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      Kara paced the floor frantically in the hotel room where she was staying in Warsaw. Her hands trembled, and her knees felt weak.

      “Do you think he will find him?” Kara asked as she turned to her sister, Anka, who was sitting on the bed.

      “I don’t know. I only know that I blame myself,” Anka said, wringing her slender white hands together.

      “Dear God, Anka, not everything is about you. My son, my little Karl, is missing. He’s only three and he’s missing. Somewhere, he is all alone and he’s looking for me. I can hear him calling out Mutti, Mutti, and it’s driving me insane.   I can’t go to him because, I don’t know where to find him.”

      “And it’s my fault. I told you to leave him with a babysitter who we hardly knew. It was me. I told you it would all be all right. Oh, Kara.  I convinced you to do it. I had no idea that something so horrible could happen. All I wanted was to see you finally get out of the house. I wanted to see you laugh and enjoy yourself. I wanted you to attend a party. Perhaps meet someone. You’ve been so alone. I never thought this could happen.”

      Kara couldn’t bear to comfort and reassure her sister as she’d always done in the past. She was in too much mental anguish to worry about Anka’s feelings.  It was Anka’s fault. Anka had convinced her to leave her son with a Polish grandmother they’d met, in order to attend a Nazi gala, the night before.  This damn party was so important to Anka,  Kara thought as she paced the room. She couldn’t even look at her sister, let alone comfort her.  How different we are. She is my sister, and we were so close when we were children. But things have changed. I have changed, Kara thought.

      Anka was married to Ludwig, a man who was trying to make a good impression in the Nazi Party so he could rise in rank. And although she wasn’t in love with him, she was the perfect wife for him because she wanted the same thing.  Anka made no excuses for how much she enjoyed the comfort of being married to a Nazi official.  She loved the parties. She loved the good food and fine clothes.  And she loved the nice home she and her husband had been given by the Nazi Party when he went to work on the Wolf’s Lair, a luxury entertainment center for the führer and some of his high officials.

      It had taken persistence, but she had finally convinced Kara to leave her son, Karl, with this Polish woman. Kara knew Anka would never hurt her or Karl on purpose. She was just thoughtless. And because she’d been so insistent, Kara had finally agreed. Everything should have been fine. But it wasn’t.  The following day, when they’d gone to pick Karl up, the old woman’s apartment was ransacked, and the old lady and Karl were both gone. Kara, Anka, her husband, Ludwig, and Oskar Lerch, a high-ranking SS officer who was smitten with Kara, spent the rest of the day searching frantically for the boy. They went door to door, asking neighbors if they saw anything.  No one wanted to get involved. Who could blame them? After all, Kara was accompanied by Oskar Lerch, who was intimidating to anyone Polish, in his black SS uniform. Poland was a newly conquered country.  And the Polish feared the Germans, whose bombs and cruelty they’d witnessed firsthand.   Kara could see the fear in their eyes. She wanted to throw herself on the floor and beg them to help her. But she knew it wouldn’t make any difference.  They were too afraid to speak.

      Finally, Kara found a neighbor who was compassionate. She lived in the same building as the babysitter, Sonia Smolak. And she admitted to having seen the child and the old lady, Smolak, being shoved into a car by the Gestapo.

      Kara turned to Oskar. “Gestapo?” she said. “Why would the Gestapo take my son?” She was hysterical.  And although Oskar was scheduled to leave Warsaw and head back to work, he canceled his plans and insisted on staying to help Kara find her son.  “I don’t know,” he said, “but I promise you this: I will find out, and we will find your boy.”

      “I wish he would get back here already,” Anka said. She was referring to Oskar who had gone to the Gestapo headquarters in Warsaw to find out anything he could about the missing boy.

      Kara was flushed. She felt faint. Everything is out of my control, she thought. Dear God, how I wish my Abram was here.  But I can’t talk to Anka about Abram because none of these people knew of his existence, and that was because he was Jewish. Abram is the love of my life, and he is also Karl’s father. Abram was arrested right after Kristallnacht. His mother, Hoda, in order to protect Karl, insisted that Kara take Karl and go to live with Anka, who had married a high-ranking officer in the Nazi Party. Hoda and Kara decided it would be safest for Karl if he hid in plain sight. No one was ever to know he was half Jewish.  Kara had lied to Anka. She told her that Karl was the son of a pure German man whom she had an affair with. She claimed the man was married, and he’d gone back to his wife and left her to raise the boy on her own.  Anka took her sister and her nephew into her home to live.   And because of his strong Aryan features, no one suspected Karl of having Jewish blood; he was accepted into Ludwig and Anka’s world.  All had gone well until this gala. Kara had not wanted to go. She had a bad feeling about it before she even attended, but Anka had assured her that all would be well. It wasn’t.
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      When Oskar returned late that afternoon, Kara was sick with worry. She ran to him as soon as he opened the door to the hotel room.

      “What did you find out?” she pleaded, grabbing his arm.

      “Not much, but the Gestapo has no record of having been involved in arresting a woman and child at that address.  However, they were familiar with the name Sonia Smolak. According to police records, they have been keeping an eye on her. They think she is involved with the Polish Resistance. They wanted to follow her for a while before arresting her, in hopes of finding some of her contacts.  I went to the apartment again to look around and see if I could find anything. I searched for the neighbor, who we spoke to when we were looking for Karl, but her apartment was all closed up, and I asked the landlady about it. She said that the woman we saw no longer lives there. She was just there; now she’s gone.  It’s all very strange.”

      Kara gasped, “Where could she have gone? It’s only been two days. How did she move away so fast?”

      “I don’t know.  I tried to find out. But no one in the building will admit to ever having known her.”

      “This is horrible,” Kara said, putting her hands on her temples and squeezing.

      “I found this at the apartment,” Oskar said, handing a dirty, singed stuffed bear to Kara.

      “Oh, my dear God.” Kara had been too upset to notice that he had been carrying a stuffed animal. She took the bear and held it up to her face. Then she began to cry. “Little bear . . .” she said, remembering Karl’s face when Abram had brought Little Bear back to Karl after their apartment had burned on Kristallnacht.

      Oskar put his arms around Kara and held her like a baby as she wept.

      “It’s all right,” he whispered into her ear. “It’s going to be all right.”

      “What are we going to do next? I can’t see how we are going to ever find him.” Kara’s entire body was shaking as she paced the floor, pulling at her hair.

      “We will find him,” Oskar said calmly. “I give you my word I will do everything in my power to find him.” Then he added, “I found out where Sonia Smolak’s son lives. We’ll go there tomorrow and see what we can find out. We’ll tell him that his mother was babysitting your son and now they’ve both disappeared. Perhaps he’s heard from his mother.”

      Kara’s heart sank. She didn’t care about Sonia Smolak or her son right now. This was unlike her. She’d always been concerned about others. But never before had she been in such a perilous position.  All she wanted was to hold her child in her arms.

      Oskar saw the look on her face and said, “Kara, I am pleading with you to trust me. Please don’t worry. I will stay with you and help you. I will not give up on this. I won’t give up on it no matter how long it takes.  We will find your son.” He touched her arm, and she recoiled from his touch.

      Even though he was so kind and ever so helpful, he still wore that uniform with the Nazi emblem, and it put her off.  “Just to let you know, I called my office this morning and told them that I need to take some time off. I told them I might be gone for a while. So, as I said, I will be with you through this entire ordeal.  You won’t be doing this alone, Kara. Together we will find Karl.”

      She knew he was trying to be reassuring. But no matter what he said, all she could think about was her son. Then a horrific thought came into her mind, and she said aloud, more to herself than to him, “Dear God, please no. I don’t know what I will do if he’s—”

      “He’s not dead or hurt,” Anka interrupted. “It’s all just a misunderstanding. We’ll get to the bottom of it. I promise.” She tried to smile reassuringly but her lips trembled. “Why don’t we do something to distract you. Would you like to go shopping or out for a drink?”

      Kara glared at her sister. Sometimes Anka can be so insensitive. “No,” Kara said harshly.

      Oskar put his hand on Kara’s upper arm. It felt strong, warm, and supportive. “The first thing we will do is make a trip to Mosciska. It’s about eighty-five kilometers from here. We’ll go tomorrow morning. Yes?”

      Kara nodded.

      Then Oskar continued, “You and I will have a little visit with Sonia’s son and daughter-in-law. They just might have some information for us.”

      Kara nodded again.

      Oskar could see that she was cold. He took off his jacket and put it around her arms. She thanked him. It was his uniform jacket. He meant well. But it represented the dreaded SS. Kara removed the jacket and laid it on the bed. Then she took the blanket and wrapped it around herself. Taking a deep breath, Kara turned to face Anka and said, “Perhaps it’s best if you return home to Ludwig. You don’t want to leave him alone to care for himself.” Kara said it more curtly than she’d wanted to.  And although she saw the pain on her sister’s face, she wanted Anka to go before she said something even more hurtful. After all, even though Anka didn’t mean for this to happen, it was her fault.

      “You want me to leave here and go home?” Anka repeated in disbelief.

      “I think it’s best. I’ll stay in contact with you,” Kara said.

      “All right.  I’ll go. I mean, if that’s what you want.”

      “Don’t worry, Anka. I’ll be here with Kara. And I promise you, we’ll call you at least once a week to keep you abreast of everything we are doing and everything we find out,” Oskar said.

      “I understand. I’ll pack,” Anka said. “And I’ll call Ludwig and ask him to come and pick me up.”

      Kara didn’t say a word. She loved Anka, but right at this moment, she resented her too. She couldn’t look at Anka’s face.  I didn’t want to go to that ridiculous party. You knew that. I told you. But you insisted. And you insisted that we leave Karl with a babysitter. Now, my son is gone. I can’t stand here and coddle you like I did when we were children. I’ve lost everything dear to me, and you seem to need so much. Just go home.

      Anka called Ludwig to pick her up., He arrived late the following morning. And by the afternoon, Anka and Ludwig were on their way home. After they left, Kara and Oskar got into his automobile and drove to Mosciska to speak to Sonia’s son and daughter-in-law.

      For a while, they drove in silence. Kara looked out the window in despair. She wanted to scream, to hit her head on the window until she became unconscious.  But she knew it would do no good. Inside she was raging, terrified, angry, filled with emotion. On the outside, she was silent. Then Oskar patted Kara’s hand and said, “Don’t worry, I’ve paid the hotel for the month. So, you will have a place to stay in Warsaw while we figure all of this out.”

      “Where are you staying?” she asked, worried that he might think because she needed him, he could take advantage of the situation and share her room.

      “I’ve secured another room for myself across the hall from yours. Please don’t worry. I would never try to stay in your room. It’s not my nature to put a lady in a position that might make her uncomfortable. I am here to help you, Kara. I am a gentleman, and I will never do anything to compromise how you see me.”

      She managed a smile. If there is one thing I can say for Oskar Lerch, he is telling the truth. He has always been a gentleman.  I don’t know anything about his past, like his family or where he was born. But from what I know of him, I would venture to say he came from educated and wealthy people. He has so much class. And even though he is a Nazi, I can honestly say he gives every indication that he was raised properly. “Thank you. This is all very kind of you,” she said.

      “I know how much you are suffering, and I don’t blame you. A mother’s love for her son is probably the strongest kind of love there is.” He hesitated, then a little choked up, he added, “You are a good mother, Kara. I see wonderful things in you. And I plan to do whatever needs to be done to find your boy.”

      She nodded. Her eyes burned with unshed tears. “Oskar . . .” she said in a soft voice, “you don’t think that something has happened to him, do you? I can’t help but think of all the horrible things that could have happened. It’s driving me crazy.”

      “No, of course not. Nothing has happened to him. We’ll find him. Please trust me.” He patted her hand. Then he added, “If it’s true that he was somehow mistakenly taken by the Gestapo, then we can be sure he’s all right. He’s a beautiful Aryan boy. It’s not like he is a Jew, after all.  So, please don’t worry. They would never harm him.”

      His voice was warm and reassuring.  And she so wanted to believe.  But when he said the words, "It's not like he is a Jew," Kara felt the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Is it possible that they could find out somehow? Dear God, please protect him. Please don’t let them find out the truth and hurt him.  Then because she had to know—the answer to this question was nagging at her—she tried to sound casual as she asked, “They wouldn’t hurt a child even if he was a Jew, would they?”

      “Of course not. We’re Germans, the most civilized, superior race on the planet. We don’t hurt children.” He patted her hand, then added, “But you needn’t worry anyway. He isn’t a Jew.”

      They drove for a little over two hours until they came to a lush green farming village.

      “Nice land here,” Oskar marveled as he looked around.  He turned the steering wheel and maneuvered the car down a winding path.  A few moments later, they pulled up in front of a modest white wood farmhouse. It was newly painted with a small flower garden in the front.   Oskar turned off the motor and got out of the car. He walked around and opened the door for Kara. “Are you all right?” he asked as he extended his hand to help her out of the car.

      She nodded. She couldn’t speak. For some reason her throat felt raw as if she’d been weeping. And she had been, on the inside.

      Taking her hand into his own, he led her to the door of the house. Her hand felt small and protected in his, and she was thankful to have him by her side. He gave her hand a tiny, reassuring squeeze.  Then he knocked. A young woman with a small child at her side opened the door. Kara could see that as soon as the woman saw them, there was a look of fear on the woman’s face.  Kara trembled. She wasn’t sure if it was because of something Sonia had done or if it was because of Oskar’s uniform.

      “Yes, what do you want?” the young woman asked, trying to sound brave.

      “I’m here to see Hubert Smolak,” Oskar said. “This is his home, is it not?” His voice was soft, but there was an underlying threat in his words as if he were daring her to lie to him and say that this was not the home of Hubert Smolak.

      She was too afraid to lie. Her body was trembling. A little girl was staring wide eyed in the background.  The child grabbed her mother’s leg and held on.  “Yes, this is the home of Hubert Smolak. But he’s working in the field right now.” The young woman’s voice cracked as she stumbled on the words.

      “All right, then we’ll come in. You can prepare a cup of tea for us, and we’ll talk to you while we wait until he returns,” Oskar said, smiling.

      Although Oskar’s voice was soft and gentle, Kara could see how the woman would be afraid of him. She was a Polish farmwife with a little girl who Kara estimated at about three or four years old, confronted by an SS officer who smiled at her.  But his smile wasn’t sincere. Again, there was an underlying threat.

      “So, may we sit down,” Oskar said, taking a seat on the sofa before the woman answered.

      “Yes, of course,” the farmer’s wife said. Her child was now hanging on the skirt of her housedress.

      “And your name must be . . . Maja?” Oskar smiled again. It was that same terrifying smile. Kara saw a side of him she didn’t want to see. So she ignored it.

      “Yes, I am Maja Smolak.”

      “And that cute little girl must be Roza,” he said. And Kara felt it was just to let the woman know that he knew everything about her, and not only was he threatening her and her husband, but also her child. Kara trembled.  But she wouldn’t stop him. He was doing what was necessary to find Karl. Although in the past Kara had always cared about others and their feelings, right now, all she cared about was her son.

      Now Maja’s lips were quivering. “Please, we have done nothing.  I don’t know what you want from us. My daughter is just a child.”

      “I am just here to find out the truth about a missing little boy who is very dear to my heart.” Oskar smiled. “I’m sure you’ll be as helpful as you can. As will your husband, Hubert.  Am I correct? It is Hubert, that’s his name, is it not?” Oskar said. He was toying with her.

      “Yes, my husband’s name is Hubert. Please, I don’t know anything about a little boy.  My husband knows nothing either. I beg you, please let us be.”

      “You may not know about the boy. But your mother-in-law should have some information. She seems to have disappeared. I am talking about your husband’s mother.  Sonia Smolak?”

      It made Kara cringe to hear him playing with the woman, terrorizing her like a cat terrorizes its prey.

      “Yes, that’s my mother-in-law’s name.”

      “Did you know that she has disappeared?” Oskar said, his voice tilting upward at the end of the sentence.

      The woman looked at him incredulously. She was clearly shaken by his words. “Disappeared? What do you mean? Arrested?”

      Oskar didn’t speak for several moments. He stood up and began to pace the room slowly. He was intimidating in his black uniform. A smile came over his face, a threatening smile.   Kara felt sick when she saw a line of sweat form across Maja’s upper lip.  Still, Oskar did not speak again. When he finally spoke, his voice was even softer than before but with an even more frightening undertone. “And . . . do you happen to know of some reason why she might have been arrested?”

      “No, I am just asking if she has been arrested, because I don’t know why she would have disappeared,” Maja stammered. Kara could see that Maja felt trapped. The child who held on to her mother’s skirt began to cry. It seemed as if the little girl could sense something in the air, something menacing. Kara closed her eyes and reminded herself, I know Oskar is being cruel and I feel horrible about it.  But we must do this to find Karl.

      Kara thought of Karl as she studied the child.  He would have done the same thing.  He would have held on to me in terror. Even though he would not have known why or what he was afraid of.

      “I see . . .” Oskar said, fixing his eyes on Maja. “So, if someone disappears, you just assume they’ve been arrested. Is that what you’re telling me? But doesn’t it seem rather odd to you that your mother-in-law, a helpless, old woman, would be arrested for no reason at all?” He drummed his fingers on the kitchen table. Then he glared at Maja. “As I see it,” he said, hesitating for a moment, “there must be something you haven’t told us?”

      Just then the kitchen door opened, and a tall, muscular young man walked into the house. “Maja?” he called out as he walked into the living room. But when he saw Oskar and Kara, he stopped talking and stared.  His hands were dirty from the soil. His overalls were dirty too. He had the open, honest face of a man who worked the land.

      “Well, well, look who’s here,” Oskar said. “Let me guess . . . you must be Hubert?”

      “I’m Hubert Smolak. What do you want?” the farmer said sternly, but even so, Kara could hear him hiding the fear in his voice.

      “I want to know what happened to your mother. I’m sure you have some idea, do you not?”

      “My mother? What’s happened to my mother?” The farmer forgot his own fears and was suddenly full of concern.

      “Haven’t you called her lately? Now, every good son should call his mother every few days. Don’t you agree, Hubert?” Oskar asked in a condescending tone.

      “No. I mean yes, of course. I would call my mother daily if I could. But, we don’t have a phone. To call her, I have to go into town.  Dear Lord.  What’s happened to her?” Hubert sounded frantic.

      The child was crying harder now. The sound of it was unnerving Kara. What if my son is somewhere terrified and crying and I can’t get to him?

      “Why, your mother has disappeared . . .” Oskar said.

      “What do you mean? Disappeared? How could that be?”

      “I mean she is gone from her apartment. The apartment has been closed up. The landlady says there is no one living there anymore.”  Oskar’s voice and facial expressions were different. In his tone of voice, he pretended mock concern, but his face was threatening.  “You see, your dear mother was babysitting for this young lady’s son. And this young lady happens to be a very good friend of mine.  So, of course, I am very protective of her and her child. I’m sure you understand?”

      Hubert nodded. He was clenching and unclenching his hands. It was as if he didn’t know what to do with them.

      “Well . . .” Oskar hesitated. “While your mother was watching my friend’s son, both of them went missing. Can you imagine how distraught my friend here is? Just think how distraught you would be if that pretty little girl over there went missing?  How distraught would you be if I took her with me today?”

      The farmer’s wife let out a gasp. Hubert went to punch Oskar, but Oskar pulled his gun. “Now, I am sure you don’t want to leave your young wife a widow already, do you?”

      Hubert dropped his hands to his sides in defeat. “What can I do?”

      “Well, you can help us. We came here because you are going to tell us everything you know about your mother’s disappearance,” Oskar said calmly, but he still held the gun pointed at Hubert.

      Maja had now picked her child up and held the weeping little girl in her arms.

      “I have no idea. I didn’t even know she was missing.  I don’t know what happened. We only speak once a month when I go into town to use the telephone. Most of our communication is through letters.” He was shaking. His eyes told Kara he was genuinely worried about his mother but also about his wife and daughter.

      “Hmmm . . .” Oskar sucked his lower lip and looked into Hubert’s eyes. “You appear to be so innocent. But I have some inside information about you. I know that you have been active with the Polish Underground.”

      “NO!!!! No!!! I swear it,” Hubert protested.

      “And your mother? Was she active with them too?”

      “Of course not. She is an old woman. She has no political views.”

      “I see,” Oskar said. He walked around the family once and Kara saw Maja tremble. Then he said casually, “All right, then. We’ll be going. Come, Kara.”

      They walked outside and got into the car. Hubert was standing in the walkway as they left. Oskar called out, “Lovely farm you have here. Even if it is a bit small. I am sure you’ve been giving the proper amount of your harvest to the Germans when they come by to pick it up for the war effort. Haven’t you?”

      “Yes, yes of course,” Hubert said.

      As Oskar backed the car out of the drive, Kara could see Hubert’s knees shaking.

      The car shook and rattled on the dirt road as they drove away.  Oskar took Kara’s hand. “That wasn’t as promising as I hoped it would be. But I’ll put a watch on him and see if he doesn’t try to get in contact his mother over the next couple of days,” Oskar said, “If he knows where she is, he’ll want to tell her that we are searching for her. So he’ll lead us right to her. And, of course, if we can find her, we will find Karl.”

      “I hope so,” Kara said, squeezing Oskar’s hand. Then she turned and looked out the window at the landscape. It was green and beautiful. A nagging thought filled her head. She couldn’t help but remember how easily Oskar had turned into an intimidating, almost monster of a man. She’d never imagined he could be so heartless to a family, especially with a small child witnessing his vicious cruelty.  And yet, she had to remember, he did it for me and for Karl. This is not the real Oskar. It’s not the real him. I’ve seen the real Oskar. He’s the kind and gentle man who is trying to help me. Isn’t he?
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      When they retuned that afternoon, Oskar dropped Kara off at the hotel and went to the police station.  He returned shortly after he left.

      “I told the police what happened,” he said. “They’ll keep a close watch on Hubert and his family to see if any of them makes some kind of contact with his mother. Meanwhile, I found out that Sonia Smolak was a traitor. She and her son both were members of the Polish Resistance. That tells me that the son is a liar. He had to know that his mother was involved.”

      “Really, Oskar? I met her.  She’s an old woman.”

      “It doesn’t matter. The police say they don’t know what happened to her. But someone is lying.  And no matter what it takes, I plan to find out every secret and every lie until we find Karl.”

      “Do you think the police took Sonia and Karl?”

      “I can’t be sure,” he said. “It could have been the Gestapo.”

      “If they did, what would they have done with Karl? Would they have hurt him?” Kara said, her hand flying up to her mouth.

      “No, of course not. The Germans are not animals. We would never hurt a child. You should know that.”

      She didn’t know that. She remembered what happened on Kristallnacht and she shivered.  “I’m terrified. What if I never find my son again?” Kara asked, tears filling her eyes.

      “I promise you, Kara, we’ll find him.”

      “But you can’t promise me he’ll be unharmed.”

      “No, I can’t promise you that. But if he has been harmed, there will be hell to pay. That much I vow.”
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      Kara telephoned her sister that night. She had a few days away from Anka to rethink everything she’d said. Her anger had faded, and now she felt badly about the way she treated Anka. It was true that Anka could be foolish, childish, and thoughtless, but she was Kara’s only sister, and Kara had to make peace with her.

      “'Allo,” Anka said.

      “It’s me, Kara.”

      “Kara! Have you heard anything about Karl?”

      “Nothing solid, but we did find out that the old lady was in the Resistance.”

      “What Resistance?”

      “The Polish Resistance.”

      “Do you think she did something to Karl? Oh, Kara. This is all my fault.” Anka was on the verge of hysterics, and Kara was suddenly sorry she’d telephoned. Instead of making Kara feel better, this conversation was making things worse.

      “I pray she didn’t.”

      “Is Oskar helping you, or do you want me to return to Warsaw?” Anka asked.

      “Oskar is here with me, and he has been wonderful. He’s truly a gentleman in every way,” Kara said. “I think it’s best that you stay with Ludwig for now. He needs you.”

      “He’s very nervous. They are trying to make sure that everything is perfect at the lair before the führer arrives next month. Ludwig took me to see the lair. It’s really quite marvelous. He’s worked so hard for this, Kara.”

      “Yes, I know,” Kara said. She had no interest in Adolf Hitler or his lair. She could think of nothing but her son. “All right, well, I just wanted to let you know what has transpired so far. I am going to let you go now. I need some rest. We’ll talk again soon,” she managed to say.

      “I love you, Kara. My thoughts are with you,” Anka offered.

      “I know. I know you do, Anka, and I love you too,” Kara said honestly, but also a little exasperated.

      After Kara hung up the phone, Oskar walked over to her. “You haven’t eaten today.”

      “I’m not hungry,” Kara said.

      “Kara, you must eat. We’ll find your son. I promise you that. But you cannot let your health suffer in the meantime. When we do find him, he’s going to need his mother. And he’s going to need for you to be in good health. Now, come on, eat something, please?”

      “I’m so afraid, Oskar. I’m so afraid that he’s gone forever.” She was staring down at the floor.

      “Look at me,” he said, gently raising her face with his hands. “I promise you that I am going to find him.”

      “You can’t promise that he’ll be alive.”

      “No, I can’t. But I can promise you that if he’s hurt, I will do everything in my power to punish anyone who might have hurt him. But let’s not think about that. Let’s not dwell on it. Instead, let’s try to believe that all will be well.”

      She swallowed hard. His eyes were shining with sincerity.

      “Please, Kara. Let’s go and have dinner. You must eat. Do it for me, will you?”

      She nodded. “All right.”

      They went downstairs to the restaurant in the hotel.  Oskar ordered several different dishes in hopes of enticing Kara to eat. But she only pushed the food around on her plate.  Once they finished dinner, and the waiter cleared the table, Oskar ordered two glasses of schnapps. She looked at him. “I don’t drink,” she said.

      “Have a little. It will help you sleep.”

      She sipped the schnapps. It was smooth and warm going down her throat.

      “Do you feel a little more relaxed?” he asked.

      She nodded.

      “Good.” He smiled. “When we get back upstairs, you should take a hot bath and go to sleep. I’m going to go to my own room and make some calls. I must see what I can do. I am going to call in some favors.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “No need for you to worry your pretty little head about all of this. You have enough on your mind,” he said. “That’s why I want you to try and relax. It’s best if you just let me handle this, Kara. Please, just put your trust in me. Won’t you do that?”

      “All right,” she said, knowing she had no other choice. He was the only lifeline she had to her son.  But as they walked through the lobby, she turned to look at him. She had to ask, “Oskar, why are you doing this for me?”

      “You don’t know?”

      She shook her head.

      “I care about you, Kara. I think I am falling in love with you. I want to take care of you . . .” he said, then he stopped. “I have said quite enough. I don’t want to put any additional pressure on you. Please know, I expect nothing from you. I only want to help.”

      She squeezed his arm. “I appreciate everything you’re doing for me and my son.”

      When they arrived at the door to her room, Oskar turned to her. “Are you all right, or would you like me to come in and sit with you?”

      “No, thank you. I am fine. I am going to try and get some rest.”

      “That’s a good idea,” he said and waited until she went into her room.

      Kara closed the door. Then she ran a hot bath and got in. The warmth of the bath soothed her. But even as it did, it brought tears to her eyes.  My son, where is my son? I would do anything, even give up my life, to find him.   She lay in the bathtub and sobbed until the water grew cold.  Kara was spent; every muscle and nerve in her body was exhausted.  She lay down on the bed, but she still couldn’t sleep.  Her mind was racing. She thought of Karl and of Abram.  Memories she treasured of a past she must keep hidden.  Then she thought of what Oskar had said to her earlier that night and she was confused. How could Oskar be so kind and caring and still be a Nazi? Because, after all, she must never forget that he is a Nazi.  The strange thing is, he is gentle and understanding.  Is it possible that all of the SS are not bad men? I mean, Ludwig is a good man. I know he hates Jews. And that bothers me. But perhaps it’s something that stems from things he was told as a child. After all, I used to be afraid of Jewish people too. That was before I met Abram and Hoda.   The sun had begun to rise when she fell asleep.

      At a little before nine in the morning the following day, Oskar knocked on the door to Kara’s hotel room. She got out of bed and let him in, not realizing that she’d forgotten to put on her robe. He didn’t look at her body. Instead, he kept his gaze focused on her eyes. In his hands he was carrying a bag of sweet rolls and two cups of steaming coffee. He set them down on the writing table in the corner, then plopped down into a chair.

      “I brought breakfast,” he said cheerfully.

      She looked down at her nightgown and gasped. “Excuse me. I was so tired I . . .”

      “It’s all right,” he said, looking away.

      She ran to the bathroom and got her robe. Quickly, she put it on.

      “You do look lovely in the morning,” he said. “So fresh, like a spring flower.  But I know you have so much on your mind. And so, I am not looking at you in that way . . . if you understand me. No gentleman would.”

      She avoided his last statement. “Did you find out anything else about Karl?”

      “Just that as soon as we left the farm, Sonia’s son tried to call his mother at the telephone number we have in Warsaw. Of course, she didn’t answer.  Because she’s not there, as we know.  So far, he hasn’t done anything else. We’ll give him a couple of days.  If he doesn’t make contact with her, then we know he doesn’t have any idea where to find her.”

      “Which leaves us without any direction.”

      “Well, that’s not exactly true,” Oskar said. “There is a possibility that Karl was taken by the Gestapo even though there is no record of it.”

      “Which means what? What would they do with him? Dear God, help me. He’s only four years old. What could they possibly want with a baby?”

      “Well, I am looking into the Lebensborn.”

      “I thought that was some sort of a breeding factory for Aryan women and SS officers. What would they want with my Karl?”

      “He’s a beautiful, Aryan child.  I am sure they didn’t  know he’s  a German.  They probably thought he was Polish.   After all, he was with a Polish woman in Warsaw.  I’m afraid there just aren’t enough blond-haired, blue-eyed children. So, when they see a Polish child who fits the criteria, they take the child and check him over, by measuring his skull, his nose, things like that. They do it to make sure he doesn’t have any Jew or Gypsy blood.  Once they’re sure he’s of good stock, then they Germanize him.”

      “What does that mean? Germanize him?  You’re frightening me.”

      “Well, it’s not really all that scary. Let me explain,” he said, taking a sip of coffee. “It would actually be a good thing for us if he were in a home for the Lebensborn. You see, as I am an SS officer, they would give him to me.  And, of course, I would bring him back to you.”

      “Yes,” she said, and suddenly she felt relief that he held a high position in the party. After all, he seems to be a good person. And he told me that in his job, he doesn’t have contact with Jewish people. He never talks about them. I wonder what his feelings about them are. I am sure he must have the same terrible thoughts as the rest of the government but perhaps not as full of anger or hatred. He seems more educated, more sophisticated than most of them. But why bring it up? I have asked him too many questions already. I think it’s best if I just keep my mouth shut. I need to get my child back, and he might be the only person who can help me.

      “I’ll return in a moment,” he said, getting up quickly. “I have some things for you.” Then he left her room with the door cracked just a little, so he wouldn’t have to knock when he returned.

      It was only a few hours, and he was back, with his arms full of bags.  “I went shopping and got you some clothes. I know you had some things when you arrived here in Warsaw, but most of your clothing is at your sister’s home. So, I assumed you might need these.”

      She looked at him, stunned. He is so considerate. So thoughtful.   He gently pushed the bags toward her.  She smiled. “Thank you,” she said as she opened the bags. There were several dresses and pairs of stockings, and there were undergarments too. When she looked in the bag with the undergarments, she happened to glance up and see his face. He was blushing.

      “I had the saleslady help me with those things,” he said, looking away as if he were shy or ashamed.

      Kara smiled. He’s charming, she thought. Then she said, “Thank you again, Oskar. This was very thoughtful of you.”

      “W-well,” he stammered, “I wasn’t sure how long we might be here in Warsaw, and I thought you might need clean clothes.”

      Her heart ached with despair. “Oh . . . I hope we can find him soon.”

      “I am doing my best. Please know that.”

      “I do,” she said. “I know.” But then she began to cry. He walked over to her and put his arms around her. She lay her head on his chest, and he cradled her in his arms while she wept like a child.

      “Kara . . .” he said her name softly, almost a whisper. “I will put in a call to headquarters, and I’ll have them search all of the Lebensborn homes for a boy of Karl’s description. Do you have any photographs?”

      She nodded. “In my handbag.”

      “Good. I’d like one.”

      “I have a few.”

      “All right. After I call headquarters, they’ll begin the search.  Then I’ll drive over there and give them the photo.  But there is no need for you to come along with me. You can wait here until we hear something substantial.

      “Either something from the police concerning that Smolak woman or something from one of the Lebensborn homes. But don’t you worry. You are not alone. I’ll be by your side throughout this entire process. And, no matter what it takes,” he reassured her, “we will find him.”

      She nodded. “I’m sorry I am carrying on so. I can’t help myself.” She straightened up and took her handbag off the writing table. Then she took out a photo and handed it to Oskar. He looked at it. Then he touched her cheek and put the picture into his wallet.

      “I understand, Kara. Of course, you can’t help yourself. You’re a mother. A good mother.  I would expect nothing less,” he said. “Now, I am going to headquarters to drop off the photo.  Then, when I return, why don’t we go out for lunch today? Perhaps take a walk around the zoo. It would do you good. It would be a good distraction.”

      She shook her head, “I don’t know . . .”

      “I think you need the distraction. Sitting here in this room weeping and worrying won’t help us find him any faster. Please, let me take you out of here for a while.  The fresh air will do you good.”

      She looked down at the floor. Then back up at his face. He was smiling.  Just look at him. His face is wide open. His smile is one of a gentle, concerned man. Not the smile of a vicious Nazi.

      “Please . . .” he said, “you can’t sit here in this room like this staring at out the window. It’s not healthy.”

      “I know, you’re right.”

      “So, you’ll come out? At least for a short while?”

      “I will,” she said.

      “Good. Very good. Now, you go ahead and get dressed. I should be back in about an hour.  I’ll meet you in the lobby then. Is an hour enough time for you to get ready?”

      “Oh yes. An hour would be plenty,” she said.

      Oskar was waiting when she walked into the lobby. He smiled when he saw her and stood up.

      “Did you drop off the picture?”

      “Yes, everything is taken care of. They are checking all the Lebensborn homes. Don’t you worry about anything.”

      He slid his arm through hers.  They walked through the city. “It was a shame we had to bomb Warsaw,” he said. “Poland is quite beautiful. Of course, not nearly as beautiful as our fatherland. Germany is superior in every way.”

      “It is going to take a great deal to clean this mess up,” Kara said as she looked at the rubble.

      “Yes, I suppose it will. But it will get done. We’ll have the Poles do it,” he said with confidence.  “After all, we own Poland now.”

      She had no answer for him. There was nothing to say. Kara felt sorry for the Polish people. They were defeated and reduced to little more than slaves.  If speaking out about her feelings toward the Nazis would have made any difference to the plight of the Jews or the conquered, she might have found the argument worth her time.  But arguing with Oskar, her only lifeline right now, was foolhardy, and she knew it.  Nothing was more important to her than finding her missing child. And Oskar had the connections to help her do that.

      Then as if he had been reading her mind: “Sometimes I feel sorry for the Polish people,” he said, “but they need the Germans. They aren’t as smart or capable as we are. When we took over this country, I believe it was the best thing that could happen to them,” he said as he kicked a stone on the ground. “You know our führer has a plan for the Polish people.”

      “Oh?” she said.

      “Of course.” He smiled. “Our führer has many plans.  The Aryan men and women, like you and I, who are the superior race, will rule the world. But we can’t rule the world without workers, can we?   And that’s where the Polish come in.”

      “That sounds cruel,” she said, forgetting herself for a moment.

      “But it isn’t. Everyone needs to have a place in the world. The Polish aren’t smart like the Aryans.  However, they do make good workers as long as they have good direction.   They can do what needs to be done. They just don’t have what it takes to lead.”

      Kara just nodded. She didn’t want to argue. The last thing she wanted right now was to do anything that might stop him from helping her even though he was getting on her nerves.

      They walked for a while in silence. He put his arm through hers and then patted her hand. “You know, I like it that you care about people. It shows me that you are kind. My mother was kind like you.”

      He’d never mentioned his family's past before.

      “Oh?” she said.

      “Yes, she was like you in many ways. A good mother. A kind and caring woman. Not as strong, I am afraid, as a true Aryan woman should be. But quite beautiful,” he said wistfully. “My father didn’t deserve her. He didn’t treat her the way a man should treat his wife. I vowed that if I ever found the woman I wanted to marry, I would not be like my father. My wife would be happy.  She wouldn’t run away from her family with another man.”

      Kara looked up at Oskar’s face. It was red with anger.  “You don’t have to talk about this if you don’t want to,” she said.

      “I will tell you everything one day. But not now. Not on this beautiful afternoon. I wanted this walk to be a distraction for you, not a time to tell you things about my hurtful past.”

      She hesitated. Looking at him at this moment, he looked like a sad and angry little boy. In many ways, he reminded her of Karl. Kara squeezed his hand. “If you ever need someone to talk to, you can talk to me.”

      Just then they passed the wall of the Warsaw Ghetto. Kara shivered. She wondered if anyone she knew and loved was inside. Then boldly she asked, “I’ve never asked you this. But I want to know what you feel about the Jews?”

      “What about them?”

      “I was told by a waiter in a restaurant when Anka and I first arrived in Warsaw that there are Jews who are imprisoned behind that wall.” She pointed to the ghetto wall.

      “That’s correct,” he said, carefully watching her face to see her reaction.  Kara recoiled.  Then he added, “But it is only Jews who’ve broken the law.  Criminals. We Germans are civilized, Kara. We don’t imprison people who aren’t criminals.”

      “But I’ve been told that all Jews were considered criminals by our government. I’ve been told they are considered criminals for being Jewish.”

      “Yes, that’s true in a way. The Jews have never been friends to the German people.” He sighed. “It’s quite sad really.  But they have always taken from Germany rather than helped us to grow.   And, from what I hear from my fellow colleagues who have contact with them, they are very dangerous. They are liars and thieves.  I am thankful that I don’t have any contact with them in my work. Still, I know that we Germans don’t imprison all of them. Could you imagine what would be involved in trying to do something like that.  For the most part we just keep an eye on them. So they don’t cause more trouble. After all, they are the reason we lost the war.”

      “That’s strange, because I have heard of Jews being arrested and taken away by the Gestapo in the middle of the night for no reason at all.”

      “Oh, my dear sweet Kara,” he said, smiling. “When a Jew or anyone else is arrested, there’s always a reason.” He hesitated for a moment, than added, “There are so many rumors that fly around. You can’t believe everything you hear.”

      Is he lying to me? But why? Perhaps he really doesn’t know anything about how the Jews are being treated. Or could he actually be telling the truth.

      He glanced down at her, and she caught his eye. “Let’s not talk about these sordid subjects. Let’s just enjoy the beauty of the day.  By the way, did I happen to tell you that you look ravishing as always?” Then smiling, he said, “Shall we walk through the zoo before lunch or after? I love animals. I had a dog for many years. When I had to leave him behind, I felt like my world was falling apart.”

      “Let’s go now. I’m not hungry yet, are you?” she asked.

      “No, let’s walk a little longer.”

      They began walking toward the zoo.

      “I’ve never had a pet,” she admitted. “It was always too expensive for my family to keep an animal. My parents could hardly afford to feed my sister and I.”

      “Are you two the only siblings in your family?”

      “Yes, just us. How about you?”

      “I had a brother, but he died. Where I came from, children were lucky to grow up into adults. Lots of them died early.”

      “I’m sorry,” she said.

      “It’s all right. It was a long time ago. I was just a boy myself.” Then he quickly changed the subject. “Do you like dogs?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve never had any contact with them. I suppose I am a little afraid of them. Some bite, don’t they?”

      “Some do. But if I am fortunate enough to ever marry you, I would like to have a dog. And I will make sure that he’s a devoted animal who never bites. An animal you will love.”

      “Married?” she said, stunned.

      “Yes, I hope to marry you someday, Kara. I believe you are the woman I have been waiting for all of my life.”
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