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PROLOGUE 


They would soon reach Brest, he heard one of the guards mention. The guards were playing dominoes, noisily banging the small black pieces on a board laid across their knees, and smoking Machorka. The car swayed and rattled, and the stench of sweat and agony refused to lift despite the open vents and door. 


Brest, he thought. Since last year – this much had penetrated taiga and prison wall – the town and fortress of Brest had been Soviet. Beyond them lay the border, lay Germany bloated with Nazi conquest. 


The blurred anxiety, his since being told he would be deported, now came into focus; it took energy to assure oneself that nothing more terrible lay ahead than a transfer from the frying pan into the fire. He had settled with life. The death of Babette, cruel though it was to think of it this way, was the finish to a worry; fear for Julia remained, but even that was blunted by the hope that Sundstrom, with his talent and connections, might have escaped arrest and be taking care of the child. His own road ran in a straight line: the forthcoming ceremony at the border – that act of friendly international cooperation by which one police force handed an inconvenient Communist to another – led to a new jail and further questioning, though no longer by Dmitry Ivanich or Ivan Dmitrych, and then to a camp, German this time, and reunion perhaps with comrades he hadn’t seen for seven years, since 1933, survivors like himself. 


The car lurched; the segment of landscape in the open door swayed. His heart contracted in sudden shock: what would he tell them? 


This was a new angle; it held its own particular terror. 


Tell them the truth? That he and Babette had been arrested like enemies of the people, at four in the morning – four ten, to be precise – and imprisoned, and starved, and beaten, and kept from sleep during the day and questioned at night, night after night, till their nerves screamed and their brains sagged? That they had done everything to coerce him into signing a confession to something he had never done, Ivan Dmitrych and Dmitry Ivanich shoving that sheet of yellow lined foolscap at him over and over again, hour after hour? That he had been left to rot in a cubicle of solid putrefaction, jammed in with an ever-changing number of men – Men, how proud that sounds, Gorky once had said – men confused and stupefied, staring blindly into space or slashing out over a drip of kasha, breaking into shrill hysterics or dying dumbly; men, like himself, left to wait for a decision that was to be made by some authority unknown at some time not scheduled? 


Tell this truth to people who had suffered equal horrors and had kept their spirits alive and intact by the fierce, unquestioning faith in the country whose territory now ended beyond Brest and in the idea that gave birth to this country and in the bright, beautiful, glorious future that that idea radiated? Tell it to men in Sachsenhausen, or Buchenwald, or Dachau, who would have to weigh their belief and their faith against what they knew of him, Julian Goltz, Communist, member of the Reichstag; who, at the pain of losing what held them together in their time of trial, could only conclude that he was what he had refused to confess to Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych: a traitor? 


It was a new angle that quite pardonably had escaped him in his fear for his child, Julia, whom he hoped was with Sundstrom; in his sorrow over Babette, dead in the wintry cold of her cell; in his revulsion at the monstrosity that his party had become. He admired the devilishness of the police mind that had dreamed up this new torture by dilemma, this tearing of a man’s conscience by his own loyalties, and he wondered if it had been a German or a Russian police mind. Or perhaps the thing was done without design: an incidental outgrowth, minute in proportion to the greater issues, of a pact signed at Moscow and toasted in champagne. The situation was not without humour. He had resented that his day in court, permitted the ordinary criminal, had been denied him by the methods of Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych. Now it would be granted him – inside a German concentration camp, with his own comrades his judges over an issue whose truth they would have to deny. 


In the Soviet Union, they would have to say, no man is arrested without cause. Human error? Granted. But any investigating magistrate would clear that up. And could he answer: that’s what I believed, too? Could he give them a thumbnail sketch of Dmitry Ivanich, elongated, emaciated, grey-skinned, with pale eyes and moth-eaten hair; droning out the same questions from 


1:00 a.m. to 5:00 a.m. every morning; punctuating the intervals with the crack of his ruler on the bare wood of his desk; waiting, patiently, for the assault on your shuddering nerves to take effect; and, when his voice grew tired, turning the questioning over to Ivan Dmitrych. Could he adequately describe Ivan Dmitrych – short, stocky, smooth-shaven skull, shining bluish eyes impersonal behind thick lenses, tongue sucking at brown stumps of teeth? Who would believe in the possibility of their routine and what it did to a man? 


But his judges had had similar experiences, hadn’t they? Well, not quite. Their hell had been at the hands of a police who did not claim to stand for the cause they stood for; the ordeal by interrogation had not been visited upon them by individuals who claimed to defend the socialism they dreamed of. No, theirs had been a different hell, lighter, almost pleasurable. That’s why his judges would not admit that Dmitry Ivanich or Ivan Dmitrych existed; nor the rulers cracking like whips against your sanity; nor that people – thousands? Hundreds of thousands? – were being ground in this mill. Nor would his judges accept the boots tramping the corridors of that Moscow hotel before dawn; and the listening, the sweat cold on your face; and the prayers that the boots pass by your door this one more time. And it was better they disbelieved . . . 


He listened to the sounds around him. The clanging of the wheels was unchanged; the dominoes hit the board with undiminished fervour. The prisoners were talking in subdued tones – small talk, as far as he could make out. He hoped the thought that had been tormenting him would never occur to them. 


Outside the square of opened door tall birches swayed slowly by, slender white trunks, the October leaves golden yellow; then a low-roofed peasant house. The pastels of the horizon pronounced the distances of this country, this land he had loved since his first step on its soil, since his first word of greeting to the first Soviet soldier he had encountered, the brotherly word Tovarich. He had come on Party orders; he had gone to the Crimea to cure his lungs, ruined in nights of hugging the moist ground of the border forests between Germany and Czechoslovakia. 


He stared at the passing landscape and smiled tiredly. How simple things had seemed in those days: a clear front with clear issues, his only doubt the why of a defeat that had turned him – whose voice had roused the masses on the public squares of a dozen German cities, whose biting words in Parliament had driven his opponents to frustration – into a specialist on smuggling and illegal frontier crossings. It had taken painfully long for him to accept the fact that nothing was clear-cut. Even after Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych had become fixtures in his life, he was still trying to convince himself that it was administrative error or enemy cabal. He had begged for pen and paper to write to his friend Arnold Sundstrom and the comrades prominent in the German émigré party organisation. At one time he had wanted to write to Comrade Stalin: not an individual complaint, but a calm summation of principles that acquainted Comrade Stalin with the arbitrariness of his police, the distortion of justice, the mockery of socialist law, so that Comrade Stalin with one authoritative dictum could wipe out this nightmare. 


But as he came to know Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych, he saw that they had no personal axes to grind and were small wheels in a big machine that ran along fixed lines and by central directive. He abandoned the idea of reform by petition and concentrated every nerve and cell on a stubborn determination to survive. 


On further thought, there was no need to jeopardise Arnold Sundstrom by writing to him. Sundstrom would do what he could, without nudging. As one after the other comrade they knew and trusted disappeared, he and Babette and Sundstrom had talked of certain eventualities – offhandedly, never quite admitting reality and its threat. But there was the child, and Babette had finally jumped the hurdle. ‘You would take care of her, Arnold, wouldn’t you, if anything happened to Julian and me?’ Arnold Sundstrom had lifted the table lamp so that the light fell on Julia, asleep in the small bed at the foot of the large one; he had gazed at the child’s loose curls and sleep-flushed face and said, ‘I promise! – Unless, of course, I am prevented from it by force majeure . . .’ 


He tried to visualize Arnold’s exact expression at that moment. But his friend’s features remained disconnected, in the abstract: the eyes that usually exuded a slight overdose of whatever emotion they were to convey, the noble nose, the ample lips over the imperial chin, the lionesque mane. Force majeure? . . . Arnold Sundstrom, architect and revolutionary, was not the person to bow to any force majeure; he usually found ways to twist the arm of fate, or if not the arm, at least the finger. The child would be safe, in good hands; that was one less care; and he hoped that Babette had died a shade less horribly in that icy cell for the knowledge of it. 


The rattle of the wheels against the rail ends assumed a different, hesitant rhythm; a few grimy brick buildings moved into view; farther off a mound, grass overgrown, rose out of the flatlands like a prehistoric chieftain’s tomb: an outlying fort, probably. The guards picked up their dominoes, and then two of them, rifles unslung, took up position at the door. ‘Brest!’ someone said again, and the last talk of the prisoners died down. 


He closed his eyes against the sudden sting in his heart. It wasn’t fear; it was the recoil of his nerves from the questions that awaited him, questions his judges would ask, more difficult than any posed by Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych. And what of his own secret questions; what of that moment when the beating of the rulers across the desktop had become sweet reasonableness with Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych explaining that to sign the proposed confession was his revolutionary duty, when a blinding clarity in his otherwise numb, exhausted brain demanded of him whether this was still a revolution gone astray or an unprecedented counter-revolution on the rampage. 


The train jolted to a halt. The steam from the engine hissed gently; the noises customary to a railway station were muffled and soon faded out as if the people on the platform, the railroad workers, the porters had agreed on a cordon of silence about this one, specially guarded car. Any second now, he expected to hear the hoarse ‘Davay! Davay!’ and to feel his ribs prodded by the muzzle of a gun, but the guards continued to lean against the doorjambs, the wrinkled shafts of their boots crossed leisurely. 


Those shafts brought back to him the nightmare that had haunted him so long: shafts like these, with the reflection of a single light bulb on their dull lustre, in another doorway. They moved aside, and he saw the steel cot, and the filthy blanket outlining the gaunt figure, and Ivan Dmitrych flicking the blanket off a face that had no resemblance to Babette’s, thank God, except for the shape of the ears and for the characteristics of the teeth gleaming from between tautly stretched lips, and Dmitry Ivanich saying to him in a voice suitably solemn, ‘Your obstinacy killed her, Comrade Goltz.’ But the anticipated shock effect and the benefits deriving from it failed to materialise. Death is an inferior artist; the masks he leaves show only their estrangement from living memory. 


The car was being uncoupled; he heard the train moving off, then another engine approaching slowly, then the clang of the buffers. The transfer, apparently, was not to take place in the station: what fine discretion and tact the authorities had! 


There’s always a first, he thought; he had never before found them to be sticklers for form. One night, after an especially vicious sally by Dmitry Ivanich, he broke out, ‘But you haven’t a shred of evidence against me!’ Dmitry Ivanich, more amazed at the naïveté of his comment than at its impudence, stared palely and answered, ‘Do you wish to imply that the security authorities of the Union of Socialist Soviet Republics prosecute people without good and sufficient reason?’ The reply had sounded standard, and Ivan Dmitrych seemed to sense that it lacked conviction. He placed his pudgy fingers on Dmitry Ivanich’s arm, thus indicating a desire to take over, and asked, ‘What about those telegrams, Comrade Goltz?’ 


‘What about them?’ 


The bullet-shaped, bluish skull lowered belligerently, but the voice held to an infinite patience. ‘In 1935, in Prague, you received a telegram informing you of your father’s death, Comrade Goltz?’ 


‘Yes.’ 


‘And in 1939, this time in Moscow, another telegram reached you from Germany containing virtually the identical message?’ 


‘But—’ 


The ruler crashed down and cut him off from repeating the true, logical explanation he had given both Dmitry Ivanich and Ivan Dmitrych he didn’t know how many times. 


‘How many fathers did you have?’ 


‘But—’ 


The ruler, again. ‘Will you kindly reply to what you’re being asked?’ 


‘One.’ 


‘Well, then!’ Dmitry Ivanich, injecting himself once more, had risen to his full, gangling length, half threat, half self-righteousness. But Ivan Dmitrych’s hand on his forearm restrained him, and Ivan Dmitrych himself, impersonal behind his thick glasses, pronounced the one statement of principle that was made during the entire course of the hearings. ‘Dmitry Ivanich and I,’ said Ivan Dmitrych, ‘are a good team; one of the best, I might say, in this field. Let me assure you, Comrade Goltz, that we have extracted confessions from people like you on a lot less evidence than we possess in your case.’ 


He thought of how this statement would sit on his judges awaiting him at the end of this journey, and he felt for them. Why had he spent all that effort on survival; why hadn’t he done Ivan Dmitrych and Dmitry Ivanich that small favour – a stroke of the pen – and finish? A fine choice was left him now: to knock the props of existence from under himself or from under his comrades . . . 


He tensed. The car had begun to move. Between the two guards in the door, he saw the end of the platform; a peasant woman staring, kerchief tight about her head; the last station sign, Brest, lettering blurred. Then came a clatter and rumble as engine, tender, car rolled over a number of switches. One of the female prisoners in the semi-darkened end of the car wept hysterically, her shrieks rising with the acceleration of the wheels. The guards at the door uncrossed the shafts of their boots. ‘All right now,’ one of them said. ‘Get your things.’ 


His bundle was small enough. There is a time in a man’s life when all that he values is carried within him. He watched as the hysterics spread. A guard swayed over and indiscriminately started kicking at the bodies on the straw. The wails and pleas ceased; people scrambled up and stood shadowy, lurching with the motion of the car, one seeking support from the other. He saw each detail, coldly etched: the wood on the floor, worn and splintered from a thousand loads; a woman’s feet, misshapen, discoloured, last winter’s frostbite; a pair of eyes, dulled to the point of opaqueness; and outside the door a landscape changed into one vast, desolate field of fire for invisible guns, not a house, not a tree, not a bush, and the slope toward the leaden band of a sluggish river. He saw it all and yet he didn’t; his mind was frantically clustering about one single thought: there must be an answer I can give, a valid explanation of how this could come about and how a man can keep his belief in himself and in his cause despite all the Dmitry Ivaniches and the Ivan Dmitryches – not only can but must! Must! But the answer wouldn’t come and the explanation eluded him; and the brakes screeched into his search; and he was thrown against someone who started cursing. 


What happened then was a jumble: getting pushed off, stumbling about, being herded together, blows, cries, shouting, ‘Davay! Davay!’ There was a bridge, steel, rusted in places; a railroad track running along its centre, catwalks along the sides, low railings; at the other end of the bridge a group of men, armed, helmeted. He walked as in a daze, his soles mechanically seeking the reality of the thick wooden ties between the rails. Suddenly he chuckled as this new idea hit him: there was the bridge, every square inch of it, plastered with memorial tablets like those set into the Kremlin wall, and one of the tablets carrying his name, Julian Goltz, and the date, 12 October 1940. Beyond the tablets he saw the river, rock-strewn, and the men from the other end of the bridge advancing. The answer, he thought. Where’s the answer? 


And then he thought of Julia, the sleep-flushed face, the curls soft and loose on the pillow. He swallowed, breathed deeply, and broke into a trot. 


Shouts. He reached the railing, swung one leg across. He saw the clouds reflected in the water, one white, one pink-rimmed from the hidden sun. The bridge seemed very high. 


He wondered from which side the first bullet would come; then he felt it, one huge pain.










CHAPTER ONE 


She loved this fur. 


It was as if it had a life of its own. Julia hugged it about her, nestling in it and feeling the warmth of the coat and the warmth of her body merge. It gave her a sense of being protected, something that went back to dimly remembered times: being tucked in a soft blanket, a cocoon to curl up in, and voices whose tones she no longer could recall whispering forgotten words to her. 


The snow, which had been coming down since late afternoon, had stopped falling. It glistened under the arc lamps, turning the street and the parking lot opposite into a silver plain on which the automobiles gliding up soundlessly and turning off to be ranged by green-caped policemen drew curved patterns. People moved over it as if it were a thick rug, converging on the broad sweep of stairs that led to the entrance of City Hall. Through the glass of the door Julia saw the non-committal faces of the two black-clad young men who inconspicuously scrutinised those entering. But even this was part of the festive atmosphere and belonged with the segments of light streaming through the Gothic latticework of the high windows, with the red and gold of the flags set against the crisp, clean white with the swish of the women’s taffeta and the rustle of their Chinese brocades as they passed her. 


Julia saw Arnold waving at her from the parking lot. He was stepping gingerly so the snow wouldn’t get into his patent leather shoes. He wore no hat; indeed, he didn’t own one; on the few days when the weather in this part of the world turned really cold he put on the old fur cap he had brought with him from Moscow. His hair was as full as ever; a few years ago it had turned grey at the temples – diplomat’s grey, he called it, making of it no more than he did of the difference between her age and his. She watched his progress across the street from which all common traffic was blocked: the policemen, whether they knew who he was or not, saluted him; and a number of the guests who, in view of the hour, had been displaying a sort of well-tempered hurry, paused to greet him: ‘Good evening, Comrade Sundstrom!’ or ‘How do you do, Herr Professor!’ 


Watching it from the broad steps of City Hall, Julia was aware that some of this was deference, and very German, yet she gloried in it: the city held enough evidence in stone and concrete of his right to recognition. She loved him very much at this moment, and not for his success and the general respect he enjoyed, but because he was so certain of himself, so strong and self-contained. And so entirely hers as he came up to her and lightly placed his fingers in the crook of her elbow and told her, ‘You look positively radiant, dear.’ 


The two black-clad young men held the door open for them. He acknowledged the service with an affable wave of his free hand and steered her to the ground-floor cloakroom. The little old woman behind the counter left other people unattended and rushed to take his overcoat and then waited as he removed Julia’s fur wrap. With a brief check at one of the huge mirrors on the line-up of his medals on the black of his tuxedo, he offered Julia his arm, and, repeating, ‘Positively radiant!’ he guided her up the wide, carpeted stairs. 


She was conscious of the glances following them, the eyes that swerved from him to her and remained fixed on her. She had intended to be no more than background and tried to control the swing of her haunches. 


‘Happy?’ he asked her. 


‘Very.’ 


He looked at her. Did she know how desirable she was? 


‘Shouldn’t I be happy?’ she said. ‘This is your day!’ 


He frowned, half irony, half deprecation. 


‘And there are the lights,’ she went on, ‘colours, people. There’s a difference between an architect’s conception and the way a room looks when it’s filled with life. That’s when you see if you’ve worked well or not.’ 


She was a little too eager, he thought – naïve, you might say, like the youngsters who came streaming upon the Party’s appeals to break new land in Siberia or rebuild the ruined cities of the Ukraine. It showed the education they had received, always with the common cause, the common goal in view. ‘And this,’ he, enquired, ‘measures up, in your opinion?’ 


She stopped a few steps below the landing for a slow, sweeping survey. She had done part of the work on the interior designs of the reconstructed City Hall, which had been half demolished by the bombings. She saw the purple lines of the drawings emerge through the marbles and bronzes, but he gave her no time to find her answer; he appeared, in fact, to have forgotten his question – up ahead, their faces creased in frozen welcome, waited the hosts of the evening. 


The Lord Mayor, Comrade Riedel, gazed at Julia from drooping eyes; his bluish lips and receding range of chins moved as if he were speaking while he limply shook her hand; his wife remained a pale blotch of face. Then Julia moved on to Elise Tolkening. Dumpy to the point of deformity, her barrel shape defeating the cleverest dressmaker, Elise had held Comrade Tolkening through all those years when other comrades, back from exile or rising from lowly jobs, turned from the arthritic hands and age-lined faces of the companions of their former struggles to marry their secretaries. 


‘Perhaps, Comrade Sundstrom,’ Comrade Tolkening was saying, ‘we can find a few minutes for one another during the evening.’ 


Tolkening had a way of beaming at a person shrewdly, as if they shared a common confidence. This time, the beam included Julia. Her heart gave an extra beat: Berlin had decided! As through a haze, she saw a fresh batch of guests move toward the banquet hall – wasn’t that John Hiller among them, the sarcastic mouth, the narrow, boyish shoulders? – had Arnold arranged for his invitation? Then she was swept into the banquet hall and jammed into a mêlée of bodies that, though rooted as if by magic, were straining toward a common objective. 


This wasn’t her first reception. The initial crush would ease as soon as the official speeches were made and the official toasts drunk; but she hated the undignified pressure toward the long rows of tables laden with saddles of venison, and huge platters of crab meat and smoked ham, and bowls of oranges and bananas that had been imported for the occasion. Arnold, an old hand at public functions, braced himself against an onslaught of uniformed chests and balanced the two glasses of wine he had retrieved. Julia tried to get to him. She felt the corner of the table jabbing her hip. She saw a blue-veined, red-nailed, be-ringed hand scoop up three, four, five oranges and drop them into a large, gold-embroidered bag. Then the loudspeakers bellowed inarticulately, the intermittent crescendos recognisable as Comrade Tolkening’s rhetoric. The answering speech of the leader of the Soviet delegation, hidden from Julia by the crowd, was briefer, but not brief enough; a good many people, determined to get their share, had grabbed silverware and plates on which they were piling mounds of food. 


A familiar voice spoke of feeding time at the zoo. Julia turned to find Axel Von Heerbrecht grinning at her. What did he know, she thought – this spoiled man whose slick commentaries on the radio devastated the actresses of the city’s drama theatre. What did he know of the hunger of people, which she had experienced the larger part of her life? . . . how many years was it since the war? Ten, going on eleven. Of these ten, how many had been lean ones? And those people gorging at the tables – how many of them had been stunted not by a few years of doing without but by a lifetime of it! 


‘Hello there!’ Heerbrecht’s eyes were roving over her. ‘We’ve organised a niche where you can at least stand without being jostled – Käthchen Kranz, and Warlimont of the Youth Organisation, and your friend John Hiller . . .’ 


She suppressed a wince. John Hiller had his desk in a studio adjoining hers, but she didn’t count him among her friends. ‘I had better wait here for my husband,’ she said. 


Heerbrecht bowed slightly. ‘Shall I look for him?’ 


‘Thank you! It won’t be necessary — ’ Julia saw Arnold extract himself from the crowd, the two wine glasses, still full, in his hands. ‘Oh Heerbrecht!’ he greeted offhandedly and offered Julia one of the glasses. ‘I tried to get here,’ he shrugged, ‘but I was engulfed and ended up at Comrade Tolkening’s table . . .’ 


Heerbrecht wrinkled his short, stubby nose into a snort. ‘Then may I congratulate you?’ 


Sundstrom was piqued. ‘I didn’t go there to sit at the table; I was thrown against it.’ 


‘You misunderstood,’ Heerbrecht said coolly, ‘I was referring to the new honours in store for you.’ 


Sundstrom hesitated. Then he smiled and handed the glass he had reserved for himself to the commentator. ‘Cheers!’ 


‘Cheers!’ Heerbrecht, face impenetrable, clinked glasses with Julia and smiled back at Sundstrom. After some polite moments, he left with an equally polite apology. 


Julia glanced at her husband. The flat taste of the wine still lay on her tongue, and she was afraid that her sense of happiness had become a bit scuffed. Arnold’s colouring, perhaps, was more florid than usual, but his calm expression reassured her. ‘Shall we eat?’ he said. 


The rush for the food had abated. The majority of the guests stood about, struggling with the problem of how to hold their plates and simultaneously cut the roast beef. Arnold took a roundabout lane to one of the centre tables. Dispensing greetings and smiles, he threaded his way past Karl-August Mischnick, the poet laureate, who combined the pompousness of a public figure with the dirty skin and noisy manners of a bohemian; past the internationally recognised physicist Professor Louis Kerr, who, slightly besotted, was followed about by his sad-lipped, sapless wife; past Comrade Leopold Bunsen, chief editor of the Party’s district paper, whose narrow, fat-embedded eyes winked with deceptive merriment. Meanwhile, from a balcony loge, a regimental band began trumpeting, the red-and-whitestriped shoulder pieces of the musicians moving in rhythm to the silver-tasselled conductor’s precise baton. 


‘Arnold?’ 


‘Yes, dear?’ 


But she kept silent. She supposed that this had to be, and had to be done in this manner; she was part of his life and his life was part politics. 


‘You’ll feel better once you eat,’ he consoled. 


But the tablecloth was littered with crumbs, drips of mayonnaise, orange peels, dirty dishes; the skeleton of a roast hare, bare but for bits of gristle, completed the melancholy still life. He managed to scrape up some food for her and himself: a spoonful of herring salad, a few slices of wurst, a quartered pickle. ‘They’ll bring around frankfurters later,’ he said. ‘And I can tip the head waiter when I find him. The personnel always keep some choice bits in the kitchen.’ 


‘We didn’t come here for the food, did we?’ she said. 


He took her plate, put it aside, and kissed her hand, emotion mingling with an old-fashioned gallantry that somehow suited him. Julia let her hand remain in his. A few seconds passed before either grew aware of the sudden space about them. 


She looked up. Comrade Tolkening was beaming at them, flanked by Elise and by two Russians from the Soviet delegation in whose honour the reception was being given. A nondescript young man, probably the interpreter, tailed them. 


‘Sorry to interrupt, Comrade Sundstrom,’ Tolkening gestured a feigned regret. ‘But I should like you to meet the leader of the delegation come to visit us—’ 


‘Oh, I know Comrade Krylenko!’ said Sundstrom with a nostalgic smile. ‘The years have been kind to us both . . .’ Hands outstretched, he wanted to advance to the red-haired, rotund man whose smooth face had betrayed no reaction whatever to his greeting. 


Tolkening stopped him. ‘I should like you to meet Comrade Popov,’ he said pointedly. And turning to the other Russian who stood beside him, dark eyes motionless above deep rings, Tolkening continued, ‘Comrade Popov, may I present Comrade Professor Sundstrom, chief architect of our city, and his charming wife.’ The interpreter was mumbling along. ‘Comrade Sundstrom, as you may have understood,’ this was all the riposte he chose to administer after the faux pas, ‘has lived for some considerable time in the Soviet Union.’ 


Julia felt her checks burn. But then she saw that Arnold was extending his hand to Popov and smiling with his usual calm. Popov shook the hand and told Tolkening in Russian, ‘I am acquainted with Professor Sundstrom’s work.’ 


The statement, neatly translated, seemed to impress Tolkening. ‘So you have seen his World Peace Road? It’s our showpiece here.’ 


‘As yet, I haven’t had the opportunity,’ Popov explained. ‘It’s on the delegation’s program, I am told.’ 


To all intents, the awkwardness of the Krylenko incident was forgotten. Julia, relieved, listened to Elise Tolkening solemnly expounding, ‘This is the street on which Peace came to this city in the person of Comrade Stalin, on his way to Potsdam. That’s why we chose it as the first to be cleared of rubble, the first to rise from the ruins, wider, airier, more beautiful and splendid than any street this city ever had, the first street of socialism. That’s why we renamed it World Peace Road. Our Karl-August Mischnick wrote a poem to commemorate the day the street’s first building was finished. On the suggestion of Comrade Tolkening, the poem was set to music, and choral societies all over the Republic are singing it. I’m sure Comrade Tolkening can arrange to have recordings given to the delegation and a set of photographs that show the changing face of the street . . .’ 


Popov heard the translation through. He thanked Elise and assured her that the delegation appreciated any information that would help it to get a full picture of the great efforts of the city’s working people and their Party. ‘As to Comrade Professor Sundstrom’s work,’ he reverted to his subject, ‘I have studied some of the designs he did in Moscow.’ 


‘You’re a colleague?’ asked Sundstrom in Russian, not waiting for the interpreter. ‘Architect?’ 


Julia wondered at the weariness in his voice. 


‘Construction engineer,’ Popov informed him. 


‘In the Ministry?’ 


Popov, the lines sharp on his face, appeared not to have heard. He turned to Tolkening. ‘I’ve always admired Comrade Professor Sundstrom for his many-sidedness. You rarely find so much of it in an architect.’ 


Comrade Tolkening studied the interpreter as if something beyond the translation should be read from the young man’s bland expression. ‘Ah, well,’ he said then, having made up his mind. ‘Comrade Sundstrom?’ 


Julia knew that the moment had come for the promised disclosure. Everything in her tensed. 


Suddenly she felt Elise Tolkening’s surprisingly light hand on her wrist. ‘Come, child!’ Elise said, sympathy in her low voice. ‘The men want to be alone . . .’ 


Like a short, stubby tugboat, she nudged Julia along. Julia didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. In the end, gratitude won. There were times when you sensed the woman’s personality behind her unfortunate appearance. 


 


Elise Tolkening dropped her among a covey of officers’ wives, German and Soviet, who had been instructed by their men to show an interest in one another. She tried to listen to the stumbling efforts at conversation, but her mind kept revolving about the other thing. For months now, ever since Arnold had told her that Tolkening had mentioned a possible National Prize, she had waited for the decision. Outwardly, Arnold was indifferent; he insisted the prize didn’t count – the work did, and he made her feel like a child hankering after a bauble. But it was important – public recognition, encouragement! Not only for him. For her, for the entire collective that had built the Road, for everybody, from architect and draftsman down to the hod carriers. There were always the voices you couldn’t pin down, denying what was obvious to any person of honesty and good will: that the Road combined the spiritual essence of the people’s aspirations with the best traditions of the past and symbolised something noble and worth the struggle. 


She saw Heerbrecht approaching, Käthchen Kranz on his arm. Without curbing the slight sneer in his voice, he called, ‘You look lost, Julia Sundstrom!’ and his free arm gathered her up. She laughed. Everything seemed suddenly funny – the women from whom she had been carried away. Heerbrecht with his silly nose and his owl-like glasses, Käthchen Kranz: Käthchen wore a towering hairdo and false eyelashes; she was officially permitted to look as westernised as she pleased because with her tap dance routine and her songs veering from the folksy to a sort of baby-voice jazz she was the local personification of what Comrade Bunsen’s paper called The Gay Muse. 


‘With your figure and your looks, Mrs Sundstrom,’ Käthchen was weighing her effect on Heerbrecht, ‘you should be seen around! . . . You work? You’re an architect? You’re married? . . . How deadly! I thought that Axel and I could put you in circulation, couldn’t we, Axel?’ 


‘My dear Käthchen,’ Heerbrecht patted her without relaxing his soft pressure on Julia’s arm, ‘Mrs Sundstrom has ideals.’ 


‘And I haven’t?’ protested Käthchen. ‘Haven’t I launched the true socialist-realist hoopla, also named the Lipsi, and don’t I believe in you and Comrade Warlimont and Comrade Bunsen and Comrade Tolkening?’ 


‘People will think you’re being sarcastic,’ said Heerbrecht. 


Julia’s amusement ended as abruptly as it had started. She found herself at the niche Heerbrecht had described earlier in the evening. It seemed still occupied by its initial crew, including Comrade Warlimont, blue shirt open at the collar, and John Hiller. 


Hiller stepped out in greeting, a half-empty cognac bottle dangling from his fingers. ‘I warn you, Julia’ – his tongue had trouble with his consonants – ‘I will be drunk and disorderly.’ 


‘You will not!’ she said more heatedly than she had intended. ‘You will behave yourself.’ 


‘Why should I? Give me one good reason, Julia. Because of you?’ 


‘Because you’re at an official reception. Because you represent the City Architects’ Bureau—’ 


‘The collective, eh?’ He squinted at her. ‘The rank and file?’ 


‘The collective,’ she said. ‘The rank and file.’ 


Käthchen Kranz had rested her hairdo against Comrade Warlimont’s fatty chest. Warlimont was slipping her a cognac. Heerbrecht, while not relinquishing his claim on Käthchen, felt sorry for Julia; he hadn’t counted on Hiller’s becoming belligerent on a little alcohol. 


‘Why don’t you quit acting the temple virgin, Julia!’ Hiller resumed. He rubbed his hair; part of it fell dark over his forehead and made his face, ordinarily quite sensitive, appear gross. ‘Be your age! Your great Sundstrom will get what he’s been pushing for. Warlimont knows it. Everybody knows it. Comrade Tolkening was sure to see to that – if only so as to have drippings of the glory grease his own curly head. So . . . !’ He pressed the bottle on her. 


‘No, thank you!’ 


His eyes grew moist. ‘Julia,’ he pleaded heavily, ‘have a little drink. Just one. With me. On that prize. On all those little turrets we stuck on all those roofs, and on all those little columns we pasted on all those fronts . . .’ 


He saw her face go white. He dropped the bottle. It crashed. 


‘Oh, Julia . . .’ 


Warlimont was saying something about the dragging in of Comrade Tolkening’s name, and that cadre files should be checked regularly. Käthchen Kranz made clucking noises of regret at the rift in the Gemütlichkeit. 


‘Heerbrecht,’ demanded Julia, ‘will you please take me to my husband?’ 


 


Sundstrom lit a fresh cigarette from his old one and stuck the butt, glowing end downward, into the moist earth of the potted palm. The palm was part of an arrangement camouflaging the kitchen entrance; it gave a semblance of privacy to the talk he sought with Krylenko. 


‘Trust Tolkening to make the most of it.’ His Russian was flawless, but his irritation brought out his accent. ‘And I can show you the item in the paper: it said you would head the delegation.’ 


Krylenko shrugged. ‘It was a last-minute thing. Do you suppose I liked the change?’ 


Sundstrom crumbled the dried-out tip of one of the palm leaves. ‘I really should try to get to Moscow, if only for a few days. One loses touch. Here everything is second-hand . . . information, policy . . . There’ve been quite a few changes recently, haven’t there?’ 


‘Things change constantly.’ Krylenko had the sort of eyes that always seemed to look past you. ‘That’s in their nature.’ 


‘Pavel Grigorich!’ Sundstrom curbed his impatience. ‘An earthquake is also a change. But I can try to run from its epicentre.’ 


Krylenko laughed. ‘I don’t think we’re having an earthquake or are going to have one. We couldn’t afford it.’ 


The statement was given in the authoritative tone that Sundstrom appreciated. But the fact remained that Krylenko, judging by this delegation, had slipped from the position of authority. ‘Who is this Popov?’ Sundstrom enquired. ‘Where does he come from?’ 


Krylenko’s red brows rose imperceptibly; Sundstrom’s thought sequence had been apparent. But Krylenko kept it light. ‘Oh, Popov knows his field. You needn’t worry on that account.’ 


‘Do I need to worry?’ 


‘You?’ Krylenko snorted. ‘At this distance from the epicentre?’ Krylenko stopped: the smile, so apt, had tempted him into admitting something he wouldn’t admit even to himself. ‘I told you there won’t be anything like an earthquake,’ he said angrily. ‘We may be having some slight subterranean tremors in the establishment; they occur when a huge structure resettles into place.’ 


This sounded sensible, and Sundstrom wanted to believe it. The great man, on whom so much of the structure had rested, had been dead almost three years; and though a number of his top aides had lost their footing in the shuffle and had tumbled from their pedestals, nothing demonstrably basic had occurred, none of those upheavals that did no one any good. 


‘But tell me, Pavel Grigorich,’ he said, ‘couldn’t your tremors indicate a more violent process, a rumble in depths that no responsible person would wish to see stirred up? Why was this Popov suddenly placed over your head? Who is he?’ 


‘Well,’ Krylenko moved uncomfortably, ‘the man has had a raw deal!’ 


‘Oh, one of them!’ 


‘Yes, one of them, Arnold Karlovich.’ The shadow of a palm leaf threw a striped pattern over Krylenko’s flat, unemotional face. ‘They’re dribbling back into Moscow. I don’t know from where, and I don’t want to know. I never asked Popov, either. They get their allotted footage of space, and a job, if they’re well enough for one, or a sanatorium cure . . .’ 


‘But that’s—’ Sundstrom checked himself. ‘I mean, you’ll never be able to keep this quiet. It’ll seep through. There are too many of them.’ He noticed that his hand was shaking and that Krylenko had seen it. ‘Haven’t you thought of the consequences?’ 


‘I?’ 


‘You. Everybody.’ 


‘You know whom I ran into a week or so ago,’ Krylenko appeared to be changing the subject, ‘right on Arbat?’ 


Sundstrom lit another cigarette. If I don’t watch out, he thought, I’ll become a chain-smoker. Krylenko was patently evading an answer to his question although it touched them all, the whole movement, worldwide. 


‘There, on Arbat, looking at a store window – Daniel Yakovlevich.’ 


‘Wollin? . . .’ A hoarse whisper, as if a sudden blight had settled on Sundstrom’s vocal cords. 


‘Your friend Daniel Yakovlevich Wollin,’ confirmed Krylenko, ‘in the flesh. Snow-white, but otherwise chipper, as far as I could see. Well, he’s the sinewy type; they bear up best. He immediately asked about you.’ 


Krylenko was observing him. Sundstrom felt dizzy. The blood had rushed from his head to his heart; Krylenko must notice his pallor. 


But Krylenko continued evenly, ‘I told him you were alive, and where you were living, and that you had married the little Goltz girl. At first Daniel Yakovlevich refused to believe she was that grown-up; then he did a quick count of the years – those he had been away, and those a child needed to become a wife. He was very happy for the two of you, and he said to greet you.’ 


‘Thanks.’ 


Sundstrom was grateful that his voice functioned again. The National Prize, Tolkening had said in the presence of Comrade Popov and Comrade Krylenko, was a sure thing. And now Daniel Wollin, out of nowhere, being so happy and sending him regards. A great evening this was turning out to be. ‘It certainly is a miracle!’ he said. 


‘Miracle?’ asked Krylenko. ‘What did you expect?’ 


Arnold Sundstrom swallowed. What had he expected? His blood, which had filtered back into the tissue of his brain, again threatened to rush toward his heart. Nothing. He had expected nothing; he had never thought things through to that point. Mercifully, his mind had always been able to switch off in time. 


‘Why should I have expected anything?’ Sundstrom said finally. ‘He disappeared, that was all. What could I do? Or you . . . or anyone?’ 


Krylenko kept a non-committal silence. 


‘Did Wollin tell you of his plans?’ Sundstrom went on asking. ‘What happens to those people? Can they do what they please, move about, talk with whom they like?’ 


‘Why, yes, I suppose so . . .’ 


Krylenko sighed. His patience was wearing thin. He had been through this long ago. When he walked behind the catafalque, from the Hall of Columns, through the grief-stricken stillness of the Moscow streets, he had seen it coming. They had played Beethoven over the loudspeakers. Beethoven! 


‘But why?’ This came deep from Sundstrom’s chest, like a rale. ‘Why, Pavel Grigorich? Whom does it help to pull the skeletons out of the closet? The Party? The Soviet Union? Socialism?’ 


‘Calm yourself, will you! What would you want us to do, maintain the old abuses?’ 


Sundstrom frowned. 


‘After all,’ Krylenko gestured tiredly, ‘most of those people were entirely innocent.’ 


‘I’ve never known you to set personal ethics above the good of the revolution . . .’ Sundstrom bit his lip. He was going too far. Krylenko, even if demoted, remained a power. ‘Of course, injustices must be liquidated!’ he covered up hastily. ‘But a Wollin here, a Popov there – how many of them, I ask you, appearing in how many places! . . . you’ll hear whispers first, then talk, then it’ll be shouted from the rooftops. And then what is to become of . . . of the others?’ 


‘Personal ethics,’ Krylenko quoted back at him. ‘Injustices. Skeletons – I wish, Arnold Karlovich, you would cut this subjective approach.’ The corner of his mouth twitched. ‘Yes, subjective. Matters will be handled with discretion I hope – no rush, no fanfare: who wants to point a finger at himself? But it has to be done.’ 


He paused; Sundstrom kept on braiding one of the thin strips of palm leaf around his fingers. 


‘Because it’s historically necessary!’ Krylenko answered the unasked question. ‘Because along the old track lies collapse – economic, moral, political. If you’d stayed on in Moscow, you, too, would have felt it. The world’s in change, our own world; the only force that held it in its groove . . . He. But we carried Him to the mausoleum. I tell you, Arnold Karlovich, more lies were embalmed on that marble slab than a withered body in a marshal’s uniform. As long as He was around, everything was clear and easy, every equation worked; and if it refused to, you damned well knew how to make it work. And now—’ 


He broke off. 


‘But these aren’t your problems,’ he consoled. ‘No anxiety is called for on your part; nothing like it ever happened here, in this neat little Republic of yours . . . I see your wife coming.’ And slightly bowing his head to her, ‘My dear Julia Julianovna, you must forgive me for depriving you of your husband.’ He nudged Sundstrom. ‘Don’t you think you might tell her?’ 


Sundstrom managed to give his eyes sparkle and to make his face light up; all warmth, all joy, he took both her hands in his 


and said, ‘I’ve got wonderful news for us, wonderful!’ 


‘The prize?’ 


‘Yes, dear, the prize.’ 


The snow had turned to slush. The car skidded. Sundstrom cursed. 


‘We should have had the driver,’ Julia said, nestling at his shoulder and watching his broad, capable hands on the wheel. He handled the car expertly, but he was tired, tense and tired. ‘We could have sat holding hands.’ 


‘Let the man have his evenings,’ he grumbled. ‘I don’t like people calling themselves socialists who let their drivers wait about while they consume cold chicken and push their careers.’ 


Julia nodded. She loved this in him: he hadn’t forgotten who paid the bills, and though he was a public personage with a right to a certain share of the public funds, he scrupulously avoided using a penny of them for his own comfort, his own benefit. Some men grew lax with sudden luxuries thrown their way – not her Arnold. Being a Communist, he once told her, long before they were married, is a way of life. He had explained to her that corruption included using your power for anything outside the precise purpose for which it was given to you. Cases of this sort brought out the fighter in him: he had the cook in the work’s canteen fired for short-changing the workers on the butter allotment, but he also had the director of a building trust brought to court for padding the figures on his plan fulfilment and pocketing the bonus. He would personally collar the salesman in a state shoe store for selling a shoddy pair of boots to a bricklayer and demand the money back or else, but he didn’t shy back, either, from speaking out in Comrade Tolkening’s presence when one of Tolkening’s chief aides assigned top priority to his typist for a two-room apartment with bath so the two of them could conveniently sleep together. A Communist, he had impressed on her ever since she could think politically, must be intolerant of the sluggish mind, the lukewarm heart, the laissez-faire, the one-hand-washes-the-other, and the let’s-let-it-ride; your thought and your action must be as clear-cut and scrutable as the drawing on your board. He wasn’t always loved for his principles, but his sense of justice and the integrity of what he said were respected. 


‘The prize,’ she said, ‘do you think it’ll be for just you, or for the collective?’ 


He hadn’t heard her. His eyes were fixed on the road ahead or on something even farther off than the reach of the headlights. His abstraction, his frown, brought back to her a tinge of the discomfort she had felt, the unpleasantness in the niche, the little turrets and the little columns – the collective, represented by John Hiller, of all people! 


‘Arnold!’ 


He started. ‘Yes, dear?’ 


She repeated her question, and heard, to her own dismay, her slightly nagging tone. She saw his hands grip the wheel. ‘That’s all academic,’ he was saying. ‘The award is months off! And what difference does it make? The money?’ He flared up. ‘The world’s in change – and you worry about that . . .’ 


She felt cold despite the fur wrapped about her, the nice, new fur coat he had given her for Christmas. ‘What have I said that’s wrong?’ she asked, and continued like a recording with the needle caught in the groove. ‘You were so happy about it and so was I – I don’t understand – Don’t you want to tell me?’ 


He patted her knee. ‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I forgot.’ 


His eyes no longer held that distant look. 


‘What did you forget?’ she asked. 


‘That you’re still a child in more ways than one.’ 


She winced. ‘I don’t think I said anything particularly childish.’ 


‘I didn’t say you did. Do you remember what I told you about the prize?’ 


‘That it wasn’t the prize that counted but the work.’ 


‘Ah.’ He nodded. ‘You see?’ 


‘But haven’t you wanted it? People even say you pushed for it . . .’ 


‘They do?’ 


Her lips tightened. People – that was John Hiller. 


‘Would you mind telling me who said that?’ 


‘I heard it said. In passing.’ She was lying now, and not doing it well. Why on earth should she protect Hiller? ‘People say all sorts of things, especially against persons who’re above their gossip. Against – against great persons.’ 


She meant that. He was great: as an artist, a thinker, and a human being. But again he wasn’t listening. His eyes were riveted on the far end of the white cones that the lights cut out of the road; his face worked, his jawbone twitched. 


‘We’re home,’ he said finally. ‘Thank goodness.’ 


While he garaged the car, Julia went inside and switched on the light. Frau Sommer, the housekeeper, apparently had gone to bed; but the radiators were still hot, the steam in the hallway radiator singing cricket-like; a mechanic would have to come. Where would you get one and how long would it take him to do the job? It was the little things that ate at your nerves. She hung up her coat and, for a moment, thoughtfully caressed its sleeve. 


Slowly she walked down the hallway and up the stairs. The house was kept in warm tones, a sombre warmth, dark reds prevailing; the stillness about her was overwhelming. She was very conscious, at this moment, that it was his house: he had chosen it among three or four offered him; he had picked the colour scheme, the panelling, the carpeting, the chairs, settees, and tables, and had the bookshelves and wall closets built to his design. They had left their Soviet furniture behind, taking with them only the rugs – Arnold had collected some very fine Bokharas – and their objets d’art: Georgian rams’ horns trimmed with silver, Palech boxes with their shimmering miniatures on black lacquer, hammered brass from Samarkand, silver-work from Tula, and paintings – a Levitan among them showing a brook in the spring, water gurgling about the last ice that clung to the roots of the shore, and about the white of the birches that luminescence of bright leaves yet to be. The paintings made her homesick, forestscapes with the light streaming diagonally through the trees, those unmistakably Russian trees, infinitely tall, in an unmistakably Russian forest; and a picture of an unmistakably Russian street, deeply rutted, leading past unmistakably Russian houses half sunk into the ground, the wood about the eaves caved like filigree. 


She stopped at the thin whimper. Then, running up the rest of the stairs, she rushed to the child’s room, tore open the door, and with a comforting ‘Julian!’ gathered the boy into her arms. 


She turned on the light bracketed above his bed. She felt his ribs shaking against her breast, the pumping of his heart; the eyes, dark grey, velvety – her eyes – were wide with the after-pain of fear. 


‘Does it hurt, darling? Where?’ Any illness of his threw her, and there wasn’t one that passed him by: mastoid, measles, mumps, a conspiracy to keep him pale, underweight, and susceptible. 


‘The man!’ he said, tensely. ‘Julia,’ he had called her Julia from the first and they had never corrected him, ‘the man came again.’ 


‘What man?’ There’s no man here.’ 


‘The man with the red hat. He has long arms and no face. Sometimes he has a big suitcase, to carry you off in . . .’ He swallowed a sob. ‘He comes every night. Well, not every night, but lots of nights.’ 


‘There’s no such man. Nobody wants to carry me off. Nobody wants to take me away from you. You’ve been having a bad dream.’ 


‘I’ve been awake all the time. And I can see him with my eyes closed, too.’ 


She felt his forehead. It was sweaty. ‘You don’t see him now, do you?’ 


‘No. But he was here. Julia?’ 


‘Yes?’ She was tucking the blanket about him. 


He freed his arm and held on to her hand. ‘Why does he wear that red hat?’ 


‘But if there’s no such man, how can he have any kind of hat?’ 


‘A red hat, with no brim.’ 


‘If you were lying awake, and frightened, why didn’t you call Frau Sommer?’ 


The child sat up. Julia turned. Arnold had come up behind her, all smiles, benign, solicitous. He held out his arms. ‘You’re awake, son?’ 


She told him of the dream, the man with the red hat without a brim. 


‘Where does the child get such ideas!’ he grumbled. ‘I must have a word with Frau Sommer.’ 


Julian was huddled against the backboard, the blanket pulled up to his chin. Arnold Sundstrom sat down on the side of the bed, gazing at his son. Why had the child moved away from him? 


The boy, jawbones twitching as his father’s sometimes did, shook his head. ‘I want the man to go away!’ 


Shoulders hunched, Sundstrom leaned forward. ‘Only one person on earth can make him go and never come back. Only one person is strong enough for that.’ 


The child looked at his father, interested but sceptical. 


‘You,’ said Sundstrom. 


The blanket slid from the boy’s shoulders. His wrists, narrow, stuck out from his pyjama sleeves; he slowly moved his thin, long fingers. An ache sat in Julia’s heart like a foreign body. 


Sundstrom put the blanket around him and gently made him lie down. ‘You’re stronger than the man,’ he was saying. 


Julian was listening, still with a certain reserve. ‘He’s too big.’ 


‘I’ve had to fight people all my life,’ Sundstrom went on, stroking his son’s small hands, ‘and some of them were twice even ten times bigger than me.’ 


The child nodded; he seemed to be waiting for the nostrum that would make him expand to the size needed for the struggle. Julia thought back: when she was a child and Arnold sat down at her bedside, everything in her had strained to him, her heart had opened up, grateful for any caress, any proof that she wasn’t alone. 


‘A person’s strength depends on what he fights for and whom he fights for,’ Arnold Sundstrom coiled the boy’s fingers into a fist. ‘See? . . . When the man comes, the man with the red hat and no face, whom are you going to fight him for?’ 


‘Julia,’ said the boy, closing his fist tightly. 


He said it almost without tone. Julia saw the veins, bluish, shine through the thin white skin of his neck; she saw Arnold rise, an odd expression distorting his mouth; she knelt down at the child’s bed, covering his face with kisses and at the same time gripping Arnold’s hand as if she were trying to form the link between the two of them, her husband and her son. 


‘Will you sleep now, darling?’ she asked gently. 


The boy reflected, a tiny line creasing his brow. ‘Will you leave the door open?’ 


His glance indicated the door he meant: the one connecting the parental bedroom to his. Julia saw Arnold motion in irritation; but she said, ‘Of course, darling!’ and, getting up and patting the child once more, she shook her head appeasingly at her husband. 


She took Arnold’s arm as they descended the stairs. In the living room, she sat him in the big armchair at the fireplace. 


‘You mustn’t give in to the child’s every mood,’ he stated. 


She dimmed the lights, went to the corner cupboard that opened into a miniature bar, and poured two large brandies. 


‘If you count on closing the door later,’ he continued, ‘forget it. I know him. He’ll wake up immediately and lie awake the rest of the night. He won’t whine; he won’t protest; he’ll just lose trust 


in you – and in me.’ 


She sat down on the armrest, handing him his glass. 


He stared at the logs that lay, gnarled and dry, on the andirons. The fireplace, though it worked perfectly, was rarely lit; we never have time for ourselves, he thought, and when we have, we can’t get away from our problems. ‘You may believe me,’ he said. ‘I have more experience than you in bringing up a young person, and my methods have shown results.’ His fingertips explored her thigh, which, taut against the broad armrest of the chair, was firmly resilient. 
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