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This one is for Heinz and Geneste




One


Old Fenwick was enjoying himself on the rostrum … it was the fortnightly market auction where everybody knew everybody else. When it came to Lot 74 he did his best to make the two gas brooders, the chick feeders, and the drinking fountains, sound like the Crown Jewels. There were only two bidders, Major Mason (Retd) and Charlie Cook from Winchelsea. And Charlie was only bidding out of bloody-mindedness because Mason wouldn’t rent him the thirty-acre field for wintering some of his ewes. Lot 74 was finally knocked down to the major at £11.50 and afterwards Charlie helped him slide the wooden box into the station wagon to show that there was no ill-feeling.


Rye is an awkward little town to get out of during the summer when the visitors take over, so Mason kept to the bottom road and was back at the farm in just over twenty minutes.


It was the two Calor-gas canopy-brooders he had been after. Not for day-old chicks but for newborn lambs in February. The old wooden box smelt of creosote, and as he lifted out the canopies he laid them carefully on the grass. The feeders and drinkers were in good condition although the galvanizing was a bit rough in places. There was a nice old copper maximum and minimum thermometer for hanging on a wall, a few spare parts for the brooder valves, and a piece of faded yellow oilskin cloth with a couple of elastic bands around it.


It was nearly an hour later, when Mason was sitting on the bench under the tree having a cup of tea, that he remembered, and walked across to the car and brought back the waterproof package. The rubber bands disintegrated as he slid them off, and the yellow waterproof crackled as he folded it open. It stank of mildew and wet basements. There were two books inside and half a dozen papers. They were damp, and stuck together in a solid soggy mass. The top book was about half an inch thick with a pale green paper cover. The title on the cover was Die Sonderfahndungsliste Grossbritannien. At the bottom it said ‘Nur für Offiziergebrauch: Kriegsministerium Berlin’. The second was thicker and only the edges of the pages were damp. The title was Handbuch für die deutsche Besatzungsbehörde in Grossbritannien.


There was an SS identity card in the name of Sturmbannführer Maximilian von Bayer, born 6 January 1912. The identifying photograph had been torn off and as Mason held the damp card in his hand it fell slowly apart into two separate pieces.


He turned back to the first book and peeled open the pages. It was green with mildew, and the paper swollen with dampness. His German wasn’t all that good, but as he read he realized that it was some kind of Black List of people in Britain whom the Germans were going to arrest after their invasion. They were mainly names that Mason had never heard of. There were hundreds of names, and a lot of official abbreviations in German that he couldn’t understand. The names were numbered and he looked carefully down the left-hand page of the open manual. They were an odd mixture of names.




90. Cooper, Ivor, Mitgl. d. brit. Rüstungsausschusses, London, The Old School House, Rudgewick (Sussex), RSHA 111 D2.


91. Copeland, Fred, RSHA VI GI.


92. Coralfleet, Pierre, richtig: Frank Davison, vermutl. England, RSHA IVE4.


93. Cormack, Georges, Direktor, zuletzt Riga, vermutl. England, RSHA IV E4.


94. Coudenhove-Calerghi, Richard, 17.8.94 Tokyo, Schriftsteller, vermutl. England (Osterr.) (Legitimist), RSHA IV A8.


95. Courboin, brit. Agent, zuletzt Brüssel, vermutl. England, RSHA IV E4.


96. Coward, Noël, vermutl. London, RSHA VI GI.


97. McCracken C, 18.7.80 London, brit Oberleutn., zuletzt Brüssel, vermutl. England, RSHA IV E4.





The second manual contained the orders for the German occupying forces from the Reichsführer der SS Heinrich Himmler. Folded in two, and tucked inside the book, was an order from von Brauchitsch, the German army’s Commander-in-Chief. It was dated 9 September 1940 and stated that after the occupation ‘all able-bodied British males between the ages of seventeen and forty-five would be dispatched immediately as slave-workers in Europe’. The instructions were chilling even though it was all long past. Executions, hostages, confiscation of food and houses and terrorization of the civilian population were to be the order of the day. It was to be a deliberate policy of plunder and revenge.


He pulled apart the last slab of damp papers. Some of them were quite illegible but there was a letter in English, faded and blotched but still readable. The handwriting was youthful and round, a feminine scrawl with flamboyant crossings of t’s and dottings of i’s. It was still in its original envelope post-marked Cambridge and addressed to ‘Max von Bayer, Schloss Eger, Hildesheim, Niedersachsen, Deutschland’. The letter was written in brown ink and there was a purple German censorship stamp on both sides of the single sheet.


Dear Max,


How are things with you?


Things look very bad at the moment, and over here we wonder what will happen. Daddy said that he had heard that you were at your Embassy in London last year, why didn’t you come up to see us??? Will you have to serve in the army when you have so many other responsibilities?


David (the swot) got a double first and is hoping to do a postgraduate thing on German guilds in the fifteenth century. How ridiculous! Who cares?


I’m in my second year now at the Guildhall, but what happens at the exams in December I can’t bear to think.


We all send our love and if you are over here please, please, please come and see us.


Yours affec.


Sadie.


There was an address in Cambridge and a telephone number. It was dated 1 September 1939.


There was a British identity card in the name of Barnes, M., and a ration card with only the butter ration used.


Out of mild curiosity he checked the dialling code for Cambridge and dialled the number. The operator cut in almost immediately. Cambridge didn’t have six-figure numbers any more.


He put the stuff in the bottom drawer of his old desk and forgot about it.




Two


The girl lay back on the slope of the river bank, her eyes closed against the sun. Her dark hair fanned out on each side of her face, her white, even teeth biting on a long stalk of grass as the young man looked down at her. Her skin was pale despite the freckles on her neat, pert nose, but her mouth was poppy red, full and tempting.


The young man’s hair was almost white and it lifted softly in the breeze off the river. He was reading silently from an open book that was resting on the girl’s stomach. He shifted one supporting arm as he held the pages open.


‘Can I read you a verse, Sadie?’


‘OK.’


The young man cleared his throat and with only the faintest of accents began to read out loud.


‘O if thy pride did not our joys control,


What world of loving wonders should’st thou see,


For if I saw thee once transformed in me,


Then in thy bosom I would pour my soul.’


The girl turned her face to look at him, her brown eyes protected from the sun by his shadow.


‘Who is it, Max? Shakespeare?’


‘Sir William Alexander, Earl of Stirling.’


The girl closed her eyes.


‘Go on then. Finish it.’


‘Then all thy thoughts should in my visage shine,


And if that aught mischanced thou should’st not moan,


Nor bear the burden of thy griefs alone;


No, I would have my share in what were thine.


And whilst we thus should make our sorrows one,


This happy harmony would make them none.’


They were silent for a few moments and then the girl struggled to lean up on one elbow, shading her eyes with one hand as she looked across the river.


There was an echo of laughter from a girl in one of the punts, and faintly they could hear a portable gramophone, a man’s voice and a piano; they could just hear the words carried on the breeze – ‘… You were there … I saw you and my heart stopped beating … you …’ and then there was the sound of the St John’s bells ringing out across the river and the park, drowning all other sounds in a welter of joyful crashing metal.


The young man reached out and covered her hand with his.


‘Will you be coming to the gymkhana tomorrow?’


The girl sat up and pulled at a tuft of grass that had been missed by the mower. She looked up at his face.


‘We’re all going. The Howards are coming too.’


‘I wish it were just you, Sadie.’


The big brown eyes were still on his face and her head was tilted slightly, in a reassuring and slightly submissive gesture.


‘There will be other days, Max.’


The young man sighed as he looked back at her.


‘Do you like me, Sadie?’


‘Of course I like you, Max. We all like you.’


‘I’ll win you the red rosette tomorrow. You see.’


She laughed softly. ‘Don’t break your neck or we shall get hell from your father.’


He looked up quickly. ‘Why don’t you like my father?’


‘We do. He’s just a bit …’ She shrugged.


‘Arrogant?’


‘Well, maybe not arrogant. But he is a bit bossy, isn’t he?’


‘He is a Baron, after all.’


She looked at him, smiling. ‘Of course, of course, it isn’t that. He’s just a bit overpowering, he needs smoothing down, that’s all. His feathers are always a bit ruffled.’


The young man half-smiled. ‘Mother used to do that, but after she died he had nothing except his business to keep him going.’


He looked at his watch. ‘It’s time we were on our way, it’s nearly seven.’


He stood up, brushing the grass cuttings from his trousers, and then he held out his hand and pulled so that the girl was standing. Hand in hand they walked along the river bank towards the footpath at Trinity Bridge.


Sadie Aarons was nearly seventeen, and in a few months’ time was due to start her first year at the Guildhall School of Music. Her father’s influence had been used to circumvent the age limit, but the shortage of budding ’cellists, especially pretty ones, had also helped.


Moshe Aarons was Professor of German at King’s, and his son David was one of his students; his wife Rachel was a doctor at one of the local hospitals. They were a close-knit family, relaxed and easy-going. Moshe Aarons was only the second generation to be in England, and under the amiable exterior was an animal awareness that would have surprised most of their friends. An awareness of the realities of life that came from being the son of a Jewish refugee from Kraków, who had arrived in England with £50, a violin, and a degree in music from Warsaw University. A degree that had allowed him to earn a meagre living for his family, playing daily in a quintet at a Bournemouth hotel. When Lev Aarons obliged with yet another encore of ‘Pale hands I loved beside the Shalimar’ he played as if his life depended on it. And in some ways it did. He had been more at home when World War I and a collapsed lung had made it possible for him to sit behind a desk with the Hallé in Manchester. When Moshe Aarons watched his father from a gallery seat at the Free Trade Hall he learned more than he realized about dedication and determination. From Manchester Grammar School Moshe had won a place at King’s, and from then onwards Cambridge and the college had been his home. Rachel Stein had been one of the first Jewish girls at Newnham. They had married when they were both twenty-two. Grandfather Aarons had died just over a year ago on 26 April 1937. The day the Germans bombed Guernica in the Spanish Civil War.


Maximilian von Bayer was twenty-six, handsome, a graduate of Göttingen University and the only child of Baron von Bayer, whose vast estates between Hanover and Brunswick had withstood the nightmare of hyper-inflation and provided funds for certain industries that the Herr Baron had seen as vital to Germany’s survival. Ludwig von Bayer asked nothing in return, beyond a low rate of interest and a generous attitude towards his business and personal tax assessments. He was not uninterested in German politics; indeed there were some who said that it was his views passed on to Brüning that spelt the beginning of the end of the Weimar Republic. He had joined no political party, and gave no overt support to any politician. But there were few week-ends when there were not half a dozen statesmen and leading politicians accommodated at his sprawling mansion set on the slope of the hills.


Max von Bayer had had an English tutor from his eighth birthday. The Herr Baron was an admirer of the English. An admirer from a distance. He had never been to England and had no language other than German. But the Englishmen he had met in the course of business had had a special kind of arrogance that he found admirable. They knew what they wanted, were indifferent to continental subtleties and custom, and took it for granted that what they wanted they would get. They were only mildly impressed by his palatial home and its treasures. His business interests ranged through property, steel foundries, chemicals, textiles and banking. He had a mistress in Berlin, a city which he visited frequently, and another, a young girl in the village, who visited him only at his hunting lodge in the woods. He was not a happy man, but he was a contented man, because he gave no time to analysing and philosophizing. He was a man of action.


His son Max was something of a disappointment to him. He was tough and healthy, but there were strong elements in the young man’s character that were too much like his mother. He never criticized his father, but there were times when those blue eyes looked at him with doubt, as if they knew something about him that he didn’t know himself. A silent sitting in judgement, an unwillingness to join his father’s world. These things were excusable in a pretty woman but dangerous in a man. Too much Schubert and not enough Wagner. Too much dreaming and not enough doing.


There were, however, mitigating circumstances. Young Max von Bayer was a horseman. He rode for the German Olympic team and a special showcase had had to be built to house all those silver cups and engraved salvers that he brought back, smiling, from every country in Europe. And he was a good boy. He gave no trouble, and that was more than you could say for some rich men’s sons who spent their time whoring in Berlin or chasing ballet dancers.


Max von Bayer had taken his degree in German history at Göttingen, and had been given, as a present, a year at King’s to improve his already almost perfect English. And it was there he had met Sadie Aarons. She had been just fifteen but in one of her mother’s flowered hats and a lime-green organdie dress she had looked several years older. He was thankful that she had an older brother which made it possible for the three of them to spend most of their free time together. He had been made welcome by the family although he was conscious of their amiable amusement at their daughter’s suitor. Because a suitor he was, from the very first day.


In the summer of the second year they had been invited as a family to the von Bayer’s, and the young man’s loyalties had been torn in two. There was, as his old professor at Göttingen would have put it, no meeting of minds. Despite Professor Aaron’s perfect German, the two older men might just as well have been trying to converse in Mandarin. The academic trying to show an interest in the machinations of big business, and the businessman desperately trying to hide his boredom about Grimm’s Law or some variety of medieval German.


The young man had watched with an eagle eye for any indication that his father was being patronized or despised. But there was none. He loved his father almost for the first time in his life for his efforts to entertain his friends, who in turn were charming about every treasure displayed for their approval. But his love was for the effort, and his loyalty was for the girl with the dark brown eyes and the long slender fingers. All concerned were relieved when the week was over and they could get back to their normal lives. Max had stayed for another week with his father before hurrying back to Cambridge.


Kind, well-contrived words had been said by both sides about the other, but the experiment had not been repeated. A counter-invitation had been issued to the Herr Baron, but unfortunately prior business commitments had made it quite impossible for him to accept.


After two weeks of feeling like a traitor to his father, Max von Bayer had settled back in the warm bath of the family Aarons.


Sadie Aarons had tried hard to be interested in gymkhanas and point-to-points, but the genes for such things had not been passed on even from those Polish forebears. But for two whole summers she had criss-crossed East Anglia with horse-boxes and curry-combs, watching the young man with the fair hair persuade a chestnut gelding named Attila to take water-jumps and double-oxers in its stride, to prove how much he loved her. He was naturally competitive but not thrusting, and the English liked him a lot. But when he had got it into his head that winning was synonymous with love, then nothing but a first was good enough. For an international-class rider, the local gymkhanas were not all that difficult, but he walked courses and practised as if every event was the Olympics.


She watched him as he sat well-down in the saddle on the chestnut. Shading his eyes against the late afternoon sun, waiting alongside the Irishman to see if there would be three for the jump-off or just the two of them. As always, his hand came up from time to time to touch the peak of his riding hat. It was a reflex, a habit, a bringer of good luck. He told her that Len Hutton did it too. He did it again, and she smiled as he did it a third time, because at the third time he always searched for her face in the crowd, and he was looking at her now. She waved and he took off his hat to her. If he had been an Englishman it would have been a half-joking gesture. But for Max von Bayer it was a knight to his lady. His thick blond hair was too much for the black velvet riding hat. It covered his ears and the back of his neck. The fair hair should have made him look an archetypal German, but his strong handsome features had touches of almost feminine beauty. The eyes were heavily lidded like the eyes on a sculpture, and his mouth was sensuous with soft full lips, well-shaped and only just avoiding dimples at their corners. He was almost too handsome, she thought, but the saving grace was that he seemed totally unaware of his attraction. She had seen adult women, as well as young girls, overwhelmed by that radiant smile as he responded amiably to some banality.


Eventually there were only two for the jump-off and after the poles had been raised and a brick put back on the model wall, she watched him walk his horse round the new course. Unhurried, professional, missing nothing. Then he was back at the start and the loud-speaker boomed over the field. ‘And the first to go in the jump-off is Attila, ridden by young Max von Bayer of Germany.’ There was a spatter of clapping and then the bell. His hat had gone at the big gate and the chestnut had seen it from the corner of his eye and gone over diagonally, only just clearing the top bar. It was a timed round but von Bayer collected the horse expertly and headed for the water jump as if he had all the time in the world. They took the triple easily and there was a roar of relief when at the final wall a hoof moved a brick without dislodging it.


He ambled the horse through the crowd to her, wiping the sweat from his face with a big white handkerchief. He slid down from the saddle to stand beside her and touch her hand as they watched. The big black Irish horse had been overstretched at the first fence in the triple and went into the pea-sticks on the third with his chest, and with four faults the time no longer mattered.


Max rode into the ring for the cup and rosette and touched his cap to the MP’s wife presenting the awards, and stood aside at the exit gate to allow the two runners-up to leave first. A girl shouted to him and he nodded and smiled, and touched his whip to his hat. Then he was riding over to where she stood.


There were two young Englishmen standing talking and laughing with her. Apart from the surge of jealousy, he resented the way these sorts of people took her for granted. Sliding their arms casually round her waist, and with no reserve in the jokes they told her. But she turned immediately to smile at him and he was placated. He left the chestnut with the groom from the stables. Ten minutes later they were both crowded into the front seat of the stable car, alongside the driver. He dropped them both at the corner of Silver Street and King’s Parade and they took the footpath down to King’s Bridge.


There was barely a ripple on the surface of the river, but a small and fitful breeze moved the tall heads of mace and yellow iris that grew at the edge of the bank. A mallard and her ducklings lay in a soft hollow on the slope of the bank, the orange light of the setting sun painting the small flat beaks as, with their heads turned, they rested on the soft down of their backs.


Max leaned with his elbows on the bridge, facing the girl. He took the crumpled red rosette from his pocket and held it out to her. As her hand reached for it he caught it and held it in both of his.


‘Only another twenty days before I have to go back, Sadie.’


‘I know,’ she sighed. ‘What does your father want you to do?’


He shrugged. ‘Lawyer, banker, anything serious.’


‘And what do you want to do?’


His blue eyes looked at her face. ‘Just to be with you.’


She shivered slightly as the breeze freshened, sweeping the black hair across her face. She held out her hand for him to take.


‘They’ll be waiting for us, Max.’


Back at the Aarons’ house there had been the standard congratulations on his win, and then they settled down to the cold salmon and salad, and strawberries and cream. They ate at the white table on the lawn in front of the french windows. There was so much laughter that only Moshe Aarons heard the telephone ringing. He walked slowly into the cool of the house.


He came back a few minutes later.


‘Max, it’s your father on the telephone.’


It was ten minutes before Max came back to the group in the garden. His face was drawn and white.


‘I have to return home immediately, Mr Aarons.’


‘Is your father ill, Max?’ Moshe Aarons’ eyes scanned the young man’s face.


‘No. Maybe it would be better if it were that. He has been told that tomorrow the German Army will be mobilized because of the Czechs.’


There was almost complete silence around the table and Moshe Aarons tried to ignore the stricken look on his daughter’s face. He thought that maybe he ought to have warned her, because he had seen it coming when the Nazis had marched into Vienna in the spring. It was Rachel Aarons who broke the silence.


‘Sadie, why don’t you and Max stroll down to the Parade for a coffee. I’ll pack Max’s things, and your father will check the trains for tomorrow morning.’


‘Right, Mamma.’


They sat in the dim light of the cinema café, the only occupants, and they could hear the faint, booming sounds from inside the cinema. They were showing ‘Lost Horizon’.


‘What do you think will happen, Max?’


‘God knows. It depends on what the Czechs do.’


‘What do you think they’ll do?’


He shrugged. ‘They’ll do whatever London and Paris tell them to do. Goering was at our place the week end before last. My father says that Adolf Hitler is bent on war.’


‘Will you be called up?’


‘I’m not a reservist. I was excused because of my riding commitments.’


‘So why do you have to go back?’


He looked at her troubled face, and said softly. ‘Do you care that I go back?’


‘Of course I do. We all do.’


‘Why?’


‘We don’t want you to be in the fighting.’


‘Nothing more than that?’


She saw the anguish on his face. ‘We care about you, Max. I care about you.’


‘I love you, Sadie.’


She blushed. ‘I know you do, Max. It’s nice.’


‘But you don’t love me?’


She smiled. ‘I don’t know, Max. I’m not sure I even know what love is. I like to be with you.’ She shrugged. ‘I just like you in every way.’


He put his hand across the table to cover hers, and immediately her hand turned upwards to hold his hand.


‘I want you to marry me, Sadie. Before all this starts. Can I speak to your father tonight?’


‘He’ll say I’m too young, Max. And maybe I am.’


‘Let me speak to him.’


‘All right. We’ll both speak to him.’


‘No. It’s the man’s job to do that.’


She laughed softly. ‘I don’t see why.’


‘It is, my love. Leave it to me.’


‘We’d better go back or they’ll all be in bed.’


Moshe Aarons had an inkling of what the subject of conversation was going to be and he took the young man’s arm and led him into his study. He waved him to one of the brown leather armchairs and turned to his small drinks cupboard.


When he was sitting comfortably himself, and the two glasses of port were poured out, he spent a few moments lighting his pipe.


‘So, Max. What did you want to talk about?’


‘I want to ask your permission to marry Sadie.’


With raised eyebrows Aarons applied the side of his box of matches to the bowl of his pipe.


‘You want to ask my permission to marry Sadie, or you want to ask Sadie to marry you. Which is it?’


‘Your permission to ask her, sir.’


Aarons shrugged as he fiddled with his pipe without looking up.


‘You don’t need my permission to ask Sadie, Max. It’s a free country.’


‘I mean, ask her with your approval, sir.’


‘She’s only just seventeen, Max, and a very young seventeen at that.’


‘I’m only twenty-six, sir. There would only be nine years difference.’


Aarons smiled. ‘I know, my boy. I know. It’s not only the difference in age, it’s just that she’s far too young. She isn’t capable of real love as yet. She has had no experience of other young men. She’s very fond of you. We all are. But she’s a child.’


‘Does that mean you have no objections, sir, apart from Sadie’s age?’


Aarons looked up, and von Bayer wasn’t sure whether his eyes were hard, or half-closed against the evening sun through the window.


‘I’m afraid not, Max. I would see many problems for you both. They may not seem problems to young people in love, but problems they would be.’


‘Can you enlighten me, sir?’


Aarons looked him in the eye. ‘There’s no point in dodging the issue, Max. We are Jews. Sadie is a Jew. In your country she would be open to persecution.’


‘Not as my wife, sir. My father could guarantee that.’


‘Nobody could guarantee that, and I would be a fool to let my daughter take such risks.’


‘As my wife there would be no risks.’


Aarons spoke softly. ‘In this country there are no such risks for her, married or unmarried.’


‘So the fact that Sadie is Jewish is the major reason in your mind, sir?’


Aarons hesitated. ‘No. I don’t think you’re right, Max. The problem is that you are a German. And your countrymen have laws that encourage the persecution of all Jews.’


‘If all this blows over can I speak to you sometime in the future about this?’


Aarons leaned forward and touched his knee. ‘Of course you can, my boy. Of course you can. You’d better get all your stuff together for tomorrow. We can always send on what you can’t take, so don’t burden yourself with inessentials.’


And that had been that. He shed hot, bitter tears in his room that night, and lay lonely and depressed until sleep had come with the first light of dawn. It was 12 August 1938 and Adolf Hitler ordered the mobilization of the German Armed Forces later that same day.




Three


He stood with the family, his legs straddling his two leather cases. His cups and prizes were packed carefully in Professor Aarons’ old hat box.


As he was leaning from the carriage door he saw the tears in Rachel Aarons’ big brown eyes and as the train pulled out slowly she said in a whisper, ‘Don’t let it happen, Max. Don’t let them do it.’


The train stopped at Bishop’s Stortford and Epping but he was not aware of it. His mind could see the study again. The old leather chairs, the shelves of books, the brass bowl with the overblown roses, the open window and the smell of newly mown grass. And Moshe Aarons with his pipe. The pipe that he filled or emptied to divert attention from what he was saying. Now, in the train, he was full of esprit d’escalier, but he knew that yesterday evening he had been clumsy and inept. Aarons had said nothing offensive, not even anything provocative. Just a logical facing of the facts. But he had been firmly put in his place.


The car was waiting for him at Ostend the next morning, and by the time they got to Düsseldorf he was asleep. At Bielefeld they were held up by tanks and armoured vehicles moving in convoy towards the Dutch frontier. Even on the autobahn to Hanover there were long lines of troop transporters with army motor-cyclists dashing like sheepdogs up and down the long convoys.


They turned off the autobahn for the Hildesheim road and his father was waiting for him at Schloss Eger.


They dined together that night and talked only of his riding and the cross-Channel journey back.


As his father picked at a bunch of black grapes he looked across at his son.


‘What is it, Max?’


‘I suppose it was a shock, Father, the mobilization.’


His father sighed without looking up from the grapes.


‘You don’t give a damn about the mobilization, my boy. What is it?’


‘I had a disappointment, Father.’


‘The girl?’


‘Yes.’


‘But you knew all along she was a Jewess. You knew that was the problem.’


‘That wasn’t the problem.’


‘Oh. What was the problem?’


‘That I am a German.’


‘The father and the Nuremburg Race Laws, yes?’


‘I’m afraid so.’


Ludwig von Bayer leaned back in his chair until it creaked.


‘Did you sleep with her?’


‘No Father.’


Von Bayer was too shrewd a man to say what he thought. That way he would only fan the flames and make the girl a martyr. He was glad that the affair had come to nothing, but he burned with hidden anger at his son being humiliated by a Jew. He had nothing against Jews. He did business with them, they kept their bargains, but they had always been separate. Coming out from their ghettos to try and outwit the people who allowed them their living-space. But their time had almost come. Others would square the account for his son. Meantime he would sympathize and say nothing to alienate the young man.
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