
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


In the Siberian Fields

[image: ]




Harvey Stanbrough

a novel from

StoneThread Publishing

To give the reader more of a sample, the front matter appears at the end.

Dedication

To my wife, Mona Griffith Stanbrough, who much prefers to remain anonymous.

However, that’s too bad. It’s out there now, so whaddayou gonna do, eh?

Without her suggestion that I write a novel “you know, based on that short story you wrote

about that guy who was mining human bones,” I would not have written this novel at all.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


In the Siberian Fields


[image: ]




1

In May of 2138, deep within the World Equality Organization headquarters in Prague, in a heavily guarded chamber, seven men were meeting at a round table. Officially called the Council of Justices, they were the seven staunch pillars of the WEO. 

Each Justice was dressed in a black three-piece suit with a black shirt and tie, belt and shoes. 

Officially, on the face they showed the world, each member was an equal part of the governing body and all had an equal voice. The Justices always presented a unified, if anonymous, front. None was married or had any relatives. None ever allowed anyone to see his face. Through an official spokesman, they always spoke with one voice and presented a single opinion. Together, they constituted the unified government of the earth.

But in reality, they were six advisors and the Chief Justice. Although the table was round to signify their equality, only one chair was centered beneath the imposing floor-to-ceiling WEO seal: a seven-headed dragon beneath a quarter moon. 

And the same member, Dar Gol Hannsen, always sat in that chair.

Any dissention—on those rare occasions when there was any dissention—was expressed only in this chamber and only in the presence of all seven members. And on the matter currently before them, there was no dissention regarding the problem. 

As long as the nations and people of the world viewed the Jews as God's Chosen, there could never be true unity. There could never be peace.

And there was only one way to prove they were not the chosen. Eradicate them.

There was dissention only in how to effect that result.

Dar Manchion looked down and shook his head. Then he looked toward the unofficial head of the table. “I’m sure we all agree on the solution to this problem, Dar Gol Hannsen. I just don’t see a need to rush the solution. As long as more disappear every year than are created, over time we will achieve the same result and without drawing any undue attention.”

Across the table, Dar Stabor said, “I too see no reason to hurry things. Hurrying might distract the citizens’ attention from the problem and place it squarely on the solution.” He glanced at Dar Manchion. “With all due respect, though, to Dar Manchion, progress that can be measured only in years is far too slow.

“After all, we have access to all records, including those of hospitals. We can easily set up a monitoring system to determine the number of births per quarter, or even per month. Then we can move on two fronts. First, we can plant hospital employees to ensure that a certain percentage of those newborns never leave the hospital. 

“And second, on the other end of things, we adjust the deployment of our eradication teams. They will effect the early demise of at least as many adults as the number of new births. That will enable us to achieve the solution much more quickly.” He raised one index finger. “But still without moving so quickly that we arouse suspicion.”

Another member made a hissing sound and waved one hand dismissively. “Who cares whether we arouse suspicion? What are they going to do, fire us? We are here to do what we believe is right for this planet and for the majority of the citizens. And ‘chosen’ or not, the Jews are not the majority.

“I say round them up, herd them into some form of transport, and take them out of the public eye. Leave what happens next to the public’s imagination. They stopped caring long before any of us were born.”

Dar Stabor said, “That’s a dangerous way of thinking, Dar Setsin. Being dismissive of the citizens in the privacy of this chamber is one thing. Being openly dismissive of their sensitivities is another matter entirely.”

“Sensitivities? They’re fake as a twelve-pound feather. They only care about giving the appearance that they care.”

“Be that as it may, we cannot simply—”

From the chair beneath the seal came, “Stop. That is enough.  

“It is true that we must rid the planet of Jews once and for all. They have always been a divisive force and they always will be. 

“I agree that we must walk a quiet path in this regard. But I also agree that the people don’t really care. As long as we provide them with a public explanation that’s even slightly plausible, they will embrace it wholeheartedly.”

Dar Krass said, “But due respect, Dar Gol, how will we keep them from knowing what we’re doing privately?” 

The Dar Gol smiled and shook his head. “That’s the whole thing, isn’t it? But they won’t care what we’re doing privately. In fact, they’ll go out of their way to avoid knowing. All they need is anything that will keep them from feeling that they bear any responsibility.”

“But—”

Dar Gol Hannsen held up one hand, palm out. “History bears this out. Witness the people’s reaction to the events leading up to the Holocaust in pre-World War II Germany.”

“But that was ancient times, Dar Gol. That was two hundred years ago.”

“Yes, yes, so it was. Then witness the people of the United States in the first eight years of the twenty-first century. That was only a little over a hundred and thirty years ago. And if that isn’t recent enough, look at them today. 

“Dar Setsin is right. They don’t care what happens to anyone else. What is important to them—probably the only thing that is important to them—is the appearance that they care. I assure you, when the time comes, they will fall upon the Jews like ravenous hounds.”

He looked around the table for a moment. “Questions or concerns?” He looked again, waited. Finally he clapped his hands together lightly. “All right. We will proceed in stages, and we’ll give the public time to get used to each stage before we move into the next. It won’t take long if it’s accompanied by the right narrative. 

“First, we will begin a rumor of an all-out purge of the Jews. We will never announce it officially, of course, or even use the word. But that will plant a seed in the minds of the people that we are eradicating the Jews. 

“They will know what we’re doing. But they won’t care as long as we don’t blatantly announce it. If we did that, it would make them complicit by their silence. As long as it doesn’t affect them directly and as long as we give them some narrative to cling to, they will look the other way.” He laughed. “How strange that the government has to give its citizens plausible deniability instead of the other way around.”

He laid out the rest of the plan, stage by stage.

* * *
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A week later, the WEO announced the development of a lunar colony.

News organizations around the world were fed the link to the announcement. The WEO asked that the networks play the recorded announcement so everyone would receive the same information. 

The WEO spokesman was dressed in the sleek, unisex, one-piece uniform of the WEO. Albeit one that was different from the standard citizen uniforms.

The citizen uniforms were optional and were most often seen at official government celebrations, concerts and the like. They came in a variety of colors and sported a round, four-inch, embroidered official logo on the left breast.

Around the perimeter of the logo were the words Equality, Unity, Harmony, and Peace. In the center was a stylized anagram that read WEO. 

The spokesman’s uniform was black. On the left breast was only a small replica of the official WEO seal. 

The spokesman kept his hands clasped before him. “Today the World Equality Organization is pleased to announce the completion of the first stage of an extensive lunar colony. Although construction will continue as the colony is expanded, Stage One is finished and almost ready to receive occupants.

“The WEO also is pleased to announce they have decided to award the colony first to the chosen people of Earth. The colony will be called officially the New Nation of Israel. 

“Citizens from all races and all walks of life eventually will be allowed to migrate to the colony. But the first 144,000 settlers will be from the tribes of Israel. The reason for this is twofold. 

“First, it is in deference to the social and scientific contributions to society of our Jewish friends. Second, it will extend to all people the WEO’s commitment to Equality, Unity, Harmony, and Peace.

“Peace be with you. God is great.”

Within days, someone leaked the rumor of a great purge. With the help of ever-present conspiracy theorists, it spread around the world. 

The plan was set in motion.

2

Downstairs, the quiet click of a lock, then another. Then the top hinge on the door whined as someone opened it. 

The spring on the screen door stretched and sprang, sending another pair of sounds skittering up the stairs. 

In his bed, seven year old Jonathan Kirski opened his eyes. He left them directed at the ceiling. 

It was the same as having his eyes shut. The room was black. 

The light, gentle essence of his mother’s perfume still lingered from when she tucked him in an hour ago. 

Without turning his head, he glanced to the left at the small window. 

There was no moon tonight. The pale black sheen of the window was barely distinguishable from the wall. To the right of the window, the narrow shelves on which he kept his clothes blurred into the darkness as well. 

The massive old elm tree outside blocked any starlight that might otherwise have filtered in. But he couldn’t see the tree either. Only his memory told him it was there. And only the lack of motion told him there was no wind. 

He remained still. Not to avoid making sounds his parents might hear, but so any sounds he did make wouldn’t mask what he might overhear from downstairs. 

Sounds carried well up the staircase of his parents’ house. He liked to think they knew but wanted to include him in discussions, at least as an eavesdropper.

Faintly his father’s voice wafted up the stairs. “Ah, Heinrich Kreuger. Come in, Heinrich. Come in out of the cold.”

So it was his father who had opened the door. He thought as much. His mother didn’t answer the door after dark, especially these days. But what was Mr. Kreuger doing here?

Wait. Heinrich? They were friends? He had never known that. More to consider.

“Danke, Haime.” He paused. “Miriam, you are as beautiful as ever.”

His mother’s voice was softer. “Danke, Heinrich.”

So it was a social call? So late?

The gentle sound of his father patting Mr. Kreuger on the shoulder came to him, but it was so quiet he thought it might be a memory. He knew that pat. It would be on top of his seven year old shoulders tomorrow, or on the side of his neck or on his cheek. 

But his father did the same thing to other men as a way of welcoming them or saying goodbye. 

Jonathan had thought perhaps his father was grounding himself in reality. Perhaps verifying the people he patted were real people and not his imagination. 

That was probably understandable. After all, in the adult world in which his father operated, many unreal, unbelievable things had been happening for the past year. Jonathan occasionally overheard his father talking about them with his friends or with Jonathan’s mother. 

From what he could gather, they weren’t so much actual things as hints of things. But they were hints of horrible things. They put elders in mind of the mythical holocaust of the twentieth century. Though why any group of adults would cling to such a horrifying myth was beyond Jonathan’s grasp. He suspected it was another of those things he would understand “someday.”

His father’s kind, calm voice interrupted his thoughts. “To what do we owe the pleasure of your visit, Heinrich? May I ask?”

There was a pause. When he responded, Mr. Kreuger’s voice was more quiet, but also tinged with an edge of urgency. “You may ask, but you will wish you hadn’t. It has begun, Haime. The Purge has begun.” 

Jonathan’s mother said, “I’m sorry? Could you say that again?” 

Quietly, his father said, “Not now, Miriam. Please.”

The purge? What was the purge? 

Probably his mother had put the fingertips of her right hand up to her mouth. It’s what she did when she was annoyed or upset. Her forehead would be lined with a shallow frown and concern would fill her eyes.

Mr. Kreuger said, “I am terribly sorry to be the one to tell you, Haime. I have friends to the east. I have listened closely for news and learned to read between the lines. And now it has grown much closer. Earlier today in Krekoster, four families—”

Jonathan’s father said, “Wait, Heinrich. Wait, please.” He paused. “Come, please.”

Jonathan could almost see his father taking Mr. Kreuger’s left elbow and—

“Come, please. We can talk in the kitchen. Would you care for some coffee?”

His father would gesture along the dark, narrow entry hall that passed by the base of the stairs. He had done that on other occasions when he didn’t want to have a discussion in the entry hall. 

“Yes. Yes, that would be very good, thank you.” 

“So Krekoster, eh?” his father said. “But that’s only the next town up the road, isn’t it?”

“Yes, yes indeed. And that is why....” Mr. Kreuger’s voice faded out.

Miriam Kirski would fall in behind them as they moved toward the kitchen, her hands folded at her waist.

* * *
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In his bed, Jonathan frowned. What would Mr. Kreuger be doing here so late? It must be important. Something to do with the school? He was Jonathan’s teacher. Maybe something special was happening at the school tomorrow. 

But he said something about Krekoster. Was his school involved with a school in Krekoster in some way tomorrow?

But Mr. Kreuger wouldn’t go to the house of each student. 

It must be something personal. But he hadn’t asked for Jonathan either.

So he must be here for Jonathan’s father. Or his parents.

Had Jonathan said or done something he shouldn’t? 

He couldn’t think of anything. 

And he didn’t have any awards coming that he was aware of. 

And he definitely had nothing to do with those people who lived in Krekoster. The school mascot was a lobster. How terrifying was that on the football field? He grinned.

Maybe he was here with news of a job for Jonathan’s father. 

Maybe the school in Krekoster is looking for teachers. Or maybe the college. 

Do they have a college in Krekoster?

Haime Kirski taught world literature at the local college for twenty-three years. 

Then one day a few months ago, as Mrs. Kirski and Jonathan were waiting in the hallway for Haime to get off work, two men came walking up the hallway. 

Jonathan watched as they approached.

Both men were dressed in tan suits, complete with overcoats and fedoras.

Both were clean shaven and had conservative haircuts.

The one on the left, nearer the wall, had a slight build and thin features. Under the edge of his hat, his hair was blond. Round, bronze metal frame glasses perched high on his narrow nose. They stood out against his pale complexion. Fine, black leather gloves covered his hands. He walked confidently, as if he was used to being in charge.

The other man remained slightly behind the first, his chest roughly on line with the smaller man’s back, and to his right. He was easily a foot taller, and much broader across the chest and shoulders. His hair was dark beneath the brim of his fedora. His hands were thick and meaty, and his face was ruddy, round and full. His broad nose was twisted slightly to the right and lay close to his face.  

Jonathan looked at him again. He was like the bodyguards Jonathan had seen on television when high-ranking people came to town. He was why the smaller man got away with being a bully. 

As they drew near, Mrs. Kirski smiled. Her lips parted slightly and her right hand twitched as if she were going to say something. 

The larger, somewhat older man only glanced at her. His was the look of a completely uninterested but extremely dangerous man. In a fraction of a second, he assessed her and recognized she was not a potential threat. It was just his job, nothing more. 

She took a step backward, moving Jonathan with her.

The larger man moved his eyelids in a gesture that seemed to release her from his concern. 

But the slim man stopped directly in front of her. He reached up to adjust his glasses slightly, and glared at her. “Yes?” His eyes were white-blue, like ice. They were filled with a calm, calculated mixture of hatred and evil.

And whatever she had been about to say died in her throat. Suddenly she was squeezing Jonathan’s right hand with her left in an involuntary reaction.

Jonathan quickly jerked his hand out of his mother’s and stepped in front of her. He reached back with his left hand to locate his mother, then extended his right arm out and up. He held up his right hand, palm out, just short of the smaller man’s solar plexus.

The man looked down at him and sneered. “Ah, defending your mother. Good little monkey.”

Jonathan felt his own resolve. He wasn’t afraid, and he didn’t waver. For a moment, he thought the man was going to laugh. 

Instead, the man’s sneer disappeared. His gaze lingered for a moment as he took a hesitant step backward. Then he looked up at the other man, color rising in his cheeks. He gestured toward the door with his chin and quietly said something Jonathan didn’t understand.

Then he looked at Jonathan again. Almost in a hiss, he said, “Another time, perhaps, monkey.”

Jonathan, a seven year old boy, had backed him down. 

The larger man opened the door and stepped into the classroom. After ensuring Mr. Kirski was the only adult in the room, he moved to one side.

Finally the smaller man turned away and strode into the classroom.

Later, his mother said she felt chilled when he looked at her. It was as if she had been suspected of a terrible crime, then interrogated for hours and dismissed. Even though she had done nothing more than wait for her husband in the hallway of his school.

When the door opened, Haime looked around. His face registered surprise, but no fear or suspicion. 

He smiled as he glanced at the institutional clock on the wall, then returned his attention to them.  “I’m sorry, gentlemen. We have about five minutes left, but after that I will be right with you. If you would please wait in the hallway, I’ll—” 

But they continued into the room. 

He gestured toward a pair of empty chairs near the front. His smile wavered. “Or if you would care to have a seat?”

But they didn’t even glance at the chairs. 

They walked directly up to him. They stopped between him and the class, seemingly on purpose, with their backs to the class. It was as if the students weren’t even there. 

The smaller man spoke quietly. 

The larger one only looked at Jonathan’s father.

The only word Jonathan could make out was “Juden.” 

He wondered who that was. Probably the smaller man. The larger man looked like he would have a rougher name. 

He glanced up at his mother. Her eyes were wide and welling with tears. The fingertips of her right hand were at her mouth.

Why would she be upset over a man’s name? Did she know him? Or maybe he was talking about someone else named Juden and she knew that person. Maybe it was bad news about Juden and she heard more than he did. 

He looked back at his father. 

Haime was still looking at the smaller man. He frowned. Then he canted his head slightly to one side and said something Jonathan didn’t quite catch. It sounded like a question.

Jonathan’s mother gasped softly. Apparently she heard what his father asked.

In response to his father, the smaller man shook his head slowly, intentionally, obviously denying a request. 

And just like that, it was over. 

Haime Kirski sighed. He attempted to look at his students but the larger man shifted, blocking his view. 

Haime gestured toward the door with a twitch of his index finger.

The smaller man nodded almost imperceptibly.  

His shoulders stooped slightly, Haime turned and walked out of the classroom, the larger man behind him. 

In the hallway, he stopped and offered his arm to his wife. He nodded and forced a slight smile. “It is all right.”

She took her husband’s arm and, guiding Jonathan with her left hand on his shoulder, they walked down the hallway.

Only Jonathan looked back at the bodyguard, who took up a station where Jonathan’s mother was standing earlier. The man was watching the man in the classroom. The Kirskis were no longer his concern.

A little over halfway to the exit door, they passed the office. Mrs. Kirski looked at her husband. Quietly, she said, “You shouldn’t stop?”

He shook his head slightly and quickly. Without looking at her he said, “Nothing there for me.”

Later, listening to his parents talk, Jonathan understood that was a kind of code. It meant his father would not get a paycheck for that week. 

Nor would he ever return to that school.

What had his father done that caused the school to send those men?

* * *
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His parents stayed up and spoke quietly at the table in the kitchen every night after that for some time. 

A few days later, Haime took a night job as a janitor in a large office building. During the day, he slept or spent time indoors with his family.

Something had shifted.

His mother didn’t go out in the daytime either. She gave up her mid-morning habit of purchasing bread at the corner bakery on Tuesday and Friday. She no longer bought vegetables at the farmer’s market or meat at the butcher’s shop a few blocks away either. Instead, she bought vegetables and bread, and even meat when they needed it, in the evening from an all-night grocery in a different part of town. Something about it wasn’t the same, but it was all right. 

Jonathan assumed the change was because his father had stopped teaching at the college. Maybe because he wasn’t making as much money as he was before. But now, with Mr. Kreuger’s visit, he wasn’t so sure.

Could the events be related? His father not working at the college anymore, the purge thing Mr. Kreuger mentioned, and Mr. Kreuger’s visit? 

But his parents had never mentioned Mr. Kreuger when they talked about any of that.

It was all very strange. Very confusing.

And now Mr. Kreuger was downstairs in the kitchen with them. 

And all of them were speaking quietly.

Maybe he was here about the World Scouts. In addition to being Jonathan’s teacher, Mr. Kreuger also was the master of the local caste of World Scouts. 

He couldn’t really make out much of what the adults were saying. Just a word here and there. Mostly their voices had melded into a quiet background buzz.  

He yawned, then swallowed. 

He wouldn’t be here about World Scouts anyway. 

Jonathan wasn’t even a member, although he longed to join. 

Why do people always swallow after they yawn really big? 

Or did only he do that?

He knew all about the Scouts. 

Many of his friends were members. It probably would be a lot of fun. 

He yawned again, and stretched his arms high up over his head.

Especially with Mr. Kreuger as the master. 

Of his class in school, only he, Sarah Stein— He yawned again, wide. And Michael Reichman, and Chloe Rabin were not members.

Just four of them. Four. That’s all.

To keep himself awake, he opened his eyes wide. 

But he would never be a Scout. His parents didn’t want him to. 

In fact, they wouldn’t let him, period. 

He rolled onto his right side and allowed his eyes to shut for a moment. 

Maybe he could get out of bed and slip to the top of the stairs. He would be able to hear better from there. 

He imagined himself getting out of bed. Moving silently to the top of the stairs. Straining to listen.

But it didn’t help. The adults’ voices were even quieter now. 

Softer. More of a hum than even a buzz.  

Almost as if they too had been absorbed into the night

He imagined changing his mind, moving back across the cold floor to his warm bed.

He slipped under the covers, and the quilt moved back up over his ear. 

Exactly where it was before he got out of bed. The edge of it crossed over his right eye and nose. 

His warm breath saturated the quilt fabric, seeped into the batting. It piled up quickly in a light, warm cloud between his nose and the quilt. 

Warm, comforting. 

What was a purge anyway?

He would have to ask his dad. Maybe when his mom wasn’t around.

Soon he was lulled off to sleep by the warm, moist rhythm of his own breath moving against the quilt.

3

Downstairs Heinrich Kreuger took a sip of his coffee.  

For the past twenty minutes, he had been describing the horrors he heard about from friends in towns nearer the capital.

He looked up at his friend. “I really don’t like being the bearer of such news, Haime. But what can I do? Simply keep it to myself? And I don’t mean to sound selfish, but many, many families will not have the opportunity I am offering you.” 

He paused for a moment, then sighed. “I am not a brave man like that Mr. Schindler from back in the 20th century. I cannot save many. But I can at least try to help my own students, can I not? If I can’t at least try to help them, then perhaps I am not a man at all.”

Haime patted him on the right shoulder, as he had in the entry hall. “You are doing fine, my friend. And we do appreciate your offer. Let us think about this for a day or two and—”

Mr. Kreuger looked up, his eyebrows arched. “What? Oh no. No, Mr. Kirski. Forgive me please, but I think you do not understand. The first officials from J3RC, the Jewish Registration, Relocation and Reunification Committee, will be in town tomorrow.”

“On the sabbath?”

Mr. Kreuger almost smiled. “You must remember, for them, if it matters at all, the sabbath is on Sunday. But under the guise of being just one more helpful group of bureaucrats, I imagine they will not require any of you to come in on your sabbath. At least at first.

“I imagine the full complement will be here before Monday morning. And before Tuesday begins, they will have processing centers set up. Everyone like—well, like you—will have to report to a processing center.”

Haime frowned. “What? But why?”

“Because you are Jewish.”

“No, I mean, for what? What is the purpose of the processing center?”

Mr. Kreuger frowned. “Registration, at first. You knew this was coming, right?”

“I... I suppose. But after the WEO’s decision to establish a lunar colony specifically for us, I supposed with that decision made, things would return to some sort of normal.”

“Oh, it is, my friend. It is. But it is WEO normal, not what you and I think of as normal.”

Haime nodded. “I see. So registration. But for what purpose? To what end? Frankly, I don’t understand why they even need registration. They obviously know who we are.” He glanced at his wife, then back to Heinrich Kreuger. “Or at least they knew who I was. They already removed me from my job.”

Even months later, the memory was fresh in Haime’s mind. It caused a shudder to tremble through his body.

The thin, ferret-looking man had stopped in front of him and looked up. Not many people had to look up at Haime. 

He said, “Your teaching days are at an end, Jew. Finally the government has recognized swine who teach will corrupt those who are here to learn. You will no longer spread your poison. When I tell you, you will leave this place and you will never come back. Is that understood?”

Haime frowned, and for a moment, only looked the man, trying to comprehend the reason for such animosity. He didn’t know this man. He had never seen him before. But the presence of the bodyguard identified him as at least a mid-level WEO official. And the look in the man’s eyes told him not to question his authority. 

And his wife and son were standing in the hallway, watching. 

Still, he frowned and canted his head. Quietly, he said, “May I at least say goodbye to my students?”

The man hadn’t even deigned to respond verbally. A sneer twisted one corner of his mouth, and a peculiar kind of sadistic cruelty crept into his eyes. He shook his head, slowly, purposefully. 

And Haime had turned and walked out of the room.

As he and his wife and son started down the hallway, he overheard the little man telling his students he had resigned because he did not feel them worthy of his time. The foolishness of the explanation almost made him smile.

Among the many extra-curricular things he had taught his students, the main one was that they always should think for themselves. And he was confident they would.  

Heinrich said, “That’s the point, my friend. They don’t need to register you. Oh, they will do so under the guise of being certain everyone gets an opportunity to relocate. They will say registration will ensure those who relocate get their choice of a prime location.

“But they do not need for you to register. They simply want you to, and for them, that is enough. It’s just one more way to dehumanize you and bend you to their will. 

“Remember your history, Haime. The history of your people. It is easier to trundle registered creatures together and ship them off than it is to do so with human beings.

“So as I said, registration at first. And then the other two Rs in the name: relocation and reunification.

“They will say they are going to relocate only those who want to relocate. But I believe everyone will go, one way or another.” He paused and quieted his voice almost to a whisper. “And then reunification. Probably in mass graves.”

Miriam Kirski said, “Oh my! How horrible! Why? And Heinrich, how can you know this?”

Haime continued to look at Mr. Kreuger, but he wagged one hand in his wife’s direction. “Heinrich, you must be mistaken. After all, the WEO itself has establish the lunar colony and—”

“Yes, yes, a moon colony just for the Jews.” He shook his head briefly. “Search your heart, Haime. Do you really believe that is something that was ever meant to come to fruition? There are even rumors that soon Israel will be declared an outlaw state. My sources tell me the WEO will give it to the Arab nations to divide among themselves as they wish.” 

Haime said, “But why, Heinrich? Why would they do that?”

“Because you are a thorn in their side, Haime. Whether or not even one single Jew wishes to be, you are a thorn in their side, and you are a thorn that must be purged.”

He shrugged. “But please, feel free to believe what you will. I am not Jewish, so I do not have a personal stake, except that I do not wish to see my friends treated like so many cattle. Yet I and several friends believe the lunar colony is only a ruse. When the Jews are gone, the colony will go to some other group from whom the WEO wants to distance themselves. Personally, my money is on the Palestinians.” 

Haime frowned. “The Palestinians? But that doesn’t make sense, Heinrich. They are Arabs.”

“Yes, but through their long-standing dispute with Israel, they also are the closest thing to Jews in the Arab world. Strictly by association, you understand. But association is more than enough for fanatics.” 

He shrugged. “Take for example the rumored partitioning of Israel. The WEO easily could have given Israel to the Palestinians. But they won’t. They would rather risk all-out war by allowing the Arab nations to partition it.

“Of course, all of this is only my opinion. But even if the lunar colony does not go to the Palestinians, so what? Even if Israel is never partitioned at all, so what? Does it matter what happens to the land that used to be Israel or to whom the lunar colony goes if all the Jews have all been eradicated?” 

Haime just looked at him. “Eradicated... you mean like they tried to do back in the 20th century.” He paused. “No. No, I suppose it doesn’t matter at all.”

Heinrich shifted his attention to Miriam. “And Miriam, regarding the so-called reunification, you asked how I could possibly know. The answer is that I do not know. But ask yourself, where else would the World Equality Organization wish to ‘reunify’ your people other than with your ancestors? After all, the WEO is nothing more than a collaboration of the Aryan World Order and the United Arab Emirates.” 

Heinrich reached for Haime’s shoulder and squeezed. “I am sorry, my friend. But this is going to happen. And when they come, they will come for everyone, regardless of age.”

He paused, took a breath. “And again, that is why I am here. If I can save my children—my students—at least that’s something. At least you can know your blood, your lives, will continue in your son.”

Haime understood. He leaned forward slightly and put his hands on the table. He nodded.

Miriam’s eyes grew wide. “What? What are you saying, Heinrich?”

Heinrich cleared his throat. Softly, he said, “Others—a few others—were willing to help too. Seventeen children already have gone to twelve other families. If you—” He stopped, then started again and rushed ahead. “If you choose to release Jonathan, I will watch over him personally. My wife and I will raise him as our own.”

Haime nodded again. He wanted to help Heinrich explain things to Miriam, but he was unable to speak. 

There was no need. Suddenly Miriam realized what Mr. Kreuger was saying. 

She put her fingertips to her mouth again, but she spoke past them. From silence, her voice grew in volume even as it filled with disbelief and horror. “Oh, Haime, no! No, we cannot give away our son!”

He straightened and took his wife in his arms. 

Her face against her husband’s chest, Miriam sobbed. “Heinrich, I—” But her voice caught in her throat. It sounded like a mix of a moan and pleading. It was the sound of an anguished heart on the verge of breaking. 

Then she passed the verge. She took a great breath and pushed away from her husband. “I am sorry, Haime, but I cannot do this.” She took another large breath and looked at Heinrich. “It is impossible, Heinrich. Do you understand?” 

Another big breath, and she placed her right palm on her chest. “It is simply impossible.” In her left hand was a tissue. She flailed it about. “You cannot simply come striding in here demanding—”

Haime turned and firmly wrapped his arms around her. “Miriam! Shh, shh. Come here, my love.” He patted her gently on the back. “Heinrich is not demanding anything. And you know that. You know that.” 

He began swaying gently, as if rocking her in his arms. “It will all be all right, mein liebling. Our friend is not here to take our son. He is here only to save our son’s life.” He paused. “And we will do what is necessary.” 

She struggled hard to pull away for a moment, then bent her face again to his left breast as sobs wracked her body.

Heinrich picked his hat up from the table. He held it in his hands, his fingers working their way around the brim. He spoke quietly, sorrow filling his voice. “Mrs. Kirski—Miriam, my friend—I am so very sorry, but your husband is right. 

“I won’t say you must be reasonable, for there is nothing reasonable about this request. But my only intention is to save your son’s life. The government already is gearing up. They will be here tomorrow. And they will never think to check the membership of the Scouts.” 

He shook his head and looked at the floor, then looked at Haime again. “Haime, surely you realize—”

Suddenly Haime’s voice was filled with bitterness. “Yes, yes, Heinrich. We are both well aware of our fate.” Then he sighed. “I am sorry, my friend. You are only the bearer of the news and you have gone out of your way also to deliver our salvation. You have my heartfelt gratitude.” 

He paused for a moment. “Our son, our little Jonathan, he will come to you tomorrow.” He glanced down, gently kissed the top of his wife’s head. Then he looked up again. “Is that all right? Perhaps in the late morning?”

His hat still in his hand, Heinrich could only nod. 

Mrs. Kirski moved against her husband’s chest, then slowly stepped back. She averted her gaze to the floor, but nodded. “Yes. I— I’m sorry. As my husband says, Jonathan will come tomorrow.”

Haime said, “After we have all had some sleep, and after breakfast, I will explain to him that—”

Heinrich’s eyes widened. “Explain? But you won’t tell him—”

Haime raised one hand. “No, no. I meant... well, no, not everything. Not even the truth.” He paused. “No, I will kill his little heart with a lie. I will tell him that he is not our son. That he is not a Jew.” He looked at Heinrich. “I assume it would be better for him if he does not know he is Jewish.”

Heinrich met his gaze. Quietly, he said, “Yes, probably. Probably that would be better.”

Haime nodded as if defeated. “I will tell him that we can no longer afford to keep him here.” His voice broke. He cleared his throat, then said, “Excuse me.” 

He looked at the floor and gathered himself, then looked up at Heinrich again. “I will tell him that— I will tell him he must live with you. That he will be a World Scout as he has always wanted.” He took a moment to gather himself again. 

Then he looked at Heinrich with a plea in his eyes. “But please, you will explain the truth when he is older?”

“Yes. Yes, of course.” 

Again Mrs. Kirski began to sob. To quiet the sound, she buried her face in her husband’s chest once again. 

As she cried, Haime looked at Heinrich. “One thing— Perhaps it would be better. Could you come here, please? Perhaps you and your wife could come here to pick him up?”

Mr. Kreuger nodded slowly. “I hadn’t thought of that. Of how we would make the switch. Probably that would be best. Perhaps that will provide him with a clean and somewhat seamless break.”

“All right. Say around 11 then? Perhaps around 11? I will talk with Jonathan in the morning, and he will be ready to go by 11. With all his things.”

Again, Heinrich could only nod, suddenly very out of place. 

He was an intruder on this family, albeit a necessary one. He would both cause and appease more grief in this one family than his own family ever would have to endure. 

Comforting his wife with one hand, Haime motioned toward the hallway with the other. “If there is nothing else then, you will excuse us now, my friend. Please. We must rest. I will tell Jonathan in the morning.” He paused. “And he will be ready to go with you to your house by 11 a.m.”

A sob escaped Mrs. Kirski again. 

Haime gathered her more closely in his arms and again kissed her gently on top of the head.

Mr. Kreuger patted Mrs. Kirski’s shoulder, then Haime’s. “Goodnight, then, my dear friends. Goodnight. I will see you in the morning.” His voice quieted to a whisper. “I am so very sorry. God’s own speed to you both.”

4

Jonathan looked up from his plate, his eyebrows arched at his father’s statement. 

His mother, too, was staring at his father, her mouth agape. But she glanced quickly at Jonathan and then looked at her plate.

Surely Jonathan had heard wrong. 

No. More than that. There was no possible way he had heard right. 

Still, his one-word response came out considerably sharper than he intended. “What?” 

His parents had been unusually quiet all morning, or at least since he’d gotten up a little after 7.

It was also unusual that they were both up before him on Saturday morning. His mother usually was up maybe a half-hour before Jonathan was, but not his father. Usually his father was still asleep when he got up. Working the night job was more tiring than he thought it would be. Especially on Saturday morning, he usually slept in until 9 or so. 

But this morning both he and Jonathan’s mother were up and about early. 

And Jonathan could tell they had both been up for some time. They were not moving about slowly as adults most often did when they had been awake only a short while. They were bustling. It was almost as if they were keeping themselves busy. As if they were nervous about something big. 

Like when his grandmother Sylvia passed away. Even though Sylvia was his fathers’ mother, Jonathan’s mother had washed dishes until every dish in the house was cleaned. Then she had ironed clothing, even some that had been hanging untouched in the closet for some time. 

He had never seen her so busy. And so quiet. 

Until this morning.

When he walked into the kitchen she was already at the stove. 

He walked up behind her and hugged her. “Good morning, Mama.”

Usually she would at least drape one arm over him. But this morning she hadn’t even looked around. She said, “Good morning, Jonathan.” Her voice was very quiet, as if she were sad. Then she said, “Please sit at the table now. We will eat in a few minutes.” 

And then she simply went on cooking breakfast.

So he sat at one end of the table. 

His father was at the other end. He glanced at Jonathan, then seemed more interested than usual in his fingernails. 

What was going on? He had never seen them both so nervous and so quiet. 

Then it dawned on him. They must know, somehow, he had listened to their conversation with Mr. Kreuger the night before. 

He was filled with remorse. He knew it was rude to eavesdrop on other people’s conversations. And he hadn’t meant to anyway. It just happened. And more out of curiosity about what adults talk about than anything else. 

He needed to explain, and quickly. They would forgive him, and then they could all go back to being normal.  

He cleared his throat lightly as a way of easing the silence from the room. Then he looked at his father. “I’m sorry, Papa. I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. And honest, I’m sure I didn’t hear very much at all.”

His father looked up, a slight frown on his face. “Pardon me?”

“Last night, I mean. I was not listening on purpose. I hadn’t gone to sleep yet.”

Last night? He heard us speaking with Heinrich? Haime nodded. “Go on, please.”

“I heard Mr. Kreuger last night. But on accident. When he very first came in. When you and Mama were meeting him at the door. I heard the clicking as the locks unlocked and then I heard a little of what you said.”
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