Goldston, carried the stricken Julie out of the bus and to a safe location. The bus driver 
advised Rabbi Goldston he had been trained in first aid. Although the wound appeared 
to be superficial, the bus driver believed the copious amount of blood coming from 
Julie’s leg suggested the bullet had torn through her femoral artery. 

Quickly, the driver positioned the girl with her legs higher than her heart so as to slow 
the flow of blood. The driver then pulled some cord from the first-aid kit and tied it above 
the girl’s wound. When this was done, he placed his thumb on the wound to help with 
coagulation and wrapped a blanket around the girl to reduce the possibility of shock.   

During this time, the other teenagers were huddled around the safer side of the bus, 
with some of the girls on the verge of hysterics. Jonathan was concerned about Kayla.  
Seeing she was fine, he turned his attention to the bus driver who was attending to 
Julie’s wound. He watched with admiration as the driver took control of the situation 
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and, in quick order, had Julie properly positioned, comfortable and no longer gushing 
blood.   

When Jonathan expressed his admiration to the bus driver, the man, who was quite 
young, said he had studied a little bit of medicine in Krakow and hoped one day to return 
to his studies. He also mentioned that all bus drivers were now being trained in first aid, 
particularly arterial bleeds such as this one, where a three-minute reaction time could 
be the difference between life and death. Once again, for the second time in the day, 
Jonathan felt a stirring in his body. But this time, the stirring was intellectual and not 
sexual. He had been deeply moved by what he had seen and he knew from that moment 
what he wanted to do with his life. 

Progressively, Julie seemed to be in less distress, causing the bus driver to believe her 
condition had stabilized. At length, the two adult chaperones returned from what had 
been an unfruitful chase in which they had seen two men wearing traditional Arab 
keffiyehs, head scarves, slip over the horizon. The driver, the two chaperones and 
Rabbi Goldston conferred and decided that they had no choice but to return to Tel Aviv 
where Julie could receive proper treatment. They all boarded the bus and, now on high 
alert, returned to Tel Aviv. There, Julie was immediately rushed to the municipal hospital 
where she was pronounced shaken but stable, and Rabbi Goldston arranged for an 
armed truck to escort the teenagers back to the kibbutz.      

***** 

By the time the delayed bus reached the kibbutz, it was dark. The entire population 
came out to greet the teenagers and offer consolation. Everyone knew the teenage 
guest workers were all going home in two days and wanted them to leave with a good 
taste in their mouths, despite the events of the last few hours. To help brighten the 
teenagers’ spirits, the kitchen had prepared a festive meal. In addition, one of the 
kibbutz leaders announced work would not begin the following day until after lunch so 
the teenagers could get a good night’s sleep. However, the damage had been done and 
the mood was somber. The hungry teenagers ate, but mostly in silence. Everyone had 
Julie on his or her mind. 

***** 

After their late dinner, the weary teenagers helped clean up and then tiredly shuffled 
their way back to their dorms. Jonathan and Kayla had hardly said a word to one another 
during dinner and, now that it was over, they did not have the energy to engage in 
conversation, meaningful or otherwise. They merely kissed perfunctorily and went their 
separate ways to their respective dormitories. 

The next morning, the entire kibbutz was awakened to the sound of a medical truck 
entering the grounds. The truck stopped and out alighted Julie Granshein, the girl from 
Birmingham. She was taped and required the use of two crutches to get around. But 
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everyone could see that Julie was okay and collectively, as if on cue, they let loose with 
a hearty, “Hooray!”   

Julie said she was fine. She had spoken to her parents and was planning on boarding 

the freighter for England in Haifa the following day. She said the doctors told her she 

was lucky the bus driver was so adept at treating her kind of wound because thigh 

wounds such as hers can sometimes be fatal due to the femoral artery being so close 

to the surface of the thigh. Finally, she said the British authorities had already 

apprehended the two gunmen and they were being held in a Jaffa prison. 

Rabbi Goldston offered a prayer of thanks and the teenagers all gathered around Julie 

to tell her how relieved they were she was okay. After the commotion died down, the 

kibbutz residents and the teenagers disbursed for their chores, with Kayla and Jonathan 

barely having time to say a few words to each other, let alone to go around to the back 

of the bakery for a quick kiss.  

After the day’s work was complete and everyone returned to the meeting hall for dinner, 

members of the kibbutz offered reminiscences of the last six weeks and told the 

teenagers how much they had been appreciated. The speeches seemed to drone on 

forever as far as Jonathan was concerned, for he was eager to spend a little time alone 

with Kayla before their departure the following day. However, when the meal was over, 

it was time for the teenagers to disburse to their dormitories and the leaders of the 

kibbutz did not want any lingering in the dark because the kibbutz was still on high alert 

as a result of the previous day’s shooting. Once again, Jonathan was forced to return 

to his sleeping quarters unrequited by even a kiss from his sweetheart. 

The next day was frenzied, with last-minute packing and the loading of suitcases. Even 

though the freighter for London was leaving a day earlier than the freighter for South 

Africa, all of the teenagers were bundled on to the bus for Haifa with the fond farewells 

of the kibbutz residents echoing in their ears. Once again, Jonathan found himself sitting 

on a bus next to Kayla. But this time he wasn’t going to relinquish his seat to anyone, 

even Rabbi Goldston. All through the trip, the young lovers held hands and sat as close 

to one another as their bodies would allow. They said very little, but let their clasped 

hands and their locked eyes do the talking. They had no idea when they would see one 

another again, but they knew they would never again experience an awakening such 

as the one they had enjoyed during the last six weeks. 

In this state, Jonathan and Kayla got off the bus at the wharf for Jonathan’s ship. The 

trip had taken longer than intended and the ship’s ramp attendant was urging the 

youngsters to move up the ramp as quickly as possible. Jonathan and Kayla 

embraced one last time, looked into one another’s eyes with uncertainty and sadness 

and promised to write often. Then, they kissed.   
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Chapter 16 

Reunion Amidst New Realities 

August 1934 

Four days later, Jonathan’s ship made port in London. All of the teenage guest workers 

disembarked and ran to the waiting arms of family and friends. Few Jewish teenagers 

in the world had had an adventure such as theirs and their family members were eager 

to hear all the details of their children’s six-week stay in Palestine.  

Anton and Giles met Jonathan at the dock. Jonathan thought he saw tears in his father’s 

eyes as Anton embraced him with a mixed expression of relief and welcome. While this 

was happening, Giles loaded Jonathan’s belongings into his car and together, Giles and 

Anton whisked Jonathan back to Vanessa’s house. There, everyone had gathered in 

anticipation of hearing from Jonathan. All the way, Anton showered Jonathan with 

questions as Giles listened intently. As soon as Jonathan opened the door to Vanessa’s 

house, he was greeted by applause from Saundra, Vanessa, Mrs. Zorrofsky and 

Charlie. Even Randy had joined the noisy welcome.  

Jonathan gave each a hearty hug, saving his most embracing hug for Vanessa. Charlie 

immediately asked about the other teenagers on the trip. Jonathan described as many 

of the youthful guest workers as he could, saving Kayla for last. Jonathan tried to be as 

blasé about Kayla as his melancholy state of mind would permit. However, Randy 

immediately picked up on Kayla’s significance and, to Jonathan’s utter embarrassment, 

starting to sing out, “Jonathan has a girlfriend; Jonathan has a girlfriend.” Jonathan had 

to admit Randy was correct and, with growing pride, told the group everything about 

Kayla and her home in Cape Town. 

Vanessa wanted to know about Tel Aviv. Her inquiry gave Jonathan an opportunity to 

talk about Julie Granshein and to distribute the gifts he had brought back. 

Jonathan started to take out the gifts, but his concerned father wanted to know more 

about the shooting and whether the incident had left Jonathan with any psychological 

scars. Much to Anton’s surprise, Jonathan all but dismissed the dangerous aspects of 

the incident and, instead, focused on how the bus driver had sprung into action and 

administered first aid to the wounded girl. 

“You wouldn’t have believed it. Julie was bleeding so profusely. Yet in seconds, the bus 

driver positioned Julie so that her legs were above her heart and, in the same motion, 

managed to apply a tourniquet and stop the bleeding. The driver then put his thumb 

over the wound to further slow the bleeding and wrapped Julie in a blanket so she 

wouldn’t go into shock. I have never seen anything so impressive. I know Julie owes 
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her life to the driver. I want to do the same thing one day. I want to help people who are 

stricken and maybe even save their lives as the driver did in Julie’s case. I want to be a 

doctor and I’m sure of it.” 

“Medicine is not the worst thing in the world. But, you’ll need to work hard at your 

studies.” 

“I shall,” said Jonathan, as he began unwrapping and distributing his presents. First, he 

gave Mrs. Zorrofsky her bread cover. She held it in the air for all to see and told Jonathan 

how beautiful it was and how it took her back to her childhood village. Next, Jonathan 

gave Charlie the jackknife. 

Jonathan gave his father the cuff links and once again observed his father suffused with 

emotion. Jonathan did not want to embarrass his father so he said nothing and just let 

his father put the cuff links on the shirt he was wearing. After they were on, Anton 

displayed the gift with an effusive show of appreciation. 

Finally, Jonathan gave Vanessa the package containing the candlesticks. Jonathan said 

he wanted Vanessa to have the candlesticks because he had seen how much she had 

admired Mrs. Zorrofsky’s candlesticks. Further, said Jonathan, “You’re the closest thing 

I have to a mother. As the woman of the house, you should have a proper set of 

candlesticks.” 

Vanessa dissolved into tears and dabbed her eyes, even after Anton walked over to her 

and gently put his arm around her shoulder. Jonathan noticed how tenderly Anton 

comforted Vanessa, but did not say anything. Giles and Saundra exchanged knowing 

looks and decided it was time to break up the welcome party so Anton, Vanessa and 

Jonathan could talk. Giles and Saundra offered to give Mrs. Zorrofsky a ride home and 

also persuaded Charlie and Randy to come with them. 

During the entire time the Brodys and Mrs. Zorrofsky were making their exit, Vanessa 

continued to dab her eyes. Jonathan went over to her and asked what was wrong. 

Vanessa responded, “There’s nothing wrong, Jonathan. It’s just that I’ve come to think 

of you as a son and I know that it’s wrong because I’m not your mother.” 

“That’s okay, Vanessa. I don’t mind.” 

“But it’s more than that,” blurted out Vanessa, who had begun to cry again because of 

what she was about to say. Finally, she unburdened herself. “We’ve received evidence 

your mother died before she was able to leave Germany.” 

“I suspected as much before I left for Palestine,” said Jonathan, choking up with 

emotion. Composing himself, Jonathan continued. “I loved my mother and miss her. But 
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if she’s dead, there is nothing we can do about it and, certainly, you shouldn’t be crying 

because of it.” 

“It’s all so confusing. But I’m in love with your father and he’s in love with me.” 

At this point, Jonathan looked up at the sobbing Vanessa and at his father. His father 

had again put his arm around Vanessa’s shoulder and was giving Jonathan a wary look 

of agreement. “I don’t know how it happened. But it did. I will always love your mother. 

However, at this moment in my life, I love Vanessa with every fiber of my being. We 

want to get married. Can you accept that? It would make matters so much easier.” 

It took Jonathan a moment to take in his father’s pronouncement, but then his face lit 

up. “Of course. I love Vanessa, too. That’s why I spent most of my money on the 

candlesticks I bought for her. Also, I’ll admit I’m not all that surprised. I’m just an 

adolescent, but I’ve been living in the same house with the two of you. I’ve observed 

how you communicate with your eyes over Shabbos dinner and how your hands have 

touched from time to time as you’ve walked home from Mrs. Zorrofsky’s house. I’ve also 

seen how caringly Vanessa’s prepared dinners for you night after night, no matter how 

late you arrived home. If it’s possible for a son to give a parent a blessing, I give you 

mine. I will be so honored to call Vanessa my new mother. But please tell me what 

happened in Germany.” 

Relieved, Vanessa and Anton both approached Jonathan and hugged him with all the 

ardency they could muster. Anton spoke first: “I don’t want to go into details right now, 

but Saundra’s brother in Germany, Lorenz Kreisler, has confirmed your mother died at 

the hands of the SA.” 

“I’m so sorry.” 

“Thank you. It’s a very messy matter because we can’t produce any actual witnesses 

to your mother’s death. In order for Vanessa and me to marry, we need a legal 

declaration that Hannah is no longer alive. We have petitioned the local authorities and 

our case is now on appeal. We have a very good lawyer who is confident the appellate 

court will issue an appropriate declaration so Vanessa and I can go forward. But the 

waiting has been very painful and it puts Vanessa in a very awkward position because 

for all intents and purposes, we’ve been acting as man and wife. I hope you will 

understand.” 

“Of course,” said Jonathan, now weary from his travels and the day’s excitement. With 

a yawn, he once again embraced his Vanessa. 

***** 
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Two days went by during which Jonathan, Anton and Vanessa spent a lot of time talking 

about Jonathan’s Palestine experience. Jonathan also wrote two impassioned letters to 

Kayla, whom he missed dearly. Finally, Friday arrived and it was time for Shabbos 

dinner. While Jonathan was away, Vanessa had assumed the mantle of Shabbos 

hostess. Mrs. Zorrofsky had loved holding the Sabbath service at her house, but the 

process of preparing for it, even with Vanessa and Saundra’s help, had begun to tire 

her.   

On this Friday night, only Jonathan, Anton and Vanessa were present, the others having 

determined it would be best for the three to be left alone. As they sat down, Jonathan 

noticed for the first time his father was wearing a yarmulke, the traditional Jewish head 

covering. 

“Father, you seem to have something on your head!”  

“You noticed,” said Anton, with a sheepish smile. “It is Friday night, after all. If a man 

can’t wear a yarmulke at home, then where can he wear it?” 

“It seems you’ve taken on some interesting habits in my absence. What else have you 

been doing?” 

“To tell you the truth, Jonathan, I have become a bit of a Jew in your absence.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Do you know the Golders Green Synagogue on Dunstan Road?” 

“Yes, I do. Don’t tell me you’ve started to attend synagogue. You, the anti-establishment 

Jew?” 

“Actually, I have.” 

“What possessed you?” 

“I wouldn’t exactly put it that way.” 

“I’m sorry. It comes as such a surprise. I’m afraid I was teasing you just for the sake of 

teasing. Please go on and I’ll be respectful.” 

“I know what I told you about my aversion toward established religion. And when we 

found out for certain your mother was dead, I felt even more removed from God, let 

alone any religion that worshipped him.” 

“What made you change your mind?” 
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Looking at Vanessa with pronounced thankfulness on his face, Anton said one word: 

“Vanessa.” 

“I see.” 

“I hope you do. When Hannah was taken from me, I couldn’t imagine how I would 

rebound. Luckily, there was work for me to do. I threw myself into my research and 

came home late every night. But the wound was deep and I couldn’t escape my feeling 

of bitterness. I renounced God and everything God represented. But, at your urging, I 

still attended Shabbos dinners. Over time, I began to feel a sense of calm when I was 

at the Shabbos table. I won’t try to humor you or myself by suggesting I felt some 

heavenly presence; just a sense of calm.” 

“I know that.” 

“Soon, I began to realize my sense of ease related to Vanessa’s presence as much as 

anything else. I submitted to the wonderful spell she created every time I was seated at 

the table near her. My feelings quickly turned into something more substantial and, 

shortly after you left for Palestine, I realized I was in love with Vanessa. But it was not 

just a love for Vanessa; it was a love that healed my wounds and filled the void in my 

soul left by Hannah’s death. I asked myself what force could have healed me in such a 

way.” 

“So, you found God?” 

“Not exactly. I found a question I couldn’t answer. For me, a man of science, it was a 

sufficiently cosmic question that warranted further consultation. So I talked to my friend, 

Rabbi Marcus, who suggested I stop by the Golders Green Synagogue. I’ve been there 

four times on Saturdays and have even twice attended the morning prayers, what Jews 

refer to as the morning minyan. I find comfort in the experience. I’ve also made several 

friends during the short time I’ve been there. The second morning I was there, one of 

the men even showed me how to lay tefillin.” 

“Lay what?” 

“I’m sorry, Jonathan. I never knew about such things, let alone had occasion to teach 

you about such matters. Tefillin are referred to in English as phylacteries — the two 

leather boxes that are worn during morning minyan and are bound to the left arm near 

the heart and on the forehead in fulfillment of the injunction in Deuteronomy that God’s 

teachings are to be bound to the arm and worn on the forehead.”  

“What a transformation! That’s truly impressive.” 
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“Jonathan, if you’re interested or would like to learn more about it, I’ll be going to 

Saturday services tomorrow. Would you like to join me?” 

“Father, I’m delighted with your newfound sense of belonging, but I’m busy tomorrow.  

The Football Association is having a tryout for young football players, and Charlie and I 

have been invited to participate.” 

“Jonathan, I’m surprised. I would have thought your six weeks in Palestine would 

contribute greatly to your Jewish identity.” 

“It has; very much so. I now identify as a Jew more than I ever thought possible, but my 

identity is with the land and the people. One day, I will return to Palestine and call it my 

own. Between now and then, I will love to attend Shabbos dinners and celebrate the 

wonderful teachings that come with our faith. But, I don’t feel the need to offer regular 

prayer. I can be a Jew, and a good one, without seeing the inside of a synagogue, at 

least not on a regular basis.” 

Turning to his son with outstretched arms, Anton motioned Jonathan to come to him.  

“You could be right, Son. I have a feeling it might well take a lifetime for each of us to 

know whether we have embarked on the correct course.” With that, father and son 

embraced, each knowing he had witnessed a seminal moment in the life of the other.  
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Chapter 17 

Jonathan’s Improbable Matriculation 

September 1934 

St Paul’s School occupied 42 verdant waterfront acres in the London Borough of 

Richmond upon Thames. The school had been founded in 1509 as a public day 

school—public, because it admitted students without consideration of religion or rank. 

Over time, the school had become one of the most revered preparatory institutions in 

all of England and was the school of preference for London’s elite.   

St Paul’s was often referred to as one of the nine Clarendon Schools, owing to an 1860’s 

commission that had looked into the finances of England’s nine great public schools. 

Seven of these—Eton, Charterhouse, Harrow, Rugby, Shrewsbury, Westminster and 

Winchester—were boarding schools. Two—St Paul’s and Merchant Taylors’—were day 

schools. The commission’s report in 1864 had led to the Public Schools Act of 1868, 

which placed the seven boarding schools on an independent footing, uninfluenced by 

church or state. The result was a more modern curriculum, with the schools abandoning 

the centuries-old model by which the clergy had taught religion and the classics to a 

homogeneously religious audience.    

Having successfully argued they had never been subject to public oversight in the first 

instance, St Paul’s and Merchant Taylors’ were exempted from the commission’s 

findings and the 1868 legislation. Nevertheless, as with the seven schools subject to 

the legislation, St Paul’s had moved forward in the same progressive manner and in 

1934 could even boast a small number of Jewish students. It could also lay claim to 

matriculating more students at Oxford and Cambridge than any other school in England. 

In the first week of September 1934, Charlie was set to begin his last two years of 

preparatory studies at St Paul’s. Giles would have preferred Charlie begin at an earlier 

time in his academic career. However, the waiting list at St Paul’s had been near-

endless and getting a Jewish student, such as Charlie, admitted still required patience, 

careful planning and the right connections. Charlie was eager to begin his studies, but 

he hated the idea of leaving Jonathan behind to continue at the local school they had 

both attended.   

So it was with great excitement that Charlie ran over to Jonathan’s house three days 

before school was going to start and made a startling announcement. It seemed Giles 

had participated in a new parents’ courtesy meeting with John Bell, the high master of 

St Paul’s. At the meeting, Bell had mentioned offhandedly the school had a recent 

vacancy in Charlie’s grade, owing to the reassignment of one of the diplomatic families 
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whose son had been in attendance. Giles had taken advantage of the opportunity to 

sing Jonathan’s praises.   

According to Charlie, his father had acclaimed Jonathan as both a precocious student 

and a prodigious football player. Giles had also related how Jonathan had spent most 

of the summer in Palestine and how he had come to the rescue of the three South 

African teenagers who were Jonathan’s fellow guest workers on a kibbutz. Finally, Giles 

had revealed with considerable fanfare that Jonathan’s father was a renowned 

anthropologist at UCL.   

Ultimately, Bell had agreed to meet with Anton and Jonathan, and now Charlie was 

there to share the news. Jonathan was delighted but Anton was hesitant, not knowing 

the financial implications of so great a commitment. However, Giles persuaded Anton 

that attending St Paul’s was so high a distinction it could not be passed up. Two days 

later, Jonathan and Anton were sitting in the anteroom of the chambers of the high 

master at St Paul’s School. The man who came out to greet them was tall and spare 

looking, and extended his hand to Anton with a warm, inviting smile. 

“Professor Sternbloom, it is so good of you to come and to bring your son with you. As 

you know from Giles Brody, we have an unusual predicament here at St Paul’s. Classes 

begin next week and we have a rare opening in your son’s grade. Ordinarily, we would 

fill such an opening with a student on the waiting list. However, we are so close to 

classes that getting a good student so late in the day may be impractical. In addition, I 

must say I am impressed with Giles Brody’s assessment of Jonathan’s academic 

prowess and intrigued by your son’s somewhat heroic adventures in Palestine. Not the 

sort of thing our average student brings to the table, you know!” 

“Yes. I think Jonathan matured considerably this summer as a result of his work on the 

kibbutz.” 

“I’m sure. In addition, I have to confess the captain of our football team, our center 

midfielder no less, graduated last spring and we have been at a loss how to replace 

him. You may not know it, but modern-day football was founded here at St Paul’s back 

in the late 16th century.” 

Quite surprised by this declaration, Anton could only respond with a befuddled, “You 

don’t say!” 

“I do, indeed.” Pointing to the other side of the room, Bell continued. “Richard Mulcaster, 

whose likeness peers down on us from that far wall, was the school’s headmaster in the 

1580s. He described football as a refereed sport in his writings, so we take the sport 

very seriously. I thought you and I could have a little chat while your son has a short 

workout with Heath Winston, our master of sport.”  
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At that, Jonathan was escorted to the playing field and Bell and Anton sat down to talk.  

Bell was direct: “Can you afford to send Jonathan here? I ask because our funds are 

short and also, to be frank, certain influential alumni would be very much opposed to 

school money being used to fund a scholarship for a Jewish student.” 

“The answer to your question is that I have the wherewithal to pay for Jonathan’s 

education. We left Germany in a hurry, but a colleague of mine to whom I shall forever 

be indebted was most helpful in transferring all our bank and investment accounts from 

Germany to England. We led a fairly modest life in Germany and my finances are quite 

good, considering the disruption that has taken place in our lives. But I am worried about 

your reference to alumni not looking favorably on Jewish students.” 

“Don’t worry about that. Many of our alumni still see the world through provincial lenses. 

They have failed to note we are now in the 20th century and have fought a great war in 

which Britain’s Jews distinguished themselves on the battlefields of Europe as much as 

any other ethnic group within the Commonwealth. You leave those old Paulines, as they 

like to call themselves, to me.” 

“That is reassuring.” 

“Yes, but I want to be honest with you. Many of our students have been raised in 

environments where they have not encountered Jews in the flesh, but have only learned 

about them through the prejudiced perspectives of their parents. As a result, Jonathan 

will no doubt encounter some problems owing to his Jewishness. But he looks to be a 

strong boy and, from his accomplishments both on and off the field, appears to be one 

who can handle himself under pressure. In addition, we will endeavor to make Jonathan 

feel comfortable here, just as we will endeavor to make his friend Charlie feel this place 

is his home.” 

“Have other Jews attended St Paul’s?” 

“Not a lot, but among our graduates this century, there have been several extraordinary 

Jewish students. Isaiah Berlin and Max Beloff are two of our Jewish students who 

graduated from St Paul’s during my tenure and had success written all over them. Both 

are historians and both have already achieved prominence at a very young age. The 

great Jewish poet, Isaac Rosenberg, was also one of ours. And in our lower school, we 

now have a young Jewish student named Klaus Roth who, at age 9, is already 

challenging our most learned mathematicians. I don’t think there will be any problem, 

particularly if your son’s transcripts bear out his grades and my sports master reports 

back that Jonathan is as good at center midfield as Giles Brody has claimed.” 
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A short while later, Jonathan returned with the master of sport who was doing a poor 

job of suppressing a catlike grin. “Well,” asked Bell, observing the now unconcealed 

smile on the sport master’s face, “does the boy have any talent?”  

“Talent to spare. With Charles Brody playing right forward and Jonathan at center 

midfield, I think we can get back at both Eton and Rugby for the embarrassing defeats 

we sustained at their hands last year. And while I cannot make any promises, I believe 

we would stand a chance at winning the independent school league championship.” 

“If you can beat both Eton and Rugby, I believe I can attract sufficient donations to 

improve the locker rooms you have been complaining about all these years. Not only 

that,” said Bell with a sly grin on his face, “you and I might be able to keep our jobs.” 

“That would be very good, Sir.  There is one thing, however.” 

“Pray tell; what might that be?” 

“It’s the star that young Sternbloom wears around his neck. I believe it’s referred to as 

a Star of David. I’m afraid it might upset some of the other boys who will have enough 

difficulty adjusting to two Jewish players on the team.” 

Embarrassed, Bell turned to Anton. “Professor, I’m glad I laid a little bit of groundwork 

during our conversation. I really do believe the other boys will accept Jonathan, 

particularly after they observe the caliber of his play. However, I think the master of 

sport may be correct and that a little subtlety may be in order. Would it be a great affront 

if Jonathan did not wear the star?” 

“I think only Jonathan can answer that question.” 

“No doubt. Jonathan, what do you say?” asked Bell. 

“Sir, the star belonged to my mother and her father before her. I really cherish it.  But, I 

would love to come here. It’s so beautiful and I’ve hated the idea of going to school 

without Charlie. I think I can put the star away for now and put it on at a later time.” 

“Good. Then, subject to my reviewing your academic records, which are on the way 

over as we speak, you are now a student at St Paul’s. Congratulations! Professor 

Sternbloom, will you join me in a glass of claret?” 

***** 

Later that day, Bell called to say Jonathan’s academic records were outstanding and he 

was expected at school the following Monday. Bell noted Jonathan would need to be 

properly attired. He also advised he had contacted the family of the student who was 

moving and who was Jonathan’s size. The family had graciously agreed to let Jonathan 
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have their son’s school uniforms to make up for the inconvenience they had caused by 

withdrawing their son at the last minute.   

Thus began Jonathan’s two years at St Paul’s School. That night, Jonathan composed 

his third letter to Kayla. Dreamily, he penned the following:  

Today, I was admitted to St Paul’s. If I do well, I may be able to go to 

Oxford or Cambridge. I know that will make you proud of me. In less than 

18 months, I have lost one mother and found another. I have lost my home 

and found another. I have moved from one school to another. I have found 

you, but I will never find another. 
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Chapter 18 

Resolution  

March-July 1935  

The months had sped by and it was already spring. Jonathan’s time at St Paul’s could 

not have been better. The football team posted one of its most successful records in 

recent memory and, in the process, beat its archrivals, Eton and Rugby. His teammates 

voted Jonathan captain for the following year’s competition and his teachers wrote 

glowing academic reports. To top it off, Jonathan scored a first on both his physics and 

math midyear exams.   

Charlie, too, excelled both as an athlete and as a student. Though not quite Jonathan’s 

academic equal, Charlie scored a second in English history. Charlie also accounted for 

more goals than any other forward on the team, an accomplishment that he very much 

owed to Jonathan’s passing from the center midfield position. 

Vanessa went about her chores with seemingly high spirits. If one could have fathomed 

her thoughts, however, one would have discerned a pervasive level of anxiety owing to 

Anton’s and her indefinite status. Nevertheless, she worked tirelessly to feed and 

otherwise please the two men in her life. 

At UCL, Anton had introduced a course on anthropology and warfare, addressing the 

question why warfare had played such a pervasive element in the evolution of Europe.  

The last four sessions of the course centered on the political origins of the Great War, 

culminating in Anton’s view that another great European war was inevitable. When a 

student asked him how he had arrived at this conclusion, Anton merely pointed to the 

Nazi government’s recent renunciation of its disarmament obligations under the Treaty 

of Versailles. But apart from Anton’s growing concern regarding a resurgent and 

bellicose Germany, he, too, managed to comport himself happily — but warily. 

At long last, Clyde Tunney paid Anton a visit to report on a recently released 

determination by the appellate court. The appellate court had rejected the county court’s 

view that only the actual testimony of Wilhelm Velten would constitute reliable evidence 

in support of a declaration of the death of Hannah Sternbloom. Instead, the appellate 

court supported the view that the procurement of Velten’s testimony was a virtual 

impossibility, particularly since he was not likely to incriminate himself on British soil. 

Under the circumstances, concluded the appellate court, the county court could rely on 

the letters of Ernst Zellers and Lorenz Kreisler if it believed the letters were authentic 

and that neither Zellers nor Kreisler had anything to gain by Hannah Sternbloom’s 
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death. The appellate court remanded the matter to the county court for a determination 

of authenticity and impartiality with regard to the letters. 

“This appears to be good news,” said Anton. “Is it? Our long wait has been agonizing.” 

“It most certainly is good news,” replied Tunney, trying to assume his most optimistic 

manner. “But,” said Tunney, “the process is not yet over.” 

“What has to be done?” 

“I have to file a request for redetermination with the county court.” 

“Will that be difficult?” 

“I don’t think so. The appellate court laid down two criteria: authenticity and absence of 

personal gain. I believe the latter is self-explanatory. Zellers was a stranger and a 

prominent one. He certainly had nothing to gain by Hannah’s death. Lorenz Kreisler is 

related to Vanessa’s brother by marriage. But I believe I can easily convince the court 

that such a relationship is too tenuous to suggest any kind of self-interest in the outcome 

of the proceedings. More difficult will be the authenticity of the letters. But we can 

demonstrate that the postmarks were authentic and that the postmark dates correspond 

to the events described in the letters. In addition, each letter was written by a reputable 

individual and we can offer to obtain Zellers’ and Kreisler’s written affidavits if the county 

court sees such an offering as being necessary and if it agrees to keep them secret so 

as not to endanger either man.” 

“That is somewhat reassuring, I think,” said Anton with a continuing look of concern. 

“I think the county court will be inclined to act quickly, given all of the time that has gone 

by. I intend to file my papers immediately.” 

***** 

The county court did request affidavits from Zellers and Kreisler, with the request 

communicated through Arno Bernthe’s relatives in Copenhagen. Both men dutifully 

complied after being assured that their statements would be kept under seal. However, 

two months went by while the affidavits were being procured. Then, one Thursday 

afternoon in June, Anton arrived home earlier than usual and yelled to Vanessa to come 

to the front door. At Anton’s arm was Rabbi Marcus. Though Vanessa had learned a lot 

about Rabbi Marcus she’d never met him. So she was surprised to see him standing 

next to Anton. 

“Vanessa, this is my friend, Rabbi Stanley Marcus.” 

“Stanley, I mean Rabbi, it’s so good to meet you.” 
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“The pleasure is all mine,” said Stanley. “I’ve heard so many wonderful things about 

you. It’s a shame it’s taken this long to meet you in the flesh. But here I am.” 

“Please pardon my surprise, but why on a Thursday afternoon am I having the honor of 

meeting you for the first time?” 

Stepping in front of Rabbi Marcus, Anton took a deep breath. Then he put his arms 

around Vanessa and kissed her tenderly. “Today, the county court declared that 

Hannah died while in Germany.” 

“Oh,” said Vanessa, as she sat down and tried to take in the full weight of Anton’s 

announcement. 

“Yes,” said Anton. It’s the determination we’ve been waiting for. Yet when I received 

word from Clyde Tunney, I was overcome with such a sense of emptiness that I felt the 

need to contact Stanley.” 

“I’m so sorry.”  

“No. Don’t get me wrong. I didn’t feel my life was empty because of Hannah’s loss. I 

merely felt a matter that had dogged me for so long was finally gone. Instead of relief 

or guilt or foreboding, I felt numb, as if everything had been emptied out of me.” 

“Oh, Anton!” 

“Stanley told me to stay where I was and immediately came to my office to be with me.  

He explained what, I guess, I already knew — that despite my love for you, I’d never 

quite let go of Hannah until now.” 

Then the rabbi intervened. “Yes, I told Anton that, in his mind, Hannah had really not 

died until today. I also said his reaction was totally normal and very predictable. Since 

in Anton’s mind’s eye, today was the day that Hannah died, I also suggested we provide 

Hannah with an appropriate service. Lacking a quorum of ten Jewish men, we won’t be 

able to say kaddish, the traditional prayer for one who has died. However, we can 

improvise. Anton agreed and, though I know it’s awfully sudden, here am I to officiate.” 

“I’m feeling a little lightheaded. But I’m sure I will be fine if I just sit down.” 

Anton went to get Vanessa some water. Rabbi Marcus said they would wait for Jonathan 

to get home from school. Then, said the rabbi, he would lead the three of them in 

afternoon services during which memorial prayers would be said for Hannah.   

Presently, Jonathan did arrive. With the resilience that often comes with youth, 

Jonathan managed to handle the news much more nimbly than either his father or 

Vanessa. Rabbi Marcus convened the service, asked Anton and Jonathan to offer some 
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remembrances of Hannah and then led the threesome in praying for her. Vanessa then 

made tea for everyone and, after a small snack, Rabbi Marcus took his leave. 

***** 

One week went by during which Anton and Vanessa hardly talked. Vanessa was 

desperately afraid that Anton had succumbed to the shock of Hannah’s passing and 

that he might never snap back. It was in this state of mind that Vanessa sat in her sitting 

room absentmindedly combing her hair when she heard a knock on the door. 

“Come in,” said Vanessa. 

The door opened slowly and in walked Anton, slouching but otherwise looking 

composed. “I know I’ve put you through hell this past week. All the while, I selfishly 

assumed I was the one who was going through the throes of perdition. After my 

unreasonably long period of self-absorption, I’ve finally started to think clearly. Do you 

want to know what I’ve been thinking about?” 

“I’m not sure I want to know!” 

“Actually, I think you do.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean I could not have withstood the news of Hannah’s death without you being 

nearby. As much as I mourn the loss of Hannah, I rejoice even more in the fact that I’m 

lucky enough to have you. Who knows what twists and turns await us? But I do know 

this: Without you, the journey ahead will be without meaning.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“I’m saying I love you, I want to be with you and I want to marry you.” 

Hearing Anton’s declaration, Vanessa covered her face with her hands. He felt helpless, 

knowing everything now depended on Vanessa. At last, Vanessa lifted her face, wiped 

the tears from her eyes and rose to look at her man. “I will be a good wife to you. I will 

cook for you and take care of you. But most of all, I will just be thankful for having met 

you.” 

“Oh,” said Anton. “Is that all you’re going to do for me?” With that, he hoisted her into 

his arms and gently placed her on the nearby bed. 

***** 

Anton and Vanessa were married one month later in the Brody’s back yard, with Rabbi 

Marcus officiating. Of course, Jonathan, Charlie, Randy and Mrs. Zorrofsky were 
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present. In addition, Jason Andrews and his wife, Susan, and Clyde Tunney and his 

wife, Eunice, were in attendance. 

After the ceremony, and after the guests had consumed wedding cake and a fair amount 

of champagne, Saundra asked Vanessa if Anton and she had decided on a honeymoon 

destination. Vanessa said they had talked about the Lake District, but hadn’t come to 

any resolution. Anton, who was standing nearby, cleared his throat noisily and, with a 

flourish, pulled out an envelope from his breast pocket. “Actually, there’s been a slight 

change in plans.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I promise never again to make an important decision without consulting you, but I 

wanted to surprise you. Do you remember how enthusiastic you were when you showed 

me the Egyptian exhibit in the British Museum?” 

“Of course. As I told you, I’m an old hand at that exhibit since Giles is the deputy curator 

of the museum.” 

“Exactly,” replied Anton, hamming it up with a flourish of his hands. “Ever since then, 

I’ve thought to myself, ‘Poor Vanessa. Only one museum in her life! She is so limited in 

what she can absorb of ancient Egyptian culture. Wouldn’t it be nice if she had another 

museum to visit where she could broaden her knowledge of the ancient world?’” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“What I’m saying is that, in this envelope, I have tickets for a guided tour of the Egyptian 

Museum in Cairo.” 

“Stop joking.” 

“I’m not joking. Admittedly, the museum’s strong suit is not your favorite, the Late Period. 

But they do have a collection of the treasures of Tutankhamen that is the envy of the 

museum world. Isn’t that so, Giles?” 

“Quite so,” said Giles. 

“Not knowing what to say, Vanessa merely beamed. 

“Err,” stumbled Anton playfully, “I’m not quite finished. No visit to Egypt would be 

complete without a riverboat trip on the Nile.” 

Vanessa flung herself into Anton’s arms and, amidst kiss after kiss, managed to utter, 

“Thank you, my dearest, thank you, thank you.” 
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“Better hear me out before you act too appreciative. First, the riverboat trip is only for 

three days, from Aswan to Luxor. So, it won’t be a two-week idyll. And it will take a day 

or so of hard travel to get to Aswan from Cairo. But Luxor is like an outdoor museum, 

and I think it will be worth any difficulty.” 

“That doesn’t sound too bad. Is that it?” 

“There is one more thing. In order to make the trip affordable and be back in time for 

the beginning of school, I had to book it for the last week in August and the first week in 

September.” 

“I will love the trip no matter the duration of the riverboat trip and no matter how long it 

takes to get to Aswan. But what’s the problem with the timing? It sounds perfect.” 

“The problem is that the rainy season is really not over until about a week or so into 

September, so we’ll be taking a chance with the weather by leaving when we do.” 

“Sometimes you can be so silly. I will be with you. What difference does it make if it 

rains?” 

“Just the response I had hoped for,” said Anton. 
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Chapter 19 

 Honeymoon Plans Take an Unexpected Twist 

July 1935 

After the wedding, the Sternbloom household gave off a strong appearance of normalcy. 

Jonathan was busy with football and studying but largely, he was thinking about his 

most recent letter from Kayla.   

Kayla had, as always, started the letter by telling Jonathan how much she missed him. 

Then she reported exultantly she had received her three-year transcript. Her grades 

were excellent—even better than her brother Warren, who had already graduated from 

McGill and her brother Edgar, who was now a student at McGill. Even though she was 

still a little worried about the school’s limitation on Jewish students, Kayla was very 

optimistic she, too, would be heading for Montreal the following year to attend McGill. 

Anton had returned to his work with a rejuvenated commitment. In addition to his own 

research, Anton was actively corresponding with Franz Boas, whose academic career 

was coming to a close. Boas planned to continue his research as an emeritus in 

residence at Columbia. But he was still eager to share his ideas with respected thought 

leaders in the world of anthropology. For many years, Boas had spoken out against 

racism in America. Now, the two academics discussed the scourge of racial superiority 

that, sickeningly, was the centerpiece of Nazi thought and deed.  

Despite the forces that drew him to his work, Anton now made sure he was home at an 

early enough time to be with Vanessa. In the evenings, they would review brochures 

and go over their honeymoon plans. Neither could wait until September. But since no 

effort on their part could accelerate the calendar, they contented themselves with 

fantasizing about their trip. 

The river voyage on the Nile, despite its length, was the high point of the trip. But even 

before that, they had to arrange for transportation by ship to Alexandria, transportation 

to Cairo, a tour of the Great Pyramids of Giza, the Egyptian Museum tour, land 

transportation from Cairo to Aswan, return land transportation from Luxor to Cairo, and 

their return passage to England. Though Anton was consulting with a tour agent, he 

and Vanessa each delighted in going over every detail of the trip that would take about 

two weeks. 

***** 

It was during one of these joyous planning sessions that the phone rang. Surprisingly, 

Jason Andrews was on the line. “Jason, how are you?” asked Anton. “It’s always a 
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pleasure to hear from you, but nine o’clock on a summer’s evening is a little unusual.  

What is on your mind?” 

“What I have to say is a little awkward.” 

“Is it my position at the university?” 

“No. Nothing like that! Let me explain. Last night, I was having a bit of sherry with an 

old war buddy and I told him about your beautiful wedding and the endearing surprise 

you sprang on Vanessa regarding your Nile River trip.” 

“That doesn’t sound so bad.” 

“No, it’s not. My buddy is Alexander Braxton. Alex is a principal deputy to Quex Sinclair 

in the Foreign Office. Alex’s department, the Secret Intelligence Service, or SIS, does 

not advertise its activities, but Alex’s portfolio involves German activities in North Africa, 

in particular Egypt. Alex was very interested in your forthcoming Nile trip and would like 

to talk to both of us in his office tomorrow morning. Can you make it?” 

“Of course, I can make it.  I’ve heard of Admiral Sinclair. Can you tell me a little more of 

what Alex has on his mind?” 

“I wish I could, but that’s all I know.” 

“Where shall we meet?” 

“At Broadway Building 54, near the Saint James Underground Station. I will be in front 

of the building at 8:45 AM.” 

“See you then.” 

The following morning, Jason and Anton met at the designated spot, and were escorted 

to the Foreign Office’s Secret Intelligence Service, or SIS. After climbing a circular 

marble staircase, they found themselves in the spacious, second-floor office of Naval 

Captain (Ret.) Alexander Braxton. The office had a commanding view of Broadway and 

had the feel of an English gentlemen’s club. Dark wood paneling adorned the walls and 

ceiling. Several tufted, red leather seats surrounded a large coffee table that sat on a 

Persian rug of considerable beauty and character. Jason and Anton sat down next to 

the coffee table and awaited Alex’s arrival. They did not have long to wait for, almost 

immediately, Braxton made his appearance. He wore a tweed suit, ornamented by a 

bow tie in the Harrow School colors, blue and white. His reddish-brown hair fit in well 

with his swarthy complexion. He flashed a welcoming smile.   

“Jason, so good of you to come. And this must be the eminent professor, Anton 

Sternbloom. I am Alex Braxton, late of His Majesty’s navy.” 
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“Good morning, Sir. It’s good to make your acquaintance.” 

“The pleasure is all mine. My assistant will bring us tea and refreshments in a moment. 

Until then, I thought we might get down to business.” 

“I’m at your disposal, Sir.” 

“You are German, of course.” 

“I was German. I now consider myself one of His Majesty’s loyal subjects.” 

“Well said. I meant nothing to the contrary. Do you remember the Goeben episode in 

the Great War?” 

“Certainly, Sir. The Goeben’s exploits in the Black Sea — particularly her Crimean 

exploits — were a source of great pride to all German military men, of whom I was then 

one.” 

“Correct, the Goeben was one of the most powerful dreadnought battle cruisers in the 

world. When hostilities broke out early in August 1914, she was being outfitted in the 

Adriatic. She had been directed to disrupt the flow of hostile North African troops from 

the Algerian ports of Boné and Phillipville to France. Our boys were not yet in the war, 

but we had three powerful dreadnought battle cruisers of our own in the Mediterranean, 

the Indomitable, the Indefatigable and the Inflexible. The Indomitable and the Inflexible, 

along with a cruiser and a destroyer squadron, were assigned to shadow the Goeben 

and its companion ship, the Breslau. The Admiralty’s assumption was that the Goeben 

and the Breslau would be continuing their voyage west toward North Africa to disrupt 

French troop transports.” 

“Didn’t the Goeben wind up sailing east toward the Dardanelles?” 

“Correct. The commander of the Indomitable and Inflexible squadron, Admiral Sir 

Archibald Berkeley Milne, was on a westerly heading and passed the Goeben and the 

Breslau in open water as they were steaming east. The time and date was 2:00 PM on 

August 4, 1914, and, as chance would have it, England would not enter the war for 

another ten hours. So while the ships passed one another warily, there were no 

hostilities. Sir Archibald did turn his ships around so as to tail the two German ships. 

However, the Goeben and the Breslau were able to outrun our vessels and made for 

harbor in Messina where they had previously arranged to have their coal stores 

replenished. Italian waters were neutral at the time and, since England was not yet in 

the War, Sir Archibald chose not to pursue. Instead, believing that the Goeben and the 

Breslau would head back toward North Africa or the Atlantic, Sir Archibald positioned 

the bulk of his fleet to the west of Messina. Only one cruiser, the Gloucester, was 

stationed at the mouth of the harbor.”  
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“I think I can guess what happened then.” 

“Yes. Contrary to Sir Archibald’s expectation, the Goeben and the Breslau broke out of 

the harbor at midnight — just about the time England entered the war — and headed 

east toward the Sea of Marmara. The Indomitable and the Inflexible were now helpless 

to do anything. The Gloucester gave chase, to no avail. Dense fog enabled the German 

ships to lose the cruiser. The Goeben and the Breslau were able to proceed toward the 

Dardanelles unmolested. Once there, the two ships could not pass through the 

Dardanelles under a German flag, for such an action would have constituted a violation 

of the then neutrality of the Turkish Empire. To avoid this, the Germans cannily handed 

the two ships over to the Turks after a short negotiation over price, and soon the two 

ships began to fly the Turkish flag. However, the ships remained under the command 

of the German admiral, Wilhelm Souchon, who had guided them to the Dardanelles.”  

“Amazing sleight of hand,” noted Anton. 

“Amazing is the correct word. But it gets worse. The Turks were grateful to have the two 

ships, which they renamed the Yavuz Sultan Selim and the Midilli, particularly since we 

Brits had canceled a contract predating the war to provide the Turks with two similar 

ships. Later the next month, Souchon, operating under vague orders and flying the 

Ottoman flag, set sail for Crimea. There, aided by a squad of trailing Turkish ships, 

Souchon pounded Russia’s three major littoral ports of Novorossiysk, Odessa and 

Sevastopol, making war between a previously reticent Turkey and Russia unavoidable.” 

Braxton gathered his thoughts, then he continued. “Without the two German warships, 

the Turkish Empire—already severely weakened by its war with Italy in 1911 over Libya 

and its war with Greece, Serbia, Bulgaria and Montenegro in 1912—might have stayed 

out of the Great War. If Churchill had not found the need to invade Turkey by opening 

a second front through the Dardanelles, Gallipoli would never have been fought and 

60,000 of our men—my father among them—might have been spared.” 

“I’m sorry about your father. I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but I am sure you have a 

point to make.” 

“I do. My father, Brendon Braxton, was third in command on Sir Archibald’s flagship, in 

charge of navigation and communications. When the Indomitable and Inflexible 

squadron originally passed the Goeben and the Breslau heading west, my father 

recommended that the bearing of the two German ships be reported to the Admiralty. 

However, Sir Archibald never gave the order, so no communication was made that 

might have tipped off the Admiralty and prompted it to direct the British ships lying in 

wait for the Goeben and the Breslau to assume a different posture. 
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“Soon afterward, my father was transferred to the Admiralty where Churchill asked him 

for a briefing on the entire Goeben episode. When Churchill heard about the failure to 

communicate, he was hopping mad and Sir Archibald suffered the consequences. 

However, Churchill was grateful to my father for his candor and took him under his wing. 

When Churchill was considering the assault on the Gallipoli Peninsula months later, he 

asked my father to captain a small reconnaissance boat. The boat was designed to look 

like a working fishing vessel. Its mission was to sail up the Aegean and scout the 

Dardanelles prior to the amphibious invasion. My father’s boat never made it back.”  

“Again, I’m so sorry about your father. I’m guessing the experience of the Goeben 

inspired you to enter the intelligence field and the message you are communicating is 

that, under your watch, England will not again be caught without proper intelligence.”  

“Indeed! I was a young man at the time of the Goeben affair, fresh out of Oxford. Ever 

since — and especially now, given my current position — I’ve promised myself I would 

do everything in my power to make sure England possesses the best possible 

intelligence, particularly with regard to the newly-ascendant Germany. That now brings 

us to the point of this meeting.” 

“Please, Sir. I am all ears.” 

“Hitler has been in power for a relatively short time, but already there is a momentum 

and a bellicosity that is unmistakably militaristic. When Hitler renounced the 

disarmament provisions of the Treaty of Versailles back in March of this year, I really 

began to worry. Then, when Hitler’s navy commissioned the first of a new line of U-1 

submarines last month, my whole body was on full alert. Not all of my colleagues agree 

with me, but I do not take lightly Hitler’s efforts at rearmament. I believe that if it ever 

gets to the point of war, the Germans will not make many of the mistakes they made in 

the Great War. Improbable as it may seem, I believe the Germans will try to shore up 

their eastern front with some kind of a pact with the Russians and then go after the 

countries that form Germany’s western and southern boundaries with a view toward 

gaining ultimate dominance in the Mediterranean, all the way to Suez. Suez is what 

keeps me awake at night.” 

“I have had the same misgivings and even structured a class or two around my 

concerns. Where do I come in?” 

“More accurately, your question should be phrased as, ‘Where do my wife and I come 

in?’” 

“I don’t understand.” 
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“As I’m sure you are aware, England maintains a strong military presence in Egypt, 

despite Egypt having gained independence in 1922.” 

“Yes, I try to stay abreast of matters in Egypt. I spent 17 months there during my pre-

doctoral days and have since kept up my Arabic. Also, although we were based in 

Alexandria, about three months of that time I spent in Libya.” 

“Interesting. Jason failed to mention those details, if he ever knew about them. Now that 

I know, I will tuck such information away for future use.” 

With a look of self-satisfaction, Jason playfully exclaimed, “you’re full of surprises! You’ll 

have to tell me all about your Alexandria experience before the next time I have an 

opportunity to embarrass myself. But for now, what were you doing in Libya?” 

“To make a long story short, after completing my doctoral field work but before returning 

to Germany, I was recruited by a senior faculty member to assist him with his archeology 

and anthropology studies in Egypt and Libya. I had no practical experience in either 

region, but the faculty member was influential and persuasive, so I joined him for what 

turned out to be a 17-month layover.” 

“Interesting.” 

“Yes. Among other pursuits, my professor was interested in the ancient Greek and 

Roman ruins that dotted Libya’s Mediterranean coast in the eastern part of the country. 

We spent many weeks in places like Ptolemais, an ancient Greek city that became the 

capital of the Cyrenaica region following a nasty earthquake around 365 BC, and 

Cyrene, a city known as the Athens of Africa because of the school of philosophy that 

was started there by Aristippus, a student of Socrates.  

Clearing his throat to regain the focus of his two guests, Braxton continued. “Quite 

interesting, Professor. But if I may, I would like to return to the purpose of this meeting.” 

“Of course,” replied Anton.  

“As part of our military presence, my office maintains an extensive intelligence network 

in Egypt. Through our intelligence operatives, we have determined that Walther Geitel, 

a high-ranking German officer, and his wife Lisa, both English speaking, will be 

celebrating their 25th wedding anniversary by taking a river voyage down the Nile about 

the same time your wife and you had planned yours. Their trip, however, will take 13 

days and will begin in Luxor and end in Cairo.” 

Feeling embarrassed, Jason put his hand on Anton’s shoulder and said, “Sorry, old 

friend. As I mentioned, I let it slip to Braxton that a colleague of mine was planning to 
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honeymoon on the Nile. Braxton immediately capitalized on the knowledge in a way I 

could not have predicted.” 

“That is correct. Jason meant no harm, and was merely speaking of your wife and you 

in an admiring manner. In any event, on behalf of His Majesty’s government, I would 

like to ask you to consider taking the same riverboat trip as General Geitel and his wife.” 

“You want me to spy on my honeymoon?” 

“Not so coarse an activity as spying. We would merely like you to get acquainted with 

the general and learn as much about Germany’s military intentions as you can.” 

“Not to be disrespectful, but that sure sounds like spying. In any event, such a trip would 

be impossible. First, I do not have the funds for a 13-day riverboat trip. The trip I had 

planned was a three-day trip from Aswan to Luxor. Second, neither my wife nor I have 

the clothing necessary for such a trip and do not have the current means to acquire 

such a wardrobe. Third, even if these obstacles could be overcome and even if I could 

persuade my wife to embark on her honeymoon with a wardrobe consisting of a cloak 

and a dagger, there is the critical matter of my teaching obligations. The school year 

begins the second week in September and I am committed to my teaching duties.” 

“Professor Sternbloom, we know this request is an imposition. We have no intention of 

inconveniencing you for what we would consider a great service on your part. For your 

trouble, His Majesty’s government will provide your wife and you with a suitable 

wardrobe and will pay all of your expenses, including the cost of the cruise. We will also 

provide you with a cabin on the same deck as that occupied by the general and his wife. 

In this regard, I must say in all honesty that I am a bit jealous. I am told that the Sudan, 

the boat on which the general has booked passage, is quite luxurious.” 

“Surely, the general will notice my German accent and will know from my name that I 

am a Jew.” 

“Of course he will, but we are not concerned. In fact, all of that will be revealed when 

you register for the cruise. All we want is for you to keep your eyes and ears open and 

report back anything you learn. You don’t have to amend your honeymoon plans in any 

other way. We will take care of all of the tours you may have planned. Your fluency in 

German makes you a natural for the job. Your knowledge of Arabic is icing on the cake. 

If you learn nothing, our treasury will be a little poorer. If you learn something, we will 

be forever grateful. But hopefully, your honeymoon will still have been a success.” 

“That’s a lot to consider.” 

 “Will you at least discuss my proposition with your wife?” 
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“I am truly dumbfounded. However, I understand I would not be here but for the 

importance of your proposal. I will discuss it with Vanessa, if only I can figure out where 

to begin.” 

“That is all I ask.” 

“To be honest, since my son Jonathan started school at St Paul’s, I have been feeling 

a little bit of the pinch. So, His Majesty’s willingness to pay for the trip has not gone 

unnoticed. Also, extending the river portion from three to 13 days is pure fantasy. Jason, 

if Vanessa agrees, I will be showing up for school two weeks late. Are you okay with 

that?” 

With another self-satisfied smile, Jason replied, “you work on Vanessa. I’ll take care of 

UCL.” 

“Then I guess it’s up to me.”  

It turned out to be an easy sell. Vanessa understood they would be providing an 

important service to the government. Of course, the idea of spending 13 days on the 

Nile was not unattractive, either. So, of what consequence was a little spying?  

Anton was totally taken with Vanessa’s sense of adventure and her dedication to 

country. He wondered how he had not seen these attributes before and resolved not to 

take this wife of his too lightly. 

So it was with a clear conscience and great anticipation that Anton informed Captain 

Braxton that his wife and he would be pleased to accommodate His Majesty’s 

government.  

“Excellent,” said Braxton. “Now we have to get your wife and you suitable clothing and 

schedule a briefing session or two so you will have an idea what to expect from the 

general and his wife.” 
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Chapter 20 

Cornell, a Mere Train Ride to Montreal and Kayla  

August–September 1935 

Both Jonathan and Charlie had made the Junior B football team for the Golders Green 

region. Junior B was a high-level league made up of promising young players in their 

middle-to-late teen years, such as Jonathan and Charlie. For a university-bound player, 

a successful summer in the Junior B League was a must.  

One humid Thursday afternoon near the end of the summer season, league play was 

coming to a conclusion. On the afternoon in question, the Golders Green team was 

taking on the team from St Johns Wood. The two teams had had successful summers 

and were tied for the most wins in the league. Although not billed as such, the game 

was a championship match of sorts. 

While Jonathan was warming up before the game, he noticed there were more 

observers on the sidelines than was usually the case. He assumed many of the 

observers were university representatives—a thought that pleased him greatly. 

Jonathan observed happily that his father and Vanessa were also on the sidelines. Giles 

had hoped to be at the match, but was unable to take the day off. Similarly, Saundra 

was otherwise detained at home.  

Jonathan continued to look around and noticed Heath Winston, the master of sport at 

St Paul’s School. Winston had been to at least two previous summer-league games, so 

his presence at this game was not unusual. What really intrigued Jonathan was the man 

who was with Winston. Jonathan knew that Winston had gone to Magdalen College at 

Oxford. He hoped the man with Winston, who appeared to be of similar age, was a 

representative from Oxford. Collecting himself, Jonathan soon dismissed all extraneous 

thoughts, Oxonian or otherwise, as the match was about to begin. 

Jonathan jogged on to the field and headed in the direction of his position at center 

midfield. Along the way, he ran over to Charlie and passed along a few encouraging 

words. Charlie was playing the right forward position, an up-front, offensive position that 

favored left-footed kickers such as Charlie. The combination of Jonathan passing to 

Charlie had produced a number of goals during the summer, and Jonathan wanted 

Charlie to expect the same on this August afternoon. But Jonathan was not interested 

in talking about any old pass; he had a particular pass play in mind and wanted Charlie 

to be ready. 

The St Johns Wood team proved to be quite stalwart. By the middle of the third period, 

the score was tied at one. Jonathan’s team had scored its goal on a pass from Jonathan 
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to Mickey Lane, who played left forward on the opposite side of the field to where Charlie 

played. Charlie had played an outstanding game, with two of his shots narrowly missing 

the net. Otherwise, the St Johns Wood team had done a respectable job of containing 

Jonathan and his fellow midfielders.  

Not much scouting occurred at the Junior B level. As such, the St Johns Wood team 

was not in a position to appreciate fully one of Jonathan’s most devastating attributes. 

Despite being right footed, Jonathan had the ability to launch long passes using his left 

foot. This talent eventually displayed itself in game-winning form. 

With a few minutes left in the second half, Jonathan had the ball. His immediate 

defender, knowing Jonathan was right-footed, defended against any pass Jonathan 

might wish to make to his left forward. Jonathan encouraged this defensive maneuver 

by energetically dribbling the ball toward the left side of the field. Sensing the possibility 

of boxing in Jonathan as he moved to his left while kicking the ball with his right foot, 

the St Johns fullback and middle defenseman also joined in the chase, abandoning 

momentarily their designated defensive zones. Jonathan waited for the three defenders 

to bunch themselves toward the left side of the field. At the last moment Jonathan came 

to a full stop, pivoted and, using his left foot, kicked a high pass to an expectant Charlie 

who had been lying in wait on the right side of the field.  

Because Jonathan had managed to lure the fullback and middle defenseman from their 

positions, Charlie had to beat only the right-side defenseman to the goal. This he did 

with aplomb — a quick fake to the left then an energized move to the right, and Charlie 

was past the defenseman in a flourish. The unprotected goalie made a valiant effort to 

ward off Charlie’s kick, but to no avail. The ball sailed through the upper left corner of 

the net and proved to be the winning score. 

After the game, Charlie left excitedly so he could tell Saundra about the team’s big win. 

Anton and Vanessa remained and gathered around Jonathan to congratulate him. As 

the three carried on jubilantly, Heath Winston and his companion approached them.  

“Hello, Jonathan. A well-played game! Professor Sternbloom, I am Heath Winston, 

master of sport at St Paul’s School. I believe we met at Jonathan’s intake interview last 

September.” 

“You are absolutely correct. How are you? Allow me to introduce my wife, Vanessa.” 

“The pleasure is mine, Mrs. Sternbloom. In turn, I would like to introduce my friend, St 

Paul’s classmate and colleague, Todd Wentworth. Todd is visiting from America where, 

through some inexplicable folly, he decided to take up shop some years ago. However, 

he has had the good sense to come home each summer to visit his family. He comes 

by this way every August just so he can see some of my better football players in the 
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Football Association competition leagues. I will let him introduce himself, as he has 

something he would like to say to all of you.”  

Wentworth smiled appreciatively. “Professor and Mrs. Sternbloom, I am very pleased 

to meet both of you. Jonathan, please accept my congratulations for having chosen St 

PauI’s. Heath and I spent many happy years together at St Paul’s and I am a devoted 

Pauline.” I would also like to say I enjoyed watching you play this afternoon. It’s not 

often one sees a player your age who is proficient in kicking the ball with either foot.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Wentworth. I love St Paul’s and I love football. I spend a lot of time 

preparing for both.” 

“It shows. I won’t beat around the bush. I’m here from Ithaca, New York, in America, 

where I am a lecturer in the classics at Cornell University and an assistant coach of 

soccer, known to all of you as football.  Soccer in America is not as big a sport as it is 

in Europe. However, at Cornell, we value all of our sports. More importantly, we have 

influential and wealthy alumni who revere our sports program even more than we do. 

One of these alums is a former Cornell soccer player who is very keen on seeing the 

Cornell soccer program prosper.” 

“What has that to do with my family?” asked Anton. 

“Simply this: Heath tells me that Jonathan is a very good student and is likely destined 

for Oxford. At Cornell, we like to think that we have an academic program that is as 

good as any in the world, including Oxford. We are always on the lookout for good 

students like Jonathan. And I, in particular, am always on the lookout for good soccer 

players. That is why I make it my business to come to England every August. It’s fun 

reconnecting with Heath each year, and it’s great to visit my family. But equally 

important, I am also here to see whether Heath has developed any players who are 

capable of playing soccer and thriving academically at Cornell.”   

“I might note,” said Heath, “Todd also engages in the sacrilegious practice of looking at 

football players from some of our competitors. I have tried to set him straight, but he is 

very focused on elevating talent over loyalty.” 

“I’m afraid I have been guilty of casting my net widely. But the truth is not even St Paul’s 

can generate the caliber of player I am looking for year after year. In fact, until this year, 

it’s been a number of years since I have seen a St Paul’s player who really caught my 

eye. So what I am here to say to you, Jonathan, and to you, Professor and Mrs. 

Sternbloom, is that Cornell would like Jonathan to come to America to study at our 

university and play soccer on our team.” 

“That is quite an unexpected mouthful,” said Anton. 
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“Yes,” agreed Heath Winston, now reinserting himself back in the conversation. “I would 

have warned you in advance, but I knew Todd was a bit jaundiced because of the 

absence of high caliber players at St Paul’s over the last few years. I didn’t want to say 

anything to you until he’d had an opportunity to observe Jonathan play.” 

Anton looked pensive for a moment, trying to formulate his concerns without sounding 

unappreciative as he addressed Wentworth.  

“As you are aware, I’m an academic. In such capacity, I’m familiar with the caliber of 

your university and consider your proposal to be flattering to Jonathan.  However, at 

Oxford, we would only have to pay a pittance compared to what it would cost for 

Jonathan to sail across the Atlantic and attend an expensive university in America. 

Much as we might wish to do so, assuming Jonathan was interested, we could not afford 

such an endeavor.” 

“I understand,” a smiling Winston replied knowingly. “That’s where our very committed 

alumnus enters the picture. We can arrange it so all of Jonathan’s academic, housing 

and travel expenses are defrayed, provided he maintains a good academic standing at 

the university.” 

“But why would Jonathan want to travel almost 6,000 kilometers to go to university in 

America?” 

“Because it’s worth it. Cornell is not merely one of the great universities in America; it is 

also one of the premier universities in the world. Our alumni have gone on to accomplish 

marvelous intellectual feats, including the spawning of other great American colleges. 

One of our alumni, David Starr Jordan, was the founding president of Stanford 

University, and a second, M. Carey Thomas, founded Bryn Mawr College.” 

“Interesting,” observed Anton. “I’m familiar with both of those fine institutions.” 

“I thought you would find that interesting. In addition, our campus is splendid. I think he 

will find it to be the equal of any of the colleges at Oxford, and more so. A scenic river 

runs through the college grounds and, over time, the river has carved out a mighty 

waterfall and a number of splendid gorges. In addition, Jonathan would get a chance to 

see much of America—an America where, unlike Europe, prejudice against Jews is 

beginning to fade away.” 

“That is intriguing in its own right,” observed Anton, feeling increasingly more upbeat 

about Wentworth’s proposition. 

“I’m not saying Jonathan will encounter no prejudice. He will. But with education comes 

enlightenment. In our classrooms and through our soccer program, Jonathan will 

encounter open mindedness. In addition, our soccer team plays against teams from 
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many of the other great universities and colleges in the eastern part of America. Also, 

we almost always go to a tournament in an interesting part of the country most students 

don’t have an opportunity to visit. But I’ve said enough. I wonder if I could hear from 

Jonathan.” 

“I’ve never been to America, but it does sound interesting. However, I don’t want to even 

think about going anyplace without Charlie.”  

“By Charlie, you mean the right forward on your team?” 

“Yes.” 

“I thought you might say that, Jonathan. I want to confess that, until today’s game, I 

expected to see only one player worthy of Cornell. However, after seeing how well you 

and your right forward interact, I would be very much disposed to offer both of you the 

opportunity to attend Cornell, assuming Charlie is academically qualified.” 

“He is,” said Jonathan, excitedly. “He’s almost as good a student as am I. Maybe you 

can talk to his father. They live real close to my father and me.” 

“It would be my pleasure.” 

“But, where is Ithaca and Cornell?” 

“Ithaca is in the middle of New York State in a beautiful region known as the Finger 

Lakes. The Cornell campus is built on a hill overlooking one of the Finger Lakes, Lake 

Cayuga. By train, we are about five hours from New York City, Boston and Montreal, 

and six hours from Cleveland and Philadelphia.” 

“Did you say you are a five-hour train ride from Montreal?” 

“Yes. I recently had occasion to take the train to Montreal. You have to stop in Troy, 

New York, and change trains. Even with the change of trains, it is still about five hours, 

all told.” 

“Would I have a chance to visit Montreal?” 

“Of course you would. Once soccer season is over in the middle of November, you could 

do as much traveling as your studies and your wallet permit.” 

“That would be great because my girlfriend, Kayla, who lives in South Africa, is planning 

on going to McGill University in Montreal next fall.” Turning to Anton, Jonathan asked, 

“do you think you could talk to Charlie’s father about Cornell? I know Charlie would love 

to go to America. If it doesn’t cost any more than Oxford, maybe Charlie’s father would 

agree.” 
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“Of course. I would be happy to talk to Giles. But don’t you think Vanessa, you and I 

should talk this through before we make any major decisions? After all, you would be 

almost 6,000 kilometers across the ocean for most of the year.” 

“Sure. But Kayla would be only a five-hour train ride away.” 

“Okay. We’ll talk further this evening. Mr. Wentworth, I have two last questions.”   

“By all means.” 

“What happens to Jonathan or Charlie if they are injured on the football field—I mean 

soccer field—and cannot play anymore? And by when must we give you our decision?” 

As to your first question, no person in my charge has ever been injured in the manner 

you’ve described. Were it to happen, you have my assurance—and I will provide you 

with the assurance of the university—that the boys will be able to continue at Cornell as 

if nothing had happened. As to your second question, why don’t all of you discuss my 

proposal at your leisure and get back to me in, say, a week? I will be spending the next 

ten days with my family; Heath knows how to reach me.”    

“Thank you; you are very kind. Come, Jonathan. We have lots to discuss.” 

***** 

That night, the Sternbloom household was abuzz with excitement. At the dinner table, 

Anton spoke first. “Jonathan, I gather from your enthusiastic response you might be 

interested in taking up this man, Wentworth, on his offer.” 

“Of course! Kayla would be only a five-hour train ride away.” 

“You told us Kayla had not yet been accepted. What if Kayla were not going to McGill? 

Would you still be interested in attending Cornell?” 

“She’ll get in. Her grades are better than her brother’s who already goes there.” 

Anton was about to suggest that events might not play out as Jonathan hoped.  But, 

before he could, Jonathan interjected, “if Charlie came with me, I would want to go no 

matter what.” 

Not quite sure how to evaluate his son’s response, Anton decided not to break the spell. 

“Well, I guess that does it. I’d best waste no time in discussing this matter with Giles 

and Saundra. Anton hugged Jonathan and Vanessa, than set off for the Brody’s house. 

Giles and Saundra were home; Charlie was out doing an errand. Anton did his best to 

introduce the proposal as gently as he could, knowing the shock to Giles and Saundra 

would be at least as great as it had been to Vanessa and him.   
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Anton was on target in his anticipation of Giles and Saundra’s reaction. Both were 

skeptical at the outset, until Anton told them about the arrangement for defraying 

Charlie’s cost of travel and studying.  

The three parents talked for some time. As the discussion continued, it became 

increasingly clear to Anton that, for Giles and Saundra, the conversation was not merely 

about Charlie going to America. More importantly, it was symbolic of Charlie having 

grown up and being capable of being on his own. Anton listened to Giles and Saundra 

reminisce as they discussed pros and cons. Anton suggested the two of them discuss 

the matter with Charlie and then with Todd Wentworth.   

As they parted, Giles seemed to signal the direction of his thinking in a way that 

surprised Anton. “England has been very good to my family and me, but there is never 

a time when I am not aware I am a Jew. I have heard that such self-consciousness is 

not so prevalent in America. Perhaps the greatest gift I can give my son is the 

opportunity to prosper unhindered by the fact that his ancestors are Jewish.” 

A few days later, an excited Charlie and his father came by to report they had been in 

touch with Todd Wentworth and had told him Charlie would be attending Cornell in the 

fall. Anton called Todd Wentworth to confirm Jonathan would also be attending the 

university. Then Anton uncorked the best bottle of wine in their cupboard, and fathers 

and sons hoisted a toast to England and to its offspring, America.   

With the excitement over, the Brody and Sternbloom families returned to the familiar 

tasks at hand. 
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Chapter 21 

Sleuthing on the Nile Riverboat, Sudan 

September 1935 

Though their accommodations had been cramped, Anton and Vanessa spent a pleasant 

enough time aboard ship. The Mediterranean had been calm and the freighter was on 

schedule. As they approached the Egyptian shore, they were able to catch glimpses of 

sun-drenched beaches interspersed with small towns and ancient villages. After putting 

in at Alexandria, Anton arranged for a porter to take their trunk and valises to the train 

station. Since they had a three-hour layover until their train was scheduled to leave, 

Anton suggested they do a little touring.  

Fending off the outstretched hands of the city’s countless street urchins, some as young 

as 5 or 6, Anton hailed a taxi and they were off of on their first Egyptian adventure. They 

arrived at the open-air food market in Old Town and took in the scene with amazement 

and delight. Around them stood row after row of pushcarts, each of them piled high with 

the best produce the North African coastal area had to offer — oranges, pomegranates, 

dates, figs, olives, grapes, raisins, eggplant, tomatoes and cucumbers. Vendors yelled 

out the virtues of their wares in Arabic and shoppers crowded around to assess the 

offerings of the day.  

After sitting down at an outdoor café and enjoying tea and local pastries, Anton and 

Vanessa headed back to the train station. The train for Cairo was waiting on its 

designated track. Anton and Vanessa boarded the train with their luggage. Each eagerly 

anticipated the next leg of their journey.   

A few hours later, the two alighted from the train and found themselves in Cairo’s 

Ramses Station. After a brief nap at their hotel, the happy couple made the short trek 

across the Nile to take in the three great pyramids of Giza. Built around 2,000 BC, the 

three pyramids dominated the desert landscape. Each was massive; however, one, the 

Great Pyramid, towered over the other two.  

The oldest of the seven wonders of the ancient world, the Great Pyramid rose at an 

angle of 51 degrees to a staggering height of 138 meters. It was said to have been 

constructed out of more than two million limestone blocks averaging two and half tons 

each, with some blocks exceeding 15 tons in weight. Anton and Vanessa gazed up at 

the Great Pyramid in awestruck wonder. “How did they ever do it?” thought Vanessa 

out loud, as she tried to take in the enormity of the creation that stood before her. 

“With great difficulty,” mused Anton, laughingly. “Let’s take a look at the other two 

pyramids and then head to the museum.” 
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Crowded beyond capacity, the Egyptian Museum gave off the feeling of an antiquities 

warehouse as much as an exhibit space. Anton and Vanessa were struck by everything 

they stopped to see, but their main interest was the exhibit that displayed the tomb of 

Tutankhamen. 

“Anton, look at Tutankhamen’s golden coffin. It must be close to six feet long. Have you 

ever seen anything like it? Nothing in the British Museum compares. Are those inlays 

made of turquoise?” 

“You’re right, and probably nothing ever will compare. As I mentioned, the tomb has 

overwhelmed the world of antiquities ever since its discovery and exploration in the early 

twenties. And, the infatuation is for good reason. The coffin is actually five feet eleven 

inches long. But, more importantly, as you can see, it is covered with gold — 450 pounds 

of pure gold, to be exact. No coffin has ever approached it in opulence, and that does 

not even take into account the semi-precious stones you observed.” 

Anton and Vanessa continued their tour of the museum. But after the Tutankhamun 

exhibit, everything else paled in splendor. Suddenly, Vanessa threw herself into Anton’s 

arms, tucked her face in his shoulder and began to cry.   

“What is it?” 

Wiping away her tears, Vanessa looked adoringly at her husband of two months. “It’s 

just that this museum reminds me of the first time we visited the British Museum. It was 

really our first date. If we didn’t move another step, I would call this honeymoon a 

wondrous success. I’m so grateful and so happy.” 

“Well, my love, we do have many more steps to cover. Although, we should be getting 

back to the hotel since we have an early start tomorrow on the train to Luxor. I’ll tell you 

what. We have plenty of sightseeing ahead of us. Why don’t we order dinner and wine 

in our room and really do justice to the memory of our first date?” 

“Exactly what I was thinking.  Shall we go?” 

***** 

In the morning, Anton and Vanessa returned to the train station and boarded the train 

for Luxor. Anton had never been to Luxor, but he knew the monuments were so plentiful 

and so splendid that the place was as much an outdoor museum as a city.  Vanessa 

caught Anton’s enthusiasm and she, too, could not wait. When they arrived at Luxor, 

they were not disappointed.  

The modern city of Luxor had been known as Thebes in ancient times. As far back as 

2,000 BC, the city had been a thriving river port, occupying both sides of the Nile, with 
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a population of 40,000. Ships from Nubia in the south and Phoenicia in the north carried 

valuable cargos of goods and tributes to the Theban quays. Both the Temple of Luxor 

to the south and the immense Temple of Amun, four kilometers to the north at Karnak, 

stood within its boundaries.   

On this day, Anton and Vanessa checked their bags and trunk at their hotel and set out 

for the Sharia al-Corniche, the main street running along the east bank of the Nile, where 

the Temple of Luxor was situated. After exploring the Temple, Anton and Vanessa were 

quite tired. However, they decided to walk back to their hotel in Luxor.  There, they ate 

a simple dinner, unpacked for a one-night stay and immediately fell into a deep, 

satisfying sleep.   

They awoke the next morning to a cloud-covered sky. With the aid of a porter, they 

headed for the craft that would be their home for next 13 nights. Built in 1885, with its 

upper decks constructed primarily of wood, the Sudan had the appearance of an 

elegantly appointed floating hotel. The boat boasted five suites and 18 cabins, all but 

one of which were occupied for the trip. The walls and ceiling of the salon were paneled 

in polished wood and contained seating for 46 passengers and the captain. The open-

air main decks contained wicker armchairs and lounges for leisurely viewing of the 

banks of the Nile as the ship made its way down the river. A crew of 28 tended to every 

need of the boat’s well-heeled passengers. 

Anton and Vanessa joined the other passengers as they headed up the gangway to the 

awaiting ship’s purser, who directed them to their quarters. As they walked to their cabin, 

they could feel droplets of rain as the sky began to darken. The cabin was on the 

starboard side, toward the rear of the boat, and looked out onto the east bank of the 

river. The floor was finished in an intricate parquet and the external cabin wall had large 

glass doors that provided an unobstructed view of the river. In addition to a large bed 

with a carved wood headboard, the cabin also offered a large armoire and a couch set 

off against a handsome oriental rug. The bathroom, with its porcelain sink and bathtub, 

boasted gold-plated faucets and knobs.   

After they had been in their quarters for a short time, a knock on the door signaled the 

arrival of the purser. The purser was a proper Egyptian named Ahmad who informed 

Anton and Vanessa dinner would be by assigned seating in tables of four, with couples 

rotating so that each couple would have an opportunity to sit with every other couple at 

least once during the cruise. The purser left Anton and Vanessa their seating 

assignments for the rest of the trip. Anton saw they were not scheduled to sit with 

Walther Geitel and his wife until the fifth evening. 

The rain had turned into an unrelenting downpour. It rained steadily for the next three 

days of the trip. During this time, Anton and Vanessa frequented the main salon, both 
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to make friends and, in particular, to enable Anton to initiate contact with General Geitel. 

Though Anton and Vanessa found themselves in the company of a number of engaging 

passengers, they were never able to find the general and his wife alone.   

On the afternoon of the next day, the weather began to break and the strong Egyptian 

sun finally appeared. Vanessa had a pedicure appointment. Anton decided to take 

advantage of the weather by going above decks where he could look out on the 

shoreline unobstructed by precipitation. He leaned against the railing and started to take 

in the passing scenery when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Startled, Anton turned and 

found himself looking at General Geitel. 

“I’m sorry,” said the general.  “I didn’t mean to startle you.” 

“Not a problem,” said Anton. “We’ve had so much rain of late. Now that a dry period has 

arrived, I found myself very engrossed in watching the shoreline.” 

“They warned me about booking in September,” said the general. But alas, I had only 

limited time available. However, enough with the weather! Allow me to introduce myself. 

I am General Walther Geitel. I came here to see you because I know we are scheduled 

to dine at the same table this evening.” 

“Yes, I noticed that as well. I am Professor Doctor Anton Sternbloom.” 

“Professor Sternbloom, I won’t beat around the bush. The purser has advised me you 

are a German émigré and that your wife and you are Jewish. I was concerned the two 

of you might be uncomfortable dining at the same table as a German general and his 

wife. What do you say?” 

“That is very considerate of you. I’m not sure how pleased I am with the purser revealing 

my family’s crown secrets. But, I am happy to dine with any man.” 

“I am glad to hear that. My wife, Lisa, and I are here to celebrate our 25th wedding 

anniversary and we wish to spend our time on board ship amiably and without politics. 

In that vein, I would most appreciate it if you would call me by my first name, Walther.” 

“Congratulations to your wife and you. Please call me Anton.  My wife and I are on our 

honeymoon. So we, too, are happy to spend our time without politics.” 

“Honeymoon! Congratulations to you as well. Is it your first marriage?” 

“No. My first wife died about 18 months ago.” 

“How sad. I’m very sorry for you. If I may ask, how did she die?” 
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“Please don’t misunderstand me, Walther. As with you, I do not wish to engage in 

politics. But since you asked, she died at the hands of one of your country’s SA 

butchers.” 

“Again, I’m so sorry. Eric Rohm never had a good hold on his Brownshirt thugs. That is 

one of the reasons we had to do away with him and disband his forces.” 

“With all due respect, Eric Rohm was killed because his forces were loyal to him and 

were becoming a threat to the Fuhrer and his deputies, not because his unruly thugs 

were killing too many Jews.” 

“I see we understand one another. Lisa and I look forward to meeting the new Mrs. 

Sternbloom this evening. What is her first name?” 

“Vanessa.” 

“How nice. Until this evening.”   

***** 

As the evening approached, Anton and Vanessa began to dress for dinner in the salon. 

“What color do you think the general prefers?” quipped Vanessa.   

“I don’t know my dear, but I imagine he’ll find you radiant in anything you choose to 

wear.” 

“My hero,” rejoined Vanessa. “I think I’ll wear my white chiffon dress — the one with the 

pleats. What do you think?” 

“As I said, I think you’ll be ravishing.” 

“Then, white chiffon dress it is. I’ll also wear my blue heels, though they are a bit high.” 

“They are very attractive. I’m sure they’ll be fine. But we should hurry. We don’t want to 

keep Walther and Lisa waiting.” 

Vanessa put on her undergarments, slipped into her stylishly-pleated dress and put on 

her shoes. Anton followed suit by donning a three-piece ivory-colored linen suit, a white 

cufflink shirt and a blue-satin bow tie. They were now ready for their evening of intrigue. 

Anton first stepped out of the cabin and held his hand out for Vanessa to join him. Just 

as she stepped out, the heel on one of her shoes caught on the threshold and she went 

down, emitting a wail of pain. Anton lifted her to her feet and asked if she was all right. 

“I think I might have a slight sprain.” 
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“Nothing to be gained by taking chances. I’ll get the ship’s doctor. In the meantime, I’ll 

also contact the purser so that he may let the general know we have been delayed and 

the reason why.” 

“Thank you. I feel so clumsy. I should have known these heels were too high.” 

The ship’s doctor responded to the call with alacrity. After a thorough inspection of 

Vanessa’s ankle, the doctor pronounced her fine, except for a mild sprain. He wrapped 

the ankle, suggested that Vanessa wear lower shoes and provided her with a cane. 

Holding on to the cane, Vanessa said, “I’m sure to make a fine impression with this 

implement.” 

“Don’t worry,” said Anton. “You’ll be the talk of the evening.” 

Anton and Vanessa made their way to the salon, arriving 45 minutes late. There, they 

found Walther and Lisa seated with expectant looks on their faces. Both were in more 

formal evening dress than Anton and Vanessa and both had passed the time by getting 

a head start on the evening’s wine offerings. Indeed, so much had Walther already 

consumed that he had to balance himself with one hand on the table as he stood to 

greet the Sternblooms. 

“Mrs. Sternbloom, we received word of your temporary indisposition. I hope you are all 

right.  Allow me to introduce my wife, Lisa.” 

“Thank you. I’m fine. Lisa, it is very nice to meet you. My name is Vanessa.” 

“It’s nice to meet you,” said Lisa. “Walther and I are in agreement that we should be on 

a first name basis since we are both celebrating and formality doesn’t have any role in 

our celebrations.” 

“That is fine with us. Your dress is beautiful and the pearls you are wearing are just 

stunning.” 

“Thank you, Vanessa. You look very stylish in your dress. The pearls have been in my 

family for four generations. I never get a chance to wear them in Germany because 

circumstances aren’t that good and I don’t want to give anyone the impression I’m 

showing off.” 

“I understand completely,” said Vanessa. “We’re having a bad time of it in England as 

well.” 

“Shall we order a fresh bottle of wine?” suggested Walther. “For the occasion, may I 

suggest a Rothschild vintage?” Chuckling out loud in apparent reaction to the 

cleverness of his forthcoming attempt at humor, Walther said gaily, “We may have our 
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issues with the Jews of Germany, but we are very appreciative of the Jewish vintners 

of France.” 

“That would be excellent,” said Anton, hiding his disgust. 

Trying to redirect the conversation, Lisa interjected: “We have three children, two of 

them grown. Do you have any children, Vanessa?” 

“I’m afraid not. My first husband died very early in the Great War, before we had a 

chance to have children.” 

“I’m so sorry,” said Lisa. 

“Where did he fall?” asked Walther. 

“He was a doctor. He was trying to aid our forces at the Battle of the Marne.” 

“Very noble. I, too, am sorry. I was also at the Marne. We should never have lost that 

battle, but our supply lines were too thin because our politicians had joined battle with 

the Russians in the east. How they could have been so shortsighted is beyond me. 

Imagine, allying themselves with the Austrians knowing the Russians were mobilizing 

in support of Austria’s nemesis, the Serbs! A little diplomacy would have gone a long 

way. We would have ridden roughshod over Paris and the war would have been over 

in a month. But alas, one cannot rewrite history. Next time, however, we will not make 

the same mistake.” 

“What do you mean by that?” asked Anton, sensing his first opportunity to harvest a 

little intelligence. “Do you think there will be another war?” 

“How can there not be?” declaimed Walther, spitting as his words left his mouth. I know 

we agreed not to talk politics.  But England, France and the others have all but brought 

us to our knees through reparations and territorial contraction.“ 

“But after all the men you lost in the Great War, why would you want to engage in 

another war?” 

“Ask that question to our German brethren who live under Czech rule in the Sudetenland 

or under Polish rule in western Poland or under French rule in the Rhine Valley. They 

will tell you how our proud Teutonic stock has been made to bend insufferably under 

oppressive foreign rule.” 

“But Walther, surely you must realize you would again have to fight a two-front war and 

that the results would again be disastrous!” 



  172 

“I know no such thing. Who knows? Maybe our Fuhrer will be smart enough to make a 

deal with the Russians before taking any action to restore what is rightfully ours.” 

“You think the communists would align themselves with Hitler?” 

“My poor, benighted Professor Sternbloom, the Russians have done it before when it 

served their interests. Recall the Entante of 1907 between the Russians and the 

Austrians.” 

“You’ve made your point.” 

“Let’s move on to a more cheerful topic,” said Lisa in her most diplomatic manner.  

“Anton, do you have any children?” 

“Yes, I do. I have a son who is in his last year of St Paul’s School in London. He will 

attend Cornell University in America next fall.”  

“I’ve heard of St Paul’s School. After attending such a prestigious school, your son 

would be a natural candidate for Oxford or Cambridge. So, for him to choose Cornell 

must mean it’s a very fine place.” 

“It is,” said Anton. “And, they are going to pay his way because they want him to play 

football there.” 

“If you don’t mind my saying so,” blurted out Walther, “you Jews can find ways of not 

paying for things.” 

“I’m not sure what you mean by that. I should advise you that Jonathan was recruited 

to play football for Cornell even though he’d never heard of it.” 

“I don’t doubt it,” said Walther. “It would be nice if all of the Jews in Germany could be 

recruited in such a manner.” 

“Why do you say that?” asked Anton, again doing his best to hold back his soaring 

anger. “All that Germany’s Jews have ever wanted is to live like other Germans, 

assimilate and contribute to the betterment of all. That’s why Jews have worked so hard 

and that’s why Jews have succeeded in Germany beyond all expectations.” 

“But, such assimilation cannot be allowed to happen.” 

“Why?” 

“Because, as Augustine pointed out more than 1,500 years ago, you Jews have been 

condemned to wander for the sin of killing Christ. No good German can allow the killers 

of Jesus to assimilate, let alone succeed beyond expectations as you put it.” 
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“Walther, you, yourself, have bemoaned at how poorly your own people are treated as 

minorities in other countries. Doesn’t that provide you with a basis for being sympathetic 

with the plight of Germany’s Jews?” 

“There is no parallel,” said Walther heatedly. “Rightful German land has been taken 

away from the fatherland in Poland, Czechoslovakia and France and our people within 

those lands are being mistreated. You Jews have no rightful place in Germany. And the 

more of you who figure that out and go to places like America, the better.” 

With this last outburst, Walther became silent as the waiter arrived with the meals they 

had ordered. All four had ordered Nile perch with duchess potatoes, preceded by an 

appetizer of squab cooked in a sherry sauce. The delightful meal was eaten in near 

silence with only Vanessa and Lisa exchanging a few lighthearted remarks. 

After dinner, the waiter came by and offered a variety of aperitifs. Anton and Vanessa 

respectfully declined, but Walther and Lisa ordered citrus liquors. After Walther and Lisa 

had had a few sips of their drinks, Anton, feeling somewhat emboldened, asked Walther 

what the Germans would do in a new war to offset the maritime might of the British 

navy. Walther answered with a combination of bravado and insobriety. “Our shipyards 

are operating almost at capacity; indeed, almost to the point where finding skilled help 

is becoming a problem. But to be more specific, the next war is going to be fought under 

the seas. Germany already has begun to launch a new class of underwater boats that 

will have the capacity to interfere with shipping in all maritime waterways.” 

Not wanting to stretch his luck, Anton suggested they say goodnight. Walther agreed 

but insisted they continue the conversation another evening. Anton didn’t know whether 

he was delighted or depressed with the prospect of enduring another evening with the 

general. However, he expressed enthusiastic agreement. Since both couples had 

commitments for the next two nights, they agreed to meet for dinner in three evenings’ 

time. 

“Good night, Professor; good night, Vanessa,” said the general. “I hope I haven’t been 

too ill-mannered.” 

“Not at all,” said Anton.  “You’ve provided us with much to think about.”  

***** 

The next few days were bright and sunny. Anton made every attempt to make himself 

accessible to Walther. However, the general and Lisa always seemed busy.  So, Anton 

and Vanessa spent their time enjoying the timeless shore scenery as the boat made its 

way north along the Nile. Vanessa’s ankle healed rapidly and she was delighted to be 

away from the Geitels for a few more days.  
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In the evenings, Anton and Vanessa sat with two couples whom they had not previously 

met. One such couple, Grant and Stephanie Patterson, were Americans from Niagara, 

New York. Grant owned a company that made hydraulic generators used to harness 

the energy from the Niagara River as it rushed south from the falls. He was clearly a 

man of means and had no hesitancy in making his guests aware of his many commercial 

successes. Stephanie was generally quiet, but spared no enthusiasm in cheering on 

her husband as he besieged Anton and Vanessa with stories of his exploits.  

Grant was delighted to hear Jonathan would be attending Cornell University, as the 

Patterson’s two sons were recent graduates of the institution. Grant did his best to 

reinforce the notion that Cornell was one of the finest and most beautiful universities in 

America. He offered a standing invitation for Jonathan to visit them in Niagara and noted 

that nearby Buffalo was a mere two-hour train ride from Ithaca.   

Finally, the evening arrived when the Sternblooms were again scheduled to have dinner 

with the Geitels. This time, there were no mishaps that caused anyone to be late. So 

when Anton and Vanessa arrived at the table on schedule, they found a sober Walther 

seated with his wife. Lisa was once again beautifully adorned, this time in a lovely, indigo 

chiffon dress.   

The general rose to greet Anton and Vanessa, and said, “My friends, it’s good to see 

you again. Lisa tells me I behaved somewhat boorishly at our dinner the other evening. 

I hope I did not say anything too offensive. But if I did, I plan to make amends this 

evening. I’m also afraid I spent a lot of time talking about myself and never gave the two 

of you time to say very much. So let’s start with you, Anton.  Where did you serve during 

the war?” 

“First let me say that no offense was taken on our part. We enjoyed the evening and 

are glad we will have the pleasure of your company again this evening. In recognition, 

I’ve taken the liberty of ordering one of the ship’s best sparkling vintages.  Ah, I see that 

it is about to arrive.” 

“Thank you” said Walther, as the waiter poured the sparkling wine into four decorated 

flutes. Taking up one of the delicate glasses, Walther raised a toast to Lisa and 

Vanessa. After they had all taken a sip, Walther encouraged Anton to proceed, as 

Walther gulped down the wine that remained in his glass. 

“Well, I’m afraid my story is really not very exciting. I had spent most of my dissertation 

years in German East Africa. So although I had not been on the western side of the 

continent, I guess the War Office thought my skills would be best used if I were stationed 

in another German colony in southern Africa; this time, German South-West Africa. I 

remained there for most of the war until I was felled with Yellow Fever and almost died. 

By the time I got better, the war was over and I returned to the University of Hamburg.” 
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“Now I know what has been on the back of mind,” said the general. “Didn’t you write 

something while you were in German South-West Africa about German racial 

superiority that made you an instant celebrity with the German press?” 

“Walther, I think what you have in mind is an academic article I wrote before the war 

when I was doing research on the other side of the continent.” 

“Could be; I’m a little hazy. Maybe you can fill us in?” 

“Yes, Anton,” said Vanessa, her back noticeably stiffening as she tried to comprehend 

what Walther was asking. “Please tell us what Walther is talking about. It doesn’t sound 

quite like you!” 

“Agreed. I think I can explain.” 

“I’m all ears, my love.” 

“Here goes. For my dissertation research, I spent a lot of time—three years to be 

exact—analyzing the native peoples of German East Africa. Conditions were quite 

primitive and, from one day to the next, I was never sure about food or safety. But, that 

is an aside. My dissertation focused on the Matumbi and Ngoni people who lived on the 

coast. I was interested in how the development of the Ngonis, who were Muslim, differed 

from that of the non-Muslim Matumbis. Though my primary interest went back to the 

pre-colonial era prior to 1880, I, nevertheless, couldn’t avoid looking into the rebellion 

they initiated not too many years before my arrival, since that unfortunate episode 

occupied such an important place in the life of those two peoples.” 

“Agreed,” observed Walther. “There was a lot of press back home about the revolution. 

I was a busy young officer on assignment at the time, so I did not follow it too intently.” 

“I’m not sure you will want to hear about it now. But since you raised the matter, I will 

recount my research as best as I can recall.” 

“I’m sure there will be no problem. Please proceed.” 

“Thank you. Walther, you may not remember, but our colonial office in east Africa had 

established agricultural policies that maximized our return from cash crops such as sisal 

and cotton.” 

“You’re right. I really don’t recall. But I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised since 

maximizing the benefit to the fatherland was, of course, the primary reason for such 

colonies.” 
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“Correct. However, the policies also had the effect of skewing production away from the 

food crops that fed the local population. As a result, these practices greatly benefitted 

our economic interests, but also greatly disfavored the local Matumbis.” 

At this point, Geitel couldn’t hold back his exasperation. “Enough with the sentimentality. 

We’re talking about pagans, and black ones at that.” 

“I told you that you might not like my recitation. But since you initiated it, you might allow 

me to continue.” 

“You are correct. Those are the agreed-upon rules. I apologize for my intemperate 

remark.” 

“No apology necessary,” replied Anton as he thought to himself, however, a head 

cleaning might suffice. Anton suppressed the thought and continued. “When drought 

overtook the region in 1905, the agricultural policies I’ve described contributed to what 

became known as the Maji Maji Rebellion. The rebellion lasted for almost a year, but 

came to a disastrous end for the Matumbis as well as the Ngonis who later joined them.” 

“How did it happen?” asked Vanessa who, having taken in Anton and Walther’s low-

level sparring, was feeling a little more comfortable with what her husband’s role might 

have been in chronicling the Maji Maji affair.  

“It’s a bit strange. The Matumbis had been duped by a local medicine man, named 

Kinjikitile Ngwale, into believing that they could drink a war medicine, known as maji—

thus, the Maji Maji Rebellion—and become immune to German bullets. At first, the Maji 

insurgents were successful in attacking small German outposts. However, about a 

month into the rebellion, the rebels came up against German machine guns and realized 

that the medicine did not make them immune to German armaments. By then, it was 

too late. Nevertheless, the rebellion dragged on, particularly after the Ngoni people 

chose to join ranks with the Matumbi. However, in October of that year, 1,000 German 

reinforcements arrived and, by the next spring, the entire region was once again quiet. 

Taking into account the dislocations caused by the fighting as well as the drought, an 

estimated 200,000 to 300,000 natives were thought to have died during the Maji Maji 

Rebellion.” 

“The rebellion was clearly a disaster for the local people,” noted Vanessa, stating what 

she saw as the obvious. “So, why did your article attract so much attention?” 

“Well, it’s true that the rebellion had cataclysmic consequences for the local people, 

especially the Matumbis. But for the Germans, it was thought to be a great success. In 

addition, once the insurrection had been quieted, our foreign office installed a better-

run colonial authority that managed to win over the obedience of the local people. My 
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article, which, in part, chronicled those events became a favorite of the pre-War German 

supremacists.” 

“I still don’t understand. Why would the conquest of such a poor, superstitious tribe of 

natives by one of the strongest military powers in Europe be seen as anything more 

than a lopsided massacre?” 

“You are, of course, correct. But, one has to look at the episode from the standpoint of 

the German sense of cultural superiority. It’s a theory that seems to have returned under 

the Nazis.” 

“Now, now,” said Walther, who was trying to balance his increasing irritation with his 

commitment to hear Anton out. 

“Excuse me. I will be more restrained. Allow me to continue.” 

“By all means. I did not mean to interrupt.” 

“The German political establishment felt that the Maji Maji Rebellion demonstrated the 

superior racial status of the German people and also the inferiority of the Matumbi 

people who had been so gullible as to believe that the maji medicine could melt German 

bullets. In addition, the success of the colonial office after the rebellion was also cited 

as a shining example of how German efficiency could keep lesser peoples in line.” 

At Anton’s reply, Vanessa was again showing signs of discomfort. “I know you at least 

well enough to recognize that you would never believe in that thought process.” 

“Of course not. Admittedly, all colonial powers of the day, including England, believed 

that they were superior to their colonial subjects. But, that was largely from the 

standpoint of might. However, I and most other reputable anthropologists had long 

rejected the view that races were endowed with characteristics and traits that enabled 

one group of people to claim racial superiority over another.” 

“Ah,” exclaimed Walther. “Now it comes back to me. But, that’s not the way the German 

press reported your work.”   

“Alas, you are correct. From my point of view, it was a perversion arising from the fact 

that I was Jewish. I think the German press took great satisfaction in crediting a Jewish 

work to support the cynical notion that races have different characteristics with the result 

that some are destined to rule over others. I was too busy, or maybe just too indifferent 

at the time, to spend much effort refuting the underpinnings of my newly-obtained fame. 

However, shortly after the war, I spent a year as a visiting teacher in England. There, I 

worked with Sheldon Lerner from Columbia, who was also visiting, and who, Vanessa 

knows, is still one of my closest colleagues. Together, we did our best to debunk, in 



  178 

general, the notion of racial superiority and, in particular, the conclusions reached by 

the German press with regard to my article.” 

“Oh, so that’s how you met Lerner,” exclaimed Vanessa. 

“Yes. But though our work attracted considerable attention in the English-speaking 

world, little notice was taken in Germany. Before long, I had returned to Hamburg and 

was focusing on other things, particularly since we lost our African colonies following 

the War.” 

“But, surely, you can’t question that there are differences between races?” interjected 

Walther. “Take you Jews, for example.” 

Now, Anton’s displeasure was getting the best of him. Even so, he tried to temper his 

response. “I was raised as an assimilated Jew,” responded Anton with noticeable 

annoyance. “Of course my ancestors were different in the beliefs they held. But why 

should that make them superior or inferior to anybody, including Germans of pure Aryan 

stock?” 

“Now, I’m afraid, you have gotten to the heart of it. You must realize, my dear Anton, 

that your people have been despised for almost two millennia. Why do you think that is 

so?” 

“Pray, tell me,” responded Anton who was feeling more agitated with each passing 

moment. 

“Because any people who have consigned themselves to the depths of purgatory by 

rejecting the Son of God are morally deficient. And, no people who demonstrate such 

moral callousness can be allowed to live within the midst of good, God-fearing 

Christians.” 

Vanessa could see Anton was about to explode. In an effort to intercept him before he 

undermined the purpose of being with the Geitels, she searched her mind for a more 

benign question she could throw her husband as a lifeline. Of course, she thought: 

Alexandria! 

“General, we were just in Alexandria where Anton spent a considerable amount of time 

after his research in East Africa. Honey, why don’t you tell Walther and Lisa about your 

adventures in Alexandria? I’ve heard a little, of course, but, I don’t think I have heard 

the whole story.” 

Anton immediately grasped the import of Vanessa’s question, sipped his wine 

appreciatively and began. “As I was completing my field work in German East Africa, a 

professor who held appointments in both the archaeology and anthropology 
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departments at Hamburg asked me to assist him in some research he was doing in 

Alexandria, Egypt. Earnest Gottlieb was the professor’s name and he was very senior 

and very influential. He knew I was finishing my research and asked me if I could help 

him on my way home. He said I could work on my dissertation while assisting him. I 

thought he would be instrumental in having my dissertation accepted and, indeed, he 

pulled some strings to become my dissertation advisor.” 

“Fortuitous,” said Walther.  

“Yes. But, I had no idea that my work with him would last for 17 months. The upside 

was that I learned a lot about ancient Egypt and we did some interesting fieldwork both 

in Egypt and in neighboring Libya. I also picked up a fair bit of Arabic. It came about 

very pleasantly, through my Arab family.” 

At this, everyone looked at Anton. Their expressions communicated both curiosity and 

fascination. 

“I see I got your attention. Here is how it happened. Gottlieb had an Arab colleague, an 

Egyptian named Abdul Khalil. Abdul had a lovely wife and two very promising sons, 

Mustafa and Zeyad. Abdul was an accomplished archaeologist who had grown up in 

Benghazi, Libya. He had studied in Italy and Germany and spoke German quite well, 

but he didn’t have a very good command of English and needed it to advance in Egypt. 

Of course, I didn’t have any command of Arabic, but I was pretty good in English as well 

as German. So, we decided to teach one another.”  

“How mutually productive,” observed Vanessa. 

“It was. We met a couple times a week, usually at Abdul’s house over dinner, so I really 

got to know the family and they got to know me. Often, Abdul’s sons would remain at 

the table after dinner while Abdul and I were teaching one another. So, I actually wound 

up teaching all of them. Mustafa, owing to his age and more nimble mind, was a far 

better student than his brother, Zeyad. But, Mustafa had some hilarious pronunciation 

problems. He could not pronounce words such as precious, luscious or vicious without 

employing a hard c. We used to laugh and laugh. After I left Alexandria, Abdul and I 

maintained a correspondence in both Arabic and English.  However, toward the end of 

the war, our communication came to an end.  

“What happened?” asked Walther, with sincere interest. 

“I never found out, although I heard rumors that Abdul had been an innocent victim of 

the war and was killed while doing archaeology work just before hostilities ended in 

Palestine. Of course, I lost contact with his family. However, over the years, I kept up 
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my familiarity with the language by befriending Arabic graduate students at the 

university and maintaining a dialogue in their native tongue.” 

As Anton finished, Vanessa observed that the stories about Alexandria had helped to 

relax the general. Though she knew it might not be her place, she decided to capitalize 

on matters by directing the conversation toward Walther. After all, she reasoned to 

herself, any question I ask will probably come across as innocent womanly curiosity. 

“Walther, I have a lifetime to learn about my husband. Please tell us a little more about 

yourself. What kind of work do you expect to be doing for the German army?” 

“I will be happy to do so,” said Walther, “at least until our dinner arrives.” 

As Anton looked on appreciatively, Vanessa continued. “Wonderful. Last time, you were 

so good as to tell us how your colleagues were rebuilding Germany’s military.  Are you 

one of the leaders of this effort or do you have other things to do?” 

“Of course, I am one of the leaders, Vanessa,” replied the general sneeringly. “I chair 

the Reich’s military planning for all of Africa.” 

At this point, Lisa, who was aware her husband had had a lot to drink, attempted to 

discourage him from continuing. “Dear, maybe we should talk about something else.” 

But, Walther was not to be denied. Taking another large sip of his wine, the general 

swept away his wife’s comment with a dismissive motion of his hand. “Lisa, since when 

am I to be deprived of the opportunity to talk about our glorious military? We are among 

friends. I will proceed as I wish.” 

Downcast, Lisa sat back in her chair wondering what faux pas her husband was likely 

to commit in his well-oiled state. “Okay, dear. But, please give Vanessa and me a 

chance to join in the conversation.” 

“Thank you. Vanessa appears content to hear what I have to say. May I continue?” 

“By all means, dear.” 

“Now, Vanessa, as I was saying, I have the honor of serving the Fuhrer by coordinating 

planning for the African continent. Indeed, after this cruise, Lisa and I will be heading 

toward Suez so that I may better understand the geography of North Africa.” 

“That is quite fascinating, Walther. But, why would Germany be interested in Africa?  

After all, Germany no longer has any colonies in Africa.” 

“That is correct. But, look at it from the perspective of the Reich. We have been 

humiliated. Our lands have been taken away from us. We have been forced to pay 
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backbreaking reparations. Our economy has been made to sink in inflation. Amidst all 

of this devastation, how do you suppose we are to regain our former glory?” 

“I guess I don’t know,” said Vanessa, in the most innocent tone she could muster.   

“By force. And when that happens, as it inevitably will, what do you think the other 

countries of Europe will do?” 

“What?” 

“I’ll tell you,” said Walther testily, as he lightly slurred his words. “They will respond in 

kind.” 

“But, as my husband pointed out the other evening, that would mean war!” 

“It would indeed. And when that time comes, we will have to fight on both land and sea.” 

“I guess that’s right,” said Vanessa, with a continuing air of innocence. 

“Precisely. And if you were to identify the two most important seas on which a maritime 

campaign would be fought, what would they be?” 

“I guess the North Sea and the Mediterranean.” 

“Exactly,” responded the general, his words now coming more rapidly and dissonantly. 

“Of these two, the Mediterranean holds the greatest key to success because it supports 

shipping from both the east and the west. In the event of war, that shipping, my dear, 

will be vulnerable to hostilities from both southern Europe and northern Africa. 

Controlling all of southern Europe would be a major effort. But, controlling northern 

Africa—there we have much lower lying fruit. And I am the senior fruit picker.” 

Dinner arrived and, with enthusiasm, Walther dove in and the evening’s discussion 

ended. After the two couples had said their goodbyes, Anton and Vanessa walked to 

the upper deck to view the shoreline under the light of a near-full moon.  Gazing 

affectionately at his wife, Anton suddenly picked her up by the waist and swung her 

around, just as he had done when they had first begun courting. 

“What was that all about?” asked a knowing Vanessa.   

“Don’t tease me,” said Anton. “You were magnificent at dinner and you know it.” 

Delighted in her newly-acquired recognition and feeling somewhat mischievous from 

the evening, Vanessa put one hand behind Anton’s neck and kissed him passionately.  

Consumed with desire and giddy from the success of the evening, Anton and Vanessa 

rushed back to their cabin.   
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In the Geitels’ cabin, an appraisal of a very different kind was taking place.  Walther was 

feeling the effect of a heavy night of drinking and Lisa was applying an ice pack to the 

head of her bibulous husband. She spoke cautiously as she ministered to her husband. 

“You know Walther, you were not yourself toward the end of the evening.” 

“How so, my dear?” 

“I’m afraid the wine may have gotten to your head.” 

“Was I acting out of place?” 

“You were slurring a bit and talking in an agitated way.” 

“About what?” 

“Well, about German military intentions.” 

“You don’t say?” replied Walther as he maneuvered himself to an upright position. “Was 

I boring our guests?  

“No, my dear. That’s the funny thing. Our guests, as you call them, had every reason to 

be bored. However, to the contrary, they seemed to get more interested as your speech 

became more loose and your subject matter more militaristic.” 

Now scowling, the general’s face took on a sinister look. “Lisa, you’ve done me a 

service, one which we will of course keep to ourselves. However, the day will yet come 

when our friends, the Sternblooms, will regret their attentiveness at my expense.”  
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Chapter 22 

Time Flies 

October 1935-August 1936 

Soon after returning home, Anton met with Alexander Braxton at Braxton’s SIS office. 

Anton was considerably more relaxed than when he had first met Braxton.  A young 

assistant brought in tea then took his leave, and the two men sat down to talk.  

Braxton spoke first. “Anton, if I may call you by your first name, first tell me about the 

personal side of your trip. Did Mrs. Sternbloom and you enjoy yourselves?” 

“Alex, if I may, in turn, call you by your first name, our trip more than exceeded 

expectations. Thanks to our arrangement, we had a wonderful cabin on the Sudan and 

were able to take in sights that never would have been possible had our river trip been 

limited to the original three or four days. Also, the accommodations in both Cairo and 

Luxor were excellent. If you haven’t been to Luxor, you’re missing one of the great 

antiquities displays found anywhere.” 

“I have been to Luxor — not long after Tutankhamen’s treasures were unearthed —and 

I am delighted Vanessa and you had a good time there. Now tell me about our friend, 

the general.” 

Anton had prepared for the meeting. Even so, he was still unsure of where to begin.  

So, he decided to say whatever he considered important and not worry about the 

sequence in which it was presented. “I first want to remind you that I am neither a military 

man nor an intelligence officer.” 

With a wave of his hand, Alex discouraged Anton from any further expressions of 

inadequacy. “If I had thought you weren’t up to the job, I would’ve sent you packing the 

first time I met you. Now, what was the general like and what did he say?” 

“Remarkably, the general was remarkably loose lipped. With the aid of a few expensive 

vintages for which His Majesty’s government will be bearing the expense, General 

Geitel was more than cooperative in talking about the Reich’s military plans.” 

“I’m glad to hear that, but I’m disappointed my boys didn’t inform me in advance of the 

general’s propensity to drink. You would have been better informed and it might have 

made your mission easier.” 

“You needn’t worry on that score, Sir. The first evening we met the Geitels, the general 

was well on his way to a tipsy state before we even arrived at the dinner table.” Anton 
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then went on to describe Vanessa’s sprained ankle and how they had been delayed for 

the first of their two dinners with the general and his wife. 

“How convenient!” exclaimed Alex. “We owe a debt of gratitude to Mrs. Sternbloom’s 

ankle.” 

“You owe her more than that, as I will explain.  But, allow me to continue. First, as you 

are well aware, Germany is rearming. But, as you have only surmised, the general made 

it very clear the purpose of the Reich’s rearmament was to position it for another war if 

required to enable Germany to regain what it views as its rightful territory.” 

“I had more than surmised their intentions, but it is immensely useful for you to confirm 

them.” A scowl suddenly crossed Alex’s brow as he continued. “The problem is that our 

politicians are still too stunned from the Great War to even consider the possibility that 

an expansionist and well-armed Germany is just on the horizon. It’s going to take quite 

a sales job to disabuse them of their pacifist tendencies. But, I am curious, did the 

general say how the Reich would avoid the kind of two-front confrontation that led to its 

disastrous defeat in the Great War?” 

“In a way, he did. He speculated Hitler would not pursue his irredentist objectives without 

first obtaining some kind of understanding with the Russians.” 

“Hard to swallow, but not preposterous. Getting the politicians to believe such a thing is 

possible, but will be a very hard sell. And what about Africa and the Suez?” 

Here, Anton told how the general had goaded him to the point where he would have 

exploded had it not been for Vanessa. Anton then related how Vanessa’s seemingly 

guileless questions had led to the subject of the Reich’s military aspirations in northern 

Africa. 

“So, I am right to stay up at night worrying about Suez!” exclaimed Alex.   

“Unfortunately, the answer is yes. In fact, the general specifically stated that after the 

river trip, his wife and he were heading for Suez to do what I would call reconnaissance.” 

“I’ll have to give that some thought,” replied Alex. As he got up to indicate the meeting 

was drawing to a conclusion, he playfully asked Anton if there was a German equivalent 

to the expression, no good deed goes unpunished.”   

“I’m afraid I don’t recognize the expression,” said Anton. 

“Basically, it means that, having proven your worth to England in your recent capacity, 

she may feel the need to call upon you for similar services in the future.  Would you be 

amenable to a future overture from this office?” 
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Anton’s first instinct was to equivocate in some way. But, then he thought about the 

sanctuary he had found in England and how his love for Vanessa had been nurtured on 

English soil. Without further thought he responded, “It would be my honor, Sir.”  

***** 

When Anton arrived home, he found Giles, Saundra and Vanessa waiting for him. Giles 

and Saundra had just received a letter from Lorenz, which they wanted to show Anton. 

The letter had a Copenhagen postmark. As he handed the letter to Anton, Giles 

observed that Lorenz and his family had moved to Denmark following the enactment of 

an odious new law aimed at Germany’s Jews. Anton read the letter out loud so Vanessa 

could hear its contents. 

Dear Giles and Saundra: 

First, Agatha sends her love, as do Sarah and Werner. At 12 years of age, 

Sarah is beginning to look like a young woman and has developed into a 

very poised dancer. She, more than anyone else, is the reason why 

Agatha and I have chosen to leave our home of so many years in 

Geesthact and move to Copenhagen.  

As you both know, I have been exploring the possibility of working in 

Copenhagen ever since the episode involving the late Hannah 

Sternbloom. Finally, I landed an offer from Ericson, a Danish construction 

company. Even then, I had my doubts about moving. This, despite the fact 

that assaults against Germany’s Jews, primarily at the hands of 

longstanding members of the Nazi Party, the Alter Kampfer, had reached 

alarming levels. However, last week in Nuremberg, at the seventh Nazi 

Party Rally, Hitler and his Nazi henchmen made it impossible for my family 

and me to remain in the country. 

Supposedly, Hitler was going to deliver a speech supporting Italy’s 

territorial ambitions in Ethiopia. However, fearing his message would be 

seen by the rest of the world as an endorsement of naked aggression, 

Hitler changed the substance of his presentation. Bending to the 

entreaties of the Alter Kampfer, Hitler announced the enactment of several 

measures designed to preserve German purity at the expense of the 

country’s Jewish inhabitants.   

First, the Law for the Protection of German Blood and German Honor 

prohibited marriage and extramarital sexual relations between Jews and 

Aryan Germans. Second, the Reich Citizenship Law declared those not 
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of Aryan blood, specifically the Jews of the country, were no longer 

citizens. 

You might ask how the Reich would define one as a Jew. Initially, there 

was no definition. Then I heard that a Jew, such as Agatha, who was 

married to an Aryan, such as me, would be exempt from the reach of the 

law, as would children such as ours who have one Aryan parent. However, 

I then heard the Alter Kampfer were not satisfied with so liberal a reading 

of the law and they wanted ‘Mischlings,’ Jews married to Aryans, to be 

treated the same as other Jews, so as to be denied all benefits of 

citizenship. 

I don’t know how far the new laws will go. But, I immediately began to fear 

for Agatha and worried about the hardships to which she might be 

subjected. I was even more fearful for my children, especially my beautiful 

Sarah who would be blossoming in such an inhospitable place.  So, I told 

Ericson I would accept its offer.   

With the assistance of Arno Bernthe and his Danish relatives, we have 

found quite acceptable lodging on Gothersgade Street in the vicinity of the 

Kobenhavn Synagogue. Our apartment is clean and we are not far from 

the Botanical Gardens and other beautiful spots in the city. But, as Anton 

Sternbloom must know, it’s not easy leaving one’s home of so many years 

and abruptly moving to a new country. Thanks to Arno, our finances are 

intact and we may even fetch a small amount for our home.  However, we 

cannot avoid the sensation of suddenly being adrift.  

Now that we are out of Germany, Agatha and I hope we can come to 

England for a visit. Until then, I remain your loyal brother-in-law.   

Lorenz Kreisler 

After reading the letter, Anton looked up with sadness in his eyes. Resignedly, he 

handed back the letter to Giles and whispered in a doleful tone, “What is happening to 

the world? Where will we Jews find acceptance?” 

***** 

Even great anticipation cannot accelerate a distantly planned event. And, so it was with 

life at the Sternbloom and Brody households. After the almost breathtaking excitement 

of deciding Jonathan and Charlie would go to school in America, the day-to-day 

requirements of life in London served to bring both families back to earth.   



  187 

However, life, of course, was no longer the same. Jonathan and Charlie read everything 

they could about Cornell and even began to follow American-style tackle football. As it 

was, they might have channeled their energy more profitably elsewhere. Cornell’s 

football team lost six out of seven games that season, its only win being a late season 

tie with Columbia. The school’s soccer results were no more encouraging. Though 

Cornell had won the intercollegiate soccer championship in 1934, the 1935 season 

belonged to Yale. Cornell’s soccer team had lost its championship form and the team 

lost more games than it had won the preceding season. But, undaunted, the boys spent 

hour upon hour fantasizing about life in America.   

Jonathan maintained his torrid correspondence with Kayla and was beside himself with 

joy when Kayla reported she’d been accepted to McGill and planned to matriculate there 

in the fall. Jonathan already knew he would have no free weekends until the break for 

the American Thanksgiving. So, Kayla and he were busily planning Jonathan’s visit to 

Montreal during the Thanksgiving break. 

***** 

In November, Columbia Press published the book Anton and Sheldon Lerner had been 

working on. Entitled The Climatic, Geographical and Historic Origins of Mankind, the 

book chronicled the environmental and cultural influences that had shaped the 

development of mankind on the European and African continents. The book was so 

much a success that Anton started receiving offers for speaking engagements from 

groups as diverse as the Anthropology Society of Cambridge to the International 

Congress of Linguists who were having their fourth international assembly in 

Copenhagen early in 1936. As the latter invitation would afford Anton the opportunity to 

meet Lorenz Kreisler, not to speak of Agatha, Sarah and Werner, he jumped at the 

opportunity.   

The time for the conference arrived and, once again, Anton found himself on a freighter 

navigating the North Sea. How little time has passed since I left Germany, he thought, 

as he stood on the upper deck looking out at the waves. But, how much has transpired.   

Faster than Anton expected, the freighter arrived in Copenhagen. Anton had no sooner 

left the gangway then he saw a sign with his name on it being bobbed up and down by 

an adorable, blond girl of 13. Anton rushed over to Sarah Kreisler, who gave him a big 

hug. Lorenz, Agatha and young Werner also greeted Anton with hugs. The family had 

a car waiting and, together, the five of them made their way back to the Kreisler’s’ 

apartment. 

“How is Saundra?” asked Agatha.   



  188 

“She and Giles are great. And I suppose you know Charlie and my son, Jonathan, are 

going to university in America next year where they will play soccer, the American name 

for football, at Cornell University.” 

“Yes, we know all about that,” said Agatha, “and we are very proud.” 

With as much appreciation as he could convey, Anton, his gratitude overflowing, 

addressed his host.  “There is no way I can repay you for what you did in tracking down 

Hannah’s murderer.” 

“There’s nothing you need say. We’re all family and what I did was for family. I actually 

owe you a debt. For, it was the tragic circumstances of your wife’s death that really 

made me aware of how far my fellow Germans had fallen and how important it was for 

my family and me to leave the country.” 

“That’s kind of you to say. Are you happy here?” 

“Quite. I have a good job. My children are doing nicely in school. The Danes are very 

tolerant of their Jews and I have little sense of fear on behalf of my family.” 

“I hope it continues that way.” 

“That is obviously my concern. Every day, I see signs of renewed militarism in Germany. 

If Hitler ever decides to act on his expansionist visions, I’m afraid our little adopted 

country of Denmark will be one of the first to fall. If that time comes, I don’t know what 

we’ll do.”   

The evening with the Kreisler’s was more than pleasurable for Anton. Agatha put dish 

after dish of fine Danish-German food and drink on the table. Anton enjoyed not only 

talking to Lorenz and Agatha, but was delighted at their two precocious and animated 

children. Sarah had a charm that belied her young years. In addition, she was very 

savvy about the circumstances of her family and how difficult it had been for her parents 

to leave Germany. Of course, it had also been very difficult for Sarah as well, given her 

involvement in the world of dance.  

Pretty soon it was eleven o’clock and Anton had a lecture to give in the morning.  Lorenz 

offered to drive Anton to his hotel, but Anton insisted on taking a taxi. On the way to his 

hotel, he thought back on General Geitel’s bellicose ramblings and wondered whether 

Lorenz and his family would have to pick up stakes once again in the face of a German 

invasion of Denmark. 

***** 

The remainder of the months leading up to the planned August ocean crossing passed 

by without incident, except for one. In May, Mrs. Zorrofsky — whose Friday night table 
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had been the vehicle by which Anton and Vanessa had discovered love — passed away 

quietly. Rabbi Marcus presided at the simple graveside ceremony. 

When Mrs. Zorrofsky’s testamentary papers were reviewed, it turned out she had left 

her entire estate in trust to Jonathan and Charlie. Mrs. Zorrofsky had all but exhausted 

her financial assets and her house was badly in need of repair. But, a Golders Green 

lot the size of Mrs. Zorrofsky’s would fetch a handsome sum—enough to pay for 

Jonathan and Charlie’s social expenses at Cornell, professional school after college, 

and extra trips back to England. 

Finally, the time came for the boys to set sail for America. The Sternblooms and Brodys 

were assembled on the quay where the recently christened RMS Queen Mary was 

docked and being readied for her transatlantic crossing. The boys’ bags had already 

been taken up to the big ship and all that remained was to say goodbye. 

Mrs. Zorrofsky’s gift had removed the economic concerns associated with Jonathan and 

Charlie’s departure, but not the emotional ones. When the time came for the boys to 

board ship, their families’ faces reflected the pride and sadness they felt. No one knew 

where Jonathan and Charlie’s journey would end. But, any sorrow felt by the family 

members saying goodbye was outweighed by the knowledge the boys were well 

equipped for whatever lay ahead. Even Randy was immensely proud of his younger 

brother. 

As Jonathan and Charlie were getting ready to board ship, Anton pulled an envelope 

from his pocket and gestured for Jonathan to take it. 

“Don’t get excited,” said Anton. “It’s only a poem, but a meaningful one written by a 

Jewish American woman last century. It’s about the Statue of Liberty. We won’t be with 

you physically when your ship enters New York harbor, but Vanessa and I would like to 

think we’ll be sharing the moment with you spiritually. When the time comes, please 

open the envelope and read the poem aloud. We’ll hear it wherever we are. Promise?” 

Jonathan’s smile conveyed all the assurance Anton needed. Then, day bags in hand, 

the boys headed up the gangway for the adventurous unknown. 
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Chapter 23 

A Void Filled 

August 1936–August 1938 

Three weeks later, Anton began his appointment at the University of London and moved 

into the newly completed, 209 foot high Senate House building. Designed by architect 

Charles Holden in the art deco style, the building’s soaring exterior conveyed a sense 

of permanence, if not heaviness, while its interior managed to feel agreeable and 

comfortable. Anton’s new office was quite pleasant and conveniently located near the 

building’s celebrated library.  

For some time, Anton had been thinking about wearing a yarmulke outside of the house. 

It was not that he now considered himself a devout Jew. His scientific background and 

his belief in evolutionary theory still regularly got in the way of an unquestioned belief in 

the Jewish God. Rather, he thought of the yarmulke as an extension of his synagogue 

attendance and of the newfound comfort he felt in his Jewish identity. 

Anton’s Jewishness had not aroused any prejudicial behavior since his arrival in 

England, and the tolerance shown by his fellow Englishmen had filled him with a growing 

sense of security. So when he began to wear a yarmulke at school as well as at home, 

he didn’t worry it might single him out in any uncomfortable way. For the first few weeks 

of the semester, his trusting assumptions seemed well founded. One morning, however, 

his yarmulke sparked an awkward classroom discussion that reminded him of the 

tenacity of anti-Jewish untruths.  

Anton decided to open the class to a general discussion of European culture. After a 

few minutes of routine talk focused on the depression in Europe and America, one 

redheaded young man raised his hand. Motioning to the student, Anton invited him to 

speak.  

“Professor, the head covering you are wearing means you are Jewish, correct? And, 

you are also from Germany, right?” 

“Yes,” said Anton. “Even without my yarmulke, as we call my head covering, you can 

probably tell from my name and accent I am a German Jew. And, what is your name?” 

“Stephen Taylor, Sir.” 

“Well, Mr. Taylor, does your interest in my yarmulke mean you have a question you 

would like to ask?”  
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“Yes, Sir. We hear from the German news releases how awful the German Jews are 

and, if they are not stopped, they will take control of the country and badly harm it. I 

don’t know what to believe. Is there any truth to what the German newspapers are 

reporting?” 

“That’s a very interesting question. I appreciate your honesty in saying you haven’t 

drawn any final conclusions. But before I answer, allow me to turn the tables and ask 

you a question. Do Jews control England or, at the very least, do you think England’s 

Jews are in a position to single-handedly put the country into ruins as the Germans 

claim of their Jews?” 

“No. Of course not.” 

“Why would that be?” 

“I really don’t know, Sir. Perhaps Jews in England don’t have as much power as Jews 

in Germany.” 

“Interesting. By the way, do you know the population of England today?” 

“Yes. It’s about 39 million in England and about 52 million in the United Kingdom as a 

whole.” 

“Well done. Do you know how many Jews live in England today?” 

“Why, no Sir.” 

“The number is about a quarter of a million. It would have been more were it not for the 

estimated 10,000 British Jews who fell in battle fighting for England during the Great 

War.” 

“Just 250,000?” 

“Indeed. Do you think England’s 250,000 Jews, representing about seven-tenths of one 

percent of England’s 39 million people, could control England?” 

“Why, no Sir.”   

“What if I were to tell you the percent of Jews in Germany is barely more than the percent 

of Jews in England. Would that surprise you and make you wonder a little about your 

question?” 

“Yes it would, Sir. I would be surprised and would feel quite shamefaced about having 

asked about the Jews controlling Germany.” 
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“That’s good, for there are today 67 million people in Germany and 500,000 Jews. 

Further, Jewish rights in Germany, such as they were before Hitler’s emergence, didn’t 

come until unification in 1870 and didn’t come easily. With Hitler’s rise to power, those 

rights all but disappeared in a matter of weeks. The country’s Jews have been left 

powerless. It’s important you understand these things. May I explain?” 

Explanation was the last thing Stephen Taylor had on his mind. But try as he might, he 

couldn’t think of a way of silencing his professor. So, resignedly, he as much squeaked 

as uttered the words, “Please do, Sir.” 

“Thank you. After the Great War, Germany was obligated to make backbreaking 

reparations—in gold, commodities or other currencies—in an amount equivalent to 132 

billion gold marks. To fulfill its crippling obligations, it was forced to exchange German 

marks for other currency or gold. Predictably, the flood of marks chasing other 

currencies caused the mark to fall precipitously. The resulting decline meant that more 

marks were needed to satisfy Germany’s reparation obligations. Despite international 

efforts to stabilize the mark, it continued to fall. Hyperinflation set in, devastating the 

country’s demoralized population. By 1923, the cost of living had risen by a factor of 15 

over the year before.  

“That doesn’t sound good.” 

“I think you’re catching on. Compounding the loss of German economic wealth was a 

string of other assaults on its self-esteem, all brought on by post-war sanctions. First 

was the loss of former German territory to the newly restored Poland, then the loss to 

the Czechs of the German speaking area known as the Sudetenland, then the 

demilitarization of German territory in the Rhineland and finally, the loss of German 

colonies in Africa and elsewhere. Then, France and Belgium placed an indelible stamp 

on German angst by occupying its industrial heartland, the Ruhr valley.” 

“That sounds awful for Germany.” 

“Yes, it was awful for Germany, and maybe deservedly so, but it was even more awful 

for its Jewish population. In this period of economic and spiritual decline, anything might 

have set off a firestorm. That anything came in the form of Adolph Hitler, the former 

army corporal and painter and obsessive Jew hater. Hitler knew the Jews had 

progressed during the post-war Weimar Republic and were resented by the rest of the 

populace. Hitler also understood the restive German people needed a scapegoat to 

blame for the nation’s problems, and the country’s reviled Jews fit this role perfectly. 

That there was no basis in fact for any of Hitler’s despicable fulminations against the 

Jews didn’t matter. Nor did it matter that Germany had contributed to its own problems 

by failing to rein in an Austria-Hungary bent on war with Serbia. Hitler had invented a 

boogeyman and the people bought it.” 



  193 

As Anton continued with his exposition, a chastened Stephen Taylor sank deeply into 

his chair, as if the act of slumping might somehow whisk him away from the mortification 

he was feeling. Mercifully, the class came to an end and Taylor and his classmates 

made for the exit as quickly as they could, each seemingly sharing a part of the 

embarrassment felt by Taylor. 

***** 

After the exchange with Taylor, Anton resolved to work harder in overcoming the 

negative tropes linked to his Judaism. However, he soon put the episode behind him 

and matters returned to normal. Of particular delight was his emerging relationship with 

Alex Braxton. More than a few times, Braxton had invited Anton to brief his staff on 

issues of importance pertaining to Germany. Following those meetings, Braxton took 

lunch with Anton and, after one late meeting, even invited Anton to his club for drinks 

and dinner. In one get together, Braxton mentioned he was a widower. Anton sensed a 

desire on Braxton’s part to open up even further. However, beyond the passing 

reference to his marital status, Braxton seemed incapable of unburdening himself and 

letting go.  

Anton also spent more time with Stanley Marcus as the two exchanged news of the 

deteriorating condition of Germany’s Jews. At home, Anton’s appreciation of Vanessa’s 

many endearing traits continued to grow, and he enjoyed a domestic life that would be 

the envy of most. Together, they spent more and more time with Giles and Saundra.   

Without Charlie on the scene, the Brodys were smothering Randy with unwanted 

attention. Predictably, Randy was not pleased with his parents’ newfound involvement 

in his life. Whether in reaction to his parents’ hovering or otherwise, Randy managed to 

act out in a way that caused Giles and Saundra considerable pain.  

Randy was an architectural student at UCL’s Bartlett School, a pursuit that pleased his 

parents greatly. He had little over a year to go before beginning his master’s degree in 

naval architecture. However, Randy loved singing. Suddenly, without discussion, he 

announced to his parents he was switching his major to theater and voice. Giles in 

particular did not take the news lightly and, after a major disagreement, Randy left the 

only house he had ever known and, living hand to mouth, began performing with a small 

repertory theater in London.   

As it turned out, word spread that Randy was pretty talented. Eventually, Saundra 

attended one of his performances. Then, Anton and Vanessa watched Randy perform. 

Randy was quite pleased, but it was clear what he really wanted was affirmation from 

his father. When the day came that Giles finally attended one of Randy’s shows, Randy 

confessed he was tired of his new life and desired to resume his architectural studies 

the following fall. The affair had drained Giles and had made him miss Charlie all the 
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more. But he was relieved and contrite, acknowledging his part in pushing Randy out of 

the house.  

Anton, of course, missed Jonathan. His work and time away from home had forced him 

to defer to Hannah in bringing up their only son. He had been comfortable with this 

arrangement, since Hannah was totally devoted to Jonathan. If it could be imagined, 

her devotion to Jonathan had been even more striking after the death of their bubbly 

infant, Gisela, who had passed away before her first birthday. Gisela’s death had 

devastated Hannah, but true to her sturdy makeup, she had not only rebounded but had 

also guided both her husband and young son out of a period of prolonged sorrow.  

When he was home, Anton had done his best to make up for lost time. Other German 

parents read their children stories about the fair-haired Teutonic heroes and heroines 

of Hansel and Gretel, Snow White, Rapunzel and Cinderella. Anton, who had spent so 

much time studying jungle cultures, preferred Kipling. So instead of fair maidens and 

dashing heroes, Jonathan learned about Kipling’s more rusticated characters and their 

animal brethren. There was the brown-skinned Mogli from the Jungle Book and the 

mysterious black-skinned Parsee from How the Rhinoceros Got His Skin and the many 

other Kipling books about jungle animals, especially Jonathan’s favorite, How the 

Leopard Got His Spots.  

Anton would often supplement these stories with tales of his own adventures, and 

Jonathan couldn’t get enough of it. But when all was said and done, these sessions 

were infrequent and Anton felt guilt at the small amount of time he was able to devote 

to his fast-growing son. So, encouraged by Vanessa, Anton began spending more time 

with Jonathan. The catharsis was immense and their relationship had really begun to 

take off. Then, in a wink, Jonathan was gone, an ocean away.   

Anton did not second guess the wisdom of letting Jonathan go to America. But no 

amount of rationalization could assuage the gnawing feeling of emptiness he was 

experiencing and, of course, he lacked a Randy for the channeling of his emotional 

energy. So, Anton was very relieved when Jonathan wrote early in April to say Charlie 

and he would be using part of their inheritance from Mrs. Zerrofsky to come home for 

the summer.   

The reunion that followed was joyous. Anton was filled with pride at hearing first hand 

of both boys’ accomplishments on the athletic field and in the classroom. However, after 

two months spent in regular contact with his son, he once again found himself waving 

goodbye at the dock. Again, Anton experienced a feeling of hollowness that stubbornly 

remained just below the surface.  

Anton compensated by writing Jonathan with regularity. Happily, he had also begun 

corresponding with Franz Boas, whose new status as emeritus in residence provided 
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the venerable scholar with an increased opportunity to reflect and write. The 

correspondence provided each writer with the opportunity to reminisce about past 

pursuits and construct visions of the future. So it was with great delight that Anton 

opened one of Boas’ letters at the end of a sparkling spring day and found an invitation 

to join Columbia’s anthropology department at the end of the summer, when Boas would 

be concluding his teaching and research duties.  

Anton was not eager to leave an England that had given him so much, but he was 

overwhelmed at the thought of being near Jonathan and of joining a faculty that by any 

measure was the acknowledged gold standard in the field of academic anthropology.  

Like a schoolboy running home with a stellar report card in hand, Anton verily flew to 

the nearby underground station and immediately headed for Vanessa’s dress shop with 

the good news.    

Totally caught off guard, Vanessa was initially at a loss for words. She, too, was 

reluctant to leave England, the only country she had ever known.  However, there was 

no mistaking her husband’s enthusiasm and she was touched. When Anton suggested 

they could keep the house and rent it out as a form of insurance against their return, 

Vanessa regained her voice. “If I could spend my honeymoon spying on a Nile river 

boat, I guess I could spend a while with my renowned husband in the world’s most 

exciting city.”   

A few days later, Anton informed Jason Andrews of his decision to accept the Columbia 

position. To Anton’s relief, Jason took the news well, observing that losing Anton to 

Columbia was a tribute to Jason’s good judgment in having hired Anton in the first 

instance. “When one goes after the best, one has to expect the day will come when 

someone else comes up with the same bright idea. At least we have a few more months 

to work together.” 

The remaining few months of the semester went by quickly. Before Anton knew it, 

Jonathan and Charlie had returned for their summer break. Then it was August, and 

time for the boys to return to America. However, on this occasion, instead of waving 

goodbye to his departing son, Anton was with Jonathan, waving to Giles, Saundra and 

Randy. Of course they had expected the Brodys to see them off, but what was most 

surprising was the presence of Alex Braxton on the dock.  

“To what do I owe the honor of this visit?” Anton had asked half-jokingly before going 

aboard ship. 

“Really, what’s wrong with one friend coming to wish another goodbye?” 

“That’s it?” 
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“That, and the fact His Majesty’s government would like to be reassured it can still call 

on you should the need arise, despite your being in America.” 

“My colors and my commitment have not changed since we last spoke. I owe England 

an enormous debt of gratitude and I will always be available to serve her needs.” 

Satisfied, Alex watched Anton board and remained on the dock to wave with the Brodys.  
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Chapter 24 

Anton and Vanessa Adjust to America as Europe Darkens 

August–November 1938 

Anton and Vanessa arrived at Columbia just as its new freshman class of 400 beany-

clad young men also began to appear on campus. Founded in 1754 as King’s College, 

the school had already produced a host of luminaries—including the future first 

Secretary of the Treasury, Alexander Hamilton, and the man who would become the 

first Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, John Jay—by the time of the Revolutionary 

War. During the war, it had suspended its teaching activities. In 1784, it resumed 

classes under the name Columbia University, reflecting the patriotism of the times. In 

1897, after two previous moves, the college moved uptown to the Morningside Heights 

location that would be Anton’s academic home.  

Conceived as an urban academic village with Renaissance architectural themes, the 

campus had recently undergone a major construction program. Dominating the main 

quad of the university was the newly-completed South Hall. Massive in appearance, the 

grandly-columned library building had been completed in 1934 and emphasized the 

centrality of scholarship at the school. However, the university required little more than 

its esteemed faculty to advertise its stellar academics. There were the likes of 

humanities professor Jacques Barzun, acclaimed poet and author Mark Van Doren, 

essayist and literary critic Lionel Trilling, and physicist I. I. Rabi.  But none had shone 

more brightly than the recently-retired anthropologist, Franz Boas. 

Now beginning his 80th year, this Jewish immigrant from Germany had taught at the 

university for almost 40 years. Still sporting his bushy mustache and frequently attired 

in his familiar three-piece suit and bowtie, Boas was at a point in his life where reflection 

was a mainstay, and passing along his wisdom an imperative. So he was delighted to 

spend time with Anton, who not only was an ardent German-speaking admirer but also 

a colleague with the potential for perpetuating Boas’ legacy at Columbia and within the 

profession.  

Almost through the force of his own character and wisdom, Boas had fought against 

many of the theories of the day linking cultural differences to biological traits. His theory 

of cultural relativism—in which the behavior of any people may be seen as the product 

of acquired experiences often associated with past migrations—flew in the face of those 

darker theorists who sought to measure cultural accomplishment as a basis for ranking 

one culture over another. Like Anton, Boas found the notion of Nazi superiority to be 

politically driven anathema. Boas and Anton also shared the view, typified by Boas’ 

early interactions with the Innuit peoples of Baffin Island and by Anton’s later field trips 
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studying the peoples of southeast Africa, that the cultural study of societies required 

living among them.  

So it was that Boas and Anton not only found a mutual affinity in one another’s company, 

but also a vehicle for sharing views and reminiscences. Anton enjoyed hearing the older 

man reminisce because each of Boas’ reflections about the past represented a building 

block in the field of anthropology, one which Boas had single-handedly taken from its 

museum-based roots to its eminent position in academia.  Even the formation of the 

American Anthropological Association and the subdivision of anthropology into four 

different classifications, one of which was Anton’s own field of cultural anthropology, 

could be attributed to Boas’ early initiatives.   

Boas, in turn, enjoyed obtaining the younger man’s reactions to concerns that continued 

to occupy his thoughts, though he no longer was in the classroom. As had been the 

case since giving his famous commencement address to the all-Negro Atlanta 

University class of 1906, Boas was particularly concerned about racial injustice in the 

United States. In Anton, who knew first hand of racial inequality from his fieldwork in 

Germany’s former African colonies, he had a sympathetic ear. The two spent hours 

speculating about the future of racial relations in the country. From there, it was a short 

leap toward discussions of the Nazi menace and the bankrupt German attitude toward 

Jewish achievement, particularly in the field of science.  

So engrossing were Anton’s many sessions with Boas, so demanding were his 

classroom and research duties, and so important was the need to ensure Vanessa’s 

adjustment to her new surroundings that Anton barely had time to think about Jonathan. 

As a means of bridging the substantial distance between Ithaca and New York City, 

Anton and Jonathan had arranged to talk regularly on Sunday nights. But whatever 

thoughts Anton may have had of spending more time with his son quickly evaporated 

in a whirlwind of faculty meetings, private student sessions, synagogue services at his 

new congregation and social engagements with Vanessa. So, feeling neither longing 

nor guilt, Anton contentedly settled into his new life confident from his regular telephone 

calls with Jonathan that his son was doing well. 

***** 

While Anton and Vanessa were acclimating themselves to life in America, the remaining 

part of the summer and early fall passed quietly in England. The quiet portended not so 

much a sense of calm as an unspoken feeling of unease. But, life went on as usual in 

the football rich precincts of London where Charlie and Jonathan had distinguished 

themselves during their summer visit. 

However, the quiet was not to last for long. In late September, all of Europe was shaken 
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by a series of events involving Czechoslovakia. An emboldened Hitler—having earlier 

annexed Austria without a shot—was now fulminating over the need to free the German-

speaking majority in the Sudetenland from the claimed depredations of the Czech 

government of Edvard Beneš.  

The German populace of Sudetenland resonated to Hitler’s call. Nazi sympathizers 

started agitating for independence. Despite countless provocations, the Beneš 

government remained calm and tried to negotiate with the pro-Nazi agitators. But soon 

it became apparent that no matter the proposal, the German-speaking agitators would 

not be satisfied. The situation became dangerously unstable, particularly with a 

thunderous Hitler ranting in the wings. 

Fearing a German invasion of Czechoslovakia and a consequential war that would once 

again engulf all of Europe, Neville Chamberlain, on behalf of His Majesty’s government, 

sent envoys to Prague in an effort to persuade the Beneš government to grant autonomy 

to the Sudetenland. However, once again, negotiations failed. Finally, in late 

September, Chamberlain, his French counterpart, Edouard Daladier, and Italy’s fascist 

dictator, Benito Mussolini, flew to Germany to meet with Hitler in the Bavarian city of 

Munich. There, Hitler railed against the Czechs and threatened to annihilate the entire 

country if the Sudetenland was not ceded to Germany. 

Without consulting the Beneš government, the powers acceded to Hitler’s demands and 

advised Beneš to do the same or risk the destruction of his country. Beneš had no 

choice but to relent. Two days later, on October 1, columns of Nazi soldiers marched 

into the Sudetenland, as the German-speaking population welcomed the goose-

stepping troops with Nazi salutes. The dismemberment of Czechoslovakia had begun.  

Remarkably, back in England, Chamberlain was upbeat, if not disingenuous. Speaking 

before a skeptical Parliament, he gushingly reported on how war with Hitler had been 

averted and announced triumphantly that peace “in our time” had been achieved. Not 

everyone was in agreement, least of all Alex Braxton at SIS, who viewed Hitler’s every 

action with distrust and Chamberlain’s capitulation with contempt.  

Two weeks after the Munich agreement, Anton received a cryptic telegram from 

Braxton. It read simply, but portentously, “It has begun. Future communications by 

courier.” 

What had begun, as Braxton saw it, had not yet fully dawned on the nations of Europe 

and, indeed, the world. But, for the Jews of Germany, a fuller awareness of Hitler’s 

intentions was just a few weeks away. The cold reality began on October 5. Throughout 

Germany, Jewish passports were rendered invalid and their holders— now without 

country—found themselves in terror-stricken limbo. Henceforth, any passport issued to 
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a Jew would ominously be marked with the letter “J” as an indication of his or her Jewish 

origins. Then, on October 27, the Nazis initiated the expulsion from Germany of all Jews 

with Polish citizenship. The expulsion was crude and heartless with Jews—old and 

young—recklessly pulled out of their homes and dumped across the border. The first 

mass herding of Jews had occurred. But, these events were only precursors. 

***** 

In the second week of November, newspapers started reporting on horrific events that 

were taking place all over Germany in which Jewish places of business and houses of 

worship were systematically being destroyed. Anton read these accounts with dismay, 

barely able to suppress his growing anxieties. Then, about a week later, on the morning 

of November 11, Anton received a rare call from Ehrlich Von Stahl that chilled him to 

the bone. Von Stahl was at a meeting in Amsterdam and was calling at great financial 

cost and political risk. But, he said he had to let Anton know what had been happening 

in Hamburg and, indeed, all over Germany, lest the world press not fully report on such 

events. 

Anton listened carefully and said little so his friend would be at peril for as short a time 

as possible. When Von Stahl finished, Anton took a moment to ask a few personal 

questions, thanked Von Stahl and, feeling numb at what he had heard, slowly returned 

the phone to its cradle. Vanessa was not home. He would, of course, report the call to 

her later. So, his first instinct was to call Jonathan in his dormitory. 

Jonathan had been studying and was surprised at the knock on his door. He opened 

the door to find one of his dorm mates who advised Jonathan that his father was calling 

on the floor payphone. He had enjoyed the satisfying routine of talking with his father 

every Sunday evening. However, this was morning and Anton and he had recently 

spoken. So, feeling alarmed, Jonathan charged out of his room. The hallway was cold 

and, as he listened, he wished he had put on a sweater. “Is everything okay?” he had 

asked his father.    

“Vanessa and I are fine and everything is okay here. But, I’m calling about Germany. 

We’ve talked about the accounts of widespread attacks on Germany’s Jews.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I just received a call from Von Stahl. According to him, what the world press is 

reporting reflects only a fraction of the atrocities that are being inflicted on Germany’s 

Jews.” 

“It must be awful or you wouldn’t be calling me early in the morning and so soon after 
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we last spoke.” 

“Indeed. On the evening of November 9, Von Stahl was walking home from the 

university. He was heading toward the block with the student bookstores. You know the 

one, right? 

“Yes, I know it. There’s also a children’s museum there that mother and I would often 

visit while you were doing research in the field.” 

“Exactly. Anyhow, Von Stahl was heading home on that street, when he heard a 

commotion. He turned right toward the source of the noise and it was then that he 

smelled smoke. When he looked up, he saw flames, but he didn’t hear the sound of fire 

truck sirens. He carefully moved closer to the commotion, not wanting to get too close 

because he didn’t know how widespread the fire might be.” 

“What did he see?” 

“He expected to find some kind of fire brigade putting out the flames. Instead, he only 

found people looking on indifferently and he thought some might even have been 

watching the fire’s destructiveness with satisfaction. Puzzled and alarmed, he cautiously 

moved a little closer to the source of the flames. To his amazement, he then realized 

the Eltman Street Synagogue was in flames. Smoke was pouring from the roof, the 

great stained-glass windows on the third story of the synagogue had shattered, and one 

side of the building was already beginning to crumble.” 

“That’s awful.” 

“Yes, but the worst was yet to come. I had mentioned the odd behavior of the onlookers. 

As Von Stahl got closer, he realized people were, indeed, happy about the building 

going up in flames. Von Stahl couldn’t believe his eyes. But then he saw the real reason 

for the smiling faces, and he was shocked to core.” 

“It sounds pretty bad already,” said Jonathan, now steeling himself for what he was 

about to hear. 

“Believe me, these are Von Stahl’s very words. When he looked again at the building, 

he saw there was a small window on the second story. It appeared someone from the 

inside was screaming hysterically and trying to push open the window as an escape 

route. Von Stahl looked around to see if anyone had provided a ladder or a safety net 

in case the person wanted to jump. But, he saw neither.  Instead, each time the person 

tried to open the window, he was pelted with stones from a nearby construction site so 

he had no opportunity to escape. It had become a macabre game. The window would 

open just enough for the screaming man to fit through and, just as he tried to squeeze 
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out, he would be prevented from doing so by a hail of stones.”  

“It can’t be.” 

“It can be and was. Von Stahl tried to rush toward the synagogue to help the unfortunate 

person inside. But when his intentions became known, several onlookers restrained him 

forcibly. As Von Stahl sat on the ground, bloodied and bruised, he watched with 

increasing horror as the flames consumed the building and listened as the screaming 

inside reached a greater intensity. Finally, it was all over. The building was totally in 

flames and the screaming ended.” 

“I’m so sorry.” 

“Me, too. When the crowd dispersed, Von Stahl got up and walked as best as he could 

to his neighborhood. When he got home, he could barely stand. His wife worriedly 

observed his facial wounds and asked him what had happened. When he told her, she 

said she’d heard every synagogue in the city had been torched. In addition, she’d heard 

there’d been widespread destruction and looting of Jewish stores, with several Jewish 

storeowners having been killed. When Van Stahl finally regained his composure, he 

called trusted friends in Berlin and Nuremberg. It was then he discovered that the 

desecration of synagogues and the killing of Jewish storeowners had been widespread, 

in what people were calling Kristallnacht, the night of broken glass. Most believed 

Hitler’s Propaganda Minister, Joseph Goebbels, had orchestrated the affair. Later, Von 

Stahl found out that, during the destruction, 1,400 synagogues had been leveled, more 

than 90 Jews had been murdered and, most ominously, 30,000 Jews had been rounded 

up and sent off to unspecified destinations referred to only as ‘camps.‘” 

“What can be done, asked Jonathan, dumbstruck by the enormity of what he was 

hearing?” 

“I don’t know. But it’s important that we Jews in America raise our voices, since our 

fellow Jews in Germany cannot. I intend to do so here at Columbia.”   

“Good for you.” 

“Jonathan, there’s one more thing. I want you to make sure you start the process of 

becoming a naturalized US citizen as soon as you can. I’m shaken to the core by the 

events that are unfolding in Germany, and don’t want you ever to be fair game.” 

***** 

After the Kristallnacht call, Jonathan and Anton’s Sunday evening telephone 

conversations took on a lighter, more casual tone. As the end of the semester 
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approached, father and son were both busy preparing for exam week. Finally, winter 

break arrived and with it, the visit from Jonathan that Anton had long been awaiting. 

Jonathan arrived at Grand Central Station in New York City late in the afternoon. He left 

the train, called his father and walked through the light-filled grand concourse.  There, 

he inquired about the subway to Columbia and, in short order, was on his way to 

Morningside Heights. Getting off at the 116th Street-Columbia University station, 

Jonathan found himself in a densely-populated urban environment. But unlike the 

towering skyline of midtown Manhattan, Morningside Heights was thickly packed with 

five- and six-story structures, some commercial, some residential. Jonathan looked 

around in the cold winter air, took in the urban intensity of his surroundings and made 

his way to his father’s and Vanessa’s apartment.  

After arriving at the building, Jonathan walked up two flights of stairs and rang the 

doorbell. It was Friday and, even through the door, Jonathan could smell the chicken 

that was being roasted for Shabbos dinner. Quickly, his father opened the door and 

embraced Jonathan. Playfully, Vanessa pushed Anton out of the way so she too could 

hug Jonathan. As she was hugging him, Jonathan realized he had missed seeing this 

woman, who had been a stranger not long ago, almost as much as he had missed 

seeing his father.  

“Enough already,” said Anton laughingly, as Jonathan and Vanessa continued their 

prolonged embrace. “Let’s see if being an upperclassman junior and next year’s Cornell 

soccer team captain has swelled your head. No, it seems to be the right size.” 

“How did you know I had been elected captain? I was going to surprise you!” 

“You never heard of the Cornell Daily Sun?” 

“Of course.” 

“Well, parents can subscribe. Mr. soccer captain, I’m a proud subscriber.” 

“That’s something. So, you know everything about me. How about you? How is 

Columbia as a place to work?” 

“In general, it’s wonderful. I work in the presence of greats, have time to spend with my 

idol, Franz Boas, and enjoy a lot of academic freedom. In fact, thanks to my Columbia 

visibility, I’ve been invited to give a series of lectures at UCLA in Los Angeles, California, 

at the end of the school year and to join one of their field teams doing research in 

Mexico. And, Vanessa and I will be flying there by commercial airliner.” 

“That’s great. So, why the ‘in general?’” 



  204 

“It’s hard to quantify. The United States is an astonishing place. But still, there’s no 

shortage of anti-Semitic barriers wherever one looks in this country. Columbia is no 

exception.” 

“How can that be? Columbia has the most Jewish students of all the elite schools with 

whom Cornell plays sports. Also, Columbia invited you to teach and they are helping 

you expand your reputation.” 

“They did, and they have and I am forever grateful. But, one senses anti-Semitism here 

that goes beyond my hiring and maintenance.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like our esteemed president, Nicholas Murray Butler, who is renowned for having won 

the Nobel Prize for Peace in 1931 and for his contributions to the university over a period 

of more than 30 years.” 

“If Columbia has a lot of Jewish students and if Butler has made such a large mark on 

the university, why are you singling him out?” 

“For several reasons. Did you know that, during Butler’s administration, Columbia in 

1928 established a junior college in Brooklyn, called the Seth Low Junior College, to 

deal with the overflow of qualified Jewish students Columbia chose not to admit to the 

main campus here in Morningside Heights?   

“That doesn’t sound good!” 

“Of course not. During its tenure, mostly lower-ranking Columbia faculty staffed the 

junior college. Fortunately, Seth Low is about to go out of business. But, that’s not all. 

After we were in England for only a few weeks, do you remember our discussions about 

the Nazi-sponsored book burnings––particularly, books written by Jewish authors, that 

were taking place all over Germany?” 

“Yes, I do. I’ll never forget our trip to the train station to drop off Mother and how we saw 

those SA thugs destroy Goldman’s bookstore before they brutally killed the poor man.” 

Anton winced at the reference to Hannah, but continued unwaveringly. “When the book 

burnings were reported by the Columbia Spectator, many students at the university 

were incensed. Yet just a few months later, a seemingly unperturbed President Butler 

invited Hans Luther, the German ambassador to the United States, to come to Columbia 

to defend the Nazi regime!”   

“But, that was 1933, when Hitler’s intentions may still have been obscure, at least to 

some.” 
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“Granted. But more recently, despite protests by eminent members of the Columbia 

faculty as well as large numbers of students, the university sent a delegation to 

participate in the 550th anniversary of the University of Heidelberg—a school devoid of 

Jewish faculty and books and one enshrined in Nazi ideology. Even worse, when they 

arrived, the delegates realized they had been duped and that instead of a celebration 

of Heidelberg, the event was used as a propaganda tool to glorify the Nazi regime. Yet, 

one of the Columbia delegates to the celebration remarked that a reception given by 

Josef Goebbels was very enjoyable.” 

“I understand how you might be upset. But, a number of universities participated in the 

Heidelberg event. Even Cornell sent a delegation to Heidelberg, despite very loud 

student and faculty protests. Also, the following year, we sent another delegation to the 

200th anniversary of the University of Goettingen; again, despite widespread protests. 

I think you should put all of it in perspective, particularly given the welcome you’ve 

received at Columbia.” 

“Good advice. In addition, since Kristallnacht, it seems President Butler has finally 

begun to criticize the anti-Semitism of the Nazis. So, let’s focus on happier subjects. 

Before we sit down for the wonderful Shabbos dinner Vanessa’s prepared, you should 

ask her what she’s been doing.” 

“So, Vanessa?” 

Getting up from her seat, Vanessa approached Jonathan. Her exuberance was evident. 

“Well, here goes. First, I have a part-time job at a fine dress shop in Morningside 

Heights. They appreciate my commitment to the job and they think my British accent 

gives the place an air of importance. In addition, they’ve agreed to help me submit some 

of my designs to the large downtown department stores.” 

“That’s great, Vanessa.” 

Next, I’ve joined the sisterhood of Anton’s synagogue and, as you will see, I’m learning 

how to keep a kosher home. After shul on Saturdays, I meet with some of the sisterhood 

women and we talk about the traditions and requirements for keeping kosher. Can you 

believe it?” 

“Frankly, I can’t.” 

“But most exciting, as a faculty wife, I can take courses at Columbia for a nominal sum. 

Listen to this: I’m taking English history from the Stuarts through the Revolutionary War, 

as taught from an American perspective. Imagine, an English woman such as myself 

studying the Battle of Bunker Hill!” 

“What do you think about the battle?” 
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“Quite simple, Jonathan. In the face of the most formidable fighting machine in the world, 

those ragtag Yanks showed an awful lot of pluck.” 

“I suppose they did. Vanessa, I’m really proud of you. I mean it. Speaking of England, 

Father, what do you hear from England and Europe?” 

“I’m not in regular correspondence with Giles Brody and Lorenz Kreisler, but I have 

heard from both. The Kreisler’s are doing well in Denmark and are very grateful to have 

left Germany. As you probably know, England is reeling after the events surrounding 

the Sudentanland and many are questioning Chamberlain’s capitulation to Hitler. 

Otherwise, Charlie’s family is fine.” 

“Any news from Braxton?” 

“Yes, and it’s not good. From SIS’s perspective, it’s just a matter of time before German 

territorial ambitions become a reality. Unfortunately, there are many in the foreign office 

and throughout Parliament who aren’t keen to take on Hitler’s revanchist goals out of 

fear a new war would emerge. So, Hitler will probably get his way and a lot of the new 

order that arose from the Treaty of Versailles will be reversed. Even worse, the plight of 

Germany’s Jews is becoming more desperate by the day. Just last month, the Nazis 

opened a new research department at the University of Munich for the study of Jews, 

with the promise that the department would contain the largest library anywhere on the 

study of the Jewish Question. What will come out of the new department is anyone’s 

guess. But when its mission is phrased in terms of the Jewish Question, the future can’t 

be good for the Jews of the country. But, enough of this! Let’s eat.” 

During dinner, Anton asked if Jonathan would like to join him for services the next 

morning. “No, thanks,” said Jonathan. “I think I’ll sleep in. I love Shabbos dinner and I’m 

a Jew to the core. But, my attitude toward Judaism hasn’t changed much since I came 

back from Palestine. I’ll defend any Jew’s right to practice Judaism in the way he wishes, 

but for me, it’s Zionism and the return to our biblical home that’s most meaningful.”  

The rest of Jonathan’s visit was taken up with family conversation, visiting college 

friends and touring the wonders of New York City in all its holiday trappings. Amidst a 

global depression, Jonathan could not believe the opulent offerings of the city’s great 

department stores or the elegantly-decorated windows that adorned Fifth Avenue. But, 

at last, the winter break ended and Jonathan and Anton, once again, had to say 

goodbye.  
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Chapter 25 

The War in Europe Widens 

August 1939-Spring 1940 

The school year had ended and Anton and Vanessa were preparing to fly to California 
at the invitation of UCLA. Jonathan and Charlie had taken the train to New York to wish 
the two travelers a safe journey. “Are you excited about going to California?” asked 
Jonathan. 

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know. The opportunity to do field work in Mexico under the 
auspices of UCLA is exciting. But after my talks, Vanessa will be by herself for a month 
or so and I’m concerned she may be bored in Los Angeles. You know, aside from the 
movie industry, Los Angeles is not much of a town, particularly after one has lived in 
London and New York.” 

Vanessa had been listening and now interjected. “Anton, we’ve been through this. Your 
work requires that you be in the field, and I’ll be just fine in Los Angeles. I hear there 
are beautiful beaches nearby and I’m sure I will make friends at the university.” 

“That is a very healthy attitude,” said Anton, with a worried look on his brow. “I sure 
hope you’re right.” 

“Where in Mexico will you be spending your time?” asked Jonathan. 

“In the southern part of the country, right near the border with Guatemala. In fact, if 
everything works out, I might even be able to spend a week or two in Guatemala 
studying the ancient Mayan ruins that have been unearthed at Uaxactun in the 

Guatemalan state of Petén.” 

“That sounds so neat,” said Charlie. 

“Yes. But first, I have to obtain permission from the Carnegie Institute, which is 
conducting the digs. Then, I have to figure out how to get there. About the only practical 
way is by small plane. Of course, flights aren’t so easy to come by. But, I would really 
love to study the site. The architecture and art––from the Classic Period when Mayan 
artistic creativity reached its zenith—is like nothing I have ever seen.” 

“Well, I hope you get your chance,” said Jonathan exuberantly. 

***** 

Lebensraum—the need for additional living space—had become a familiar theme in 

Hitler’s increasingly militaristic speeches. He had set his predatory sights on Poland. 

There, under the Treaty of Versailles, large swaths of German-speaking regions had 

been taken away from Germany and ceded to Poland. Coupled with the claim that 
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Germans in these regions were being mistreated, lebensraum dominated Hitler’s 

thinking as he looked to his eastern border. In particular, Hitler sought the return of the 

German-speaking port of Danzig and a highway across the Polish Corridor that would 

connect Germany and East Prussia. Finally, after a number of impossible demands 

made on Poland, Hitler took action.  

On August 23, 1939, Germany and Russia signed a non-aggression pact known as the 

Ribbentrop-Molotov Pact. Among other things, the agreement envisioned the division 

of Europe into spheres of influence dominated by the two powers. With Russia no longer 

of concern, Hitler — as prophesied by General Geitel — was able to move against 

Poland unhindered by concerns of an eastern front. 

Then, on September 1, shortly after Anton and Vanessa arrived back at  Columbia 

following a successful summer in California, Hitler’s ground forces, supported by 

overpowering air cover, entered Poland from East Prussia in the north and from 

Germany in the south. For more than two weeks, the Poles fought valiantly. But by 

September 17, German forces had completely surrounded Warsaw. Even worse, in 

furtherance of its non-aggression pact with the Reich, Russian ground forces were now 

penetrating Poland’s eastern border and also moving toward Warsaw.  

Quickly, Hitler’s invasion of Poland threatened to engulf all of the major powers of 

Europe. England and France had entered into a mutual security pact with Poland shortly 

after the Ribbentrop-Molotov pact. On September 3, just two days after Germany 

penetrated Poland’s borders, Prime Minister Chamberlain announced both the United 

Kingdom and France would fulfill their treaty obligations to Poland and that the two 

nations were now at war with Germany.   

Britain mobilized its worldwide naval forces and both it and France made preparations 

for the battle to come. They did not have long to wait. The next day, the British liner 

Athenia, with 1,400 passengers aboard, was sunk off the west coast of Scotland in the 

Hebrides. Miraculously, almost all of the ill-fated ship’s passengers were saved.  

***** 

Throughout the United States, the talk was of war. However, the country had remained 

neutral after Hitler’s invasion and, on the tree-lined quads of Cornell and within the 

refined faculty dining clubs at Columbia, life went on. In time, May 1940 arrived and, at 

Cornell, the Class of 1940 was preparing for commencement exercises. Jonathan and 

Charlie’s moment had arrived, and Anton and Vanessa headed upstate to Ithaca to 

witness the boys’ initiation into the fraternity of scholars. 

Commencement day arrived as Ithaca and the entire Finger Lake region were 
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experiencing a stunning central New York spring. Old grads and delighted parents 

poured in to Ithaca, swelling its lodging capacity to the breaking point. Fraternity men 

dressed in blue blazers, white slacks and ties striped in Cornell red had set up welcome 

booths. Lemonade and champagne were being served and merriment was in the air. 

For an afternoon, at least, everyone would have ample opportunity to forget the events 

taking place in Europe and the economic stagnation that still afflicted America. The 

crowd found its way to Drill Hall and, after being seated, prepared to listen to uplifting 

speeches and cheer their graduates as they ascended the dais to receive their 

diplomas.  

In this setting, Anton and Vanessa were as happy as anyone else. With Hitler’s 

submarines trolling the Atlantic, Charlie’s parents had not wanted to risk a trip across 

the pond. So, Anton and Vanessa had the dual responsibility of cheering for both boys. 

And they had much to shout about, as Jonathan was graduating summa cum laude and 

Charlie was graduating magna cum laude.  

Vanessa and Anton sat holding hands and awaiting the proceedings. Anton was deeply 

proud of his son and was happy to be in the bracing spring air of upstate New York, but 

he could not divorce himself from thoughts of Europe. April had not been a good month 

on the Continent. Hitler had invaded Norway—a measure taken to ensure the Reich 

would have unimpeded access to the steel mills of neutral Sweden.  Already, German 

troops had occupied the Norwegian cities of Bergen and Trondheim.  In addition, Hitler’s 

forces had crossed the border into Denmark and taken control of Nyborg and Korsoer—

two ferry points on the Great Belt, the strategically crucial strait between Denmark and 

Sweden.   

Despite propaganda flyers dropped by the Luftwaffe ensuring the rights of Denmark’s 

citizenry, a distrustful Anton was worried sick about the implications of the German 

occupation on the Kreisler family. Anton had tried to reach Lorenz by phone and 

telegraph, but to no avail.  

Now, May was proving to be even more cataclysmic. Churchill had replaced 

Chamberlain in England. On May 10, the Nazis, desirous of establishing shoreline 

fortifications in the North Sea, had invaded the Low Countries of Holland, Belgium and 

Luxembourg. Even more ominously, at the same time, Hitler’s Panzer units were 

crashing their way through the dense Ardennes Forest.  

The Ardennes offensive was a surprise. Allied forces had been massed along a string 

of fortresses and defensive positions known as the Maginot Line, where the French 

expected to defend against a German invasion. In consequence, the French were more 

thinly arrayed along the Ardennes.  
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Outmanned, these forces were frozen in their tracks as wave after wave of German tank 

and artillery forces emerged from the Ardennes Forest. Aided by withering aerial fire 

from the Luftwaffe, the German ground forces overwhelmed the French defenders. By 

May 13, the Germans had crossed the River Meuse and were heading west. Seven 

Panzer units spread across a 62-mile front were now primed to make a run for the 

English Channel, with the cities of Namur, Dinant, Chimay Mézièrs and Sedan clearly in 

their sights. As the newspapers reported a seemingly unrelenting sequence of German 

victories, it appeared the French and the supporting British Expeditionary Forces would 

not be able to stop the onslaught.  

Deep in thought, Anton suddenly perked up and shook himself from his preoccupation 

as he heard Jonathan’s name being called. When Jonathan ascended the dais to 

receive his diploma, Anton roared.   

Afterward, the festivities lasted long into the night. Anton wished that Giles and Saundra 

could have been present as professor after professor came by to praise both Jonathan 

and Charlie and to wish them well.  
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Chapter 26 

An Unexpected Change of Venue 

May–June 1940 

Bordering on what had been the Royal Forest of Whaddon Chase, the Bletchley Park 

estate dated back to a time when it was a deer hunting park. Over the centuries the 

estate had been built up and renovated, with most of the construction having taken 

place in the 1880s under the ownership of Herbert Anton Leon, a wealthy stockbroker 

of Jewish origin. Old English in its original design, the red brick structure featured a 

dazzling array of Tudor-Jacobean design features––crenulated bay windows, sturdy 

chimneys, a water tower and an impressive copper-covered parapet. The mansion 

fronted on a south lawn and large driveway.  

In August 1938, a group of young men had cheerily made their way to the estate.  Their 

merriment a ruse, the young men had been sent by SIS. Their objective was to 

determine whether the grand old estate was capable of serving as the center of a 

massive intelligence-gathering network. The men reported back favorably to their 

superiors, and the saga of Bletchley Park had begun. Thirteen months later, when 

England declared war against Germany, several academics, mathematicians and code 

breakers were spirited to Bletchley Park under the code name Ultra. In the greatest 

code-breaking assignment in history, their job was to crack the Nazi system of 

communication codes, the Enigma cyphers. 

Earlier in the decade, Polish code breakers had developed a rudimentary replica of the 

Enigma machine. Eventually, these scientists linked several of these replicas into a 

more sophisticated version of a code-breaking machine known as a Bombe. 

Presciently, just before the invasion of Poland in 1939, the Poles gave the new machine 

to their French and English counterparts.  

The one-ton version of the Polish Bombe constructed at Bletchley Park was an 

evolutionary advance over its Polish predecessor and had been the vision of its creator, 

the Cambridge mathematician, Alan Turing, and his Cambridge colleague, Gordon 

Welchman. Working day and night, the code breakers at Bletchley Park realized their 

first major breakthrough in January 1940, when they were able to understand the 

administrative codes used to issue orders to the German army. Soon afterward, the 

Bletchley Park scientists scored their second coup—nothing less than the ability to 

decipher instructions to the Luftwaffe, the German Air Force. The intelligence war was 

now in full gear, with timely and useful information being distributed to defense posts 

throughout England.  
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***** 

Anton had more than an inkling of what was going on at Bletchley Park, owing to various 

communications he had received from Alex Braxton at SIS. However, Anton was totally 

unprepared for the hand-delivered message he received from Braxton a few weeks after 

Jonathan and Charlie’s graduation. 

Anton had been looking forward to another summer at UCLA and the possibility of 

working in Latin America. The previous summer, Vanessa had made friends with 

several of the UCLA faculty wives and she, too, was looking forward to the trip.  

On a humid day in June, Anton was going through the motions of packing. But, as usual, 

his mind was on the ever-discouraging news from Europe. In the week following 

graduation, German Panzers, with air cover from the Luftwaffe, had systematically 

marched across Belgium, taking the cities of Brussels, Louvain, Malines and Namur.  

By May 18, the Allies were in full retreat and were heading westward into France. By 

May 22, Nazi forces had marched their way to the English Channel and were crossing 

the River Aisne, just 60 miles from Paris.   

Hundreds of thousands of Allied fighting men in the western part of Belgium and at 

Dunkirk in the northwestern part of France had been isolated and were at mortal risk. 

Fortunately, the Germans had to resupply before they could mount what would have 

been a crushing blow against the vulnerable Allied forces. Seeing the hopelessness of 

their position, the Allies took advantage of a lull in the hostilities while the Germans 

rearmed. The decision was made to evacuate.  

In a rescue mission of near legendary proportion, almost 900 seagoing vessels––

ranging from large ships of the Royal Navy to small garbage scows––provided an 

escape route to Britain for more than 330,000 French, Belgian and British soldiers 

during the period from May 26 to June 4. All the while, the Germans were marching 

south into the heartland of France with Paris directly in their path.  

***** 

Jolted from his thoughts by a knock on the door, Anton got up from the couch where 

Vanessa and he had been sitting. Wondering who would be coming by without advance 

notice, Anton headed for the door. As the door swung open, Anton was surprised to see 

a messenger from the British consulate in New York City. The messenger handed Anton 

an envelope marked “eyes only,” and then politely left. 

Anton hesitated for a moment before opening the envelope, but Vanessa encouraged 

him to get on with the business of reading it. “Anton, do you know what’s in the 
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message?” 

“No. I am at a loss.” 

“Well, standing there looking at the envelope is not going to aid you in divining its 

contents. Why don’t you just open it?” 

Dutifully, Anton opened the envelope to find a letter from Braxton. Anton had noted the 

“eyes only” designation. Even so, after the indispensably helpful way Vanessa had 

performed during their honeymoon of intrigue, Anton decided she had earned the right 

to share the contents of the letter. So, he sat down on the couch next to Vanessa and 

read Braxton’s message out loud:  

Anton, I won’t beat around the bush. We need you at Bletchley Park. Our 

boys have made great strides in breaking the German Enigma cyphers. 

We need a true German speaker who can penetrate the nuances of the 

Nazi communications. We have interviewed dozens of code breakers 

who could fill the bill, but none, such as yourself, who can combine a 

professional awareness of German culture with a native speaker’s 

command of the German language. We are also beginning to get a sense 

the Germans may head for North Africa after the inevitable fall of France. 

Your knowledge of Arabic and your experience in Egypt will prove 

invaluable in those circumstances.   

I know what I am requesting. I am asking you to leave a comfortable 

academic position and make a dangerous trip across the Atlantic. I am 

asking you to enter a potential war zone. And, I am asking you to spend 

long periods at Bletchley Park away from Vanessa and your way of life.   

I know that you now wear a traditional head covering and I can assure 

you there will be no issue if you wish to continue doing so while at work.  

Also, we will endeavor to free up your time on Saturdays so you may 

attend services at a nearby synagogue. Unfortunately I cannot offer a 

synagogue that is within walking distance, nor can I assure you that all 

Saturdays will be at your discretion.  

I have little to offer in return except for the gratitude of a nation. My 

superiors have been in touch with President Butler at Columbia who has 

agreed to give you a leave of absence, with full status on your return, for 

as long as the war effort requires. During the interim, we will pay for 

storing your furniture and possessions. 
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We will arrange to relocate the tenants in Vanessa’s house so she will 

have a comfortable place to live while you are at Bletchley. We will assist 

with maintenance of the dwelling if your finances do not otherwise permit. 

Also, Vanessa’s experience in fashion will prove useful. If she desires, 

we can provide her with a position in the wartime garment industry, 

overseeing the design and manufacture of uniforms.   

A sea voyage across the Atlantic is too risky at this point. If you agree, 

Vanessa and you will be flown by American military transport to neutral 

Lisbon and, from there, the two of you will board a well-protected naval 

convoy bound for Liverpool. The flight we have in mind leaves in about 

10 days. Our courier will return to your apartment in three days for your 

answer. 

After reading the letter, Anton let out a rush of air, got up momentarily, took a few steps 

and then lowered himself into one of the large armchairs that now occupied their living 

room. His head was pounding and thoughts were racing through his mind at breakneck 

speed. I’m very content at Columbia and have the chance to do satisfying and 

important research at UCLA. Why should I do this? Why should I place Vanessa and 

myself in harm’s way? And, Vanessa’s so happy here, taking courses and acquiring a 

name for herself in the fashion industry.   

Vanessa got up from the couch and walked over to Anton. “I can’t imagine what you’re 

thinking. But if I am part of your thoughts, I would like you to hear me out.” 

“Of course, you are part of my thoughts,” responded Anton, thinking that the practical 

Vanessa was going to raise unanswerable objections to Braxton’s entreaty. “It’s just 

that . . . “ 

“Shush, please let me speak. Anton, you have to do what Braxton requests. As he has 

pointed out, your set of skills is unique and will contribute greatly to the British war 

effort. Day after day, I’ve seen you sit here reading about the Allied reversals, with a 

hangdog look of abject helplessness on your face. Now, you’ve been given an 

opportunity to contribute. And, if the truth be known, I wouldn’t mind seeing my brother 

and sister-in-law again after all this time.” 

“But, I thought you were happy in New York and looking forward to Los Angeles.” 

“I am happy and I was looking forward to California. However, I could never be really 

happy if I knew you were not happy. Frankly, if you don’t take up Braxton on his 

proposal, I think you will be second guessing yourself for the rest of your life. I don’t 

want that to happen. I understand there are dangers. But, I have come to know you 
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pretty well these last few wonderful years. I know that in your heart, you still consider 

yourself a loyal subject of the Crown and a devoted servant to the country that gave 

you sanctuary when it was so important. Anton, if you just admit it to yourself, the rest 

will follow easily. The only thing I’m worried about is your having to give up observance 

of the Sabbath, which I know you love.” 

Anton stood and began a slow rhythmic walk around the living room, hands behind his 

back and head again deep in thought. Finally, he stopped. “My sweet and devoted 

Vanessa, I’m near speechless not only because of your selflessness, but also because 

of your insight. You’ve managed to look into the innermost reaches of my heart and 

I’m so very grateful.” 

Vanessa caught up to her husband. She lovingly put her arms around him and let her 

eyes speak for her soul. Looking at his devoted wife, Anton continued. “Thank you so 

much for your concern about my Shabbos observance. It is a bit worrisome, but as you 

know, the highest calling in Judaism is the saving of a life. Our forefathers said that 

one who saves just one life has acted in the same way as if he had saved the world. I 

agree I’m uniquely equipped to do what Braxton requests. If I do my job well, I will be 

saving many lives. So, my Shabbos observance can wait until the scourge of Nazism 

is no more than a blight on the pages of history. But, what I am truly concerned about 

is the boys.” 

“Haven’t you noticed? The boys are Americans! Soon, they’ll be obtaining their 

American citizenship. But, you and I––we’re Europeans. Our hearts are where we have 

spent almost all of our lives. The boys will be fine. And after the war, if we wish to come 

back, your seat at Columbia will be waiting for you.” 

“My love, Hitler cannot be more than a few weeks from overwhelming all of France. 

When that happens, he’ll set his sights on Great Britain. How can I take you to a war 

zone?” 

“If you think I’m not frightened, you’re mistaken.  But if you think I’m going to stand in 

your way, you’re even more badly mistaken. When we married, I knew what I was in 

for. If you recall, I spent my honeymoon spying on a German general and his wife. 

There is danger everywhere these days and who knows how long it will take before it 

reaches the shores of America. I’ve had a wonderful four years with you and I’m looking 

forward to many more. But if something happens, I will not have a single regret. So, 

my dear, what to do you say?” 

“I say you are a remarkable woman, and that summer in Great Britain might be a lovely 

change of pace. I will say yes when the messenger returns.” With that, he embraced 

his wife for whom his respect was now boundless.  
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***** 

The next day, Anton met with President Butler in private. Anton was immediately 

impressed with the man who had been Columbia’s longest-serving president. Butler 

thanked Anton for the selfless act he was about to undertake and expressed his belief 

that Anton would be doing a service for both England and America. Butler wished Anton 

Godspeed and assured him that his faculty position would be waiting for him when he 

returned to Columbia.   

As Anton opened the door to leave, Butler asked him to wait for a moment. Butler spoke 

softly. “When you see Professor Boas, please tell him I was wrong and that, if I had 

known in 1936 what I know today, I never would have sent that delegation to 

Heidelberg.” 

Anton nodded his head in acknowledgment and let himself out of the office. Anton’s 

thoughts now took him in several directions. Most of all, he was struck with the 

realization that Butler—this man who had once sought the presidency of the United 

States––was a true patriot. Whatever his past attitude toward the Nazis, he must know 

America cannot stay out of the war forever. He clearly wants to do what is in the best 

interests of the country and he certainly was solicitous of my personal needs and my 

standing with the university. The following day, Anton gave his affirmative answer to 

the messenger. 

***** 

Jonathan and Charlie arrived from Ithaca. Both boys were supportive of Anton’s 

decision and both expressed optimism they would be seeing Anton and Vanessa very 

soon. In private with his father, Jonathan allowed himself to become sentimental.  

Despite Anton’s unselfish act of patriotism, Jonathan had not thoroughly acknowledged 

how proud he was of this father. But proud he was, and the thought of it brought him 

to tears. The episode was cathartic. He moved close to Anton and hugged him, as both 

father and son allowed their emotions to overflow. At length, both were able to regain 

their composure so the two could talk about the year ahead. 

Many details required Anton and Vanessa’s attention. But 10 breathless days after 

Braxton’s messenger first arrived, Anton and Vanessa boarded a United States military 

air transport bound for Lisbon. 
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Chapter 27 

England and Ultra 

June–July 1940 

Anton and Vanessa arrived in London after four arduous days of travel. As promised, 

Vanessa’s house had been emptied of its tenants and was ready for occupancy.  Anton 

and Vanessa put down their few bags and sat on the living room couch.  Immediately, 

they were both asleep. 

Upon awakening, Vanessa was relieved to see the tenants had maintained the house 

in good order and that little would be required to get the house into move-in condition.  

But, the house was without food. In addition, Anton and Vanessa were eager to see 

Giles and Saundra. So, they got dressed and headed over to the Brody’s.   

Giles and Saundra were so happy to see Anton and Vanessa that they practically 

jumped up and down on their arrival. After smothering Anton and Vanessa with a 

welcoming embrace, Saundra motioned for the two to head for the dining room table. 

Saundra apologized for the limited wartime fare that was available. But for Anton and 

Vanessa, the food was the best they had seen in four days. Soon, Anton and Vanessa 

had sated themselves and Giles and Saundra got down to the business of asking 

questions. Of course, Giles and Saundra wanted to know everything about Charlie and 

Jonathan and they were quite relieved to hear Anton’s assurances that the boys were 

fine.   

Despite the limited availability of whiskey, Giles had been able to procure two bottles of 

Isle of Jura scotch. One bottle had been poured into a fine crystal decanter that sat on 

the mantelpiece. Giles took down the decanter and poured four glasses of the amber 

liquid. Replenishing glass after glass, the two couples drank long into the night. Giles 

was particularly happy to report that Randy had returned to naval architecture school 

and was doing quite well. However, the conversation quickly turned to the war on the 

Continent. After Dunkirk and the ongoing rout of the Belgium and French forces, all of 

Great Britain fretted that an invasion of the United Kingdom would be next. 

Giles tried to be optimistic. “Look, we took a major hit in France. But, most of our boys 

got out and we showed tremendous resolve in escaping Dunkirk. Hitler still doesn’t have 

any kind of naval force that can match our armada. In addition, he must suspect we 

have listening posts up and down the coast, as well as operatives in France. I know 

most of his senior military men are no more than toadies, but I think he knows he would 

sustain tremendous losses if he staged an invasion. I think he’ll just try to keep us at 

bay while he goes after the rest of the Continent.” 
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“You may be correct,” replied Anton. But in the month since Hitler began his lightning 

invasion of France, he’s been able to advance almost unchecked. Two Panzer groups 

are now moving west toward Paris and, as you are no doubt aware, the French 

government abandoned Paris and is now holed up in the south of the country. It’ll be 

only a matter of days before France falls and, with its capitulation, Hitler can strengthen 

his foothold on the French side of the channel. And, don’t forget his non-aggression 

pact with the Russians. Without having to worry about Stalin, Hitler could present us 

with his calling card at any time.” 

“I hope you’re wrong Anton,” interjected an obviously distressed Saundra. “The British 

Isles have escaped invasion since time immemorial. I don’t know how we’ll measure up 

if we find ourselves with German forces on our shores.” 

Walking over to Saundra, Anton put his arm around her shoulder, hoping she would find 

his gesture reassuring and not patronizing. “Who said anything about an invasion? I 

was merely suggesting we can’t rule out the possibility Hitler will set his sights on the 

United Kingdom. Whether he can actually translate his continental advantage into a 

channel invasion is something else entirely. But, please don’t fret.  Remember that I 

have been called back to dear old England to protect all of us.” With that, the four 

resolved to cease all talk of war and to concentrate on downing the remaining scotch. 

Scarcely a week later, the French government fell and the country was subjected to a 

humiliating armistice. More than half of the nation, from Biarritz in the southwest to 

Calais on the channel to Nancy in the east, found itself under German occupation. In 

the south, a puppet government had been set up around the town of Vichy under the 

leadership of an aging Marshall Henri Philippe Pétain, the once venerated hero of 

Verdun. At the same time, a fledgling Free France movement had congealed under the 

leadership of General Charles de Gaulle, the former under-secretary of state for war 

and national defense. But the movement was in its infancy and, in any event, its 

adherents had fled to England.  

Against this backdrop, Anton spent his few remaining days visiting Stanley Marcus and 

Jason Andrews, helping Vanessa get the house in order, scavenging for groceries, 

reminiscing with Giles about their sons, and packing for his mission. At the end of the 

month, Anton lovingly kissed his wife goodbye and boarded a bus for Bletchley Park. 

***** 

Aside from its distinctive exterior, an observer in 1940 would not have found the 

mansion at Bletchley Park much different than any number of the aging country estates 

of its era. However, had such an observer gotten by security and looked behind the 

mansion, he would have found a bustling community of dedicated and determined code 
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breakers who occupied nine wooden structures known as huts, and several brick units 

known as blocks. Their job was nothing less than the greatest intelligence coup in 

history—laying bare the entire German communications network by unraveling the 

Enigma cyphers.  

The Enigma looked like a typewriter, but behind its innocent appearance lay a marvel 

of intelligence ingenuity. Using a series of rotors, the Enigma could generate 

innumerable alphabet combinations on a daily basis. Only an operator who knew the 

day’s settings could unscramble the cyphered messages using another Enigma 

machine.   

Turing’s code-breaking creation stood six and a half feet high and was seven feet wide. 

It was a testament to his belief that a machine could be designed capable of computing 

all that was computable. It had better be able to do so, knew Turing for his machine was 

responsible for decrypting countless messages from a vast network of communication 

intercept stations. Called the “Y Service,” these listening posts had been established 

throughout the United Kingdom and on the Continent.  

As encrypted information was intercepted, it was forwarded to Bletchley Park under the 

code name Bonafice, an imaginary SIS officer with equally imaginary operatives located 

inside Germany. In the mansion’s ballroom and billiards room, teleprinter operators 

printed the encrypted messages. The encrypted messages would then go to hut 1, 

where Turing’s large machine would unravel the letter combinations used that day by 

the German military forces. The raw decrypted intelligence information would then be 

relayed for deciphering, known as cryptanalysis. Hut 6 received army and air force 

cryptanalysis and hut 8 received naval cryptanalysis. Finally, the analyzed 

communications would be transferred for further assessment by army and air force 

communications, under the direction of Commander Malcolm Saunders in hut 3, and 

for naval analysis, under the lead of cryptographers Frank Birch and W.F. Clarke in hut 

4. 

***** 

Anton arrived at Bletchley Park on a Wednesday afternoon. He was given living space 

in the east range of the mansion near the senior staff of the director, Commander 

Edward Travis. Once settled, Anton was assigned to the interpretation and analysis 

team in hut 3 where he began putting in a progression of 12-hour days poring over 

reams of deciphered material from hut 6. 

Initially, Anton spent his time getting the lay of the land. He received briefings on the 

operations at Bletchley Park and was introduced to a myriad of code breakers, all of 

whom struck Anton as both highly motivated and highly intelligent. However, after a few 
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days of briefings and introductions, Anton’s work began to take on a routine bordering 

on ordinariness, and he began to wonder whether he had made a mistake in leaving his 

secure and visible academic position at Columbia.   

Many of the questions addressed to Anton had to do with German idiomatic expressions 

other interpreters were unable to discern. In particular, a young army officer named 

Claude Tiffen came up with countless phrases he deemed worthy of Anton’s attention. 

It started slowly and Anton indulged the young man, finding the whole affair to be quite 

humorous. But, then the inquiries became a full-fledged torrent. 

***** 

For a full week, a virtual parade of code breakers came to Anton for advice on relatively 

simple grammatical expressions. Anton was at wit’s end and ready to tell Braxton the 

whole thing was a mistake, when suddenly Braxton appeared in Anton’s alcove. 

“Nice operating quarters,” said Braxton slyly. Anton had been deep in thought and, in 

his surprise, could only vocalize the words, “It’s you, Alex.” 

“Yes, it’s me—a very apologetic me, at that. First, thank you so very, very much for 

coming here. I’m more in your debt than I could ever express. Second, I’m so sorry 

you’ve had to languish here without any direction from me. But, here’s my excuse. It 

probably won’t surprise you that we now expect Hitler will move against the United 

Kingdom.” 

“No surprise, there. Word gets around here pretty rapidly. In addition, I heard Churchill’s 

speech on the BBC.” 

“Good. I should have known. Then, probably, it will also not surprise you that we think 

it’s going to be an aerial attack, rather than a channel invasion.” 

“I also got that impression from our local grapevine and from the speech. But the thought 

of an aerial bombardment depressed me so much that, I guess, I chose to suppress it.”  

“Depressing is, indeed, the proper characterization. But with that depressing thought in 

mind, our boys have developed a technical breakthrough called radio location or radar. 

Using radar, our officers on the ground can locate incoming formations of planes while 

they’re in the air and either target them with anti-aircraft fire or scramble our own planes 

to intercept. That has been what I’ve been involved with for the last few weeks. Short of 

something of that magnitude, I would have been here a lot sooner. Again, I apologize.” 

“Apology accepted.” 
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“Getting back to you. I‘ve heard what you’ve been doing and you must be bored to 

tears.” 

“Yes, I would have to say that sums it up very nicely.” 

“Well, all of that is going to end this evening. I didn’t ask you to come here to be an 

overqualified interpreter. First, your working quarters will be moved to the mansion.  

Second, you’ll attend the senior staff meetings every evening so your understanding of 

the German temperament, as well as your intellect and knowledge of the language, can 

be put to proper use. We’ve already briefed your deputy director, Alastair Denniston, 

and he’s been instructed to treat you as his principal civilian advisor.  Denniston, as you 

probably know, is head of the British Code and Cypher School and is one of our best 

code breakers. He probably designed the hut that you work in.”  

“I’m much relieved and, I might add, much humbled.” 

“Enough with the humility. By the way, your elevation doesn’t mean you’ll be out of the 

daily intelligence loop. I would expect you to make regular appearances at hut 3. But it 

does mean you’ll now play a pivotal role in the intelligence community and, I might note, 

in helping to sort out its internal disputes.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like the application of Turing’s machine to encrypted German naval messages. 

Denniston doesn’t think it’ll work, but Turing is determined to see it through. Just 

between you and me, I’m betting on Turing!” 

“Thanks for tipping me off.”   

“Of course. But now, let me tell you why I really wanted you here.” 

With this statement, Anton sat bolt upright. He really had no idea what Braxton was 

getting at and could only communicate with an inquiring look. 

“Anton, you’re Jewish, of course.” 

“Of course.” 

“You know Judaism is governed by matrilineal descent. If your mother’s mother was 

Jewish, then your mother was Jewish, which makes you Jewish.”  

“So far, no surprises.” 

“Well, here’s a surprise: I was never baptized.” 

“I didn’t know that,” replied Anton, with growing interest. 
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“As I think I told you one time, my father was career navy when he died. At the time I 

was born, both of my parents were in India, where my father was on temporary duty 

with the Office of the Naval Attaché. When I asked why I had never been baptized, my 

mother told me my father had been away when I was born and that it had been too 

difficult for my mother, alone, to find an Anglican official in the part of India where they 

were located. She also said that after their return to England, they never got around to 

arranging for an official baptismal ceremony.” 

“I suppose that’s surprising.  But, what has that got to do with anything?” 

“Anton, first let me advise you that my mother died a while back.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Thank you. Two months ago, my mother’s mother, my maternal grandmother, was on 

her deathbed at age 96. Remarkably, she was quite lucid. Before she died, she asked 

to see me in private. What she told me shook me to the core. It seems my grandmother 

was a Jew and, while she never overtly practiced Judaism, she never disavowed her 

faith. Similarly, while my mother considered herself a proper English woman, she was 

never a practicing Anglican. More importantly, she, too, never disavowed her status as 

a Jew.” 

“And, you were never baptized!” 

“Not only that. Except for mandatory services in school, I’ve never really been a 

practicing Christian. Sure, on some level, I assumed I was a Christian. But I never cared 

about religion and never stepped into a church, except for weddings and such.  The 

upshot, Anton, is that, in the eyes of your faith, I am a Jew.” 

“Well, you could always disavow it.” 

“Yes, but you miss my point. When I found out I was a Jew, it hit me pretty hard. I didn’t 

know what I was going to do about it. But, for reasons I can’t explain, I now feel a kinship 

with you and with all of those unfortunate Jews who are being treated in such a beastly 

way by the Nazis. There’s more. I never told you, but I have a young daughter. Her 

name is Gwendolyn and her mother, my wife, died at childbirth. I intend for Gwen to 

know about her Jewish heritage and I don’t want her to grow up knowing I could have 

done more to help the Jews of Germany and elsewhere.” 

“I don’t know what to say.” 

“Say nothing, but do this: I want you to be my special representative here at Bletchley 

Park to monitor what is happening to the Jews in Germany and in the countries under 

Nazi control. Further, I would like a weekly report from you on this subject and I would 
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expect to meet with you in my office at least once a month. When the proper time comes, 

I will do my utmost to bring your findings to the attention of the highest channels.” 

Stunned, Anton could only nod his grateful assent. Finally, he addressed Braxton.  “I 

will, of course, do as you ask and do my best. I don’t know what will come of my official 

mission here, but I might be able to help you in your personal mission of understanding.” 

“How so?” inquired Braxton with interest. 

“Simply this: You’re in London most of the time. Why don’t you pay a visit to my friend, 

Stanley Marcus, a rabbinical scholar and teacher at the London School of Jewish 

Studies. Stanley is an astute observer of the scene and maintains a very balanced view 

of life and Judaism. I think he could help you make sense of your newly-discovered 

roots. He’s helped me on several occasions when I’ve had to deal with the most difficult 

issues, including the loss of my first wife.” 

“I’m always one to meet interesting new people. If this confounded war permits, I will 

pay him a visit.” With that, Braxton took his leave and Anton began packing for the move 

to his new quarters. 
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Chapter 28 

Attack from the Sky 

July 1940-January 1941 

Stunned by Braxton’s disclosure, Anton set himself to the task of fulfilling his twofold 

responsibilities at Bletchley—his official duty as Travis’ civilian advisor and his unofficial 

duty as chronicler of the atrocities befalling the Jews under Nazi control. If Anton’s 

workdays were long before, they were now even longer. He was constantly on the move 

between hut 3 and the senior staff room in the mansion. The intelligence traffic was 

beginning to paint a picture of something truly momentous.  There was no clear 

roadmap as to what was being planned on the other side of the channel, but all bets 

were on some kind of intensive aerial action against Great Britain. 

Then, on the afternoon of July 16, the speculation no longer proved necessary. From a 

series of air bases in occupied French coastal towns along the channel––Dinard, 

Cherbourg, Caen, Rouen and Calais––Hitler unleashed waves of bombers with the 

purpose of eliminating England’s air defenses. Week after week and, sometimes, day 

after day, the Nazi Luftwaffe pounded British air bases, munitions sites and radar 

installations.  

The Nazi aerial attack had the advantage of numbers with regard to fighter planes, not 

to speak of aerial and dive-bombers. But, England had not been sitting still. Up and 

down the island’s southern Channel Coast, listening posts and radar installations sent 

out a stream of intelligence identifying the positioning of the German aircraft. Decoded 

communication intelligence from Bletchley, as well as visual data from other covert 

locations, was then relayed to air commanders at British air bases. Using radar, the 

relayed communications intelligence and visual data, air commanders at British bases 

scrambled their planes to inflict the greatest degree of damage on the enemy’s aircraft.    

Time and again, as German bombers and their fighter escorts entered British air space, 

Royal Air Force Hurricanes and Spitfires shot the Luftwaffe pilots out of the sky. The 

valiant Brits also came to realize the German fighter aircraft had not been designed for 

long-range missions. The knowledge girded the defenders who knew they could send 

the Luftwaffe pilots scurrying back to their French bases for refueling, with determined 

counter assaults of even a short duration.  

As a result, the initial German air superiority was constantly confounded by the well-

coordinated counterattacks of the British planes. Even so, the German planes were 

wreaking devastation on the ground, and casualties were beginning to mount.  
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On the night of August 24, the Germans changed their tactics, resulting in a new kind 

of hell and even more casualties. Now, instead of merely aiming at British air defenses, 

the Germans were going after the island’s population centers and manufacturing 

capability—literally, its ability to wage war. It seemed that nothing was immune from the 

Blitz, as it came to be known. Factories, rail terminals, fuel storage areas, munitions 

centers, government buildings, docks and industrial mills were targeted with a ruthless, 

unremitting bombing campaign. Neither cities nor residential areas were spared. Even 

worse, the Germans carried out most of their bombing flights at night, intensifying the 

terror. The country responded with a regimen of rigid blackouts, resulting in even more 

hardship. Not a light could be lit, no matter the urgency.  

Night after night, the bombers came and night after night, the ground shook. People 

spent their evenings deep underground, huddled in subway stations. Many moved to 

the countryside, to the interior or to less populated areas. But, none of these measures 

were foolproof.   

In Bletchley Park business went on as usual, despite the all-consuming fear that the 

masquerade within the mansion’s walls would be revealed followed by a hail of bombs 

from the sky. Yet, there were moments of elation as news of important intelligence 

coups circulated within the compound. None was more important than the 

communication that was deciphered one day in October. As word of the decoded 

communication worked its way from hut to hut, volleys of hurrahs were heard from 

within. In the mansion, Commander Travis opened the liquor cabinet and pulled out the 

compound’s last bottle of sherry. As he passed the bottle around to his senior staff, he 

gloated over the news: Hitler had directed his generals to postpone indefinitely 

Operation Sea Lion—the plan to invade England by sea. 

But, the aerial devastation didn’t stop and the need for Anton to spend more time at 

Bletchley Park intensified. All over England, attempts at finding safety continued to be 

elusive. On November 14, Coventry, an industrial city located dead center in the middle 

of the country, was bombed mercilessly. Hundreds were killed during an unremitting 

ten-hour assault from the air, as tons of explosives and 30,000 incendiary bombs were 

released from the holds of over 500 German bombers. And, Coventry was only a case 

in point. By that time, the German aerial attack had killed nearly 20,000 men, women 

and children, and maimed, crippled and scarred an additional 30,000. Yet the people of 

the British Isles persevered, following the lead of their unyielding prime minister, 

Winston Churchill.  

On the ground in Golders Green, Vanessa spent her days managing a nearby uniform 

factory and her nights with Saundra and Giles, who had outfitted their basement as a 

bomb shelter. Anton’s visits were infrequent. When they did occur, they usually followed 
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a meeting with Braxton that cut into Anton’s stay.  

Much of Anton and Vanessa’s time together was spent in close quarters with Saundra 

and Giles in their basement, so physical intimacy was all but impossible. But, neither 

Anton nor Vanessa seemed to mind. They both had come to believe in the absolute 

necessity of Anton’s work and in the unquestioned importance of their having returned 

to England 

Yet, they never failed to touch one another soothingly or look at one another tenderly 

whenever they could. The feel of their hands together provided both warmth and 

reassurance. Theirs was a love and a commitment that could not be diminished by 

bombs or fighters, or any other atrocity the Germans might throw at them. 

***** 

Christmas eve 1940 at Bletchley Park saw a skeleton crew manning the facility. Most 

of the personnel had been given leave to go home for the holiday. Only volunteers, 

workers without families, persons deemed essential and Jewish personnel were 

expected to remain on duty, and work extra hours for their trouble. In return, this group, 

which of course included Anton, would be given New Year’s leave a few days later. So, 

on December 31, 1940, Anton headed for Golders Green where Vanessa and he and 

the Brodys planned to celebrate the New Year. In addition, Vanessa had recently turned 

50, so the celebration would take on additional meaning.  

Once again, Anton and Vanessa found themselves in the basement of the Brody’s 

home. There, they feasted on boiled eggs; potatoes; salt herring; sardines; a fresh loaf 

of bread; a simple salad of turnips, beets and carrots; cheese; and the cognac and 

chocolate that Giles had procured on the black market. As usual, the quarters were 

close and the air was heavy. Thick curtains covered the basement windows, giving their 

confined space even more of a cloistered feel. The candles that glowed on their meager 

dinner table provided, at best, smoky light and meager warmth. But, the couples 

seemed to be at peace as they watched the silhouette of the candle flames dance eerily 

along the whitewashed walls of the basement.  

After dinner, the two couples huddled under heavy blankets. They were all feeling a little 

light-headed and drowsy from the cognac. Pensively, Vanessa wondered out loud, 

“What do you think is going to happen after this bloody war is over?” 

Giles, who was enjoying the warmth of his wife’s body, looked in Vanessa’s direction.  

He was not so much unhappy with Vanessa’s question as he was sad the cognac-

induced carefreeness of the moment had been broken. But, he responded without any 

sign of annoyance. “I don’t think anyone can tell at this point. The Germans have 
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certainly had their way with the Continent and most of the political institutions have been 

shattered. In London alone, the Poles, Czechs, Norwegians and free French 

governments have set up governments in exile. As long as the non-aggression pact 

between fascist Germany and socialist Russia continues to hold, I suspect there will be 

many other governments in exile washing up on our shores. After the decimation of so 

many governments, I just don’t see how Europe can return to the old order. Anton has 

been at Bletchley; he probably has a better idea than do I.” 

Anton, who had been listening but only hazily, found himself thinking about General 

Geitel and how improbably correct he had been about Hitler masterminding a pact with 

Stalin. However, he knew he had to say something and he had been thinking about the 

question raised by Vanessa. Thoughtfully, he responded to Giles. “The Germans aren’t 

going to win because, sooner or later, the Americans are going to be drawn into the 

war. Admittedly, many in America are now anti-war. But, it’s inevitable.  Some event, 

such as the sinking of an American cargo ship in the Atlantic, is going to force 

Roosevelt’s hand. Already, there are bills before the United States Congress to provide 

His Majesty’s government with huge amount of munitions through what the Americans 

call Lend-Lease.” 

“What is that?” asked Vanessa. 

“Simply, the making available of equipment as a loan, with the expectation it will be 

returned if it is not damaged or destroyed. But, I think Giles hit it on the head.  However 

and whenever the war ends, there will be a reordered Europe. Not only that, the world 

will be reordered. After all of the economic dislocation caused by this war and the 

amount of destruction taking place, I can’t imagine England or any other European 

colonial power will have the economic clout, not to speak of the will, to hold on to colonial 

possessions.” 

“You mean India?” asked Vanessa. 

“Yes, India, the Levant and just about every place else.” 

“And, how about us?” asked a now-alert Saundra. “Where will we be after the war?  

What will happen to us?” 

Of course, no one could answer the question. So Saundra tried a different approach.  

“Vanessa and Anton, what do you think will happen to the two of you after the war?  Will 

you go back to America?” 

Vanessa looked at her husband as if to say, yes, my love, where do you think we’ll be 

after the war? Anton immediately understood he was being asked to make a decision. 
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He felt uneasy, but the answer came to him without much effort: “I think Vanessa and I 

will remain right here. We both loved America and we especially enjoyed our summer 

in California. But, I think I can speak for both of us. Despite Jonathan being in America, 

England is our home. England is the place that gave me sustenance and it is the place 

for which I am working as hard as I can. I have seen how much Vanessa enjoys being 

close to the two of you and I would never take that away from her.”   

Before Anton could continue, Vanessa threw her arms around him and hugged her 

husband for all she was worth. Anton hugged back with delight and then continued. “As 

for me?” 

“Yes?” said Vanessa, employing a mischievous tone in her one-word inquiry. 

“Well, Jason Andrews, whom I visited recently and who, as you all know, was my 

department head at University College, has assured me that a post comparable to my 

professorship at Columbia will be waiting for me at the University of London if I choose 

to remain after the war.” 

“That’s great,” observed Giles. 

“Indeed. But, what of you two?”  

Here, Giles deferred to Saundra who spoke comfortably and unhesitatingly. “England 

is our home as well, and will remain so. She has her problems, but both of us are 

devoted to our island home. Of course, it’s also difficult for us having Charlie in America. 

However, we’ve never crossed the ocean and, perhaps Charlie’s presence in the States 

will give us an excuse to visit. Indeed, we may not need much of an excuse, as Randy 

often talks about going to live with his brother.” 

“No doubt,” observed Giles. “Randy’s thoughts of going to the States may be influenced 

by a lingering desire to make it as a performer.” 

“Maybe so,” said Saundra. “Whatever the case, if the two of you remain, we will surely 

make do wherever our boys put down stakes. My only wish is that Agatha and her family 

survive the war and join us in England, safely away from the reach of that beast, Hitler.” 

“Saundra, I never had a close relationship with Hannah’s family,” said Anton. “But, my 

thoughts are running in a direction similar to yours. I can’t imagine what they must be 

going through. I hope with all my heart they somehow survive.”  

“I hope so, as well,” replied Saundra. “Do Hannah’s brother and his wife have any 

children?”   
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“Yes, Hannah’s brother Abraham Herskovitz and his wife Mittel have two children––a 

boy and a girl. I haven’t seen them for a while. Irena is the older. She’s about four years 

younger than Jonathan. Her younger brother, Janós, is her junior by about two or three 

years.  Jonathan and Janós were both named after Hannah and Abraham’s grandfather, 

Josef, who died at a young age. Janós has always been a very attractive fellow and I 

always liked him. I liked his sister, as well.” 

“If you liked the children so much, why didn’t you have a close relationship with the 

family?” queried Saundra, with an understandably quizzical look on her face. 

“I liked the entire family. It’s just that I didn’t get along with Hannah’s father, Josef.” 

“Now, you’ve intrigued us. Vanessa, do you mind if Anton continues?” 

Vanessa looked at her husband, hoping she wasn’t putting him in an uncomfortable 

position. “If Anton is comfortable, then I guess I am as well.” 

Hesitantly, Anton looked at his wife for a moment while collecting his thoughts. Then, 

having found whatever resolve he needed, Anton began. “I’m not worried about 

continuing and maybe it’s a good idea. My relationship with Josef is intertwined with 

how Hannah came to matriculate at the University of Berlin and how we met. Until now, 

I’ve not wanted to talk about Hannah. But, I think it would be cleansing to say a few 

admiring things about her, and I think Vanessa and I are both strong enough to deal 

with it.” 

Vanessa smiled reassuringly. “You needn’t have any concerns about me, my dear. I’d 

like to know as much about you as I can, including your earlier life and the woman who 

helped mold such a wonderful man.” 

“After that, how can I not continue? Josef had been a doctor in the family’s hometown 

of Danzig. Hannah was the older of the two Herskovitz children; her brother, Abraham, 

was two years younger. Their mother, Sofia, had never had a formal education, but she 

was well read and had insisted Hannah be properly schooled. 

“Josef Herskovitz had always been fascinated by agglutinin, the substance in the blood 

that causes it to coagulate. He had published several papers on the properties of blood. 

His research had reached the attention of Karl Landsteiner, an Austrian physician who 

was also interested in blood coagulation and who had acquired considerable fame for 

his classification of blood groupings. 

“Josef and Karl had immediately taken an interest in each other’s work and had 

established a regular correspondence. One day, Josef received a letter from Karl 

advising he would be giving a paper at an anatomy conference at the University of 

Berlin. The letter also reported Karl’s suggestion to the Berlin authorities that Josef, too, 



  230 

be asked to deliver a paper on blood coagulation. Apparently, Karl had been successful 

since, accompanying his letter, was a formal invitation requesting Josef’s presence at 

the conference.  

“Josef must have been beside himself with excitement. After all, Karl Landsteiner was 

likely the greatest hematology researcher of the day and presenting a paper at the 

University of Berlin was, indeed, an honor. When Josef broached the idea to Sofia, she 

was just as excited as he and suggested that Josef take Hannah with him, as their 

younger son, Abraham, was yet too immature to appreciate such a venture. 

“At first Josef demurred. He knew Abraham had never demonstrated any interest in 

scholarly matters, let alone scientific ones. Nevertheless, Josef thought such a trip might 

help to stimulate Abraham’s intellectual interest. In any event, he believed such a trip 

should not be wasted on Hannah, a mere girl. However, Sofia stood her ground and, in 

the end, Hannah accompanied her father.”  

Anton smiled with satisfaction as he thought about Sofia’s standing up for her daughter. 

“The choice proved to have been the right one. Hannah had loved the dynamism of the 

university and had thrived at the conference. Even Landsteiner had been impressed by 

Hannah, who had not hesitated in asking the great researcher questions relating to his 

work in the area of blood differences. Before father and daughter left the city, Hannah 

resolved she would return to Berlin to study at the university.” 

“Did she”? asked Saundra  

“Return, she did. As a student, Hannah was one of the first women to attend the 

university. She had wanted to enter the school of medicine but had been discouraged 

from doing so due to her sex. Instead, Hannah decided to study anatomy with the 

biology faculty.” 

“How did the two of you meet”? asked Giles.  

“Determination,” laughed Anton. “Hannah knew her standing as a serious student was 

suspect as a result of her gender. To ensure she would be taken seriously, she 

dedicated herself to her work and went out of her way to discourage the many young 

men who sought her companionship. She planned to be a researcher like her father 

and she didn’t want any dalliances to distract her from her anatomy studies. But, I wooed 

her in neutral territory, the library. Not long after that we were sweethearts, and then 

husband and wife.” 

The room was quiet as Anton’s three listeners, charmed by his story, sought not to miss 

a word. Now that Anton had finished, Giles was the first to speak. “Hannah was, indeed, 

a woman ahead of her time.” With a twinkle in his eye, he continued. “And, I might 
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humbly note, a worthy forerunner to my sister. But, you still haven’t told us why you had 

a falling out with Hannah’s family.”   

“I was getting to that. It happened after the war. Josef and his celebrated colleague, 

Landsteiner, had continued their collaboration and had recently arrived at their great 

conclusion that blood types differed among the races. From this determination, Josef 

had postulated that racial behavior was based upon biological determinants. Josef’s 

surmise was directly at odds with my conclusions that human behavior was based on 

cultural and geographical influences. During one visit, we talked about our competing 

views. The discussion got heated and Josef stormed out of the room. After that 

unfortunate falling out and right up to Josef’s death, my relationship with Hannah’s 

family was colored by my strained relationship with Josef.  Hannah always did her best 

to serve as a peacemaker, but the damage had been done.”   

“That’s so unfortunate. But, let’s hope the best for Josef’s family,” said Saundra.  

“Absolutely, just thinking about Abraham and Mittel’s children brings out all kinds of 

emotions. I’m sorry, but all of a sudden, I feel a little adrift––part guilt, part melancholy, 

and part I don’t know what.”   

Before Anton could say more, Vanessa pulled him to her side and, lovingly, covered 

him with the heavy blanket that would serve as their bedding for the night. As the 

candles dimmed, the two couples quickly found sleep. 
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Chapter 29 

Greetings via Sweden 

May 1941 

If events at Bletchley Park had been frenetic in 1940, they moved at breakneck speed 

in 1941. For Anton, the days and nights had no definition. Daytime was spent collecting 

and analyzing German communications and other intelligence. Nights were spent in the 

mansion with other members of the Bletchley Park leadership, as the senior team 

members attempted to make out patterns from the day’s intelligence gathering activities.  

On January 31, Anton was reading a speech given by Hitler the previous day in which 

the Fuhrer had reiterated his intention to destroy all of the Jews of Europe. The speech 

came on the heels of a report that in Warsaw, 400,000 Jews had been crammed into a 

small ghetto, made to live without heating fuel and inhumanely allowed only starvation 

rations. Anton wondered how many times Hitler would have to announce his diabolical 

intentions or how many disease-infested ghettos would have to be built before the world 

community took notice of what was happening to Europe’s Jews. 

A week later, on February 6, Anton was handed a message of great moment.  After 

reading only a few lines, Anton realized the report was a deciphered account of Hitler’s 

decision to send two German divisions headed by Erwin Rommel, one of the Fuhrer’s 

most successful generals in the invasion of France, to North Africa, in aid of the Italian 

Fascists. The report jumped out at Anton like a ghostly presentiment from the past, 

because the German invasion of North Africa was exactly the type of eventuality that 

had consumed Alex Braxton’s thoughts for so long. 

Anton sat back and tried to think through the implications of the report. Mussolini had 

declared war on England and France, conveniently delayed until the French 

government had already fled Paris and the German advance appeared unstoppable. 

Anton and his colleagues knew that Mussolini’s entrance in the war had been based 

solely on opportunism––the desire to expand Italy’s colonies in Africa by appropriating 

lands ruled by a distracted England and a weakened France. But opportunism was one 

thing; execution, another. The Italians had failed miserably at the latter. 

Advancing from Italian-controlled Libya, Mussolini’s plan had been to penetrate Egypt, 

which was then occupied by an English garrison of 200,000 men. However, Lt. General 

Richard O’Connor, leading two British armored divisions, had offered stiff resistance. 

Stalled in their assault and short on fuel and supplies, the Italians had been forced to 
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stop their advance at the Egyptian coastal town of Sidi Barrani. There, O’Connor’s 4th 

Indian Division and the 7th Armoured Division had mounted a blistering counterattack, 

taking 20,000 Italian prisoners. In the weeks that followed, O’Connor’s forces had 

moved west along the coast into Libya and experienced victory after victory, taking the 

Libyan coastal cities of Bardia, Tobruk and Derna, with the last falling on February 2. 

Today’s report, thought Anton, was a clear indicator of Hitler’s decision to take action to 

secure the Mediterranean and cordon it off as a Nazi waterway. It also played into 

Braxton’s concern regarding a possible Nazi move toward the Suez. After thinking 

things through, Anton lost no time in dispatching a messenger to Braxton to advise that 

the battle for the southern Mediterranean and North Africa was about to increase in 

intensity. 

***** 

Following the events of early February, reports streamed in regarding the containment 

of Jews in Polish cities other than Warsaw. On March 3, Anton received word that a 

ghetto had been established in Krakow. Later in the month, he learned that another 

ghetto had been established in Lublin. Feeling heightening concern, Anton’s 

speculation began to intensify and he didn’t like where it was leading him. The three 

Polish cities with the largest Jewish populations had now been ghettoized and the Jews 

there were being held in deplorable, disease-ridden conditions. What, he wondered 

fearfully, did Hitler plan to do with these unfortunates who, already, were being forced 

to live in subhuman conditions?  

The cascading events being reported at Bletchley made it difficult for senior staff, which 

included Anton, to take time off. In addition, travel was dangerous. Bombing raids were 

being leveled all over the British Isles. The blasts had devastated Glasgow, in the wake 

of which almost two-thirds of its population had been left without shelter. Nevertheless, 

when the opportunity arose to spend a day at home, Anton jumped at it.  

Wearily, Anton arrived home early on a rainy Sunday afternoon and noticed immediately 

that Vanessa had lost weight. When Anton expressed concern that she might not be 

eating properly, Vanessa took his worried inquiries in stride and gamely responded that 

meat and vegetables no longer interested her.   

Anton protested, but was persuaded to put his concerns to rest as Vanessa first 

unbuttoned his shirt, then helped him take off his shoes and pants. He was no longer 

preoccupied with either Bletchley Park or Vanessa’s lost weight. The two made love 

throughout the afternoon.  

Later, they paid a visit to Giles and Saundra. There, Giles brought Anton up to date on 
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the effects of Hitler’s bombing campaign, and Anton described his worries regarding the 

fate of the Jews of Poland. Afterward, Vanessa and Saundra pulled together what little 

was available for dinner and the four sat down to a pleasant, but spare, repast.  

At the end of the meal, Giles announced he had a surprise––a letter from Sweden. 

“Sweden?” blurted out Anton. “Who do we know in Sweden?” 

“Please,” responded Giles, coyly. “Let’s have some decorum here so I may continue.” 

“Okay,” said Anton, feeling nonplussed. 

“The letter is postmarked or, perhaps I should say, diplomatically marked, in Sweden.  

But its origin is in Denmark.” 

“Lorenz Kreisler!” exclaimed Anton. 

“Precisely. Now, may I continue?” 

“Of course. Who’s stopping you!” 

“Thank you. I shall now read the letter, which I believe you will all agree conveys 

reasonably good news. Here it is.” 

Dear Giles and Saundra: 

My friend Arno Bernthe was in town last week on his way to Sweden to 

negotiate a large shipment of Swedish steel intended for bridge repairs 

and other infrastructure projects of interest to the German army.  Since I 

am a still a German citizen, I have a little more mobility than most and 

was able to meet with Arno when he contacted me. He advised he was 

on his way to Sweden and that, if I wanted to send a letter to London, he 

could probably arrange for its delivery to you via Stockholm. I took him 

up on his offer, though I hate the idea of subjecting him to any risk. With 

any luck, you are now reading my words.  

It has now been almost a year since Hitler’s storm troopers entered 

Denmark in what, thankfully, was a near bloodless invasion. Only 16 

Danes fell that day and not many have died at the hands of the Nazis 

since that time.  

While the Germans have left a Reichsbevollmächtigter, a sort of 

governor-diplomat to watch over the country, the day-to-day governance 

is still conducted by Danish officials and the Danish Parliament. Further, 
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King Christian X has been allowed to continue his rule. But, life here is 

anything but normal.   

German soldiers are everywhere and all Danes know their proper place.  

The country no longer has any contacts with the Allied world and, 

increasingly, the country is dependent on German economic 

cooperation. 

Things could, of course, be worse, as Arno reports. Arno advises that the 

Germans like to think of Denmark as a model protectorate––an example 

of what benign Nazi rule will look like after the war. Why?  Bernthe’s 

theory is that the Nazis don’t regard Denmark as being particularly 

important or distasteful. It is true that the Danes provide a significant 

source of agricultural products for the Nazi army. It is also true the Nazis 

would not want Danish ports to fall into the hands of the British so they 

could interdict trade with Sweden. However, Bernthe believes the Nazis 

think of the Danes as fellow Aryans.  As such, the Nazis are disposed to 

treat the Danes more as cousins than as enemies.  

For their part, the Danes have been inclined to go along with whatever 

demands have been placed on them by the Nazis. In so doing, the Danes 

have avoided bloodshed and enjoyed a fair measure of latitude.  More 

importantly, for my family and me, the Danes cooperative behavior has 

enabled them to resist Hitler’s entreaties to deal with Denmark’s Jews 

more harshly.   

However, I am very worried. There is tension in the air and I believe it is 

just a matter of time before the same discriminatory edicts that were 

leveled against the Jews of Germany will be directed at the Jews of 

Denmark. Though I am German and not Jewish, I have to admit I tremble 

every time I walk in front of a Nazi soldier. In addition, Sarah is growing 

up to be a beautiful young woman and I’m worried sick that some idiot 

young Nazi will take advantage of her.  

I can’t wait for this foul war to end. Agatha still believes England is our 

best bet. If the time ever comes, I hope you won’t mind a little company 

until we get settled.  

Both Agatha and I long to see you. Sarah and Werner each send their 

love. 

Lorenz Kreisler 



  236 

No one moved or uttered a word for a moment following Giles’ reading of the letter. 

Finally, Saundra spoke as she wiped away the tears in her eyes. “This damn, bloody 

war. When will it end? When will it end?”   

With that, the two couples headed for the basement and their now familiar subterranean 

quarters. In May, two months later, Saundra’s prayers were at least partially answered 

when Hitler’s bombing campaign of the British Isles abruptly came to an end.  
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Chapter 30 

Atrocities in Russia 

May–August 1941 

When the bombing ceased in May, the task of reclamation began. During the months 

of bombardment, life had gone on at a very basic level. Bakers baked, farmers delivered 

produce, doctors healed and factories produced the tools and implements of warfare. 

However, little time remained for repairing the massive destruction that had taken place. 

Now, as the wary residents of the British Isles looked around, what they saw was 

overwhelming.  

Charred remains of vehicles were scattered across the landscape. Countless buildings 

stood as if held up by a thread, their exterior walls shattered and their windows, gaping 

holes. Streets were impassable. Utility poles had been destroyed; water lines leaked 

steadily. Worst of all, the country was littered with unexploded but still deadly ordinance.  

In this scene of destruction, Vanessa, Giles and Saundra attempted to resume their 

daily lives. Saundra volunteered at a nearby shelter that housed a never-ending stream 

of refugees who were displaced from the many months of bombing. Giles was still 

tending to the museum, and volunteered when he could.  

Vanessa continued her work managing the uniform factory. She now rode to the factory 

on a bicycle, there being no fuel available for civilian vehicles other than on the 

unaffordable black market. She had never been much of a bicycle rider. But surprisingly, 

she found the bicycle rides stimulating and she felt a certain kinship to Hannah, whom 

Anton had said was also a bicycle rider. Of course, the many fields of rubble she rode 

by were visible and depressing reminders of the Nazi aerial attacks.  

Anton found a few opportunities to visit, but by and large, his work at Bletchley kept him 

in the country. In May, the compound was abuzz with news of the capture by the HMS 

Bulldog of a German U-boat designated as U-110. The Bulldog had been escorting a 

convoy in the Atlantic when the U-boat attacked seven days out of Liverpool. The U-

boat immediately sensed it was in danger due to the size of the convoy and sought to 

hide in the murky depths of the Atlantic. However, after persistent depth charging, U-

110 was badly damaged.  

Having no recourse, the U-boat rose to the surface and her crew abandoned ship.  

Inexplicably, the U-boat’s captain left no charges on board.  And there she was, floating 

on the surface intact. The Bulldog dispatched a small contingent of sailors to board the 

abandoned U-boat. To the amazement of the boarding party, they uncovered an intact 
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Enigma machine, along with three months of codes. Not long after, the Enigma machine 

and the codes were brought to Bletchley where their recovery proved to be one of the 

great breaks of the intelligence war.  

On the Jewish front, Anton began receiving reports that the Nazis had embargoed 

Jewish emigration from Nazi occupied territories. The reports were worrisome since 

they suggested Jews, who were experiencing unspeakably harsh treatment in Nazi- 

controlled areas, were now trapped. In Croatia, Jews had been obliged to wear yellow 

badges. In Romania, Jewish adults were subjected to forced labor. In Bucharest, there 

had been a report of mass killings of Jews. In Warsaw, children in the city’s infested 

ghetto, deprived of adequate food and medicine, were dying in alarming numbers. In 

another part of Poland, Jews who had forcibly been herded onto a train were later 

dragged from the train and slaughtered. But, nothing was to prepare Anton for the 

harrowing news that was about to arrive from the Soviet Union. 

***** 

No longer having any need for Stalin, Hitler had been planning for months to dissolve 

the 1939 non-aggression pact with the Soviet Union. On June 22, 1941, Hitler 

unleashed Operation Barbarossa––the invasion of the Soviet Union. On that day, 

German forces representing ten percent of the adult population of Germany, 

accompanied by Romanian, Finnish, Hungarian and Slovak troops, marched across the 

Russian border.  The three and a half million troops who stormed into the country were 

protected by 3,600 tanks. Nearly 3,000 Luftwaffe aircraft laid down protective fire as the 

armored Panzer units and following troop columns marched into the Russian 

countryside. Though Stalin had received advance word of the impending attack from 

his own intelligence service and British intelligence, he had refused to believe what he 

was hearing. As a result, the huge communist military machine, consisting of three 

million Red Army soldiers, 8,000 aircraft and more than 10,000 tanks, was unprepared 

and responded with confusion to the Nazi attack.  

The invasion that followed was fearsome and would have been even more so but for 

the fact that the huge force of Nazi foot soldiers had difficulty keeping pace with the 

mechanized Panzer units. German victories, however, accumulated quickly. Minsk was 

one of the first major cities to fall. There alone, German forces took 280,000 prisoners 

and, in little more than three weeks, the Russian city of Smolensk on the Dnieper River, 

more than halfway to Moscow, was in German hands.  

At Bletchley, Anton and his colleagues marveled at Hitler’s audacity. By all initial 

accounts, it appeared as if Hitler might be able to accomplish in Russia what he had 

accomplished in France. If that happened, Hitler could turn his attention to the west and 

the British Isles would once again be at peril of invasion.  
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More troubling to Anton were terrifying reports of paramilitary killing units that followed 

the German army as it sliced its way through the Soviet Union. Unbelievably, these 

units, known as the Einsatzgruppen, appeared to be engaged in a pattern of wholesale 

killing of Jews, unparalleled by anything Anton had ever imagined. Often assisted by 

local residents, the Einsatzgruppen systematically rounded up Jewish men, shot them 

in cold blood and then buried them in large open graves. Even worse, the more recent 

reports indicated that the Einsatzgruppen were now killing Jewish women and children, 

often in the most barbarous manner. Frequently, the sadistic officers of the 

Einsatzgruppen would require that the victims dig their own graves before being shot. 

Surely, this can’t be happening, thought Anton. But, it was. From the cities of Lutsk and 

Ternepol in the Ukraine, word arrived of the murder of thousands of local Jews. From 

Zhitomir and Lvov, Ukraine, decrypted wires confirmed that thousands more Jews had 

been slaughtered. From Slonim and Mogilev in Belorussia, Mitau in Latvia and Minsk in 

Lithuania, even more reports of Jewish bloodshed were coming in and there seemed to 

be no letup. From Bessarabia, a region in eastern Romania and scene of the infamous 

1903 Kishinev pogroms, a decrypted wire left Anton shaking. There, the 

Einsatzgruppen, assisted by local citizens who were sympathetic to the Nazis’ 

murderous designs, had killed more than 150,000 Jewish men, women and children.   

Anton knew he had to act quickly. He dispatched a report to Braxton, who, in turn, 

advised he was passing the information up the line.  Braxton advised he would meet 

with Anton at SIS, now referred to by its wartime name, Military Intelligence Section 6, 

or MI6, after Anton’s report had been reviewed by the appropriate officials. 

***** 

Anton arrived at MI6 headquarters on the evening of August 23. The day had been 

overcast and rainy, and Anton entered the complex looking wet and bedraggled. He 

was drying himself off in the anteroom to Braxton’s office when Alex came out, gave 

Anton a warm welcome and ushered him into his office. The lighting was dim in Alex’s 

office and at first, Jonathan could not make out the identity of the other man who was 

sitting in the office and smoking a cigar.    

The other man was round faced with a jaw that seemed set in a permanent scowl. The 

portly man was wearing a three-piece suit despite the August heat, and sported a polka 

dot tie. To his utter astonishment, Anton realized he was in the presence of Winston 

Churchill. 

The great man addressed Anton. “Professor Sternbloom, thank you for coming.” 

“Yes, Sir,” said Anton, noticing with a combination of concern and amusement that 
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Churchill was assessing his yarmulke, but trying not to show his curiosity. 

“Alex, here, has been telling me about the splendid work you’ve been doing at Bletchley 

and the great service you’ve provided to your adopted country. On behalf of the valiant 

people of this besieged land of ours, I wish to thank you.” 

“Thank you. This is quite an unexpected honor. Your leadership of the country has, 

indeed, given the people of Great Britain their finest hour, as you so aptly put it at the 

beginning of the bombing.” 

“No time for encomiums, Professor. Let’s get down to business. First, you are probably 

surprised to see me here.” 

“To say the least.” 

“Well, here it is in a nutshell. Alex’s late father and I go back a bit. Bren Braxton was 

one of my finest headquarters’ officers during my admiralty days. Capitalizing on his 

abilities, I talked him into an extremely sensitive mission that, to my great chagrin, led 

to his death. I have never forgotten his service and I have tried to make amends by 

shepherding Alex during his career. So when Alex told me he had something I ought to 

read, I took him up on it. What he presented was your report about the Einsatzgruppen 

killings in the Soviet Union. Is it as dire as you describe?” 

Anton breathed deeply and then responded. “Worse, Sir. There have been reports daily 

of Jewish men being made to dig their own graves and then being shot while the shovels 

were still in their hands. Even more bestial, many of these men were made to dig graves 

for their wives and children and then required to watch as their loved ones were 

slaughtered. We reckon the number of dead could be in the hundreds of thousands.” 

“Unfortunately, that is what I expected to hear.  Hitler is, indeed, a depraved animal and 

his agenda is unspeakably heinous. As you know, we signed a military pact with the 

Soviets last month. Stalin’s Red Army is still reeling. Moscow has been bombed, 

Odessa is under siege and, as we speak, the German’s have surrounded Leningrad.  

Even if I could persuade Stalin of the importance of eliminating these killing machines, 

I’m not sure what he could do about it.” 

“I understand.” 

“But, I can do something. Indeed, conscience and honor require that I do something.  

Tomorrow is August 24 and I am scheduled to go on the air. In my radio address, I will 

advise the world of these German paramilitary killings that are taking place in the Soviet 

Union. I’m afraid I cannot make specific reference to the Jewish victims of the Nazi 

killing frenzy, for fear such a disclosure would tip off the Nazis to the fact that we are 
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decrypting their communications. I promise you, however, I will be as blunt as I can be.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Don’t thank me; thank Alex, here. Now that we have completed our business, perhaps 

Alex can find us a bit of whiskey in acknowledgment of the fine work you are doing.  Is 

there anything you need?” 

As Alex withdrew a cut-glass decanter from an ornate cabinet behind his desk, Anton 

gave the question some thought. Hesitatingly, he answered. “Well, yes.  But, perhaps I 

shouldn’t raise the matter.” 

“Professor, there are just three of us here and, by his presence, Alex has vouched for 

you. So, if you want to raise something, please do. As far as I can tell, we have our work 

cut out just to put a dent in this fine decanter of scotch.” 

“Thank you. There are hundreds of thousands of persecuted Jews throughout Europe 

who would like to find refuge in Palestine. Yet, there is some British document that limits 

the number of Jews who can enter Palestine to 15,000 a year. Is there anything you 

can do? For many, the inability to emigrate to Palestine could mean certain death.” 

“The document to which you refer is the White Paper introduced by Colonial Secretary 

McDonald in 1939. Further, your conclusions are correct. That is why I voted against 

my own government and opposed the White Paper two years ago when Neville 

Chamberlain, my predecessor, was prime minister.  And, I wasn’t alone. Leslie Hore-

Belisha, who was secretary of war at the time, also opposed the damnable paper.” 

“That’s good to know.”  

“Look, I’ve always been behind the Zionists. I supported the Balfour Declaration in 1917 

and I could not have been more impressed with what the Zionists had accomplished 

when I visited Palestine as colonial secretary in 1921. I never bought into McDonald’s 

premise in the White Paper that the 450,000 Jews in Palestine fulfilled the promise of 

the Balfour Declaration. And, I certainly did not agree with limiting Jewish emigration to 

15,000 a year over a mere five years, with the potential for a paltry 25,000 after that. 

You know that Lloyd George, who was prime minister at the time of the Balfour 

Declaration, appropriately called the McDonald White Paper an act of perfidy!” 

Feeling somewhat emboldened by Churchill’s remarks, Anton responded, “If that’s the 

case, Sir, why can’t we do something?”  

“May I call you Anton?” 



  242 

“Of course.” 

“Anton, the White Paper won a very substantial margin in Parliament and that was 

before the Battle of Britain. We had tried to get the Arabs and Jewish Zionists to agree 

on immigration at the Saint James Conference here in London in May 1939. When that 

failed, our colonial office concluded that no amount of talking would get the Arabs to 

agree to an official Jewish presence in Palestine. Frankly, with the possibility of war, our 

foreign office boys did not want to upset the Arab nations of Iraq, Egypt and Saudi 

Arabia, who, they reasoned, could easily be swayed toward the Nazi cause.” 

“But, can anything be done now?” 

“I’m afraid our foreign office is not going to budge. In addition, we need the Americans 

in this war. But were we to move in a policy direction that seemed to be pro-Jewish, I’m 

afraid American public opinion might see the war as being one fought on behalf of the 

Jews. If that happened, we could easily lose the support and future involvement of the 

Yanks. It’s not pretty, but that’s the way it is.”   

Seeing how his words had deflated Anton, the prime minister tried to make the best of 

a difficult moment. “I know that’s not what you wanted to hear. But, perhaps I can 

redeem myself in some small way. Is there anything I can do for you on a personal 

level? You have done so much for your adopted country.”  

Anton was disappointed by Churchill’s response but, at the same time, taken with his 

sincerity. In any event, Anton was so lost in thought he almost didn’t answer the prime 

minister. However, a little bit of throat clearing by Alex brought Anton back to the 

moment. Perking up, Anton responded, “Yes. I would like to send my son in the States 

a letter. I have sent many letters in the past but with the interdiction of cargo traffic in 

the Atlantic, I don’t know whether he has received them. Perhaps you can arrange for 

my next letter to go to him by diplomatic transport. Then I can be reasonably sure he 

will hear from me.” 

“It shall be done. We’ll have it on a transport as soon as you get it to us and I will arrange 

for it to be hand delivered by diplomatic consul. I will also make arrangements to 

process, in the same manner, any reply your son may wish to send to you.” 
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Chapter 31 

Tragedy 

September–October 1941 

Braxton had arranged for Anton to make a quick trip to Golders Green where he had a 

chance to tell Vanessa, Giles and Saundra of the remarkable meeting with Churchill.  

Anton was exhausted and barely could finish dinner before he fell asleep.  Vanessa was 

not nearly as tired. She contented herself with stroking Anton’s forehead as he slept.  

She thought how far they had come in the seven years they had known one another 

and how lucky she had been to find him.  

The next day, the foursome gathered around the radio and listened attentively as 

Churchill informed the world that the Nazis were killing scores of thousands of civilians, 

as he put it, in the Soviet Union. “I wish he’d said that the victims were almost all Jewish,” 

said Saundra. 

“I do, as well,” said Anton. “But, the only way we know the victims are primarily Jewish 

is through decrypted wire transmissions.  As Churchill pointed out when I met him, were 

we to reveal the full extent of our knowledge of the atrocities taking place, the Germans 

would know we’ve broken their codes.” 

“Still!” said Giles. “What’s happening to the Jews may be the biggest human catastrophe 

of all time. There’ll always be some kind of security concern with revealing what we 

know. But if we adhere to that philosophy, Hitler’s evil will be allowed to go forward 

unchecked.” 

Anton pondered the statement for a moment and then gazed at Giles with a disconsolate 

look. “I suppose there is merit to that position. But for now, I have to adhere to the rules 

Churchill established. I’ll keep listening and, maybe in a future speech, Churchill or a 

member of his government will be more explicit.” They all agreed, then headed for a 

nearby park where a local orchestra was performing an impromptu outdoor concert. 

That evening, Anton returned to Bletchley. 

The reports of atrocities being inflicted on the Jews kept piling up at Bletchley, and 

Anton kept reporting to Alex. In Kamenets-Podolski, Ukraine, more than 20,000 

Hungarian Jews were shot to death over a three-day period. In Vilna, Lithuania, another 

3,500 Jews were executed in retribution for the ambush of a German patrol, and the 

city’s remaining 40,000 Jews were crammed mercilessly into a small ghetto. Later, more 

than 3,400 of these Jews were taken to a nearby killing ground and massacred.   
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Then, all of a sudden, the intercepted communications no longer contained reports of 

Jewish killings. Anton wondered what had happened. In his August 24 radio address, 

had Churchill disclosed too much? Had the Germans finally found out about the Ultra 

program? Anton expressed his concerns to the other senior staff members at Bletchley, 

who all believed Ultra had not been compromised since the coded messages coming 

into Bletchley had not otherwise decreased in frequency or importance of content. They 

concluded Hitler had an ulterior motive––likely, a monstrous one––in imposing a 

communication ban on what surely were continuing atrocities being inflicted on the 

Jews.  

As usual, events had been unfolding at a breakneck pace at Bletchley; so fast, that 

Anton had not gotten around to writing his letter to Jonathan. But after the blackout on 

Nazi communications regarding atrocities against the Jews, Anton found himself with 

more time. So one evening during the third week of the month, Anton finally sat down 

to compose a lengthy letter to Jonathan, knowing this time the letter would reach his 

son. 

No sooner had Anton begun writing than one of the young mansion staff members 

knocked on his door and told Anton he had a visitor waiting in the vestibule downstairs. 

Anton wondered who would be visiting him at this hour and asked the young staff 

member if the man had disclosed his name. When the staffer responded in the negative, 

Anton felt a combination of alarm and heightened curiosity.   

When Anton arrived at the entrance to the mansion, he found Stanley Marcus waiting 

for him. Anton hadn’t seen Stanley for some time and was happy to have him as a 

visitor. Anton assumed that Alex Braxton had contacted Stanley and that Stanley’s visit 

that evening had something to do with Alex. Stanley and Alex had, indeed, met. 

However, as Anton observed his friend more carefully, he perceived a look of such 

gravity and despair that he knew something was desperately wrong. 

“Is everything okay?”  

When Stanley failed to respond immediately, there could no longer be cause for 

speculation. “It’s Vanessa, isn’t it?” Anton blurted out, amidst the cascading sobs that 

were coming from his throat. Falling to his knees, Anton looked imploringly at the rabbi 

who was now bending over solicitously to help his friend who had discerned the purpose 

of the visit, even though no words had been exchanged.  

“Yes, it is. She was riding her bicycle home from work this afternoon and was forced off 

the road by a lorry whose driver was not paying attention. Vanessa was thrown into a 

debris field and hit something combustible, most likely an unexploded charge from a 

bomb. The subsequent explosion killed her instantly. I’m so sorry.”   
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Stanley tried to console his friend as best he could. “She had just developed a new 

sewing process for reinforcing uniforms and was on her way to be honored by the local 

women’s auxiliary. Her last thoughts must have been happy ones.” It was of no avail. 

Anton had now slumped to the floor. Stanley lowered himself to the floor where Anton 

was hunched over. Together, the two cried the cry of those whose lives have been 

shattered by the senseless loss of a loved one.   

Two days later, Anton, broken and despondent, gazed distractedly as Stanley Marcus 

officiated at Vanessa’s funeral. For the second time in his life, he was saying goodbye 

to a spouse without the closure provided by a body and interment. For those in 

attendance, the day was one of almost unbearable sadness. Of course, Giles and 

Saundra were there and even Randy had come out of respect for his aunt. Alex Braxton, 

looking as grave and bereaved as if he were Vanessa’s widower, also attended. Deep 

in sorrow, Anton anguished over the fact he had not had a chance to say goodbye. But, 

what would he have said if the opportunity had arisen? So filled with emptiness was 

Anton that he couldn’t even address his own thoughts. He merely sat without emotion 

as Stanley Marcus led the prayer service. 

After the funeral ceremony, Giles and Saundra persuaded Anton to join them and Randy 

at home. They also invited Stanley, Alex, two of Vanessa’s friends from the uniform 

factory, and a few members of the synagogue Anton had been attending. Vanessa’s 

friend Muriel offered a glowing remembrance of Vanessa. She recounted how Vanessa 

had positioned herself at the forefront of factory life and how productive the factory had 

become since Vanessa’s arrival. Anton nodded appreciatively, but his grief was proving 

hard to penetrate. 

Then, Alex Braxton stood up and delivered a short speech extolling the patriotism that 

had brought Anton and Vanessa back to England. “I’m not the sort of person who often 

speaks of people falling in battle. I’ve seen too many to do proper justice to their 

memories. But as surely as if Vanessa had fallen under enemy fire, she died in the 

cause of her country and was a true heroine. I want to sing her praises.”   

With that, Alex started singing “We’ll Meet Again,” the 1939 wartime song popularized 

by singer Vera Lynn. As Alex intoned the opening lyrics, We’ll meet again, Don’t know 

where, Don’t know when, But I know we’ll meet again some sunny day, Randy, with his 

smooth tenor voice, joined in. Soon everyone in the room, including Anton, was singing. 

“We’ll Meet Again” was followed by “There will Always Be an England,” “Run Rabbit 

Run” and the recent blockbuster, “The White Cliffs of Dover,” written by two Jewish-

American composers. Before he knew it, Anton was singing to the memory of his 

devoted, accomplished and adventurous wife, and hugging everyone in sight. 

***** 



  246 

Vanessa had left her house to Anton, but Anton didn’t have the heart to return to it.  He 

asked Giles and Saundra to take care of closing the house while he was away. Anton 

headed back to Bletchley Park. A large gathering of sympathizers welcomed him back 

to the compound. Also waiting for him in his room was a hand-written letter of 

condolence from Winston Churchill.   

Anton’s focus had been one of his strong points and, despite the pain he felt as a result 

of Vanessa’s passing, he knew he had work to do. First, he had to write to Jonathan.  

But, what to say! At last, he put pen to paper. 

Anton read the letter over, arranged for it to be picked up by courier, and returned to 

work. After all, England was at war, and he was the widower of a woman who had 

given her country everything she possessed. 
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Chapter 32 

An Unexpected Duty Post 

October 1941–May 1942 

Anton returned to his work not knowing what to expect of himself. Focus had always 

been one of Anton’s strengths, even in the face of adversity. So, as had been true during 

the long period of uncertainty following Hannah’s absence, his toils numbed his 

heartache. Though his mournfulness remained, Anton had little opportunity for indulging 

in self-pity; events were moving too quickly.  

The intelligence coming into Bletchley was unremittingly negative during the fall of 1941. 

Shortly after Vanessa’s death, Germany had taken Kiev, consolidating its control over 

the Ukraine. There followed the siege of Leningrad and the German march toward 

Moscow, with Nazi forces reaching Moscow’s suburbs in late November. Then, almost 

miraculously, news arrived of Russian counterattacks. Siberian reserve forces, better 

equipped for the biting Moscow winter than their unprepared German counterparts, 

broke through the Nazi lines. Soon, more Siberian forces arrived from the east and 

joined the battle. By the end of December, the Germans, having suffered their first major 

defeat, were in retreat. 

Meanwhile, two oceans away, another staggering event was playing out. On December 

7, Japanese aircraft broke through the Sunday morning sky and unleashed a 

remorseless aerial attack on Pearl Harbor, home to America’s Pacific fleet. When the 

damage was assessed, two battle ships had been sunk, more than 300 aircraft had 

been badly damaged or destroyed, and 2,403 sailors and civilians had died. America 

was now at war with Germany’s strongest ally, Japan. Four days later, the circle was 

completed. Defiantly and without provocation, Germany declared war on the United 

States. America’s long ambivalence over joining the armed struggle in Europe had 

come to a sudden end. 

As these events unfolded, Anton’s acuity and dedication remained intact and his co-

workers continued to rely on him. His sadness remained in check, but transparently so. 

Increasingly his friends and colleagues expressed concern for his wellbeing. During this 

intense period, Alex Braxton’s duties made it difficult for him to find time to visit. 

However, on a particularly bleak day in February 1942 while Anton was sitting in his 

office assessing events in North Africa, Alex walked in unannounced. 

At seeing his friend, Anton broke into one of the first smiles he had managed in months 

and stood up to offer his hand in greeting. “Good to see you.” 
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“You, too.” Noticing the messages on Anton’s desk, Alex continued, “I see you’ve been 

following events in North Africa.”   

“I’ve been tracking our Eighth Army in the Western Desert for the last year.” 

“What are your thoughts on the Desert Fox?” 

“Rommel’s name suits him. He’s as wily as a fox. He sure gave us a fright last April 

when he penetrated deep into Libyan Cyrenaica on his way to Egypt.”   

With a loud sigh, Alex responded. “Right you are.”  

“Fortunately,” responded Anton, “in his haste to reach Egypt, he chose to bypass our 

garrison in Tobruk. So, to avoid a rear-guard action, he was forced to return to the 

garrison without proceeding deeper into Egypt.” 

“That was fortunate,” replied Alex.”  

Not wanting to lose the moment, Anton continued: “I thought we had him the following 

month when, despite having laid siege to Tobruk, he unexpectedly decided to pull back 

and establish his defensive line to the west in Gazala. Rarely have we had Ultra 

intelligence of the kind we were able to provide General Wavel for his Gazala 

counteroffensive. For a while it looked good after Wavel penetrated the outer defenses 

of Sollum, Halfaya and Capuzzo. Frankly, it was a shock when the counteroffensive 

failed and Rommel recovered the territory we had taken.”   

Smiling with satisfaction over Anton’s command of events in North Africa, Alex patted 

his friend on the shoulder. “Actually, Rommel has a lot to do with my being here. We 

have forces from all over the Commonwealth in Libya doing their best against Rommel, 

but the going has been agonizingly difficult. Thank God, we were able to break the siege 

of Tobruk in December after 240 days of torment. We have more men and more tanks 

than Rommel and our aircraft outnumber his by more than three to one. For a while it 

showed as we moved westward more than 300 miles pushing Rommel further into 

Libya. However, our supply lines were too thin, enabling Rommel to regroup and again 

take the battle east toward Gazala. We’re now forming a new heavily-mined defensive 

line running south from Gazala down to the old Ottoman fort at Bir Hakeim.” 

“How’s it going?” 

“Frankly, I don’t know. The long and short of it is we’ve come to a difficult pass in Libya, 

where, agonizingly, both sides seem to be doing no more than jockeying for position. 

To make matters worse, there’s no real consensus on the field as to how to stop 

Rommel. As you know, our commander-in-chief of the Middle East command is Field 

Marshall Sir Claude Auchinleck. But he seems to be leaving matters to his second in 
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command, Sir Neil Ritchie who, at least temporarily, has taken command of the Eighth. 

So, our lines of communication often overlap.”  

“Any ideas on how to move things along?” queried Anton. 

“Not yet. One problem is we’re not getting intelligence, particularly decoded Ultra 

intelligence, to the field quickly enough. As you pointed out, it’s been rare that we’ve 

been able to get timely information to our field commanders in the way we were able to 

get it to General Wavel. What we need is a seasoned professional on the ground who 

is familiar with Ultra and can quickly and efficiently combine Ultra intelligence with other 

German intercepts and local Arab ground reconnaissance.” 

“Are you looking for recommendations?” 

“No.  The recommendation has already been made. That’s actually why I’m here. You 

see, Churchill is likely to make a trip to North Africa this summer. But before he 

undertakes such a mission, he wants someone reliable to serve as a direct line of 

communication between himself and Ritchie’s forces.  You must have made quite an 

impression on him because the great man would like you to provide that line of 

communication.” 

“Do I hear you correctly? Aside from the honeymoon that you helped orchestrate, I 

haven’t been to North Africa in decades and I don’t have any military experience.” 

“Anton, few of our officers or enlisted men have served in the Western Desert. In point 

of fact, no one is better suited for the position than you, given your knowledge of the 

intelligence community, your Ultra skills, your awareness of events in North Africa, and 

your command of both German and Arabic. If that’s not enough, consider this. As you 

pointed out, Rommel has already made one nearly-successful crossing into Egypt and 

will likely try again.  If Egypt falls into German hands, our transportation corridor to India 

will be cut off. That would be a disaster and can’t be allowed to happen. But, what really 

grabs me by the gut and should be of concern to you as well is the fate of the Zionist 

community in Palestine. As we have discussed, if Rommel gets through to Egypt and 

then Palestine, the Zionist movement, stouthearted as it may be, will be at mortal risk.”  

“To say the least, this is quite a surprise and a lot to take in.” 

“Look, everyone knows how ill at ease you’ve been since Vanessa’s death. Relocating 

to a new duty post could be an invigorating shot in the arm. It may even revive memories 

of your earlier days in Africa when the world was an easier place in which to live. What 

do you say?” 
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“I don’t want our Mediterranean supply lines cut and the thought of Hitler’s monstrous 

campaign engulfing Judaism’s one last hope for a homeland sickens me. So, I guess I 

accept.”  

“Exactly what I told Churchill you’d say. There is one delicate matter I must raise.”  

“This whole thing isn’t delicate enough already?” 

“Now, now. I’m trying to look out for you. Here it is. Were you to be captured while not 

in military uniform, you could be summarily executed as a spy.” 

“Lovely!” 

“Indeed! By contrast, if you were in uniform when captured, you would be treated as a 

prisoner of war. So, Churchill arranged for you to be commissioned as a major in the 

British army, attached to Ritchie’s personal staff.”   

“Imagine me, a cultural anthropologist, turned military officer! Now, there’s a 

showstopper. But, it’s not forever.”  

“Quite so. There is one more thing.” 

“Yes? I didn’t think there was room for more.” 

“You’ll have to learn how to use a firearm and bolster your physical conditioning. So, I 

don’t know when you’ll be leaving.”  

  



  251 

Chapter 33 

A Soldier’s Introduction to North Africa  

June 1942 

Anton arrived in North Africa on a hot Thursday afternoon late in June. He alighted from 

the Armstrong Whitworth transport plane in his crisp major’s uniform only to be accosted 

by the wilting Egyptian heat. Before he had a chance to collect his belongings, his 

uniform had already lost its press and was clinging to his body.   

A young lieutenant wearing the insignia of the Australian Imperial Army waved to Anton 

from the back of a jeep and then jumped out onto the dusty desert runway to help with 

Anton’s duffle bag. “Welcome to Egypt, Major Sternbloom,” said the lieutenant, giving 

Anton a sharp salute. I’m First Lieutenant Winfred Morley with the Second Armoured, 

Sixth Australian Division.”  

“Good to meet you, Lieutenant.” 

“Thank you, Sir. Here’s your helmet. Local regulations require you wear it.”  

“Of course,” said Anton, who was taking in his dusty surroundings and the nonstop 

commotion at the airfield.  

“Our driver, here, will take us to the headquarters motor pool staging area. It’s located 

in a secure area, but still some distance from our command center. Then, if it’s okay 

with you, we’ll catch an officers’ transport that will go directly to Eighth Army command 

headquarters. I’m sure you’ve already been briefed on General Richie’s defeat at 

Knightsbridge and our loss of Tobruk.” 

“I have. But, I’d be interested in hearing a bit more.” 

“I’ll do my best. Simply put, Rommel fooled us. We expected him to hit us from the 

coastal road and, in fact, he launched a diversionary attack from the north. At the same 

time, his main force dashed south and hit us at the weakest point in the Gazala line 

where we weren’t expecting him to attack. It’s difficult to imagine how Rommel managed 

to get his tanks through that godforsaken desert, not to speak of navigating around our 

minefields. But, he did. Ritchie was pretty badly beaten and was forced to retreat to the 

east and give up the old French garrison at Bir Hakeim. Somehow, Rommel was able 

to get through our defensive position in the Cauldron and resupply, leading to the fall of 

Gazala. Frankly, Sir, when Rommel reached Tobruk, the garrison’s collapse was almost 

a foregone conclusion. The actual attack didn’t last long. General Klopper surrendered 

after only 24 hours, and 32,000 of his men from the 2nd and 5th Mahrattas were forced 
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to lay down their weapons and taken prisoner. Many others retreated east to Alam Halfa, 

Egypt, near El Alamein. In the aftermath, as you also probably know, General 

Auchinleck appointed himself to replace General Ritchie.”  

“I do.” 

“Good, because General Auchinleck will be waiting for you. I’ll brief you along the way.”   

Anton would have liked a little break after his long and bumpy flight from the Royal Air 

Force base in Lincolnshire. But he didn’t need his three months of training to know one 

didn’t keep a top ranking general waiting, particularly after a sudden change in 

command. So instead, he smiled gamely and decided he would test his Arabic on the 

driver. 

Anton observed that the man was dressed in the traditional Libyan manner, although 

poorly so. He wore a loose white cotton shirt, torn under the armpits. The shirt hung low 

over the man’s loose white pants, but not low enough to obscure his hopelessly stained 

pants. The man’s teeth were crooked and some were black. Anton was so struck by the 

man’s overall wretched appearance that he almost gasped. However, he caught himself 

and returned to the task of testing his Arabic.   

“As-salăm ‘alaykum.” Hello, said Anton to the driver.   

Surprised, the driver responded with the customary response of, “Wa ‘alaykum as- 

salăm.” Hello to you, as well.  

Feeling a little more confident, Anton asked the man his name. “Mă ismak?” 

“Hamza,” replied the man, with a blackened toothy grin that forced Anton to cringe. 

“Min ayn anta, Hamza?” Where are you from, asked Anton. 

“Ană min Banha.” I’m from Banha, replied Hamza.  

The lieutenant did not speak Arabic, but did recognize the name of the town. Helpfully, 

he interjected, “We’ve gotten honey from Banha. The town is well known for that. It’s on 

the road to Alexandria in the cotton growing area northwest of Cairo.”  

Anton remembered hearing of Banha from his research time in Alexandria. He thanked 

the lieutenant and again turned his attention to the driver. Willing himself to smile, 

despite not wanting the man to bear his teeth in a return smile, Anton extended his hand 

and said cordially, “Motasharenfon bema’refatek.” Pleased to meet you. 

Hamza’s eyes brightened. Seemingly eager to engage Anton in more extensive 

conversation, Hamza opened up with a flood of questions and Anton returned the favor. 
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After a few moments, Anton noticed the bemused look on the lieutenant’s face and knew 

he had to curtail the conversation with the driver and redirect his attention to the 

lieutenant.  

“Sorry for the diversion, Lieutenant.” 

“No problem, Sir.” 

“What’s our status now?” 

“I don’t think we’re ready to take on Rommel just yet. But under Auchinleck, we at least 

have delayed the Germans for a few days.”  

“You’re talking about Mersa Matruh?”  

“Yes. With so recent a change of command, Auchinleck didn’t want to risk a major battle, 

but Rommel pursued our forces to Mersa Matruh where they’ve been hunkered down 

at the fortress. The fighting has been intense. Auchinleck hoped he could delay long 

enough to reinforce our defensive position 100 miles to the east at El Alamein, but I’m 

not sure that he will have the luxury of choosing his timing.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

“Well, just as I was leaving to pick you up, I heard the fortress may fall. Already, we’ve 

lost 6,000 men and 40 tanks from just the 29th Indian Infantry Brigade. None of this is 

good news, particularly since we’re expecting a visit from the great man, himself, in the 

next few weeks.” 

“I had heard Churchill would be visiting here pretty soon. What does our ground 

intelligence indicate about Rommel’s next moves?” 

“As far as intelligence goes, the truth is, we were waiting for you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Didn’t anyone tell you? Our current intelligence officer, Colonel Sam Radcliffe, was 

injured on a reconnaissance mission. Until he recovers, you’re the new intelligence 

officer assigned to general staff headquarters.” 

Again, Anton expressed surprise. He had known he would be working in intelligence, 

but he had no idea he was going to be called upon to serve as the general staff’s 

intelligence officer.  

Anton and the lieutenant continued their conversation for the remaining bumpy ride 

along the coastal road. Anton could not help but be impressed at the contrast between 

the inviting blue water of the Mediterranean on his left and the harsh desert landscape 
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on his right. Thoughts of Alexandria and his earlier time in Libya came rushing to his 

mind and, with them, he started thinking about Hannah. The flashbacks made him feel 

pleasantly nostalgic but also guilty, as if disrespectful of Vanessa’s recent passing. At 

last, the jeep approached a large cleared area where Anton and Morley said goodbye 

to Hamza, who did not have clearance to go any further since the location of 

headquarters was a strict secret. 

The two boarded a halftrack transport and settled in for the remainder of their bumpy 

ride. At length, the transport arrived at a green area covered by what looked like a small 

city of camouflaged tents.  A private helped Anton from the jeep and took his belongings, 

while Lieutenant Morley escorted him to Claude Auchinleck’s tent. The trim general had 

a long face and an authoritative bearing, but what caught Anton’s attention was the 

man’s firm gaze and hardened eyes. “Major Sternbloom, good to see you and welcome 

to North Africa. Please accept my sincere condolences on the recent loss of your wife.  

This damn war has hit all of us hard.” 

“Thank you,” said Anton. “I appreciate the sentiment.” 

At Anton’s response, the general hesitated, prompting Anton to ask if everything was 

okay. Regaining his focus, Auchinleck replied, “Absolutely, Major. It’s just that I’m 

inexperienced in greeting an officer who not only comes with the endorsement of 

Downing Street but who also speaks with a German accent.” 

“I understand the problem, General. I feel the same way about having left the secure 

confines of a university campus in New York City for a remote post in North Africa.”  

With that they both laughed, having broken the ice.  

Auchinleck resumed the conversation. “I’ll get down to business. As the lieutenant has 

no doubt advised you, Sam Radcliffe, our general staff intelligence officer, is indisposed. 

It comes at the worst possible time, since Mersa Matrah has just fallen and we’re being 

forced to pull back to El Alamein. Your reputation as an expert in intelligence has 

preceded you and, until Radcliffe recovers, I want you to be my new intelligence officer. 

Is that all right with you?” 

“Of course.” 

“Good. Now for the basics: Tell me about your philosophy of intelligence.” 

Caught off guard, Anton had to think for a moment. Finally, he responded. “Well, I’ve 

been attending intelligence meetings at Bletchley for quite some time and I can tell you 

intelligence is only as good as the ability to utilize it in a timely way, particularly in the 

theater of battle.” 

“I couldn’t agree with you more, Major.” 
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“Thank you. The signal intelligence we received at Bletchley was instrumental in 

defending the United Kingdom during the Battle of Britain and the Blitz that followed.  

Much to the surprise of some, signal intelligence has also been extremely useful in 

interdicting shipping––particularly Italian shipping––in the Mediterranean. But I’m afraid 

signal intelligence from Bletchley has been of limited value here, Sir, because of the 

time involved in getting it to the battlefield.” 

“Agreed, again. Instead, what do you suggest?” 

“Don’t misunderstand me. As we have seen even here in North Africa, Bletchley 

intelligence can be quite valuable. But it has to be supplemented with signal intercepts, 

reconnaissance and intelligence gleaned from the local Arab-speaking population.” 

“Right you are. One of our problems has been a shortage of native Libyan speakers. I 

understand, however, that you speak Arabic as well as German.” 

“I do, but I speak with an Egyptian accent. From my work as an anthropologist, I know 

that if you want to endear yourself to the local population, in your case, the local Libyan 

population, you must not only speak their native tongue but also their dialect.  Have you 

had time to determine whether you have anyone on staff who speaks with such a 

dialect?” 

“All I know is that our Arab speakers are from both Egypt and Libya. I’m told the Libyans 

speak native Sulaimitian Arabic.” 

“Good,” said Anton. “But, it would be even more helpful to know whether your Libyans 

are from around here.” 

“I’m really not sure. As you are no doubt aware, I’m a bit new to this post. I think our 

translators are from the west around Tripoli. Why do you ask?” 

“I don’t have to tell you that the Libyans, as with most Arab communities, are tribal.”   

“Of course.” 

“Just because the European powers have established boundaries for the country that 

is now called Libya doesn’t mean that Libyans from one part of the country relate to 

their fellow countrymen from another region of the country.” 

“Understood again, Major.” 

“In the case of Libya, Sulaimitian Arabic consists of two distinct dialects––a western 

dialect that is centered around Tripoli and an eastern dialect that is centered around 

Benghazi, Baydá and the area just to the west of us. So if, as you suspect, your Arab 
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speakers communicate with a western Libyan dialect, they are not likely to gain the trust 

of the nearby inhabitants who speak a different Sulaimitian dialect.” 

“What you say makes sense, Major. But if we haven’t had any interpreters from the east, 

we may now.” 

“I’m sorry. I don’t follow.” 

“The whole thing is very strange. Apparently, this week, our sentries apprehended an 

Arab man as he tried to cross the border. The poor bloke almost got his head shot off.  

However, our guards restrained themselves long enough to discover that the man spoke 

excellent English and that he was offering his services as an interpreter and intelligence 

gatherer.   

“Once the guards perceived the man’s intent, they took him to one of our intelligence 

officers who discerned the man was from Benghazi and spoke eastern Sulaimitian 

Arabic. In the course of interrogating the man, one of the officers made reference to 

your name and said you would want to question the man yourself. Surprisingly, when 

your name was mentioned, the man claimed to know you.” 

“I don’t know how that would be possible.” 

“Nor did the intelligence officer. So, he asked permission to bring the man here to meet 

you.” 

“What’s the man’s name?” 

At that, Auchinleck checked his notes from the day’s briefing. “I’m told his name is 

Mustafa Muhammad.” 

“I don’t recognize the name. But obviously, it’s a common one.” 

“Indeed, I think the best way to determine whether he’s telling the truth is for the two of 

you to meet.”   

“Of course.” 

Motioning to a sergeant who was standing at the ready near the opening of the tent, 

Auchinleck directed that the Arab man be brought in. The man who walked in was of 

medium height with a trim beard and a full head of dark hair. He bowed, then looked at 

Auchinleck and said, “Thank you, Sir, for inviting me into your tent. I am at your service.” 

Auchinleck cleared his throat, not wanting to concede anything––not even a simple 

greeting––to the man. The man then bowed before Anton. “My friend and teacher. How 

are you? You have aged well.”  
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Anton observed the man critically, but could not make an association. 

With an audible chuckle, the man then said, “Don’t you remember me?” 

Anton studied the man again. There was something about him that brought back vague 

memories, but he couldn’t place the face. “Can’t say I do.” 

“Well, then, maybe you will remember how I bastardized the King’s English when I 

pronounced the words ’precious‘ and ’vicious.’” With that, the man proceeded to 

pronounce each word with a hard “c” so that “precious” sounded like preckus and 

“vicious” sounded like vickus. 

Anton looked more closely at the man. Now, he knew whom the man looked like:  Abdul 

Khalil. But, Abdul had been dead for many years. Besides, it was Abdul’s son, Mustafa, 

who had mispronounced the words “precious” and “vicious” as a boy. Then, it dawned 

on Anton that this was Mustafa standing before him––now a grown man with features 

that made him a dead ringer for his father. But, if true, why the last name? 

Anton broke out into a wide smile and threw his arms around the man. “Mustafa, how 

are you? When I last saw you, you were a boy. Now, you’re a man. You’ll have to tell 

me everything when we have the time. But, what are you doing here and why have you 

taken a different last name?” 

“In a way, it all goes back to your instruction. You see, after you left, I continued to study 

English. I married a Libyan woman who was a relative of my deceased father and moved 

back to Benghazi, my childhood home, where I’ve been teaching English in a local 

school for several years. When the war arrived, the school closed and I found myself 

without work. So, my family and I moved east along the coast from German-held territory 

in Benghazi to Darnah. After struggling for a long time in Darnah trying to feed my family, 

I decided to come here and volunteer my services as an interpreter and intelligence 

gatherer in the hope I could earn some money and send it back home.” 

“But, why the new last name?” 

“Oh, that! In Darnah, I don’t know whom I can trust. I didn’t want word leaking back that 

I was meeting with the English,  so I decided to use an alias until I was confident that 

my identity would be dealt with discreetly. Of course, when I heard your name, I knew 

that I would be in safe hands and that my services might be put to good use.” 

“However you got here, I’m so glad to see you. If you’re anything like the boy I knew, I 

would be delighted to have you as an interpreter and intelligence gatherer.”  

General Auchinleck, who had been listening to the exchange between Anton and 

Mustafa, motioned for the sergeant to escort Mustafa out of the tent. When Mustafa was 
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gone, Auchinleck looked sternly at Anton and asked, “Major, you haven’t seen this man 

since he was a boy. What makes you think you can trust him? Further, under what 

authority did you advise him he was suited to be an interpreter, let alone an intelligence 

gatherer?” 

“Sir, if I overstepped my bounds, I apologize. But, this man and his father were like 

family to me when I worked in Alexandria before starting my university career. I would 

have entrusted his father, Abdul, with anything, and Abdul couldn’t do enough for me.  

Even after I left, his father and I corresponded for several years until his death. Ours 

was a true bond and among Abdul’s people, a bond binds every member of the family. 

I will endeavor to learn more about Mustafa. But unless I’m horribly mistaken, I believe 

he will be a great asset.” 

“All right, Major. I will place him in your charge for now. But, I want regular reports on 

his trustworthiness and fitness to serve in an intelligence capacity.” 

“Thank you. Does central command come with any beds?” 

Laughing, Auchinleck responded. “Yes, it does. But, you’ll have to endure just one more 

briefing this evening to orient you to our current combat lines. Then, you can get some 

sleep. Get plenty of it for, soon enough, you’ll need all the energy you can muster.” 

***** 

Anton was not the only one who had remained busy following his trip from the airfield.  

Hamza, too, had busily used his time, but in a far different way. Hamza had waited until 

nightfall. Then, with little more than his wits and a thin slice of moon to guide his way, 

he had slipped out of the motor pool compound and walked the familiar five kilometers 

to where his cousin, Hassan, was waiting for him. As a boy, Hamza had worked for an 

English family and had been treated badly. Over the years, he had retained both his 

knowledge of English and his contempt for the British. Now, this seemingly unschooled 

peon of a man was reporting all he had heard in English while driving the jeep; in 

particular, the identity of the newly-arrived intelligence officer. Without delay, Hassan 

mounted his camel to relay the information to another family member who waited 10 

kilometers in the distance. In this manner, five camel riders later, word of Anton’s arrival 

found its way to the man who was second in command of Rommel’s 21st Panzer 

Division, General Walther Geitel. 

Older and paunchier, Geitel’s flushed complexion evidenced the tendency toward wine 

that had stalled his career and denied him the top North African command he had 

always sought. He had been right years before about German designs on the southern 

Mediterranean. But, he was not happy to be living in a sparely-outfitted tent as his 

farsighted prognostications were being carried out under the command of others.    
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At first, Geitel didn’t recognize Anton’s name. But when he did, he was filled with 

contempt. He remembered his wife, Lisa, observing that the Sternblooms’ had displayed 

great attentiveness, even when he had been rambling under the influence of drink. It 

was as if an old puzzle had suddenly been solved––as if all of the reasons underlying 

Geitel’s stagnant career could be attributed to Anton, rather than to Geitel’s own 

excesses. Geitel’s face reddened with fury. He rose and looked at the young officer who 

had brought him the information. “That disgusting Arab with the lousy teeth; I think his 

name is Hamza. Have him watch the new arrival, Sternbloom, like a hawk.” Then he 

thought to himself, that fucking Jew might have been laughing at me all these years.  

But, I will have the last laugh.” 
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Chapter 34 

A Promising Lead and a Prominent Visitor  

July–August 1942 

As Geitel seethed with rage, Anton slept a deep, dreamless sleep. He awoke well rested 

the following morning. As he emerged from his tent, he marveled at the bright desert 

sky, the nearby coast and the swarm of activity around him. He had been issued a new 

uniform better suited to the hot climate, and he felt considerably more comfortable in 

the stiflingly hot desert air.  

When Anton arrived at the mess hall for breakfast, he found Mustafa waiting for him. 

“How was your night’s sleep, Major?” 

“It was just fine, and please stop calling me major.  If someone important comes by, you 

can call me major. But when we are together like this, I am Anton. Understood?” 

“Yes, Anton,” said Mustafa, with an appreciative grin. 

“We have a lot to talk about, particularly now that I have been briefed on the position of 

our troops and the suspected position of Rommel’s forces. But first, you have to tell me 

how you got here. There must be more than 250 kilometers of heavily-patrolled road 

between Darnah and here. And, how did you find the camp? I don’t imagine that central 

headquarters is well advertised, to say the least!” 

“I can answer both questions with one response. In Darnah, there is a market day in the 

center of the town at which merchants from all over the region come to sell their wares. 

I happened to be at the town center on market day last week. One stall caught my eye 

because the vendor was selling old Muslim holy books and religious artifacts. I have 

always had a bit of my father’s archaeologist in me and I have always been interested 

in old manuscripts. So, I went over to the vendor’s stall and we started talking.” 

“Sounds intriguing. What did he say?” 

“It was more than intriguing. His tale was one of great sorrow.” 

“How so?” 

“The vendor’s name is Abdullah Ahmed. Abdullah’s family has been in the business of 

selling holy manuscripts for generations. After Mussolini built the Via Balbia, or, as you 

Englishman call it, the coastal road, in the 1930s, Abdullah’s family was able to travel 

the full length of the coastline from Tripoli to Tobruk and into Egypt, selling their 

manuscripts and holy artifacts. No robber bothered Abdullah or his family because no 
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one wished to demean the name of Allah or his prophet, Muhammad. Business became 

so good that the family was able to buy a small truck, the very one that Abdullah drove 

to Darnah. As a result of doing so much traveling, the family also acquired a lot of 

knowledge of events that were taking place along the coastal road.” 

Mustafa looked at Anton to see if Anton was following the narrative. Anton was, indeed, 

and gestured Mustafa to continue. 

“Even after the war began, Abdullah and his family felt comfortable traveling the coastal 

road, since they thought they had nothing that would be of interest to non-believers such 

as the Germans and Italians. However, the family hadn’t considered that they did have 

something of interest: intelligence about troop movements and emplacements. One 

day, a company of Nazi soldiers marched into the town where Abdullah’s brother, Tareq, 

and his two grown sons, Muaz and Wiss, lived. The Nazis wanted information and they 

tortured Muaz and Wiss in the presence of their father to obtain it. Muaz died under 

torture and Wiss was left without the use of one of his arms.” 

“That’s awful. What did the sons disclose?”   

“That’s the sad part. The family had nothing of interest to tell the Nazis, who were 

infuriated after spending so much time interrogating the sons. The Nazis did not want 

to leave the town without imparting a lesson. So, they ordered the town’s residents to 

gather in the town square. There, the Nazis grabbed one of the senior clerics and made 

him completely disrobe in the presence of everyone––men, women and children. Once 

the imam was in complete humiliation at being naked in front of everyone, the Nazis sat 

him down on a chair and bound him. One of the Nazis then strode up behind the poor 

man, who was quivering and involuntarily relieving himself.  The Nazi took off his belt, 

wrapped it around the imam’s neck and strangled the man for all to see.” 

“That is inhuman and quite surprising because Rommel has a reputation for being 

decent with civilians. I hope it was just a renegade unit that committed such despicable 

acts.” 

“I hope so, too. After all of this took place, Abdullah took an oath that he would avenge 

the murder of his nephew and the imam. When I told Abdullah about my plan to join up 

with Auchinleck’s forces as an interpreter and intelligence gatherer, Abdullah said that 

he lived near the Egyptian border and that he would be happy to drive me there in his 

truck. Abdullah said that he did not fear meeting up with any Germans on the coastal 

road because he believed they had satisfied themselves that they would get no more 

information from his family. In addition, he said that once we got to his town, the road 

to the Egyptian border was an infrequently-traveled dirt road that probably would not be 

patrolled by German forces.” 
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“And, you obviously believed him?” 

“Yes. Just as I hope you will believe me.” 

“Of course––in the same way I would have trusted your father.” 

“Thank you. I should also mention that Abdullah said he would like nothing more than 

to assist me once I was accepted by the British forces.” 

“Speaking of which, how did you find your way to the compound?” 

“I didn’t. I was blindfolded after the border guard completed his initial interrogation and 

was taken to the compound blindfolded in a jeep.” 

“If we get you back to the border, would you be able to find the dirt road leading to 

Abdullah’s town?” 

“I believe so. Yes. I am confident that I would.”  

“Well, that settles matters. Let me tell you what I know and what kind of information 

might be valuable if Abdullah or one of his family members could provide it. Then, we’ll 

find out about getting you a jeep and driver.” 

***** 

During his briefing the previous day, Anton had been cautioned about sharing too much 

with Mustafa until his bona fides were established. However, Anton didn’t see any 

problem in erring a bit in Mustafa’s favor. So, what he told Mustafa was a good piece of 

what had been disclosed in the briefing. Anton then asked Mustafa to tell him about his 

father’s death. A look of profound sadness crept across Mustafa’s face, but he obliged. 

When the two were finished, Anton sought to make arrangements for Mustafa to be 

driven to the border area where he had entered Egypt and then to be driven to 

Abdullah’s village. However, Anton was frustrated to discover that obtaining an armed 

vehicle and driver was not an easy matter, and would be even more difficult as the time 

for Churchill’s visit approached. 

***** 

Churchill did not arrive until August 3. Predictably, his arrival caused quite a stir within 

the compound. For several days, amidst the tightest possible security, a seemingly 

endless parade of high-ranking officers was ushered into the tent that served as the 

prime minister’s field headquarters. Despite being a mere major, Anton assumed 

Churchill would want to see him. After all, it was at Churchill’s behest that he had been 

asked to accept the uniform of the British military, pick up stakes and become a senior 
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intelligence officer in the North African command. In addition, Anton had been 

monitoring all Enigma data pertaining to Rommel’s activities and he was convinced the 

Germans were planning a major attack sometime in the next few weeks. Anton had 

reported his findings to Auchinleck’s general staff, but he still wondered whether 

Churchill would want to hear from him directly.    

Anton did not have long to wait. He was sitting at a desk reviewing the latest signal 

intercepts when Lieutenant Morley walked into Anton’s tent and advised that the prime 

minister wished to have a few words with the major.   

“Thank you,” said Anton, looking up from his desk at the lieutenant. “Do you know what 

it’s about? What have you heard?” 

“I can only say this: We’ve been asked to prepare a transport out of the compound for 

General Auchinleck. Also, a friend of mine saw him leave Churchill’s tent after the two 

met and the field commander didn’t look very happy.” 

“Whew,” said Anton. “I had best prepare before I meet the prime minister.” 

“I wish that were possible,” said Morley. “But, I was told the prime minister has only 

limited time and that I should get you over there at once.” 

Anton followed Morley to Churchill’s tent. All around, he could see that the number of 

heavily-armed sentries and military police was about three times their normal 

complement. Anton entered the tent. Churchill was talking to an officer whose crossed 

baton and sword with crown on his epaulets identified him as a lieutenant general. 

Anton stood at attention until the two had completed their conversation. Then Anton 

saluted both in what he prayed was an acceptably-smart manner.  

Churchill got up from his chair and placed his left hand on Anton’s shoulder as he shook 

Anton’s hand warmly. “Anton, I’m so sorry about your wife. But, I’m delighted you’ve 

had the courage and resilience to accept a military commission and come down to this 

godforsaken place for work that I consider essential to the war effort.” 

“Thank you, Sir. I'm eager to do whatever I can.” 

“I know you are. Now, allow me to introduce Lt. General William Gott, Strafer to most of 

the world. Strafer is a soldier’s soldier and one of the finest fighting men in the United 

Kingdom. He just took over the Eighth Army command from General Auchinleck.  

Strafer will be reporting to General Harold Alexander, who will be taking over General 

Auchinleck’s Middle East command position.”  

Relieved that Morley had tipped him off, Anton betrayed no surprise as he saluted and 

then accepted Gott’s hand in a firm handshake.    
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“Anton,” said Churchill, “you know that I don’t beat around the bush. Here’s what I know: 

Our RAF boys really showed Rommel a thing or two at El Alamein early last month, and 

our 26th Australian Brigade scored a big victory against the Italians at Tel el Eisa on the 

16th. We’re now well positioned at El Alamein where the terrain drops off, forming a 

defensible ridge at the Qattara Depression. However, matters have been quiet since 

then and we have to assume Rommel is licking his wounds. We should be putting this 

campaign away. But, we can’t win if we are constantly being surprised.  That’s why I 

thought a change of command was in order here. That’s also why I wanted Strafer to 

meet you. I want you to be the one who makes sure there are no more surprises.” 

“Thank you” said Anton. “I’ll do my best.” 

“Good. Now, getting right down to business. I understand you’ve received some new 

Ultra intelligence from Bletchley and you think that fox, Rommel, will be launching an 

attack in the next few weeks.” 

“I do.” 

“But,” interjected Gott, “my men tell me Rommel’s forces are exhausted and he knows 

that our supplies are picking up.” 

“That’s exactly my point. Rommel knows that we suffered as many losses as he did 

during the past month. But, he also knows that our position will improve as more 

supplies come in and that he will be at a disadvantage.”   

“So, despite the exhaustion of his troops, you figure Rommel has to strike soon before 

we rearm.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Makes sense, Major.” 

Churchill smiled at the man whom he now thought of as his discovery. After a moment, 

he interjected: “Anton, I have things to do. So, I’m going to leave the two of you alone 

while I catch up with General Alexander. But before I go, I want to ask if you have all 

the resources you need. Further, I understand that you’ve been reunited with an old 

friend who somehow materialized almost out of thin air just before you arrived.” 

“Yes. Mustafa Khalid was a boy when I first met him. I was a doctoral student in North 

Africa and spent a lot of time with Mustafa and his family. I taught Mustafa English, or 

so he claims.” 

“That’s great.” 

“But, I do have a problem that General Gott might be able to resolve.” 
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“Name it,” said Churchill. “If it’s within the general’s power, I’m sure we can resolve it.” 

“As the general is aware, Ultra information is only good up to a point.  What we need is 

reconnaissance from human sources that gives us a better picture of what the Ultra 

intelligence provides. For that purpose, Mustafa has made a potentially valuable 

contact––a man named Abdullah Ahmed, who lives in a town just across the border.” 

“Is this man, Ahmed, reliable and trustworthy?” asked Gott. 

“Mustafa believes he is and I trust Mustafa. I can’t speak for others in Abdullah’s 

community. However, Mustafa has persuaded me that Abdullah has good reason to 

hate the Germans and is highly motivated to help our forces.” 

“So, what’s the problem?” asked Churchill. 

“It’s a very mundane one. Mustafa is eager to meet with Abdullah and is confident he 

can find the town where Abdullah lives. But, despite my best efforts to requisition an 

armed vehicle and driver to take Mustafa to the town, I’ve not had success. So, Mustafa 

is hamstrung and doing little more than waiting for an opportunity to get a ride.” 

“An army runs on the smallest things,” mused Churchill. “I’m sure, after this meeting, 

you’ll have little difficulty finding a vehicle. General, do you agree?” 

“Yes. Of course.”  
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Chapter 35 

Intelligence Obtained and Victory Gained 

August–September 1942 

Gott had been true to his word and arranged for a driver and armed jeep for use by 

Mustafa. The timing had been fortuitous, but not for a reason Anton, or anyone else in 

the 8th Army, would have wanted. Less than a week after Anton’s meeting with Churchill 

and Gott, the general’s plane was shot down. Heroically, Gott—the soldier’s soldier—

had died while trying to assist the other passengers on the plane. Shortly after these 

events, on August 13, Churchill appointed Bernard Montgomery, Monty to his troops, to 

lead the Eighth Army. It was the second appointment to the top military post in as many 

weeks and British headquarters was in chaos.  

Given the frenzied circumstances of the new Eighth Army command, Anton would have 

had no hope of obtaining transportation for Mustafa. But, he did have the jeep and driver 

and, by the time Montgomery had gotten settled in, Mustafa had already made several 

trips to Abdullah’s town. 

Mustafa was well aware he was taking a risk and had approached his first trip to the 

town with trepidation. But, he felt more relaxed as the jeep arrived at its destination. 

Though the town was many miles from the Mediterranean, it straddled an underground 

aquifer and pleasantly boasted many date and palm trees. Abdullah had greeted 

Mustafa on his arrival, along with a dozen or so children who had come to see the jeep. 

From there, the two had gone to Abdullah’s stone and mud house. Observing the 

furnishings, Mustafa could see that Abdullah and his family were prominent members 

of the community. After numerous cups of tea and local delicacies, Mustafa was 

completely at ease and confident about the information Abdullah had to offer. 

Regular trips followed the first one, with Mustafa being introduced to many of the town’s 

residents. Each time Mustafa returned to headquarters, he brought back a report––

sometimes from an itinerant merchant who had been happy to talk over a cup of tea; 

sometimes from a relative of Abdullah’s who had sworn vengeance against the Nazis 

because of the murder of Abdullah’s nephew; and sometimes from personal 

reconnaissance performed by Abdullah at substantial risk to himself. Slowly, an outline 

of Rommel’s likely intentions began to emerge.   

Initially, Abdullah’s informants had reported large Panzer concentrations in the area just 

north and east of the Qattara Depression. Then, in subsequent visits, Abdullah was able 

to pass on additional intelligence regarding the size and composition of the Panzer 

force.  One report described a tank array so large that it had to indicate a forthcoming 
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major offensive. Further, the Nazi position––close to the southern and least well 

protected part of the British defensive line––indicated another attack from the south.   

Soon Anton received confirmatory Ultra intelligence indicating that Rommel would, 

indeed, attempt to shatter the British defenses from the south. Once through, Rommel 

intended to proceed southeast through the Ragil Depression and then up behind British 

lines near the Alam el Halfa Ridge. The Ultra intelligence also indicated a Panzer 

concentration north of the main troop concentration and west of the Meteriya Ridge, 

and that a diversionary attack would come from that area. 

Anton submitted Mustafa’s findings, as well as the corroborating Ultra intelligence, to 

Montgomery’s general staff. About ten days after Montgomery’s appointment, Anton 

was ushered into Montgomery’s tent. The tent had been separated into a command 

center filled with charts and maps, and a curtained-off inner area where Montgomery 

received visitors and held meetings. Anton had seen many of the maps and charts, 

since they’d been duplicated for use by his intelligence unit.  

Anton was led into the inner sanctum where Montgomery awaited him. The two 

exchanged salutes and Anton was seated. Anton had seen Montgomery from a 

distance, but this was the first time he had seen him up close. Anton liked what he saw. 

Montgomery had a welcoming, though authoritative, manner. His bushy mustache and 

long, wizened face had a grandfatherly quality befitting his 54 years. But, there was no 

mistaking his military bearing and his take-charge manner. Montgomery spoke first:  

“Major, I’ve read your reconnaissance reports, as well as the Ultra reports you have 

provided. Normally, I’d be loath to risk the well-being of my army on reconnaissance 

provided by a native.” 

At this, Anton began to protest but was waived off by Montgomery. “I know,” said 

Montgomery. “I’ve heard about this fellow, Mustafa, and I know he’s your man and that 

you trust him implicitly. But, I’ve learned to withhold my trust until absolutely justified.  

Fortunately, in this case, we have Ultra intercepts that corroborate what your man has 

found on the ground. So, I’m inclined to accept your reports as accurate and ask you to 

convey my appreciation to Mustafa.  Now, the question is, what do I do? I would like 

your thoughts based on what you’ve seen.” 

“Thank you. As you probably know, I am an anthropologist and not a military strategist.  

“Major, please, I don’t have time for this. Either you have something to offer or you 

don’t!” 

“My apologies. We’ve discerned Rommel intends to hit us from the south where our 

defenses are weakest and then work his way northeast behind our front lines, in an 

enveloping move, on his way to the Alam el Halfa Ridge.” 
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“Yes,” said Montgomery beginning to show impatience. “I have read your reports. But, 

what is your point?” 

 Anton summoned his nerve and replied, “I would allow him to do just that.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean we should fortify the Alam el Halfa Ridge and, perhaps, the area south of it. 

Then, we should wait for Rommel as he begins his attack where our defenses are 

weakest. As he moves north toward the ridge, we can molest him from both the air and 

the ground. Also, the soft sand in that region should hold him up. When he approaches 

the ridge, where our defenses will be concentrated, we can hit him with everything we 

have from the vantage point of high ground.” 

“I’ll have to study the topography to make sure you’re correct in your assessment. It’s 

novel! I don’t think we’ve previously used our tanks defensively in an anti-tank capacity.” 

With that, Montgomery indicated the meeting was over. As Anton was leaving, 

Montgomery flashed a smile and urged Anton not to let up on the reconnaissance. 

***** 

The German attack came on the night of August 30. Five Divisions––three German 

and two Italian, with the 15th and 21st German Panzer Divisions in the lead––charged 

northeast toward the Alam el Halfa Ridge, now defended by the British 44th Armoured 

Division and further to the south by the 7th Armoured Division.  

Rommel had chosen a clear night with a full moon for ease of mobility. However, the 

full moon also gave the British Wellington and Albacore bombers an unclouded view 

of the advancing German columns. From the start, the German Panzers and the 

supporting Italian mechanized divisions were put on the defensive. Minefields and 

quicksand slowed the Nazi offensive, even as RAF aerial fire tormented the advancing 

tank columns. Further, limited fuel meant that Rommel could not outmaneuver the well-

entrenched British artillery. However, Rommel resolutely continued north until sunset.  

As dawn broke the next morning, a weakened Rommel resumed the fight. He had 

already lost 22 tanks. Even so, he knew his German Panzer IV tanks had a longer firing 

range than the enemy’s and he had more tanks. However, as the fighting resumed, he 

saw this advantage quickly fade as fuel shortages forced him to hold back many of his 

tanks. In addition, the British forces had interrupted a 300-truck German convoy that 

was to provide him with desperately-needed supplies. By September 3, after four 

devastating days of battle in which he had lost 50 tanks and nearly 3,000 men, Rommel 

knew his offensive had to be called off. The superior RAF firepower, the mines, the 

shortage of fuel and the withering fire from the well-concealed British armoured units 
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had done their job. The British victory had been a splendid testament to the 

effectiveness of intelligence combined with ground and aerial warfare. Montgomery 

was appreciative.  

Montgomery had chosen to give his exhausted troops a breather and had not pursued 

Rommel into the desert. On the morning of September 5, when the opposing forces 

had returned to their original battle lines, Montgomery called a staff meeting to assess 

the results of the battle. Anton felt privileged to be one of the officers in attendance.  

Montgomery congratulated his generals on what he called the most decisive battle of 

the North African war. 

Montgomery then turned to Anton. “The Ultra intelligence was essential to our success, 

and so was the ground reconnaissance. I take back what I said about your man, 

Mustafa. Please convey my appreciation to him. Please also tell him that now, more 

than ever, we need reliable ground reconnaissance. So, Mustafa should persist in his 

work to the maximum extent possible. We’re going to knock the Desert Fox out of his 

lair; it is just a matter of time. But when we do, I want to know the enemy’s disposition 

so that we lose as few of our fighting men as possible when we deliver the final blow.” 

“I will be sure to convey your sentiments,” said Anton. “Already, Mustafa has been in 

touch with his Libyan sources and very soon we hope to provide you with a clear picture 

of Rommel’s position and an estimate of his intentions.” With that, Montgomery 

adjourned the meeting and Anton returned to the signal intelligence tent to analyze 

new communications. 
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Chapter 36 

Fate Intervenes 

August–September 1942 

As requested by Montgomery, Mustafa had made a number of trips to Abdullah’s town 

during the remaining part of September and into October. On one of these trips, he 

learned that Rommel had taken ill and flown back to Germany to recuperate––a 

startling piece of information that Anton confirmed through Enigma intelligence and 

then dutifully passed along to Montgomery.  

Mustafa also reported that he had met with one of Abdullah’s cousins named Ibrahim. 

Under duress, Ibrahim had been supplying the German central command with fresh 

produce from the coast. Inadvertently, he had stumbled onto the location of the German 

field command. Anton asked why the cousin had not earlier revealed the information 

he claimed to possess. Mustafa said he had asked the same question. Ibrahim 

responded by saying he had been fearful that word of his discovery would get back to 

the Germans. That is exactly what had happened and Ibrahim was now a fugitive in 

need of help.  Mustafa also indicated that Ibrahim would only disclose what he had 

seen to a British officer who could assure him of protection. Of course, the officer would 

have to speak Arabic. Mustafa had suggested a meeting with Anton and the man had 

agreed, on the condition that Anton would bring him back to the compound. 

Anton gently chided Mustafa for making promises he might not be able to keep. 

However, not wanting to miss so important a lead, Anton agreed to accompany Mustafa 

on his next trip to Abdullah’s town.   

The night before leaving, Anton wrote to Alex Braxton: 

Dear Alex: 

You are no doubt aware our forces have held Rommel at Alam el Halfa. I 

take pride in the small role I played in enabling our boys to pull off what 

Montgomery has called the most decisive allied victory of the war. 

Everybody in the camp believes we will soon be delivering a deathblow to 

Rommel’s forces and to Hitler’s ambitions in North Africa.   

I remember when we first spoke and you expressed concern that Hitler had 

designs on the Suez Canal and maritime superiority over traffic in the 

Mediterranean. I don’t think that is going to happen and I hope you can 

now rest more easily. Similarly, Hitler will not be entering Palestine, with 
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the result that 500,000 Jews there will be able to sleep more comfortably. 

You have taken me on quite an odyssey. But, everything I have done on 

your behalf and on behalf of the United Kingdom has made me a better 

man. I have always been interested in finding the better nature in those I 

have studied. Through my work with you, I have also had to acknowledge 

that real depravity exists on earth and that such cruelty must be eradicated 

so that others may pursue their better selves. It has been a real learning 

experience and a great privilege. 

Overcoming the sadness I have felt at the loss of Vanessa has not been 

easy. But being in a position to make a contribution has enabled the hurt 

to be muted, even if it still persists. After the war, I plan to accept the 

position at the University of London that still awaits me, assume my place 

among the ranks of loyal British citizens and spend more time with you. I 

am eager to know how you have been dealing with the revelation of your 

Jewish ancestry. 

Appreciatively, Anton 

The next morning, Anton, Mustafa and their driver climbed into the jeep and headed 

toward Abdullah’s town. They arrived around eleven o’clock, when the late morning sun 

was already beating down unrelentingly on the hard-packed desert floor. The driver 

parked the jeep on a bluff above the town, just as he had done in the past.  Anton looked 

down on the sun-bleached clay and rock dwellings, and mused to himself that the town 

probably had not changed in hundreds of years. Women were still carrying jugs to the 

well, sheep and goats were bleating in raggedly-assembled pens and children were 

playing simple games on hard-packed sandy streets and alleys.   

Behind the one- and two-story buildings that dotted the town, Anton could see a drop 

off into a ravine, punctuated by a long wadi. Anton wondered how much water the wadi 

had once carried and whether it had served as a trade route for this part of the desert.  

Anton and Mustafa started walking toward the town from the bluff where the jeep and 

driver remained. They observed the women at work and the children at play, but saw 

no men. Surprised by this observation, they nevertheless continued walking toward the 

town. Slowly, the children began to return to their homes and the women began to leave 

the well. Anton and Mustafa looked at one another questioningly amidst the quiet that 

now prevailed. They slowed their walk as both began to sense something was wrong.  

Anton turned toward his friend. “Did anyone other than my intelligence staff know we 

were coming here today?” 
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For an instant, Mustafa looked puzzled. Then he remembered. “Only Hamza in the 

motor pool. Yesterday, I hitched a ride to the motor pool to make sure a jeep would be 

ready. I saw Hamza and told him we would need a jeep today. He asked me where we 

were going to make sure that our jeep had enough gas in the tank.”   

Anton stopped a moment to ponder Mustafa’s response. But, no sooner had he done 

so when shots rang out and the ground around Anton and Mustafa pulsed from the 

impact of bullets. The two did not waste any time wondering what was happening; they 

knew it was a trap. They turned and ran back in the direction of the jeep.  Neither man 

looked back.  Mustafa was younger and faster.  He outpaced Anton as the two ran for 

safety. 

The first shot to hit Anton grazed his buttock, just as Mustafa was reaching the jeep.  

The shot was not a serious hit, but it caused Anton to stumble to the ground. Anton 

cleared his mind, saw the jeep in front of him and observed that the driver was holding 

back Mustafa, who was attempting to return to the line of fire to help Anton. Anton picked 

himself up and began to run for all he was worth. The images of the driver and the 

restrained Mustafa became larger and larger. He pressed forward, despite the pain in 

his buttock. The second bullet brought him to the ground. 

***** 

Anton’s mind was now in a cloud. Through the miasma of pain and disorientation, he 

could not discern what was happening. Had he been able to do so, he would have 

realized he was immobilized and being hauled across the desert in a crude stretcher.  

The only thing his inner mind knew was he was experiencing pain each time the pallet-

like device hit a bump or a rock. Soon he could feel nothing, as his mind and body 

submitted to the loss of blood and shock that had set in. So, he was unaware that a jeep 

and medic had replaced his makeshift stretcher. 

At length, the jeep arrived at its destination, a Nazi field hospital. General Walther Geitel 

had been waiting and approached the jeep along with the field hospital’s oberfeldarzt, 

its lieutenant colonel and officer in command. Geitel surveyed the bloody bandage 

wrapped around the shoulder of the still unconscious Anton. Concern showed on the 

general’s face. Turning to the oberfeldarzt, Geitel asked “Colonel, will he live?” 

The colonel had been assessing his prospective patient and felt the same concern as 

his superior officer. Nervously, he responded, “Herr General, he has lost a lot of blood.  

Fortunately, our medic was able to bandage him and staunch the flow of blood. But, we 

don’t know what we are dealing with. He still has a bullet lodged in him and we don’t 

know whether infection has set in.” 
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“Let me tell you what you are dealing with. You have in front of you one of the most 

important prisoners to be taken during this campaign. In addition to a personal score I 

have with this man, he is a virtual font of intelligence. I want you to do everything you 

can for him. Put him in a separate surgical tent under guard and treat him like royalty.  

The next time I come here, I want to remind him of our first meeting and then interrogate 

him for all he is worth. Do I make myself clear?”  

“Yes, General. I will have a separate tent cleared for him in the operating arena and 

assign my best surgeon to him.” 

***** 

The surgeon succeeded in removing the bullet from Anton’s shoulder.  His assistant 

and attending nurse had cleaned and neatly arranged the surgical instruments for the 

next patient before leaving to attend to other emergencies. Tired from a hard day’s work, 

the surgeon sat down thinking he might catch a quick nap as he waited for his patient 

to awaken. All of sudden, he heard a loud clamor and the sound of jeeps entering the 

compound. Soon, a corporal rushed in with news that a large contingent of wounded 

men had just arrived and every surgeon was needed. Torn at what he should do next, 

the surgeon surveyed Anton’s sleeping body, and determined his patient was safe and 

would stay put for a while. So, making sure a guard was posted near the entrance to 

the tent, the surgeon left to tend to the newly-arrived wounded men.  

***** 

Anton awoke in a haze. The sounds of men shouting permeated the tent and Anton 

realized they were speaking German. He glanced at his bandaged shoulder and 

remembered what had happened. He peered around the tent and saw medical supplies 

marked with Nazi insignias. Quickly it dawned on him that he was a prisoner in a Nazi 

field hospital and it sent shudders through his body. He remembered he was in uniform, 

so he was not concerned about being treated as a spy.  Even so, he knew his treatment 

would not be kind. 

He looked around the tent one more time, wondering why he was alone. As he surveyed 

his surroundings, the shouting from outside the tent became louder and more frantic. 

He listened carefully and was shocked by what one Nazi soldier was urgently shouting. 

“The British have located our facility. General Geitel has issued orders to disband the 

hospital, secure all prisoners and move out immediately.” 

It cannot be, thought Anton. Geitel, after all these years! If he’s taken the trouble of 

bringing me here, he must know I’m an intelligence officer. Even worse, if he doesn’t 

already know, he will soon find out about the deception Vanessa and I played on him 
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years ago. Either way, my treatment in his hands will not go well.  

Anton’s shoulder ached and he had difficulty keeping his thoughts together. But always, 

his thoughts led to one place. He was now at the mercy of an antagonist who was 

undoubtedly lusting for revenge, and who would likely stop at nothing to gain whatever 

military secrets he could pry out of his prisoner.  

Nervously, Anton again looked around the tent. His eyes fell on the neatly-arranged 

surgical instruments. The surgeon had put restraining straps on Anton’s recovery bed.  

However, even with only one functioning arm, Anton had no difficulty removing them. 

He felt a little dizzy as he set his feet on the floor and hobbled over to the instrument 

table. He reached for the scalpel that had carefully been cleaned and set in a tray with 

several other instruments. He felt his heart beating uncontrollably as he grasped the 

scalpel and sat down in the chair where the surgeon had sat a little while before.  

He did not know if he had the courage to do what he knew he must do. He knew of a 

Jewish colleague who, despondent at having been relieved of his teaching position, had 

slit his wrists. Hannah and he had discussed the poor man’s fate. Hannah, who had 

studied anatomy, said it was a gentle way to go, particularly since he had done it in a 

bathtub filled with warm water. But, Anton had no warm water to ease the hurt. He 

wondered how painful it would be. 

He tried not to tremble as he made the cut. Soon, he was watching the blood ooze from 

his wrist. It was painful and he began to panic. His whole body was in a state of alarm. 

He tried to steady himself and overcome the dread. He thought about Hannah.  How 

beautiful and, of course, how headstrong she had been. He thought about their happy 

years together in Hamburg and the sacrifices she had made as he rose through the 

academic ranks. He thought about Hannah’s family in Danzig, her mother and brother 

and the handsome Janós. He feared for them and wondered what would become of 

them. He thought about Vanessa and how, selflessly, she had cared for Jonathan while 

rescuing Anton from the abyss. She had brought Anton back to the world of the living 

and then had poured heart and soul into their marriage. He thought about Giles and 

Saundra and pondered the fate of Agatha and Lorenz’s family in Denmark. How long 

would Denmark be safe? Would Sarah and Werner grow to adulthood? But most of all, 

he thought about Jonathan, his beautiful and talented Jonathan. Where was he? Was 

he safe? Could he sense what was happening to his father? What kind of world would 

he inherit?  

Despite Anton’s agitated state, a simple prayer slowly came to his lips: First Hannah, 

then Vanessa, now me. Please God, even though you could not save us, please 

protect my Jonathan. Then, he sighed, knowing his time had come. In his last moment 
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on earth, he regretted that his head was uncovered as he proceeded to meet his 

maker.   
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Chapter 37 

Anton Remembered 

November 1942 

When Mustafa returned to the command center, he presented himself teary eyed to 

Anton’s second in command who, in turn, passed along Mustafa’s report up the chain 

of command. A rescue party was sent to Abdullah’s town, but found no sign of Anton. 

Soon, however, Geitel’s compound was overrun and the invading British forces 

discovered Anton’s body. A British army physician on the scene confirmed that Anton 

was dead. He first surveyed Anton’s freshly-repaired shoulder. Then, he checked out 

the pool of blood and nearby scalpel on the ground. As his eyes rose from the scalpel 

to Anton, he observed the discoloration on Anton’s wrist. The enormity of Anton’s 

sacrifice was clear, and the physician forced himself to hold back tears of admiration 

and sadness. 

***** 

For most of the Allied soldiers serving in North Africa, death meant an anonymous burial 

in the desert sand. However, one of Montgomery’s aides had reported the 

circumstances of Anton’s death to Alex Braxton, who had arranged for Anton’s body to 

be brought back to England and buried in the Golders Green Jewish Cemetery with full 

military honors.  

The funeral was held on November 4 in the small Golders Green synagogue where 

Anton had spent many a happy Sabbath morning. Commander Edward Travis and 

several others from Bletchley Park were in attendance, as were Jason Andrews, several 

additional professors from UCL, and a number of Anton’s former students.  

Alex Braxton, his head bent low in sadness, was seated in the front row with his 

daughter, Gwen. Like her father, Gwen was a redhead. But unlike Alex, whose gaze 

was unrelentingly serious, Gwen’s azure eyes were lively and expressive. Alex first 

introduced his daughter to Giles and Saundra, then to Rabbi Stanley Marcus.    

Neither Jonathan nor Charlie was present. They had been notified of Anton’s death and 

the news had been devastating. But neither could find a way of returning to Europe for 

the funeral. Nor was Randy present. He had recently been detailed to the United States 

Navy to help reinforce the naval architect’s office at the bustling Long Beach, California, 

navy yard. At that very moment, he was on a ship heading west to the United States. 

Rabbi Marcus began the service, explaining each Jewish funeral custom as he went 
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along. On a personal level, he reflected on how Anton and he had met and how Anton 

had turned from religious indifference to a strong commitment to Judaism. He 

commented on the role Jonathan had played in Anton’s religious transformation and of 

the great expectations Anton held for his son. He regretted Jonathan could not be 

present, but he passed along a message from Jonathan expressing his admiration for 

his fallen father and his intent to carry on where his father had left off. Then Rabbi 

Marcus told the story of Masada. 

“Masada was one of Herod the Great’s fortresses built on a high plateau surrounded by 

steep, natural walls. Jewish rebels had won over the fortress a few years before the 

destruction of the second temple in 70 CE. After the temple was destroyed, more rebels 

fled to Masada, with their numbers increasing to around 960 men, women and children.  

These 960 Jews held out against an entire Roman legion, consisting of seven Roman 

divisions, for almost four years.  

“Initially, the Roman efforts at building a ramp and scaling the fortress were rebuffed as 

the defending Jews threw stones on the ramp builders. However, the Romans started 

to use forced Jewish laborers to build the ramp. There were 15,000 of them. Inside 

Masada, the defenders were reluctant to kill their brethren who were being forced to 

build the ramp. That exercise in brotherly restraint led to the demise of Masada. 

Eventually, when it was clear that the Romans would breach the walls of the fortress, 

the men of Masada decided that they would prefer mass suicide rather than be killed at 

the hands of the Romans and see their wives and children defiled and sold into slavery.  

When the Roman governor, Lucius Flavius, finally entered Masada in the spring of 73 

CE, he heard nothing but quiet. Of the almost 960 occupants of Masada, all but seven 

were dead.” 

The rabbi hesitated, hoping his words would do justice to his departed friend. He 

continued. “None of us has the ability to predict when he will be called upon to serve 

the larger good. In a very few cases, such as Masada, the sacrifice involved exceeds 

all expectation. Such was the sacrifice of our friend, Anton Sternbloom, who died 

tragically, but heroically, responding to the call of country.”  

Then Marcus asked the assembled gathering to take a moment to reflect on the millions 

of people who were now living under Nazi occupation. “My dear friends, at this moment 

we are burying a true British hero and a Jewish one as well. On such an occasion, I 

cannot help but think of the Jewish victims of the Nazi occupation whose lives are being 

torn away from us almost as indifferently as one tears a piece of bread from a loaf. Two 

million Jews have already met their deaths at the hands of the Nazis, according to the 

World Jewish Congress.  Anton Sternbloom knew of these atrocities and did everything 

he could to stop the Nazi terror. Let us all do the same and, in our own way, do our 

utmost to stamp out this stain against humanity.”  
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Then, as if giving voice to Anton’s last thoughts, Rabbi Marcus invoked the names of 

Lorenz and Agatha Kreisler and their children, Sarah and Werner. He noted how 

important this family had been to Anton and how no one knew of their fate in occupied 

Denmark. He then said there was one other family close to Anton that was in harm’s 

way. Referring to Hannah’s family in Danzig, he observed that none of them had been 

heard from since the Nazis stormed through Poland and he prayed for their wellbeing. 

Before chanting the final prayer of remembrance, the El Malei Raachamim, Rabbi 

Marcus invited friends and family to say a few words regarding Anton. By agreement, 

Alex Braxton was the last to speak. With Gwen in hand, Alex ascended the dais, cleared 

his throat of the grief he was feeling and began to speak. 

“Anton died trying to rid North Africa of the Nazis and, in the process, deny them access 

to the Suez, one of the two great maritime gateways of the world. Palestine, now the 

homeland to more than 500,000 Jews, would have been at Hitler’s mercy had he 

succeeded in conquering the Nile Valley and crossing the Red Sea. Anton died after 

being shot down in a dusty Libyan town where he had hoped to obtain information from 

an informant regarding the disposition of the German and Italian divisions, their force 

strength and the reliability of their supply lines.”   

Alex paused to look around. No one moved or even raised so much as an eyebrow. He 

continued.   

“After Anton’s death, his trusted friend, Mustafa, identified an Arab man named Hamza 

whose treachery had led to the ambush. Mustafa then guided a crack squad of New 

Zealand fighters back to the town where the ambush had taken place. There, they 

discovered that Mustafa’s primary point of contact had been brutally killed by the Nazis. 

However, the New Zealanders were also able to find the informant, a man named 

Ibrahim, whom Anton hoped to meet and who had been in hiding. The man provided 

important intelligence regarding the position of the German Panzers, thereby enabling 

our own commanders to best structure our forces. Today, I can tell you the intelligence 

we gained from that dusty town and from other valuable sources has enabled our 

fighting men to score a great victory over the Germans in what is being called the 

second battle of El Alamein––a place that will be writ large in the annals of military 

history. Just hours before coming here, I was informed that Rommel’s forces are in 

retreat and Montgomery is pursuing them in the hopes of delivering the final blow that 

will rid North Africa of the Germans.” 

With this announcement, everyone in the sanctuary leapt from their seats and, as if one, 

let out a huge cheer. The cheering continued with men throwing their hats in the air and 

women embracing. For a moment, everyone had forgotten about the memorial service. 

Finally, Alex waved his hand and asked for quiet. When everyone calmed down, Alex 
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continued. 

“Anton knew I had recently discovered I have Jewish roots and that I had been studying 

with Rabbi Marcus in the hope of better appreciating my heritage. In his last letter to 

me, posted shortly before he died, Anton asked how I was doing with my studies. I want 

to answer Anton in public. Anton, I’m an old dog, and may never be able to change my 

ways. But, don’t fret. I have a surprise for you. My daughter, Gwen, whom you never 

met, but who is standing by my side, has also been meeting with Rabbi Marcus. Gwen 

will be following in my footsteps and attending Oxford next year, assuming this 

miserable war permits that revered institution to remain open. Gwen has informed me 

that, while at Oxford, she will be continuing her Jewish studies with a view toward 

converting to Judaism. I look forward to that day because there is no better gift I could 

give you, Anton, in return for all that you have given us. Goodbye, dear friend.”  
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