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    In memory of my hilarious little cousin Patrick, who was gone too soon, but the laughter lingers on.

      

    



  	
        
            
             

"Sinners run away even when no one is chasing them. 

But those who do what is right are as bold as lions."

--Proverbs 28:1
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Chapter One
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May 1963

The news arrived like a bolt out of the blue. 

It showed up in an airmail envelope addressed to “Señora de Glenn Halliday.” 

That meant Ivy Halliday. The wife of Glenn.

She and her family didn’t know it, but thanks to the contents of that letter, matters were suddenly never going to be quite the same for them again, and most of that was going to be all to the good.  At least, it would be, in the long run.

The short run, however, would turn out to be a whole other matter.

It was a drizzly Saturday morning at the end of May in 1963 when Phil the mailman delivered the foreign letter, along with several bills for Glenn and a fashion magazine for Ivy.  According to the return address, it was apparently coming to her from an attorney.

In Argentina, yet.

“Hey, hon.  What’s this?”  Glenn asked his wife, handing it over to her.  Why in the world would Ivy be hearing from an Argentinian, anyway?  As far as he knew, his wife didn’t have any connection to that particular country.  He had met her while he was temporarily stationed in England during the war, before his unit parachuted into Nazi occupied France.  The two had been smitten with one another, and she had become his lovely English war bride.

Then again, where Ivy’s past was concerned, she was the sort of private woman who always seemed to leave quite a lot of personal details out.

That was okay with Glenn.  He didn’t always announce everything about his past, either.  Especially not about what he’d seen and heard in Europe during the war.

Ivy, stunning even in a quilted baby blue bathrobe, and with her blonde hair hanging loose around her shoulders, put down her coffee cup.  She took the envelope in her expertly manicured hand, featuring the rosy-pink nail polish she always loved.  “Let me see it.  Oh, look, it’s from South America.”

Ivy didn’t sound particularly distressed, or excited, either, as she said that.  If anything, she was coming across as bored, although she really wasn’t.  Good lord, she was thinking to herself, what can this be, now?  She had a relative there.  An old one.  Her uncle.  

Why was she hearing from him now?  If it was even coming from him in the first place.  

But still, she didn’t open the letter in a rush.  She simply put it down by her breakfast plate and reached for another cinnamon roll first.  It was only after she took a few bites of the roll that she slit open the envelope with a little help from a handy unused butter knife that just happened to be on the table and took a look at the contents.

“Can I see the envelope?”  Twelve-year-old sandy-haired Craig asked her eagerly.  “I want to keep that foreign stamp.”  

Ivy languidly handed the now empty envelope to him as she studied the letter that had been inside.

“Look, it says ‘via aerea,’” Craig read out loud.  He mispronounced it “vee-ah ayrie aria,” totally butchering it.  “What does that mean?”

“Via aerea,” Glenn, who knew a smidgen of Spanish, corrected with a grin.  “It means ‘by air mail.’”

“Let me see, too,” chimed in eleven-year-old Jilly, whose ginger hair was all askew since she’d just woken up moments before and hadn’t bothered to comb it before coming downstairs to breakfast.  “I want to see the stamp, too!”

Those two, Glenn thought affectionately.  They always seemed to be in the middle of some kind of an unofficial competition.  He was glad to see Craig didn’t protest his sister’s request and showed her the envelope with the stamp from Argentina.

“What does it say?”  Glenn asked his wife, cutting straight to the chase.

“Well, it’s written in the worst English I’ve ever seen in my life,” Ivy, who had been a teacher before the kids were born, replied, “but it seems to be saying that I have inherited money and property in Argentina.”

“You’ve what?”  Glenn asked delightedly.  “Money and property?  Let me see this.”

Ivy handed the thin piece of stationery over to her husband and he scanned the contents.  It was signed by “Abogado Juan Felix Perez.”  

Glenn knew that “abogado” meant “lawyer.”  The rest of the letter said that Ivy had an uncle, Royce Wentworth, who had been a bank president who lived on the outskirts of Buenos Aires.

“This Royce Wentworth, he’s the uncle you would have gone to stay with if you hadn’t married me, right?”  Glenn asked, remembering having heard the man’s name a long time ago.  Ivy had never once mentioned him, and they’d been married since 1947.

“Royce?  Oh, yes, he’s the uncle on my mother’s side.  She was a Wentworth.  Yes,” Ivy replied with a shrug.  She didn’t much like ever mentioning, her mother or her other relatives, because she had lost so many during the war.  Uncle Royce had been the only one who was left after the conflict had ended.  “He was the President of an English bank branch located in Buenos Aires and moved there long before the war started.  I met him a few times as a child, when he visited England, but I really hardly knew the man.”

According to the letter, Uncle Royce had died, and he’d left Ivy everything in his will, including money, a house and property.  The missive mentioned the approximate amount of the estate in both Argentinian pesos and their equivalent in U.S. dollars, and the amount was miraculous, staggering.  It fell far above and way beyond anything Glenn had ever envisioned would possibly fall into their laps in a million years, let alone today.

“This is fantastic,” Glenn smiled.  “Ivy, from the looks of this, you’re rich!”

“We’re rich,” she corrected with a smile.  “What’s mine is blooming ours, Glenn.  You know that.”  She loved her husband and children more than anything and anyone else, and whatever she had was always there to be shared.

“What did you just say?”  Jilly perked up when she heard that. She even stopped bugging Craig about the stamp long enough to ask.  After all, her parents were always complaining that they didn’t have enough money.  

“Your mother just inherited a fortune,” Glenn told his daughter and son with a grin.  

“All four of us have,” grinned Ivy.

“Wow,” Jilly breathed.

“No way,” Craig commented.

“Yes way,” Ivy told him.  “It looks like my uncle died and left his money and property to me.  That figures.  I’m the very last one of his relatives.  Well, except for you two,” she said with a slight smile and a nod in the direction of her children.

“Incredible!  And wonderful, too.  Say, it says here the lawyer recommends that you go there,” Glenn told Ivy as he continued reading on.  “That it’s going to take some time for the will to go through what he writes is called sucesión testamentaria, which I’m pretty sure means probate, or something close to it.  He says it could take a few months to sort everything out.  Fortunately school’s almost done for the year now, so the timing is perfect.  Once it’s finished, we can pack up the kids and go.”

“Go to Argentina?”  Jilly asked.  She was excited at the idea already, even though she wasn’t sure where Argentina was, or what, exactly, all of this amazing news meant.

“Wow, it’ll be an adventure!  Don’t they have cowboys in Argentina?”  Craig asked, with his green eyes, so like Jilly’s and Glenn’s, positively shining.

“They do,” Ivy told him, “yes.  They call their cowboys gauchos.”  She grinned, somehow remembering that term from her uncle’s last visit to England, when he had told her about them, long ago.  It had taken place all the way back when she was a child.  

And before the war had upended her whole life.

“I’ll get to be a gaucho,” Craig exulted.

“Me too!  I want to be one, too,” agreed Jilly, of course.

“I don’t know,” Ivy said now to her husband.  “The expense of it.  Four airplane fares to Argentina?  Then four fares back?  Can we really afford it?”

“With this kind of fortune coming to us?  Sure,” said Glenn, who was delighted about all of this, to the point he was in a rather bubbly mood.  “And I’d say we have to go.  No choice.  We need to get there, be present, and make sure everything goes smoothly.  I’d even say with an inheritance as big as this one is, we’d be wise to keep a close watch on everything that goes on.  We need to see the house Royce left you in order to figure out what to do with it, as well.”

“That’s true.”  Ivy agreed, but even so, as much as she wanted to go to Argentina, she was sorry to have to travel there at this particular moment in time.  It was almost summer in Dobbs Ferry, New York, the quaint little town where they lived.  Ivy was in the Dobbs Ferry Garden Club, and she had recently planted a slew of specially ordered seeds in the hope of finally winning this year’s first prize for Best Garden and beating her nemesis, Rosamunde Tapling, the lady who had the greatest knack for flowers in the region.  Ivy’s new blooms were just sprouting, and the whole idea of leaving her garden so soon, and missing out on the contest, not to mention having to wait a whole other year to compete in it again, was disheartening.

And she couldn’t just send Glenn there and not go herself.  Glenn wasn’t named in the will.  She was.  

On the other hand, if she was about to inherit a fortune, that was a whole other matter, wasn’t it?  The Dobbs Ferry Garden Club could wait.

That was when it really hit her.  She was going to receive more money than she ever thought it would be possible to have.  Ivy had lost everything in the war, including her mother and sisters, when their house was hit by a bomb, and later her father, who participated in the D-Day liberation of France and didn’t make it home.  The inheritance would mean they could have a whole fabulous lifestyle change, and better access to just about everything, too, especially for the children.  Later, much later, they could even go to the fancy colleges of their choice, and the bill for those wouldn’t even put a dent in the newly found money. 

“You’re right,” she said to Glenn, “of course we’ve got to go.”

“The lawyer put his telegram address at the bottom of the letter, so I’m going to go into town and send him a wire,” Glenn said.  “I’ll get all of this set up.  The morning after the last day of school, off we’re going to go!”  

Life, Ivy thought, will never be the same again.

And that’s all to the good!

At least, that’s what she thought at that particular moment, and so did her husband and children.

But of course, she knew that good news often came with a few complications.  She expected there might be a few bumps along the road to her inheritance.

They just would turn out to be absolutely nothing like what she thought they’d be.
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It was only a few weeks later, after Glenn had contacted Abrogado Juan Felix Perez and set everything in motion for his family’s trip to Argentina, that he was struck by a sobering thought.

Glenn was a scholarly book editor, specializing in history books, among others, and living what he thought of as a nice, quiet lifestyle.  At least, that’s what his existence had been like up until that moment when the letter arrived with a nice, happy bang.  He could just as easily edit books in Argentina as he could in his study at home, so there would be no impediment to his career for him to lead the family charge and proceed right on down to Buenos Aires.  May had tumbled into June, school had let out, and they were set to leave the next day.

But Glenn had one reservation about going, and it was one that he didn’t announce, just felt, deep in a secret place in his heart that he didn’t like to discuss, especially not with Ivy, Craig or Jilly.

During World War II he had been a paratrooper in the United States Army’s 101st Airborne division.  He had jumped from a plane straight into combat in France as part of the invasion of Normandy, descending from the air not long after midnight on June 6th, 1944, part of the first wave of brave liberators.  More troops arrived later that morning.  The famous gigantic armada of ships brought the soldiers that landed on the beaches.  But Glenn and his paratroopers had arrived there first.

Glenn had  helped drive the Nazis out of France, and later, in Belgium, fought in the Battle of the Bulge, during the coldest winter imaginable, in 1944.

It had been doubtful if the troops would survive that battle, which had taken place during a terribly bleak Christmastime.  They fought from trenches that had been dug in the ground.  If the German bullets didn’t kill them, Glenn and his fellow soldiers had thought the cold and snowy trenches would.

But Glenn had survived.  The fight went on.

A few months later, he’d been one of the men to liberate a hellhole on earth called Kaufering.  It was in Germany.  

Kaufering was a subcamp of the Dachau concentration camp, and if he’d thought Normandy was bad, and the Battle of the Bulge was worse, what he’d seen of the starving prisoners in Kaufering was ten times more atrocious.  And that was really saying something.

Hundreds of prisoners lay dying as his unit entered the camp.  Many were already dead.  The horrific Nazis had set some fires at the very end, before fleeing, specifically to kill some of their captives right in their barracks, and also to destroy evidence.  The Nazis may have committed genocide, but didn’t want to admit it, and so the idea was to cover it up, sweep it under the rug.  

Leave no traces.

Disturbing and disgusting and sick.  

Somehow the burning of the barracks had gotten interrupted, thank God, perhaps when the Nazis decided it was time to flee, to get away before the Americans showed up, so while some inmates died that terrible way, many more of them escaped such a terrible fate.  

The Nazis fled, and the Americans arrived.

All of the remaining prisoners were starving and skeletal, having been fed nothing but the least amount of subsistence provisions for months.  The Nazis liked to work their slave laborers to death.  To make matters even more dire, there was also a typhus epidemic raging in the camp.  

And yet, in spite of everything, the prisoners, those who could still stand and walk, anyway, hailed Glenn’s unit as their “saviors” and were so incredibly happy to see them.  “Americans,” many of them were shouting with joy, those who still had the energy to shout, “Americans!”  Sick, weak, dying, and starving, Glenn had never before or since seen so many people so deliriously enthralled to see him and his comrades in his whole life.  He was still so proud of how he and his fellow soldiers had helped them, getting them food, doctors, medical supplies, and whatever else the army could spare, to try and turn as much of this atrocity around as fast as they possibly could.  

The soldiers hadn’t been able to help everybody who had been held prisoner, of course, which was devastating to see.  Some of them were too far gone with either typhus or starvation.  

Some died right after the liberators arrived.  

But others lived, and even managed to begin to get their health back.

Still, in spite of the horror and the shock of it all, Glenn was very glad to have been one of the liberators, a lauded American, revered by the prisoners for coming along when they did, rather than one of the Nazis who had systematically tortured those poor people in the first place.  

One of the brightest spots on that memorable day came after some beverage or other, water or ersatz coffee or something, had been brought in by another unit for the suffering inmates to drink.  They had to be fed slowly, since they’d reached a level of starvation so severe that it made eating or drinking too much, too soon, dangerous.  It was to the point that being overfed too quickly could kill them.  

About five of the still-standing prisoners received their drinks in tin bowls they carried.  The hearty five were standing around Glenn and some other paratroopers, including his friend Jonathan Levy.  

One of them, with eyes of olive green in an emaciated face, raised his bowl to Glenn and the other liberators and said, “L’chaim!”

The other four followed suit, toasting the paratroopers first and each other second.  “L’chaim!”

“I wonder what they’re saying,” Glenn commented to Jonathan.

Jon was Jewish, and he replied, “It’s a toast in Hebrew.  It means, ‘to life!’”

That had brought tears to Glenn’s eyes, and he wasn’t the only one.  These guys, he thought, are going to make it.

Most of the “inmates” of Kaufering turned out not to even have been criminals, or even miscreants, of any sort at all.  They were victims of a crazed, out-of-control German prejudicial stance against Jews, of all things.  The man with the olive-green eyes, Glenn came to find out, was called Alexander.  He told Glenn how his neighborhood synagogue had been burned to the ground by the Nazis on Kristallnacht, how his family’s candy store had been confiscated by the brutes, and how he’d later been shipped to another, even worse, camp than this one, before getting sent here. 

Alexander.  The gentle man who had toasted “to life.”  Glenn had often wondered what became of him after he was liberated, and whenever he thought of him, he wished him the best, hoping to God that the man had found the decent kind of life he’d always deserved in the first place, which had never included a stay in a place like Kaufering.

The Nazis had managed to exterminate six million Jews.  At least Kaufering wasn’t a death camp, like some of the others, where Jews and others were systematically exterminated in gas chambers.  Ironically, though it didn’t seem right to think of the Kaufering guys who had survived until they were liberated as “lucky,” at least they had made it through the war without that wretched apparatus on the premises.  

Glenn never talked about that part of his service with Ivy or his children.  Ever.  

Oh, they knew the basics.  They knew he’d taken part in the D-Day invasion, and fought in the Bulge, sure, and they were proud of him for it, but he told them those tidbits without providing too many details.  The way he relayed the stories, D-Day for him had been all about gracefully sailing from a plane to the ground under the billowing umbrella of a parachute, landing in France to help the French people drive the Nazis out.  He mentioned that The Battle of the Bulge had meant trench warfare in the freezing cold, yet made sure to stress the story of the cold Christmas Eve, when the Allies had heard the Nazis in another trench, singing “Silent Night” in German.

He left out the rest of it.  The other soldiers who were shot to death, the way the Americans had been literally surrounded by the Germans until reinforcements came through.

His children didn’t need to hear about all that, and neither did Ivy.

Glenn kept his war stories positive, and that was it.  Kaufering, especially, was a subject he never brought up to his family.  He only discussed the war with the high school buddy he’d enlisted with right after graduation, Arnie Parker, who also lived in Dobbs Ferry.  Nobody else could possibly have fully understood any of what they had seen anyway, let alone been able to comprehend all of it.  

Not if they weren’t there.

Strangely, after the war was over, many of the worst of the Nazis had escaped justice.  That was the most chilling aspect of the whole mess.

For years, rumor had it that a whole slew of Nazis got the hell out of Germany right after the war, afraid they’d be tried and convicted of war crimes.  Crimes like starving good men and women to death in places like Kaufering, or sending them to gas chambers in Sobibor, Treblinka and Auschwitz.  

There were a lot of Nazis who allegedly had headed for other countries, particularly the ones in South America.  They emigrated en masse to Paraguay or Argentina or Brazil.

The rumor of those mass escapes, however, had proven to be true just three years earlier, in 1960.  Adolf Eichmann, the Nazi in charge of sending millions of Jews to either concentration camps like Dachau to be used as slave labor, or straight to their deaths in hells on earth like Auschwitz, had been captured.

In Argentina.  

That was the one thing that gave Glenn a moment of pause about going off to Buenos Aires.  If he thought about it too much, it was almost enough to make him want to call off the whole trip.

Yet there was no way he could do that, was there?  Ivy was the sole heiress to her uncle’s fortune, and common sense dictated that they should go to Argentina to make sure that everything about the transfer of money and property went along smoothly, that she got all that she was entitled to get, and that nobody down there in South America tried to pull a fast one on them.  With this much money at stake, it was plausible that there might be some complications.

Not if Glenn could help it, there wouldn’t be.

Yet the day before they were set to leave for South America, Glenn made his way to the bar owned by Arnie.  

They already had a prearrangement set up where Arnie would be watching the Halliday’s split-level house, and taking in the family’s mail, while they were away in Buenos Aires.  Arnie’s dark brown eyes had widened when he first heard of their planned destination, but he hadn’t said anything.  There was no point.  The man knew about the Nazi ratlines to South America.  Glenn knew it, too.  But again, for the sake of Ivy’s inheritance, the family had to make the trip.

“Of course, it’s not like the entire country of Argentina is completely filled with Nazis," Arnie said, trying unconvincingly to be reassuring, as Glenn settled into a corner seat at his bar and he poured him a beer from the tap.  “A lot of Jewish people resettled there, too, you know.  And lots of other nationalities.  It’s a big cosmopolitan city.  For the most part, you’ll be almost entirely surrounded by Argentinians, with just a few of those Krauts thrown in here and there.  And if you see one who looks like the blonde and blue-eyed Nazi Aryan ideal, or hear one speaking German, just stay away from him, her or it. That’s all you gotta do.”

“Yeah,” Glenn agreed.  He took a sip of his beer.  “Yes, of course.  But still, Arnie.  You know how it is.  You were there.  It gives me the heebie-jeebies just to think that I might see one of those monsters on the street or in a restaurant or, I don’t know, someplace.”

Arnie could only nod.  He knew exactly what Glenn meant.  He also was glad it was Glenn who had to go to Argentina and not him.  If Glenn saw no more than even one relocated Nazi when he got there, that one alone was going to be far too many.

Ha, neither one of them had one iota of knowledge as to what Glenn was in for.

* * *
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JILLY AND CRAIG THOUGHT the turbulence that rocked the first of their flights, the Pan Am flight from New York to Miami, starting as they were flying over Georgia, was as much fun as a roller coaster ride.

Ivy didn’t.  “Why did we opt for airplane travel?”  She asked Glenn, hoping she wouldn’t be sick all over her new yellow and white traveling dress.  “We should have gone by boat.”

“It would’ve taken weeks.  And oh, this is nothing,” Glenn tried to reassure her.  “On June fifth, in nineteen-forty-four, as you know, my unit was part of the first wave into Normandy.  We were sent there the evening before the armada was due to arrive, dropped in right after midnight on the sixth.  The turbulence was a hundred times worse than this, and when we had to jump out of the ship with our parachutes, and – um, well, there were, that is to say, all kinds of problems.”  He stopped himself from going into the rest of that story.

“Like what?”  Jilly, who was sitting right across the aisle and had heard that, asked.

Glenn didn’t want to say they’d been fired on by Nazi aircraft.  

He didn’t want to add that some of the British and American planes had been blown to smithereens, either.  

His family didn’t need to know.  

So he only shrugged.  “Oh, you know.  It was, shall we say, just a much rougher flight.”  
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