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            Directory to Dining

         

         
            Directory to Dining

            Masha’s, 1705 Second Avenue, REgent 4–1143. Menu items memorialize the owner/chef’s wife, who died in Europe during WW2. If
               you aren’t plotzing over the story, come for schmaltz: the sumptuously decadent Continental and Jewish dishes, including Brisket
               Wellington and chocolate “Masha Torte,” will make even jaded diners weep. Entrees from $7.95. Cocktails and wine. Lunch and
               dinner; closed Monday. Reservations recommended.
            

            —Craig Claiborne, New York Times, September 1964
            

         

         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            Masha’s Fall 1965

         

         
            
               
               
                  Appetizers

                  
                     	Warm Brussels Sprout Salad with Toasted Pecans, Bleu Cheese, Lardons & Black Truffle Mustard Vinaigrette

                     
                     	Cream of Mushroom Soup with House-Made Croutons, Crème Fraîche, Brandy & Chives

                     
                     	
Chicken in a Blanket: Chicken Liver Pâté en Croute, Served with Mustard & Horseradish Crème Fraîche Dipping Sauces
                     

                     
                     	Blue Point Oysters Baked in Crème Sauce with Bread-Crumb & Butter Crust

                     
                     	
“Little Polish Doves”: Miniature Cabbage Rolls with Mustard & Sweet & Sour Dipping Sauces
                     

                     
                  

                  
               

               
                  Entrees

                  
                     	Breast of Duck with Kirsch-Flambéed Cherries and Oranges in a Nest of Sautéed Cabbage, Accompanied by Pommes Frites

                     
                     	Brisket Wellington, Accompanied by Horseradish Mashed Potatoes & Vegetable du Jour

                     
                     	Pan-Fried Flounder with Parmesan & Bread-Crumb Crust, Accompanied by Roast Fingerling Potatoes & Green Beans Amandine

                     
                     	Stuffed Roast Chicken with Beach Plum & Cranberry Conserve, Accompanied by Diner’s Choice of Tzimmes or Mashed Potatoes &
                        Brussels Sprouts
                     

                     
                     	
Hamburger Walter: Ground Chuck au Poivre & Flambéed in Brandy, Accompanied by Pommes Frites & No Vegetables At All
                     

                     
                  

                  
               

               
                  Sides

                  
                     	Mushrooms in Burgundy Sauce

                     
                     	Green Beans Amandine

                     
                     	Creamed Spinach with a Garlic & Parmesan Crust

                     
                     	Roast Fingerling Potatoes

                     
                     	Pommes Frites (French Fried Potatoes)

                     
                     	Latkes (Potato Pancakes with Applesauce)

                     
                     	Tzimmes (Casserole of Sweet Potato, Citrus Zests, & Currants)

                     
                     	Pickled Beets with Horseradish Crème Fraîche

                     
                     	Dish of House-Made Pickles

                     
                     	Spätzle

                     
                  

                  
               

               
                  Just Desserts

                  
                     	Honeycrisp Apple Crumble with Brown-Sugar Crust & Vanilla Ice Cream

                     
                     	
Masha Torte: Inside-Out German Chocolate Cake with Cherries Flambé
                     

                     
                     	Plum Tart with Roasted Walnut Crust & Kirsch-Infused Whipped Cream

                     
                     	
“Little Clouds”: Cream Puffs Filled with Vanilla Ice Cream, Accompanied by Mini Chocolate Fondue for Dipping
                     

                     
                     	Pumpkin, Honey, and Vanilla Ice Cream in Chocolate Cups (Available as Trio or Individual)

                     
                     	Assortment of Chocolate, Walnut-Currant, & Apricot Rugelach

                     
                  

                  
                  1705 2nd Ave. New York, NY 10128 / RE 4–1143 * Reservations If You Please!
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Peter, 1965

         

         
            Well, what if Peter hadn’t caught the wolf? What then, eh?

            —Sergei Prokofiev

         

         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            1
Masha’s

         

         The first time Peter saw the girl was during the dinner seating at Masha’s. She was sitting at the center table beneath the
            chandelier, her face spangled with light. It was what Peter’s staff called the death seat because of what would happen to
            whoever was unfortunate enough to be occupying it if the chandelier, a two-hundred-pound fountain of dripping Venetian crystal,
            ever decided to fall. The girl—the young woman—was looking around the restaurant as if bored by her dining companion, a silver-haired
            fellow with thick horn-rimmed glasses and a head as square as a sugar cube, who was at least twice her age and was, at the
            moment Peter first noticed her, leaning in to whisper something in her ear. The girl wrinkled her nose and pushed her suitor,
            if that was what he was, away—and then, upon spying Peter, grinned in a way that was completely transformative, changing her
            expression from the somewhat sulky ennui of the New York girl-about-town, been there, done that already, into something altogether
            more sunny and sweet. Peter raised his eyebrows in return. The girl’s light hair was short as a boy’s—not a style Peter was
            fond of; she wore a white shift with fur at the collar and cuffs and red high-heeled boots whose tops disappeared beneath
            the tablecloth. Her eyes were outlined in thick curls of black. Peter was not, as a rule, a fan of these new fashion trends—although
            like every other man in Manhattan, he would have thanked God, had he believed in Him, for the miniskirt. Yet this girl held
            Peter transfixed.
         

         
         He went about the business of making the rounds, as he did once a seating, clapping a shoulder here, lighting a woman’s cigarette
            there. There was always a preponderance of pretty women at Masha’s—more so during lunch, when tables were almost completely
            occupied by wistful bachelorettes and their determined mothers. This had been the case since the Times review came out the year before. The ladies praised the salads, but they were there for the single owner with the sad story.
            The dinner crowd consisted more of regulars, residents of this Upper East Side neighborhood on their way down to, or returning
            from, the city’s events, theater and orchestra and opera and ballet. Still, there were enough romantic hopefuls mixed in that
            Peter had become wary and immune. Or so he had thought. Why this particular young woman had caught his interest now, he wasn’t
            sure. He stole glances at her as he made conversation with the Lynns, who had concluded their evening with nightcaps at Masha’s
            ever since it had opened; as he ignored the way old Mrs. Allison, holding court at Table 14, kept slipping her palsied hand
            beneath the table to feed scraps to her poodle, Lucius, who the staff routinely pretended wasn’t there. Peter wasn’t playing
            the game again—was he? Looking for people who were long gone? A fruitless exercise, he reminded himself severely. And cruel.
            And yet . . . The young woman in the death seat looked to be younger than forty, the age Masha would have been, and older
            than twenty—not by much, but enough.
         

         
         Peter was about to make his way over and give the girl a special welcome to Masha’s when there was the discreet stir at tables
            nearest the front door that meant Mr. Cronkite had arrived, that the hostess was taking his trench coat and leading him to
            his habitual table, the second banquette with its high red leather walls. Mr. Cronkite was alone, as he usually was when he
            dined at Masha’s—en route from the CBS studio to his apartment on East Ninety-Fourth Street, on a night when his wife, Betty,
            wasn’t there to share a meal with him. Peter held up one finger at Maurice, the waiter on Mr. Cronkite’s station, to indicate
            he would bring the newscaster’s bourbon over himself.
         

         
         “How are you this evening, Mr. Cronkite?” he asked, setting the drink down—it always startled Peter, no matter how he thought
            he had grown used to it, to see how blue the man’s eyes were, since on the television screen they appeared gray.
         

         
         “Very well, and you, Mr. Rashkin?” said Mr. Cronkite.

         
         “I can’t complain,” said Peter.

         
         Mr. Cronkite favored Peter with the famous twinkle. “That makes you quite unlike much of our viewing audience,” he said. “Tumultuous
            times, Mr. Rashkin. Tumultuous times. But we are no stranger to those, are we?” He toasted Peter with his highball glass.
            “A salute,” he said.
         

         
         “To your health,” Peter responded. “May I bring you a menu? Or your favorite?”

         
         “How could I pass up a Hamburger Walter?” said Mr. Cronkite, of the dish Peter had invented specially for him—ground chuck
            seasoned au poivre and cooked in brandy, with, as the menu said, No Vegetables At All. Mr. Cronkite gave Peter a wink. “One
            of the small sorry perks of bachelorhood, eh, Mr. Rashkin? Don’t have to eat the peas.”
         

         
         “Indeed,” said Peter. It was a little joke between them, the long and happily married Mr. Cronkite not being a bachelor and
            Peter being considered one of the city’s more eligible—much to his dismay.
         

         
         “I’ll have Maurice bring that right out for you,” he said to Mr. Cronkite and knocked a knuckle against the tablecloth in
            farewell.
         

         
         Having ascertained that everything front of house was running exactly as it should, Peter headed toward the kitchen to supervise
            the plating of that evening’s special, a Cornish hen served with horseradish mashed potatoes and cherries flambé—Peter had
            not been surprised that his customers loved food being set on fire tableside, since Americans tended to be pleased by potentially
            explosive things, but he had been startled to find how much he himself enjoyed it. He glanced again at the center table, the
            death seat. What was it about this young woman? Did she remind him of someone after all? Perhaps Twiggy; yes, with her close-cropped
            ashy blond hair, her almost skeletal slenderness, she did resemble the British model who sometimes came in with her entourage.
            This girl, too, was probably a model—her dinner, the warm Brussels sprout salad with Roquefort, was untouched. Perhaps Peter
            had seen her face in the subway, sliding past on a wall. The girl’s dining companion had his arm around her now; he had hitched
            his chair closer, and as Peter watched, he offered her a sip of his Rusty Nail, holding his highball glass up toward the girl’s
            mouth. Once again Peter considered going over, introducing himself, perhaps offering a complimentary dessert—but wasn’t one
            suitor twice her age enough for the poor girl? She didn’t need another. And Peter wasn’t looking for entanglement. He stepped
            through the portholed door to his kitchen.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The kitchen at Masha’s was tiny, not much bigger than a sailboat’s galley, its cramped confines made all the more so by its
            inhabitants: Peter’s sauté/grill chef, his prep chef, his sous-chef Lena, the dishwasher. In the early mornings, the pastry
            chef was sometimes there as well. Tonight the air was thick with the smells of poultry, fish, cabbage, potatoes, and the sounds
            of sizzling, running water, roaring ovens, the dishwasher churning, and the cooks yelling shorthand to each other—“Flounder
            up! Twelve needs potatoes. Eighty-six the chicken. Already? Fuck me.” It was Peter’s favorite place in the world. All his
            life he had felt safest in kitchens. He was the owner of Masha’s, a restaurateur as well as a chef, yet it might have surprised
            his patrons and even some of his staff to know how hard it was for him to play the role—what an effort to circulate among
            the tables in his suit, making small talk. It was precisely because this didn’t come easily to Peter that he was good at it;
            as his childhood speech tutor in Berlin had scolded him, Peter, you must project! He did—except now, instead of his voice, he amplified his personality. Still, it was a joy to him, the moment he looked forward
            to above all others, when he could exchange his suit for chef’s whites and fall into the rhythm of chopping, sautéing, assembling,
            and sending food he had prepared, dishes he had created, out into the world.
         

         
         So it was a surprise to Peter that tonight, as he hung his suit coat on the back of his office door, pulled on his white jacket,
            and took his usual spot next to Lena, he felt something was amiss. It was the light—the good overhead fluorescents, strong
            white bulbs in ceiling ice-cube-tray grids, seemed dim. Peter felt himself start to sweat. He blotted his forehead with a
            towel from the top of his stack and unrolled the satchel containing his knife. The prep chef had already set out Peter’s mise en place; little bowls of shallots and parsley and garlic confit and lemon zest and kosher salt ringed his cutting board. But why
            was Peter having a hard time seeing them?
         

         
         “Catch me up,” he said to Lena.

         
         “Twenty-two covers done,” said Lena, breathing like a vacuum cleaner—she was a large lady, taller than Peter’s six feet and
            wider than the stove; a refugee, like Peter, but from Leningrad. “Chicken is finished. Mushroom Burgundy kaput. Flounder is
            moving. Five hen left.”
         

         
         “Thanks,” said Peter. “What’s open?” he called.

         
         “Eight tickets, boss!”

         
         Peter squinted toward the slips of paper hanging from the magnetized rail. Was it his imagination, or was the room growing
            darker still?
         

         
         “Lena,” he started to say, “take charge, I’m not well—”

         
         But she shouted over him, “Who fuck with fuse box? Is darker than Stalin’s zhopa in here!” and Peter realized, with relief, that it wasn’t just him—Lena was having trouble seeing too, and the rest of his
            staff were exclaiming perplexities in the coffee-colored air.
         

         
         Lena turned on Rodrigo, the dishwasher. “I know you do this, toshchiy blyudok,” she said. “I see you in storage closet earlier.”
         

         
         The dishwasher responded in rapid Spanish. Peter’s English and German, even his Russian, were better than his Spanish, but
            after thirty years of kitchen work he knew Lena had called Rodrigo a skinny little bastard and the dishwasher had called her
            a sow.
         

         
         “Lena,” Peter said, “stop. Rodrigo, turn up your radio, please.”

         
         Everybody strained to listen except the sauté chef, who kept prodding and flipping now-invisible meat. Over a murmur from
            the dining room and the hiss of the grill, they could hear the battery-powered radio, tuned to 1010 WINS: “The electrical blackout is citywide, although the full scope has yet to be determined. Mayor Wagner has asked all New Yorkers
               to stay inside. The subways are not operational, but extra buses . . .”
         

         
         “Somebody fuck with whole city’s fuse box,” said Lena, not without satisfaction. “Will be looting. Fires. Probably killings
            too.”
         

         
         “That will do, thank you,” said Peter—although that had been his first instinct as well. He was all too familiar with what
            happened to civility when a city’s lights went out.
         

         
         He organized his thoughts, then issued a stream of orders. Get flashlights for the kitchen and extra candles for the dining
            room. Tell the headwaiter to lock the front door and open it only to let people leave—nobody in. The kitchen staff would close
            out their tickets and take no more orders. Peter would comp the patrons a round of drinks. To himself he added a footnote
            to give Mrs. Allison an extra meal in her doggie bag; that way, if the power remained out the next day, she would have something
            to eat. A waiter should escort her home, as well.
         

         
         “And for God’s sake open the walk-in as little as possible,” he finished. “I’ll go make an announcement.”

         
         He stepped to the door of the dining room again—tonight his patrons would have the unusual experience of seeing him in his
            whites. Many of them were gathered at the front window, peering out, trying to ascertain what was happening. The waiters and
            hostess were lighting extra candles on every table, setting the red-lacquered walls aglow and sparking the crystal chandelier
            to life. Mr. Cronkite, Peter saw, was gone—probably back to the newsroom, in case the power returned and CBS could address
            the crisis on air. The square-headed silver-haired man was still at the center table, scowling into his half-empty drink.
            But the young woman? Peter scanned the room, the knot of people at the window. She was nowhere to be seen.
         

         
         He walked to the bar and tinked a spoon against a wineglass.

         
         “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “your attention please.”

         
         *  *  *

         After everyone had left—after the patrons had been let out, old Mrs. Allison escorted by the headwaiter; after he had locked
            the night’s receipts in the safe, to be gone over in the morning, when there was more light; after he had dismissed his staff—Peter
            poured himself a brandy and began his rounds. He did this every night after closing, ensuring that Masha’s was secure; the
            only difference tonight was that he was using a flashlight. The beam was weak, after so much exercise in the kitchen earlier,
            but it was sufficient for Peter to sweep around the coat closet, the dining room, the kitchen, the walk-in refrigerator, his
            office, and the cellar—now even more dungeon-like without the illumination of the ceiling bulb. He checked the wine racks,
            the dry-storage bins and barrels, and the rat traps, thankful that the latter were empty. He made inventory notes in the little
            spiral-bound notepad he always carried in his back pocket: “onions, olive oil, paprika, matchbooks. New rubber mat for kitch.” He went back upstairs, set his brandy down, and went to check the restrooms.
         

         
         He had long since turned the radio off—he preferred silence, and if he hadn’t thought the staff would mutiny, he would have
            banned music in the kitchen—but he was mindful of the news he’d heard earlier. Lena’s predictions had been right: in addition
            to reports of long lines of people at phone booths, ferries, and buses, desperate to escape the stricken city, there were
            lootings and fires, some as close as Harlem. Since Masha’s wasn’t very far south, between Eighty-Ninth and Ninetieth Streets
            on Second Avenue, Peter wondered whether he should take extra precautions. Sleep in his office, perhaps. It wouldn’t be the
            first time. In 1955, when Masha’s opened, Peter had practically lived at the restaurant, returning to his apartment on East
            Ninety-Sixth Street only to shower and change clothes. He gave the men’s room a scan and made a notation to order more paper
            towels—he’d ask Sol, his cousin and partner, whether they could try a cheaper service Peter had found in the Bronx or whether
            they had to keep using Sol’s supplier. The flashlight went out.
         

         
         Peter cursed. He knocked the metal cylinder against his palm, trying to jar the beam back on, but nothing happened. Peter
            navigated his way from the bathroom by touch, amazed as always by how walls, corners, doorways seemed to move once you couldn’t
            see them. It was a lesson forgotten until now but familiar, learned during air raids, in basements, on U-Bahn platforms, in
            closets, and, of course, in the bunks. The smell of strangers’ wool coats, unwashed hair, bodily secretions, breath—hunger
            in particular created a dead-mouse odor. The shuffling that might be feet, limbs shifting in very little space, or vermin.
            The unidentified movement inches from one’s face. At least in the aboveground shelters there was usually some ambient light,
            a precious match lit to check a watch or tend a sick child, the outline of a night sky around a windowshade. But here in the
            hallway at Masha’s, the lack of light reminded Peter of subterranean hideouts, of his narrow bed slot in Block 14 when the
            SS ordered the camp blacked out due to bombing raids. The dark in those cases assumed an unpleasant solidity, a gelid quality
            that made it impossible for Peter to see his palm when he touched his nose with it—assuming he was able to lift his arm from
            among the four other men to do so.
         

         
         Peter sighed and felt along the hallway wall until he reached the dining room, where he groped for and lit a candle. He was
            drenched with perspiration beneath his chef’s whites, his body crawling with it, a sensation he hated. He felt impatient with
            himself. It was all very well, even understandable, that the blackout had caused him to remember things he’d worked so hard
            to forget. That was how the body ticked, perhaps. But he had to exercise more control over his mind. He would not, could not,
            go back to the insanity he’d lived through right after he’d come to this country, when apropos of nothing—he could be applying
            butter to toast, petting a dog, walking through a park—time would suddenly seesaw and slide him back into Auschwitz. Or Theresienstadt.
            Or Berlin. He would not do it. He would not indulge these memories. “I refuse,” said Peter to the dark.
         

         
         As if in answer, there was a sound from back in the hallway, like the mewl of a cat. “Hello?” Peter called. The noise came
            again—myooou?—sounding as though it were coming from the ladies’ room, which, Peter remembered now, he hadn’t yet checked. It probably
            was a stray—he hoped. Sometimes the patrons or staff opened the window as far as it would go, three inches, and God knew what
            could have come in through the bars. Peter wouldn’t put anything past this city. His neighbor at East Ninety-Sixth had once
            lifted the lid of his toilet to find a boa constrictor. And one morning Peter had come in before dawn to make stock and demi-glace
            only to find, waddling happily around the floor of his office, a skunk.
         

         
         He lifted the candle and walked back down the hallway, feeling absurdly like the miser Peter had read about in his nighttime
            English-language classes, Ebenezer Scrooge. All he lacked was the nightgown and cap. “Hello?” he said again, opening the ladies’
            room door. “Is anybody here?” He shone the flame around the little pink-tiled room. It was flickering—the window was indeed
            open—but he didn’t need its uncertain light to see the door to the second stall open and from it emerge, her hair rumpled
            and makeup mussed, the girl. The young woman from the center table.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Peter got her settled at the bar, gathering and lighting candles from nearby tables and pouring them both drinks—although
            he then realized the girl hadn’t asked for one. She looked at it, sitting on the zinc bar amid a glittering semicircle of
            tea lights, which reflected in the mirror behind the liquor bottles and sent infinite glimmers into the dark.
         

         
         “It’s only brandy,” said Peter. “I may pretend to wizardry in the kitchen, but I’m a poor bartender.”

         
         “As long as it’s brown and strong,” said the girl, “I don’t mind what it is.”

         
         She tossed it back in a businesslike fashion and with a horselike huff. This accomplished, she banged the glass down and tapped
            its rim with a white-nailed finger.
         

         
         “Hit me again,” she said, and Peter did, taking a moment to translate the command. It had been a long time since he had stumbled
            over an idiom; this blackout had done something to him, uncoupled hard-earned language and opened unwelcome doors in his mind.
            He hoped the lights would come back on soon, though in a way that was irrelevant; it was disconcerting to discover how easily
            one’s defenses were still undone.
         

         
         This girl took her second brandy with more decorum, arcing her long neck down to the snifter in a way that put Peter in mind
            of a giraffe he had recently seen at a fund-raiser in the Central Park Zoo, delicately lipping leaves off a tree. Peter handed
            her his handkerchief.
         

         
         “What’s this for?” she asked. Peter pointed to his own face, smiling. The girl swung on her stool and confronted her reflection
            in the mirror.
         

         
         “Oh God,” she said and dipped Peter’s handkerchief in her brandy to wipe her streaked makeup from her cheeks. She turned to
            him questioningly, and he nodded.
         

         
         “You missed a spot, just there,” he said and almost but not quite touched her left temple.

         
         The girl leaned forward to take care of it. “Thank you,” she said and started to pass Peter’s handkerchief back. He shook
            his head, and her neck above her white fur collar mottled in a blush that could be embarrassment, or heat from the candles,
            or both.
         

         
         “Oh, of course you wouldn’t want it back this way,” she said. “I’ll have it dry-cleaned and sent to you.”

         
         “That won’t be necessary,” said Peter. You could return it yourself, he was about to say, when the girl let out a gusty sigh
            and ran her hands through her very short blond hair. Divested of her fashionable heavy makeup, she looked like a child—her
            lashes pale, her extraordinary high cheekbones lightly freckled—and, Peter thought, even more fetching this way.
         

         
         “You must think I’m an awful baby,” she said.

         
         “Hardly,” he said, “although you do appear quite young.”

         
         She smiled, the expression transforming her face with a sweetness that reminded Peter of everything American: sugary cereal,
            Crest toothpaste, fabric softener, milk.
         

         
         “Go on,” she said. “I’m twenty-five. Practically an old maid.”

         
         “An infant,” said Peter. “If you stay out much longer, I shall have to call your governess.”

         
         Now she laughed and toasted him. “Cin cin.”

         
         “Prost,” said Peter automatically. He winced and drained his brandy.

         
         The girl watched him curiously over the rim of her snifter. “I’m sorry about all that hysteria in the ladies’ room.”

         
         “I don’t see why,” said Peter. “If one must weep, the ladies’ lounge seems the ideal place for it.”

         
         “I don’t want you to think I’m a crybaby.”

         
         “Of course not,” said Peter. “I’m sure you’re usually tough as nails.”

         
         “I am,” she agreed and finished off her drink. She pushed the glass toward Peter, who obligingly refilled it. “It was just
            a hell of a night.”
         

         
         “Your . . . gentleman friend?” Peter asked, hoping to be told he was a cousin—or uncle.

         
         “No, it wasn’t him,” she said, and Peter was examining his feeling of deflation when she added, “He was a creep, but garden-variety.
            You know the type, the kind of guy who thinks just because he takes a girl out for drinks she owes him a roll in the hay.
            I wouldn’t’ve even bothered with him—he was a blind date—but my friend Dominique said he was some bigwig producer with CBS,
            with contacts to Hollywood. Turns out he was just a lousy writer.” She wrinkled her nose.
         

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that,” said Peter gravely. He wanted to laugh.

         
         “Yes, well, around drink three or so he started putting the moves on me—he was a real smoothie, ol’ Allen or Alfred or whatever
            his name was. First he did the yawn and stretch to drape his arm over my shoulder and cop a feel. Next thing you know he dropped
            his lighter and had to fish around under the table for it—and up my skirt. I swear he jammed his hand up there as if it were
            a cigarette machine or something.”
         

         
         “Good Lord,” said Peter. “If I’d known, I would have done something about it.”

         
         “Would you?” The girl looked at him sideways, her first coquettish gesture of the night, Peter thought. “What would you have
            done?”
         

         
         “There are plenty of cleavers back there,” said Peter, indicating the kitchen. She laughed. “Or if you prefer a less dramatic
            solution, I could always have thrown the bum out.”
         

         
         The girl smiled. “I believe you would. You strike me as a perfect gentleman.”

         
         “Sadly, yes,” said Peter. “So you were crying over this bum, Albert or Alfred? That hardly strikes me as being tough as nails.”

         
         “Oh, God, no,” she said. “Not him. I did what I always do with creeps—told him I was going to the ladies’ room, then stayed
            in there long enough so he’d leave. Only I must’ve had a highball too many, because I fell asleep—you know, you could use
            a chaise in there or something.”
         

         
         “I’ll look into it.”

         
         “And when I woke up,” she said, “everyone was gone and it was dark. As in pitch dark, as in I couldn’t tell where the door
            was, as in I couldn’t see my hand in front of my face. I dropped my lighter, and I couldn’t find it, and I just . . .” She
            shrugged, which turned into a shudder. “Ugh, the dark,” she said. “I’ve hated it since I was a little girl. My mom locked
            me in a rut cellar once and forgot me in there. She said it was for my own good, that there was a bad storm coming, and that
            it wasn’t as long as I thought. But I know she forgot. And it was hours in that total darkness. Hours.” She rubbed her arms,
            which were, like her legs, almost preternaturally long and white. “The dark still gives me the meemies.”
         

         
         “I know what you mean,” said Peter.

         
         “Do you?”

         
         “I do.”

         
         The girl’s eyes, wide and silver-blue, scanned Peter’s face. “I believe you.”

         
         “I am unclear on one thing, however,” said Peter. “What is a rut cellar?”

         
         “What?” the girl said, then laughed. “Oh, sorry, root. ‘Rut’ is the way they say it where I come from.”
         

         
         “And where would that be? This place where mothers lock little girls in cellars?”

         
         “Minnesota,” the girl said. “Land of a Thousand Lakes.”

         
         “And rut cellars,” said Peter, exaggerating the foreign word. He thought he knew what she meant now; his family’s cook, Hilde,
            had kept a similar storeroom on the Charlottenburg estate where Peter had grown up, a dank underground space lined with hundreds
            of jars of rotkraut, Spargel—white asparagus—with dill, and pickles. The decades of preserves had been smashed in a single
            night’s bombing, but they were the reason Peter still canned his own for Masha’s.
         

         
         The girl held out her empty snifter, and Peter replenished it and his. “To escaping the dark,” he said, and they clinked glasses.

         
         “Where are you from?” she said. “I’m guessing not the Bronx.”

         
         “I’m from long ago and far away,” said Peter. The girl raised a half-moon eyebrow at him. He sighed. “Europe,” he said.

         
         “Not France, either. Are you from—”

         
         “Germany.”

         
         The girl sat up a little straighter. “From before or after the war?”

         
         “After. Just.”

         
         “I thought so. Your accent . . .”

         
         “And here I thought I’d done such a good job erasing it.”

         
         “Oh, you have,” she assured him. “It’s very slight. But it’s also something about the way you carry yourself. A little more
            formal.”
         

         
         “Like a headwaiter?” Peter said.

         
         “Like the guy in that movie,” she said, “you know the one . . .” She cast about, snapping her fingers in frustration. “The
            guy with all the kids and the whistle? You must know what I mean.”
         

         
         Peter shook his head.

         
         “I think I’ve drunk more than I thought,” she said. “Anyway. Do you ever . . . go back? Do you miss it?”

         
         Only an American, thought Peter, and only a young American, could ask such a question. Did he miss Germany? Had they taught
            no history in her American school?
         

         
         “I have not gone back,” he said carefully, and then, “And you? Do you miss being in your land of lakes?”

         
         To his astonishment, the girl’s chin started to quiver, and then she began to cry. She unfurled one of her long arms down
            across the bar and dropped her head onto it and sobbed.
         

         
         “No,” she wept. “Not at all. Not—at—all! I got out of there as soon as I could—so I wouldn’t turn into every other woman there.
            They all get married right out of high school, if they even finish, and by the time they’re my age they have middle-aged spread
            and perms and six kids! I spent my whole life trying to avoid that!”
         

         
         By which you mean your whole twenty-odd years, Peter thought. The girl’s back heaved; she was so slender he could see the
            knobs of her spine through the white fabric of her dress, beneath its tracery of silver brocade. Her boy’s haircut came to
            a tiny elfin comma on the nape of her neck. He reached his hand out to comfort her, then pulled it away.
         

         
         “But here you are,” he said reasonably. “Safe, all the way in New York.”

         
         She turned her face partially toward him, her cheeks and eyes swollen and streaming. “But that’s just it,” she cried, “I’m
            not safe at all. Now that Twiggy’s here . . . ,” and she released a fresh torrent of tears. “That’s why they made me cut my
            hair like this,” she said, yanking at it, “so I could compete with the British Invasion. It’s not enough to be pretty anymore,
            or to show up early for every shoot, or to weigh ninety-nine pounds in your shoes—you have to be exotic, too. That’s the new
            look! And I can’t! I’m not! I can’t compete with horrible scary Peggy Moffitt or beautiful Negresses like Donyale Luna. I
            had three bookings canceled this week. I’m going to get sent home to marry some farmer!” and she cried and cried.
         

         
         Peter waited, and finally he did rest a palm on her back. He could feel the living warmth of it, and her vertebrae, too. She
            was so thin. He felt two things: first, exasperation that any woman should deliberately starve herself so, even for the sake
            of a career. He remembered, against his will, other women with equally short hair—though less artfully shorn—their bones protruding
            the same way; one, in the DP camp Peter had shared with her in Bremerhaven, died from eating a chocolate bar a well-meaning
            American soldier had given her too soon. How Peter should like to shake this girl, to remind her of what was important, to
            feed her crème brulée, foie gras, Brie en croute . . . Yet he admired her, too, for having the tenacity to leave her home at such a tender age and come to a hard city where she
            knew no one, to make her fortune; unlike Peter, she had done so by choice rather than necessity. If it had been a long time
            since Peter had touched a woman, aside from bumping elbows in the kitchen or a hasty coupling with a stranger no more meaningful
            than a sneeze and just as imperative, so too had it been ages since Peter had encountered any woman with an ambition beyond
            securing a handsome and well-situated husband.
         

         
         I will someday be the first female chef in Berlin, in my very own restaurant, said a voice in his head. Oh, Petel, do you think it’s possible?

         
         Peter took his hand off the girl. It was slightly damp.

         
         “Now listen here,” he said. “I have met this Twiggy, and she is a fire in the pan, believe me. She won’t last more than a
            few months.”
         

         
         The girl turned her face sideways and blinked. “Oh, you mean a flash in the pan.”

         
         “Yes, that’s it. She is merely a trend, whereas you, your looks are timeless.”

         
         “You’re too sweet,” the girl said automatically. Slowly she sat up, wiping her face with the heels of her palms. “You’ve really
            met Twiggy? Wh-where?” she hiccupped.
         

         
         “Why, here, of course. She and her friends descend on Masha’s like a plague of locusts, order everything on the menu, and
            eat nothing of it. A colossal waste of food. Right before closing time as well.”
         

         
         The girl laughed. “Of course she wouldn’t eat anything. She cuh-can’t,” she hiccoughed. “Occupational huh-hazard.”

         
         “She is quite louche,” Peter said firmly. “You have nothing to fear from her.” He held out his hand. “Don’t talk for a moment.
            Stay still.”
         

         
         He ran a glass of water behind the bar, shook out a napkin over it like a magician performing a trick, and pushed it toward
            her. “Drink it,” he said. “All of it. Through the cloth.”
         

         
         “Whu—”

         
         “Please,” he said, and the girl drank, watching him over the glass. Her long lovely throat worked above her fur collar. When
            she was done, Peter applauded.
         

         
         “There, you see?” he said.

         
         “No—,” she said, then put a hand to her throat. “Oh, I do! They’re gone. The hiccups. How did you know to do that?”

         
         “My . . . somebody I knew long ago taught me,” said Peter.

         
         “Well, thank whoever it was for me,” said the girl. “It’s a neat trick.”

         
         She looked at her watch and slid from her stool. “It’s so late,” she said. “I have an eight o’clock booking. I really have
            to go.”
         

         
         She had made it almost all the way to the door before Peter, startled by her abrupt exodus, recovered himself and caught up
            with her.
         

         
         “Wait,” he said. “You can’t leave.”

         
         She gave him a suspicious look. Although Peter stood six feet in his socks, her eyes were almost level with his. “And why
            not?”
         

         
         “Your coat,” he said.

         
         She laughed. “Oh. Right.”

         
         Peter retrieved her jacket, the only one left in the cloakroom; it was a collection of blond fur that looked like a litter
            of stitched-together Pomeranians. He stood behind her as she slipped her arms into it; the garment was longer than her minidress,
            so once she had fastened it, it looked as though she were wearing only the coat and high boots. The illusion was bewitching,
            impossible to look away from. The girl stood by the door, waiting.
         

         
         Peter felt in his pocket for his handkerchief, but the girl had left it on the bar. He reached past her to unfasten the lock;
            she smelled of cigarettes and Chanel No. 5 and, beneath those, something like fresh salted butter. Her carefully contrived
            sideburns came to little points in front of each ear.
         

         
         “I don’t think I can let you go,” he said.

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “Not by yourself,” Peter clarified. “I don’t want to alarm you, but the news was full of warnings earlier—lootings, possible
            assaults. It’s not safe for you to be out in the blackout by yourself.”
         

         
         “I’ll be fine.”

         
         “I insist.”

         
         She turned fully, and Peter felt her breath, warm and brandy-scented, on his face. “You wouldn’t be trying to put the make
            on a girl, would you?”
         

         
         “Certainly not,” said Peter. “Perhaps a little.”

         
         She grinned.

         
         “I’ll wait,” she said.

         
         She stood demurely while Peter extinguished the candles and got his own overcoat and ring of keys—he could return early to
            deal with the mess on the bar. He took her furry arm, and they stepped out onto the sidewalk together. Peter realized with
            surprise that he could see her without artificial light: although every shop and storefront along Second Avenue was as dark
            as Masha’s, there was a full moon floating over the stricken city, a huge white thing like a prop from a Broadway musical.
         

         
         Peter pulled the metal grate down over Masha’s and locked it. “Now then, how shall we get you home?”

         
         “I’ll get a cab.”

         
         “I don’t think so,” said Peter. The longer they stood outside, the stranger the night became: there were no cars on the street,
            no taxis or buses or bicycles or beggars, the only movement a band of pedestrians hurrying northward carrying candles, like
            pilgrims. The November air smelled of cold, subway soot, and—faintly, from Harlem—fires.
         

         
         “I’ll walk you,” Peter offered.

         
         The girl laughed. “Don’t be silly. I live all the way down in the Village.”

         
         “Even so.”

         
         “No way,” she said. “I can’t let you do that.”

         
         “Let me escort you to the St. Regis, then. There will be taxis there.”

         
         “All right,” she said. “Or how about the Plaza? I’ll get a horse and carriage!”

         
         “Now you’re talking,” said Peter.

         
         He offered her his arm again, but just then a taxi did come around the corner, a Checker cab with, like everything else in
            the city, its lights off. The girl jumped into the street nonetheless and windmilled her arms, a movement that caused her
            dress and coat to ride up and expose garters and a flash of panties that looked lavender. The cab screeched to a stop.
         

         
         Peter held the door for her as she folded herself in. She grinned up at him. “Thank you again for everything.”

         
         “What’s your name?” he asked.

         
         “June. June Bouquet.”

         
         “Aw, come on,” said the cabbie from the depths of the front seat.

         
         “What?” said June Bouquet indignantly. “It’s true! It’s pronounced ‘Bucket’ where I come from.”

         
         “It suits you,” said Peter. “June Bouquet. Lovely as spring.”

         
         He tapped the roof of the cab, and it slid away. Peter stayed where he was, watching until it turned a corner. He was struck
            by a number of peculiarities: the stillness, the blackened buildings standing silent like the surviving walls of air raids;
            the lack of streetlights, color, people, and noise; the enormous full moon. June herself, a bouquet of contradictions. Charming
            and fey, brash and fearful, young and ambitious, a model who drank like a sailor. Could that possibly be her real name? Had
            she been fibbing to Peter; was it a professional sobriquet? It didn’t matter. The oddest thing of all about this night was
            that for the first time in a long time, much further back than he allowed himself to remember, Peter felt regretful about
            having let someone go.
         

         
         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            2
Carnegie Hall

         

         That Saturday night, after the city had been restored to its usual bustle and glitter, Peter had what he considered a command
            performance to join his cousin Sol and Sol’s wife, Ruth, at Carnegie Hall for a concert. Peter had explained to Sol time and
            time again that Saturday night was prime time at the restaurant, the busiest slot on the schedule, but Sol was not only a
            Gold Circle Patron of Carnegie Hall, he was Peter’s patron too, Masha’s sole investor and Peter’s partner. So Peter worked
            the first dinner seating, then went back to his office and emerged in what Lena called his penguin suit. “You are going to
            zoo?” she yelled over the sizzle of that night’s special, pan-fried flounder, as Peter tried to sneak out the back door. “What
            other costume you have in office? Clown outfit? Pilot uniform?” Peter raised a hand in acknowledgment of his staff’s catcalls
            and wolf whistles; they loved it whenever they caught him making the transition to the other side of what they called his
            double life.
         

         
         Peter was only a little late; there was still quite a crowd milling about in front of the hall, smoking, ambling toward the
            doors, greeting each other with breath that steamed with smoke and the November chill. In Sol’s case, it was a Cuban cigar.
            “What took you so long?” he said as Peter climbed from his cab.
         

         
         “Very few taxis,” said Peter. “Saturday-evening rush.”

         
         “Euh,” said Sol, “you gotta be more aggressive,” and he stomped off to mash his cigar out in the gutter.

         
         “Bubbie,” cried Sol’s wife, Ruth, “let me look at you!” She seized Peter’s hands in her tiny, surprisingly strong ones and
            held them out to either side, all the better to inspect Peter as if she hadn’t seen him in decades instead of the previous
            weekend.
         

         
         “Sha,” she said, “handsome as ever. My Peter, the movie star,” and she beckoned Peter down for a kiss. Ruth was a lesson in
            mathematics: she’d been under five feet tall to begin with, and early osteoporosis subtracted perhaps an inch, but her hair,
            teased into a permanent maroon soufflé, added it back and then some. She gave Peter a hearty smack on the cheek, then licked
            her thumb to swipe at the mark she’d left. “I got you all schmutzed up,” she said. “Look who’s here with us: Art and Sylvia.”
         

         
         “Hello, Arthur,” said Peter, who also saw Sol’s partner Arthur Rabinowitz—called Choppers, Peter assumed in reference to his
            very large and very white dentures—and his wife, Sylvia, at least twice a month.
         

         
         “How ya doin’, kid!” boomed Choppers, putting out his liver-spotted hand to shake, which was a little like handling a large,
            flexible baseball mitt. Choppers had decided during Peter’s first year in America, when Peter lived with Sol and Ruth, that
            Peter was deaf rather than learning a new language—an impression the subsequent decades seemed not to have erased.
         

         
         “How’s life in the apron?” shouted Choppers, and laughed heartily at his own joke. Choppers was the kind of man—as was Sol,
            and as Peter’s own father, Avram, had been—who thought being a cook was women’s work, though that didn’t prevent him from
            stopping by Masha’s with Sol for free food. “How’s business?” he bawled. “Stealing any recipes from that French broad?”
         

         
         “Stop it, Art,” purred Sylvia, “you’ll embarrass him.” But Peter put on his best Julia Child falsetto and said, “You simply must use an awful lot of rum!” and they all
            laughed.
         

         
         “I forgot you were funny,” said Sylvia to Peter. She was swathed in fur from head to calf, including a fox coat and a matching turban that retained
            the animal’s small, snarling face, just over Sylvia’s left ear. She withdrew a cigarette from a crocodile clutch, screwed
            it into a gold holder, and waited for Peter to light it. “Thank you, darling boy,” she said, shooting out smoke. “Where have you been hiding from Sylvia? In that bistro of yours, I suppose,” and she pursed pomegranate-colored lips and narrowed her eyes at him. “Very naughty. I think you need a spanking.”
         

         
         “And look who else is here!” said Ruth brightly, inserting herself between Peter and Sylvia to usher forth a young lady in
            a cream-colored wool cape and matching pillbox hat. “Peter, this is Art and Sylvia’s niece, Rebecca Dannett.”
         

         
         Another niece? thought Peter as he took Miss Rebecca’s gloved hand. Either the Rabinowitz siblings were extremely prolific,
            or they needed a more creative cover story. They presented Peter with a new niece, with Ruth’s enthusiastic collusion, every
            few months.
         

         
         “Charmed,” said Peter.

         
         “How do you do,” said Miss Rebecca, or at least Peter assumed she did; her lips moved, at any rate. If she looked startlingly
            like the slain president’s young widow Jacqueline Kennedy in dress, feature, and coloring, her manner of speaking was much
            more Miss Monroe, a breathy murmur that Peter had to tilt forward to hear.
         

         
         “Pardon?” he said, cupping his ear.

         
         “I said, you look just like the actor Christopher Plummer,” whispered Miss Rebecca, darting a glance up at Peter from beneath
            spiky lashes. “I hope you don’t think it’s terribly forward of me to say.”
         

         
         “Not at all,” said Peter, and indeed, ever since the musical film The Sound of Music had been released that fall, not a day had passed that he hadn’t heard the comparison. Perhaps that was the fellow in the
            movie June Bouquet had referred to during the blackout. The guy with all the kids and the whistle.

         
         “He does, doesn’t he,” said Sylvia. She gripped Peter’s right arm; he could feel her nails through his overcoat. “Just a dead ringer. Maybe somebody should put him in a captain’s uniform.” She shivered dramatically.
         

         
         “Maybe we should go in now.” Ruth let go of Peter’s other arm and nudged him toward Miss Rebecca, to whom Peter offered it.
            Miss Rebecca laid her kid-gloved hand lightly atop the crook of Peter’s elbow, and thus, Sylvia on one side of Peter and her
            purported niece on the other, the trio made their slow six-legged way toward the entrance, Sol, Ruth, and Choppers trailing
            in their wake.
         

         
         “Excuse me?” Peter said to Miss Rebecca, who had murmured something else.

         
         “I said,” she breathed as they entered the hall’s lobby, “have you seen it? The film? The Sound of Music?”
         

         
         “Ah. No, I haven’t.” Everyone had told Peter he must. He supposed he should. He had no intention of doing so.

         
         “You must,” whispered Miss Rebecca. “It’s positively magical. So inspiring.”

         
         “So I’ve heard,” said Peter, helping her off with her cape as they queued for the coat check.

         
         “They say it’s based on a true story,” murmured Miss Rebecca, and now she did turn her almond-shaped eyes fully on Peter.
            She put her hand on her bosom, which Peter had to admit looked impressive beneath a sweet pink evening gown—like mounds of
            sculpted strawberry pavlova. For some reason this made him think again of June Bouquet, although she’d had no cleavage to
            speak of.
         

         
         Miss Rebecca tipped her dark head to unpin her hat and glanced at Peter sideways. “Escaping from the Nazis through the mountains—I
            can’t imagine such courage! But of course, you can.”
         

         
         “You’re very kind,” said Peter, handing his and Miss Rebecca’s outerwear through the coat check window and pocketing the chit.
            He wished he could tug at his collar; it was very warm in the lobby, all the smoke and perfume and body heat. Damn Ruth! he
            thought, but without much vigor; Miss Rebecca might just as well have found out about Peter’s own time in Nazi Germany, the
            tragic loss of his wife, not from Ruth but from the profile in the New York Times. Then again, that was Ruth’s fault as well; she had relayed the story to a new friend at a fund-raiser who turned out to
            be the gossip columnist Liz Sutton, whose story piqued the interest of Mr. Craig Claiborne, the restaurant critic, who then
            visited Masha’s. “Me and my big mouth,” Ruth had said. “I didn’t mean anything by it! Who knew that nice girl worked for a
            newspaper?” Peter had been furious at the wholesale marketing of his past, but he supposed in a way he should thank Ruth.
            Mr. Claiborne’s profile had included a review and Peter’s recipes for brisket Wellington and tzimmes; the verdict had been
            favorable, and Masha’s hadn’t had an empty reservation book since.
         

         
         The lights dimmed three times. “Let’s go, people, move along here,” said Sol impatiently, pushing through the other concertgoers
            schooling toward the hall like fish. Sol was pugilistic in every way, from his short boxer’s build to his manner; he was so
            like Peter’s dead father that they could have been brothers instead of cousins, which Peter found either irritating or comforting,
            depending on his mood. “Move it,” Sol repeated. As he passed Peter, he said, “I got a fund-raiser needs catering next month—Young
            Zionists.”
         

         
         “Fine,” said Peter. He had long ago tired of explaining what catering events gratis did to the restaurant’s bottom line. Sol
            only told Peter to quit kvetching and cut food costs, and Peter paid no attention, and the arrangement, which suited no one,
            had become status quo.
         

         
         “I’ll have my girl call you with the details,” said Sol as they followed the usher to their row.

         
         “You two kids sit together,” said Ruth, “I insist.” She smiled at Peter and Miss Rebecca. Ruth was wearing one of her habitual
            caftans, this one floor-length silver lamé, with layers and layers of polished stone beads. Peter let Miss Rebecca slide in
            first and then stood between her and Ruth until all the ladies were seated. Their placement was excellent as usual, fifth
            row center. Looking idly about as the audience settled itself, all excited coughing and chatter, Peter saw a young blond woman
            in the front row, her hair cropped short, her white columnar dress exposing her long, pale neck and shoulders. Peter craned
            forward, although something told him June Bouquet would have been more likely to attend folk singer Bob Dylan in this hall
            than Sviatoslav Richter.
         

         
         Miss Rebecca touched his sleeve and said something, and Peter sat with some reluctance. “Pardon?” he said.

         
         “I said, have you seen Mr. Richter perform before? He’s an utter genius.”

         
         “I have, in fact,” said Peter. “We had the privilege of seeing Mr. Richter make his American debut here in May.”

         
         Miss Rebecca smiled at him. Really, she was very pretty; with her strawberry-fondant-colored gown and very white teeth, she
            was like a human petit four. “I’m so envious,” she whispered. “I wish I could have been here. I don’t hear half as much classical
            music as I’d like. It’s so hard to find cultured men who appreciate it as I do.”
         

         
         Sylvia leaned past Ruth to tap Peter on the knee with her program. “I heard Richter’s hands span an octave and a half,” she said.
         

         
         “Bet that comes in handy,” said Choppers and laughed uproariously. “’Specially with the ladies.”

         
         “I heard he’s a feygele,” said Sol.

         
         “Shhh,” said somebody else behind them, and someone else said “Really,” and then the lights dimmed and Miss Rebecca smiled
            at Peter, her teeth a glimmer in the dark, and the audience applauded wildly as the pianist walked out of the left wing and
            headed in a very businesslike fashion to his Steinway at the center of the stage.
         

         
         *  *  *

         As soon as Richter began to play, Peter knew something was wrong. At first he thought it was the pianist: although Peter knew
            Richter was Russian and that he too had suffered tremendous losses during the war, the very spare planes of Richter’s face—a
            skull-like appearance emphasized by the stage’s spotlight—reminded Peter of a certain SS sergeant named Stultz. . . . But
            Peter’s discomfort was caused by more than the maestro; it was the music picking and plucking and running along his nerves,
            the jangling discordancy, the chords like a piece of furniture falling down a staircase. It wasn’t the piece Peter dreaded
            above all others, the one he absolutely could not tolerate, but still—
         

         
         “Is this Prokofiev?” he whispered to Miss Rebecca, tugging at his collar.

         
         “Pardon?” she murmured.

         
         “I thought tonight was Rachmaninov, not Prokofiev.”

         
         “What?” said Miss Rebecca.

         
         “Shhhh!” somebody said behind them. Peter raised a hand in apology and pointed to the program in Miss Rebecca’s lap. He was
            drenched in sweat; it felt as though ants were creeping all over him. Peter had been here with Sol and Ruth for Richter’s
            debut concert in May when the hall staff turned off the air conditioning to ensure the audience would hear every nuance of
            the pianist’s performance; that had been a sauna, but it hadn’t been half so bad as this.
         

         
         Miss Rebecca handed Peter her program, which confirmed Richter was performing Prokofiev’s Sonata No. 2. Peter gripped his
            armrests. “Are you all right?” Miss Rebecca asked, her prettily manicured hand descending on Peter’s.
         

         
         “Forgive me, I must get some air.” Peter stood and sidled in a half-crouch past the others in his row, trying to be mindful
            of knees and toes, hating his rudeness but desperate. Finally he reached the aisle and walked toward the exit door as quickly
            as he could without drawing more notice from the performance.
         

         
         In the lobby he ripped loose his tie, unbuttoned his collar, and released a tremendous breath of relief. An usher hurried
            over. “Are you unwell, sir?” he asked.
         

         
         Peter waved him off. “I will be fine, thank you.” He headed for the bar. He asked first for a glass of water, which he drank
            down without stopping, and then a double brandy, which he carried to the men’s lounge with him. The attendant flicked a glance
            at Peter’s highball glass but otherwise remained impassive.
         

         
         Peter removed his tuxedo jacket, folded it, and laid it on the counter; as he had suspected, his shirt was transparent with
            perspiration, sticking to his skin in gray patches and clearly showing the undershirt beneath. Peter undid his cuffs, put
            the gold links—emblazoned with an M—in his pocket, and took off the top shirt. He blotted himself as dry as he could with several paper towels. His undershirt
            was still drenched, and he pulled it away from his torso, fanning himself with it. That would have to be enough; he would
            never remove it in public. Peter swallowed half his brandy and doused his face in cold water; arms braced on the countertop,
            he surveyed his pale, dripping reflection with dispassion. It was always a surprise for Peter to look in any mirror and see
            this strong-jawed, even-featured matinée idol fellow with his waves of golden hair—“My very own film star,” Masha had used
            to tease him, mussing it; “my pet Buster Crabbe, my Van Johnson!” It was a ridiculous disparity, a joke: if Peter’s insides
            had matched his outsides, he would have looked like a Picasso. Like Guernica. He was shaking out his tuxedo shirt to put it back on when he heard approaching voices and the tramp of feet and knew it
            must be intermission. Not wanting to risk encountering Sol or Choppers or any other mutual acquaintance who might hinder an
            easy departure, Peter carried his clothes and brandy into the far stall.
         

         
         He hung his shirt and jacket on the back of the door, lowered the ring, and sat waiting as his brethren did their business.
            The bathroom rang with voices, with the sounds of running water and zippers being undone and done and flushing and other noises
            Peter had gotten very adept, during his enforced years of communal living, at tuning out. He kept an eye on his watch and
            drank his Courvoisier—really, it was an insult to good brandy to drink it in such a place, but it was better than tending
            obligations he had no desire to fulfill. Such as Miss Rebecca, sweet as she might be. Or enduring Prokofiev . . . But that
            was his own fault. Peter should have been more vigilant; he should have called the hall for the program beforehand, as he
            usually did. He had never liked the modern composers, even before; it had been Masha who loved them. “You stodgy burgher,”
            she’d said, laughing over Peter’s preference for Bach and Brahms, “next you’ll be telling me you don’t like jazz!”
         

         
         Peter leaned his head back against the cold metal stall and employed the technique that served better than most to blot out
            unwelcome thoughts: he took inventory, cataloging what the restaurant had in its storeroom and what he would have to order
            come Monday. A bushel of onions. Two of shallots. Three of potatoes—fingerlings were mostly done for the season, but maybe
            Peter could find some Kennebec at that farm in Patchogue? If he went out to Long Island, he might as well go all the way to
            Montauk for blues and bass. And squash; Peter was not a fan of pumpkin, which he found mealy and bland, but he could perhaps
            do some variation on his regular tzimmes using acorn, even butternut—
         

         
         “Hey, pal, you fall asleep in there?” somebody said, rattling Peter’s door.

         
         “Sorry,” said Peter, “I’m not well,” and he sipped his brandy.

         
         He had finished planning the week’s menu—he would also offer a beach plum and cranberry torte—by the time the intermission
            bathroom tide had receded. He was reaching for his shirt when he did hear, over the pump of paper towel dispenser, Sol talking
            to somebody, probably Choppers, at the sinks.
         

         
         “I’ll give you he’s got chutzpah with the technique,” Sol was saying. “But I don’t see what the big deal’s all about.”

         
         “Dontcha?” said Choppers—it was definitely Choppers. “I think the guy’s a giant.”

         
         “If you gotta have a Russki, I’ll take Horowitz any day,” said Sol. “Now there’s an interpreter,” and then, presumably to
            the attendant, “Hey, you, got any more towels over here?”
         

         
         “I’m sorry, sir,” said the attendant.

         
         “Great,” said Sol, “I’ll just drip on my shirt like a schmuck. By the way,” he said as their voices moved off, “nice niece
            you brought tonight.”
         

         
         “Yeah? You like her? You can have her—I don’t think the kid was too impressed.”

         
         “You know I don’t play around,” said Sol, “but if I did—hotcha! She’s some dish. As for my little cousin, don’t take it personally.
            He only shtups shiksas.”
         

         
         “Yeah, so I heard,” said Choppers, “but Ruth said I should keep trying. What is it with him?”

         
         “He’s always been that way,” said Sol philosophically. “It’s like a disease with some guys. You know his wife was goyish too.
            Looked like one of those Nazi propaganda posters, with the braids and everything.”
         

         
         “Oh yeah, the one the Nazis killed,” said Choppers. “That’s a sad story. But you’d think maybe he’d want to try a different
            flavor this time. . . . Here you go, pal, here’s a dollar, don’t spend it all in one place.”
         

         
         The attendant thanked him, and there was the whoosh of the outer door opening, and then Choppers asked as if he’d just thought
            of it, his voice growing ever fainter, “Hey, where’d he go, anyway?”
         

         
         Peter ran through the meat delivery one more time as he finished buttoning his shirt—thirty young chickens, forty pounds of
            bottom round for the brisket, and had George at Primo’s remembered to set aside the Moulard magrets for him? Peter put his
            jacket on over his shirt, which was damp but tolerable, as if a too-enthusiastic laundress had overspritzed it while ironing,
            and walked out of the stall. The men’s lounge was empty again, except for the attendant. Sol and Choppers and the dozens of
            other men might never have been there. Sol wasn’t right about everything—in fact, in Peter’s opinion, he was wrong about a
            great many—but he was correct about two: Horowitz was the Russian pianist of more colorful interpretation. And although Peter
            had sex only when it was necessary, and then quickly, in the dark or clothed, preferably standing up, with stewardesses, waitresses—not
            his—and other pretty strangers he would likewise never see again, it always seemed to be with non-Jewish women, though this
            was by coincidence or subliminal inclination rather than design.
         

         
         This made Peter think of June Bouquet again—which was very unlike him, or maybe unlike her, to keep appearing in his thoughts
            this way. He handed the attendant a five from his money clip, then held up one finger and retrieved his empty glass from the
            sink. This too the attendant received without change in expression.
         

         
         “Thank you, sir,” he said. “Enjoy your evening.”

         
         “You as well,” said Peter. He shot his cuffs and went out—and there, in the lobby, leaning against one wall in her confectionary
            evening gown, Miss Rebecca was waiting for him.
         

         
         *  *  *

         “I hope you don’t mind,” she said. “I wanted to make sure you’re all right.”

         
         “That’s very thoughtful,” said Peter, “and unnecessary. I just have a headache. Please, go back in. You’ll miss the second
            half of the program.”
         

         
         He started to open the door for her, but Miss Rebecca put her hand over his on the brass handle.

         
         “I think I understand,” she said, twinkling up at him from beneath her dual lines of lashes. “I don’t care for Prokofiev myself.
            It’s so discordant. Jangly. It gets on my nerves.”
         

         
         “I think it’s supposed to.”

         
         “Now, why would anybody want that,” said Miss Rebecca, inching closer, “when they could have Brahms? Or Beethoven? Why would
            you want to be disturbed when you could listen to something romantic?”
         

         
         “I have no idea,” said Peter. He resisted the urge to check his watch. “But I believe the second half of the program is Ravel—”

         
         “I’ll tell you something else I don’t like,” Miss Rebecca murmured. “Setups.”

         
         Peter smiled. For the first time, he felt a genuine fondness toward her.

         
         “I had a suspicion you were not really Arthur’s niece,” he said.

         
         “I’m his dental hygienist,” said Miss Rebecca.

         
         “Ah,” said Peter. That explained the excellent teeth.

         
         “I don’t usually agree to this sort of situation,” she said.

         
         “I don’t imagine you have to.”

         
         She smiled up at him. “Thank you,” she breathed, “you’re very sweet. Just like Ruth said. And I thought you must be from the
            Times article. I remember it from the day it came out . . .”
         

         
         You and every other hopeful young lady in the greater New York area, Peter thought.

         
         “It’s not what you think,” whispered Miss Rebecca. “I’m not like all the other girls, just looking for a successful husband—although
            I’d love to see your restaurant, Pasha’s?”
         

         
         “Masha’s.”

         
         “Oooh, like the Russian Tea Room? That’s one of my favorites.”

         
         Peter hid a grimace. The Tea Room was a permanent thorn between his toes, his biggest competitor in everything except the
            nationality of the cuisine. “Something like that,” he said.
         

         
         “I’m sure your restaurant is infinitely more charming. And I admire what you did with it, dedicating it to . . . somebody
            you love who was lost.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” said Peter. He was starting to perspire again. “Really, Miss Dannett—”

         
         “Rebecca,” she corrected him. She tilted up her square little chin so she could look directly at him.

         
         “I was engaged to be married,” she said, her breathy voice a bit more forceful than usual; “did Ruth tell you?”

         
         “She didn’t,” said Peter.

         
         Miss Rebecca nodded. “Yes. My high school sweetheart. We were all set to be married at the Briar Rose Club last fall when
            there was an accident. He was driving, and another motorist who had been drinking swerved into him on the Post Road. So.”
         

         
         Peter bowed his head. “I’m so sorry,” he said. And he was, if even in the abstract way of feeling sympathy for a stranger.
            There were so many hurting people in the world.
         

         
         “Thank you,” said Miss Rebecca. She bravely threw her shoulders back. Her eyes glistened. “So you see, although you must meet
            an awful lot of nieces, I have more in common with you than most. I understand what it’s like to lose the person you love.
            But I think sometimes you just have to take a leap of faith. Try again.”
         

         
         She pushed herself up on tiptoes and kissed Peter’s cheek, and then, while he was digesting the surprise of this, she moved
            to his mouth. Peter tried not to sigh into Miss Rebecca’s lips as she pressed them insistently against his—he meant no disrespect
            to her, but all he could taste was the wax of her lipstick. It wasn’t that she wasn’t attractive, or intelligent, or cultured
            or pleasant or deep-feeling or nice—she certainly seemed to be all of these things, and Peter gave her credit for boldness
            as well. But he had spent the last twenty years avoiding precisely this sort of situation, one that would lead to entanglement,
            negotiation, obligation. A wedding at the Briar Rose Country Club. A house in Mamaroneck or Rye, visiting Sol and Ruth each
            weekend. And, of course, children.
         

         
         Peter broke the kiss and drew away. Miss Rebecca looked sadly up at him. “Too fast?” she asked.

         
         Peter put his hands on her shoulders. “Look,” he said. “You seem to be a perfectly lovely young woman. And I’m truly sorry
            for your loss. But this isn’t for me.”
         

         
         Miss Rebecca nodded. “Are you . . . ,” she whispered and made a delicate flipping gesture with her wrist. “I won’t tell.”

         
         Peter smiled. He had sometimes contemplated just letting people think he was a homosexual—working in a kitchen, a woman’s
            job, would help the charade. But it would break Ruth’s heart.
         

         
         “That’s not it,” Peter said. “And it isn’t you. I just can’t . . .”

         
         Miss Rebecca looked confused—but suddenly her face cleared. “Oh!” she said, putting her hand over her mouth. “The war?” She
            glanced at Peter’s tuxedo trousers.
         

         
         “Pardon?” said Peter.

         
         Miss Rebecca stood on her toes again to kiss his cheek. “Don’t say another word, I read The Sun Also Rises. Saw the film, too.” She gave Peter a look of immense sympathy. “You poor, poor man. Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with
            me.” Then, with a last glimmering glance, she was through the door into the concert chamber.
         

         
         Peter stood where he was for a few moments, letting this sink in. Then he couldn’t help laughing. “Well!” he said. He hoped
            Miss Rebecca would keep her promise and not share her misunderstanding—he had no wish to be known as an impotent gelding—but
            it was a relief to be off the hook for the evening.
         

         
         Peter retrieved his overcoat from the coat check, leaving the chit with a scribbled description of Miss Rebecca so she could
            get her own, and left the hall. He was thinking of what Miss Rebecca had said, and Ruth too, in the early days when she had
            caught Peter pretending to comprehend much less of his dates’ English than he did. “Bubbie,” she’d said, “I understand. Healing
            takes time, nu? But meanwhile—you have to live a little.”
         

         
         For whatever reason, this advice was now coming back to Peter in a new way. He headed west on Fifty-Seventh Street and turned
            left onto Seventh Avenue, striding along with his coat unbuttoned and breathing deeply of the frigid air that smelled of metal
            grates and steam—it was invigorating. He saw a bank of pay phones and beyond it the Carnegie Deli. He would stop in for a
            pastrami on rye after he made his call, Peter decided. He was suddenly famished.
         

         
         He stepped into the nearest free cubicle and took out his wallet, plugging a dime into the slot and dialing a number off a
            scrap of paper he had been carrying around since the day after the blackout, when he had called the Ford Agency as soon as
            the power was restored. Miss Bouquet was on a shoot, he had been told, and they didn’t give out their girls’ information.
            But when Peter had dropped his name and mentioned he was considering using June for a new full-scale advertising campaign,
            the receptionist had provided him with a number: SP1118–7, a Greenwich Village exchange. So this June Bouquet was indeed something
            of a bohemian, the free spirit she had seemed to be. Peter smiled and tapped his foot between rings until, on the other end
            of the line, somebody picked up.
         

         
         “Hello?” June said.

         
         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            3
Larchmont, 1965

         

         When Peter left the restaurant, June was waiting for him on the sidewalk, smoking. He held up the shopping bag—brown paper,
            with handles, and “Masha’s” written on its side, the carrier he’d designed himself for all patrons who wanted to take food
            home.
         

         
         “Dessert,” he said, “and bread and cheeses. Let’s go before there is some crisis or I change my mind.”

         
         “Done,” said June. She extinguished her cigarette beneath the toe of one platform boot—today, like her fur-cuffed leather
            jacket, they were oxblood, in homage to the fall holiday, Peter assumed. It was a beautiful morning, cold but sunny, and their
            breath plumed and mingled as Peter hailed a cab.
         

         
         Traffic was slow to Grand Central, snarled because of the parade. Above the park, giant inflatable balloons in the shapes
            of cartoon dogs and mice waited to be cheered throughout the city. So American, Peter thought; only in this bizarre, exuberant,
            childish country would people celebrate having enough to eat this way. Today he felt like one of them—almost. He was like
            a schoolboy playing truant, abandoning the restaurant to the care of his sous-chef for the first time in a decade. Today Lena
            would oversee the preparation and serving of the special menu: pheasant and caramelized yams, Brussels sprouts with slivered
            almonds, oyster stuffing, apple and pear tortes. June put her head on his shoulder and yawned—they had been out late at El
            Morocco, which she called ElMo, the night before, and today Peter was taking her to Sol and Ruth’s house for Thanksgiving
            dinner.
         

         
         Beyond Peter’s window, June’s face, twelve feet high, sprayed silver and encased within an astronaut helmet, slid past on
            the side of a bus. He squeezed her knee.
         

         
         “Look, there you are again,” he said. “You are ubiquitous.”

         
         June lifted her head to look. “Oh, that shoot. I had that shiny makeup in my hair for days. I felt like the Tin Man.”

         
         She reached for the Masha’s bag, from which a ficelle, a baguette nearly as slender as June herself, protruded. “May I?”
         

         
         “Certainly—though why didn’t you eat at the restaurant, goose?”

         
         “I wasn’t hungry then,” said June. “Plus I wanted to get out of there before that Lena fileted me. She always looks at me
            as if she wants to make me into soup.”
         

         
         “Don’t be silly,” said Peter, though it was true Lena had no fond feelings for June, muttering things like blyad and tupa shlyukha—whore and stupid whore, respectively—and, whenever June was in the restaurant, standing in the doorway and sharpening her
            knife more dramatically than necessary. Peter handed the bread to June, who nibbled the end of it. Peter looked away again,
            June’s otherworldly face having now been replaced by a cab, from which a very old Negro woman stared at him stoically as an
            oracle. Peter knew June had to eat very little to stay slim for her work, but still it bothered him.
         

         
         June handed the ficelle back to Peter. “I’m nervous. Should I be nervous?”
         

         
         Definitely, thought Peter. “Of course not,” he said.

         
         “Will they like me, do you think?”

         
         “What’s not to like?”

         
         “What about my outfit?” June unbuttoned her leather coat and held it open. Beneath, she wore a gold brocade dress, higher-necked
            and a little longer than her usual minidresses—this one was mid-thigh.
         

         
         Peter slid his hand up her knee. “With legs like this, who cares what anyone thinks.”

         
         He leaned over and kissed her, her breath tasting of bread, smoke, and the alcohol of the night before. June put her hands
            on either side of Peter’s face and pulled him closer. She bent her back like that newfangled wire toy—a Slinky. She was the
            most flexible woman Peter had ever met, and he wondered whether it was her job—her body a maneuverable object—or June being
            June. Whichever it was, he was grateful.
         

         
         “Break it up, kids,” said the cabbie. “Here’s your stop.”

         
         In Grand Central terminal, Peter bought tickets and consulted the board: they had fifteen minutes before the next train to
            Larchmont. Somebody somewhere was playing Vivaldi on a violin. White sunlight slanted in through the high windows, and Peter
            experienced a moment of such well-being it could almost be called bliss. He was unprepared for it. It had been years. He shut
            his eyes and turned his face into the light.
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