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      Part One

      SAM

     1949






      
      
      Chapter One

      
      [1]

      
      Soon after my return from Germany in that troubled spring of 1949, my boss asked me if I would marry his daughter. It was,
         as I at once realized, a unique occasion. Although I was approaching middle age and not unsophisticated, I had never before
         been proposed to by the father of a would-be bride without either her knowledge or her consent.
      

      
      ‘Well?’ said Cornelius encouragingly before my speechlessness could become an embarrassment to us both. ‘What do you say?’

      
      I knew exactly what I wanted to say. The Germans had a phrase for it. ‘Ohne mich,’ I had heard them say again and again during my recent trip. ‘Count me out.’ And those terse words had soon symbolized to
         me all the exhaustion and disillusionment of postwar Europe.
      

      
      ‘Ohne mich!’ I now responded automatically, too appalled to be diplomatic, but luckily Cornelius knew no German. As he looked blank
         it occurred to me that I had just bought myself a few precious extra seconds and I at once used the time to pull myself together.
         As soon as he had said coldly: ‘Pardon me?’ I replied without hesitation: ‘That means “what a happy suggestion!”’ and gave
         him my warmest smile. The twenty-three years which I had spent working as an investment banker on Wall Street had perhaps
         overdeveloped my talent for survival.
      

      
      We were sitting in his office at the bank, and beyond the french doors the sunlight of early evening slanted across the patio.
         The bank, a huge Renaissance-style relic of the nineteenth century, stood at One Willow Street on the corner of Wall, but
         the senior partner’s office at the back of the building might have been a hundred miles from the noisy streets of downtown
         Manhattan. In the patio the magnolia tree was in full bloom, reminding me of summers irretrievably lost, the summers in Maine
         on the estate where my father had been the head gardener, the summers in Germany in those sunlit days before the war. The
         beauty of the magnolia blossom suddenly seemed unendurable. I had to avert my eyes, but when I glanced around the room I saw
         the bleak furniture, the violent primary colours in the painting above the fireplace and, beyond his desk, the anxious little man who occupied the senior partner’s chair.
      

      
      ‘You’ll do it, Sam?’ He seemed about to collapse with relief. ‘You’ll fix it?’

      
      I thought of all the times he had asked me those questions in the past, and when I glanced past him again into the patio I
         saw not the magnolia tree but the high wall black with city filth and the doorway, long since bricked up, which had once led
         into Willow Alley.
      

      
      ‘Now wait a minute!’ I protested laughing. ‘Don’t rush me – this is a big occasion! It’s not every day a hardened bachelor
         of forty-one receives such an unexpected proposal from his boss!’
      

      
      ‘Sam, I know – I just know – that this is the only solution to the problem—’

      
      ‘—and don’t think I don’t understand your problem and sympathize with you. It must be harrowing in the extreme to have an
         eighteen-year-old daughter who’s just tried to elope with a beach-boy. However, as one of your oldest friends and certainly
         your most loyal partner, I owe it to you to point out that I may not be the best candidate for the role of son-in-law. Of
         course I appreciate the big compliment you’re paying me—’
      

      
      ‘Oh, for Christ’s sake!’ said Cornelius exasperated. ‘Let’s be honest about this! What does a man do when he has a beautiful
         daughter who’s heiress to a fortune? If he’s got any grain of moral responsibility he marries her off to someone he can trust
         before some goddamned gigolo can ruin her life!’
      

      
      ‘Yes, but—’

      
      ‘The trouble is there are very few people I trust – in fact the only people I trust one hundred per cent today are my three
         friends who knew me back in the days before Paul left me all his money. And since Jake’s married and Kevin’s queer, that leaves
         you. Goddamn it, Sam, I can’t think why you’re dragging your feet about this! You’ve been saying for years that you wanted
         to get married, and you know very well that I’d make this marriage worth your while in more ways than one. What’s your problem,
         for Christ’s sake?’
      

      
      There were several replies I could have made, but any attempt to be honest would only have had the effect of prolonging the
         conversation and I could now see the conversation had to be terminated immediately. Cornelius needed time to calm down. Clearly
         Vicky’s escapade with the beach-boy had propelled him into a big panic, but if I gave him the chance to recover his equilibrium
         he would soon realize his wild matrimonial pipe-dream was best forgotten. Clearing my throat I reluctantly prepared to abandon
         the truth and lie my way out of trouble.
      

      
      
      ‘There’s no problem,’ I said soothingly. ‘I’m not a man to miss my opportunities, but give me a couple of days to adjust to
         the idea, won’t you? I’m a human being, not a robot programmed to give the correct response whenever someone presses a button!’
      

      
      ‘Why, Sam, I’d never think of you as a robot, you know that – and I hope you never think of me as a mad scientist bent on
         pressing all the wrong buttons!’ He gave me one of his most attractive smiles, the boyish one which made him look so innocent,
         and rising nimbly to his feet he held out his hand. His grey eyes were brilliant with affection. ‘Thanks a million, Sam,’
         he said. ‘I knew you wouldn’t let me down.’
      

      
      Before we could shake hands the white telephone rang on his desk to indicate a call coming through on his private line. ‘That’ll
         be Alicia,’ said Cornelius, immediately tense again. ‘She said she’d let me know if the trays of food left outside Vicky’s
         door had been touched. If you’ll excuse me, Sam—’
      

      
      I escaped.

      
      [2]

      
      It’s not easy to work for someone the same age as oneself. Nor is it easy to work for one’s closest friend, particularly when
         the friendship has spanned twenty-four years. Cornelius and I, both forty-one, had first met when we were boys of seventeen
         in 1925, but despite the fact that our work created a common bond the bank paradoxically both united and divided us. It compelled
         us to share huge segments of our lives yet, since Cornelius was the boss, the sharing was never on equal terms. I respected
         Cornelius and we got along well, but sometimes (since I was only human) I couldn’t help resenting my subordinate position,
         and I had never resented it more than I did that evening when he tried to push me into marrying his daughter.
      

      
      It was Cornelius’ uncle, Paul Van Zale, who had first brought us together. Immensely rich, immensely powerful, with his own
         Wall Street investment bank, his beautiful showpiece wife and his mansions on Fifth Avenue in New York and at the summer resort
         of Bar Harbor in Maine, Paul had a profound influence on me when I was growing up. I was the son of German immigrants; my
         parents, working as gardener and housekeeper, took care of Paul’s summer home for him in the long intervals between his visits,
         and since I was only his servants’ son I hardly expected him to pay any attention to me when he came to Bar Harbor on vacation.
         However when I was seventeen he invited me to live as a guest in his house in order to be one of the three companions he was seeking for his great-nephew who was due to visit him that summer from Ohio. Cornelius was
         Paul’s only male relative. Having no sons of his own, Paul had decided it was time to discover if his great-nephew was tough
         enough to sustain the burden of the Van Zale fortune and eventually succeed him at the bank.
      

      
      At first I didn’t know what to make of Cornelius. I didn’t know what to make of the two other boys either. Paul seemed to
         have selected an odd quartet of protégés, and although we were all the same age, seventeen, we appeared to have nothing else
         in common. Kevin Daly was the son of a rich Irish-American politician and attended a famous Eastern Seaboard educational establishment
         a world removed from the high school I went to at Bar Harbor; Jake Reischman came from New York’s German-Jewish aristocracy
         and lived in a Fifth Avenue palace which I, brought up in the lodge at the gates of the Van Zale estate, could hardly begin
         to imagine. Kevin seemed overpoweringly extroverted and self-confident; Jake seemed incredibly debonair and sophisticated.
         I felt very conscious of my social inferiority in their presence, and had it not been for the fact that Cornelius was even
         more overwhelmed by them than I was, I might well have flunked the golden opportunity for advancement which Paul was offering
         me and retreated in despair to the lodge.
      

      
      However Paul soon bound us together. At the end of that summer we were all united in our hero-worship of him and unanimous
         in our desire to be as dazzlingly successful in life as he was, and when he recalled us in 1926 for a second summer as his
         special protégés we were all excited by the prospect of our reunion.
      

      
      But our reunion was short-lived. Paul was killed soon afterwards. In those days wealthy men in his position were so vulnerable
         to assassination by Bolshevist fanatics that he had always employed a bodyguard, but the men who conspired to murder him were
         sophisticated enough to overcome this routine precaution against disaster. The world, stunned by his death, was stunned too
         by his will; Paul had named Cornelius as his heir. This was the first public indication Paul had given that he considered
         his great-nephew tough enough to take on such a considerable responsibility, and as time passed everyone slowly realized that
         his confidence hadn’t been misplaced.
      

      
      Cornelius had delicate health and a frail appearance. At the age of eighteen he also had a face like a choirboy’s, a respectful
         way of talking to his elders and a smile which apparently gave women an irresistible desire to mother him. No one could have
         looked more harmless, and no one, as Paul once remarked dryly, could have been more adept at employing that vampire’s trick of going straight for the jugular vein.
      

      
      It took Cornelius some years to establish himself as senior partner at the bank, but by the time he was thirty his life was
         mirroring Paul’s with uncanny precision. He had his Wall Street bank, his showpiece wife, his mansions on Fifth Avenue and
         at Bar Harbor; he had all Paul’s wealth and success and fame.
      

      
      I wasn’t doing so badly myself. After Paul had died in 1926 I went to New York because Cornelius, always a realist, had known
         he would soon need a loyal ally while I, always an opportunist, was determined not to pass up the chance to fulfil my classic
         American dream of achieving wealth and success. Of course none of the Van Zale partners had taken us seriously. They had thought
         we were just a couple of schoolboys playing at being bankers and so they had laughed, writing us off by assuming our dreams
         were inevitably doomed to failure.
      

      
      I often thought of those men at the bank who had laughed at us back in 1926.

      
      They were all dead now.

      
      When we had first begun to work at the bank, the most powerful man on the premises had been Paul’s favourite partner Steven
         Sullivan, a man some twenty years older than Cornelius and myself. Huge, shrewd, flamboyant – Steve had at first terrified
         us both, yet right from the start we had both known this was the one man we had to oust from the bank if Cornelius were ever
         to sit in that coveted senior partner’s chair.
      

      
      ‘Of course it’ll be difficult to eliminate him,’ Cornelius had said, summoning all his talent for long-range planning, ‘but
         there’s no reason why we shouldn’t fix the elimination in the end. Where there’s a will there’s a way.’
      

      
      We fixed it. We ousted him. Later he died. We were indirectly responsible for his death too although Cornelius would never
         admit it, saying it was hardly our fault that Steve had driven his car into a tree after drinking the contents of a bottle
         of scotch. Cornelius never admitted anything was his fault. He always just said: ‘I was driven to do what I had to do,’ and
         then he would start talking about something else. He seemed to have an inexhaustible talent for shutting out the past he had
         no wish to remember, and it was a talent I often envied for it would have been such a relief if I could have walled off not
         only my guilt about Steve Sullivan but my guilt about being a German-American who hadn’t fought in the war.
      

      
      I had only just returned from my first post-war vacation in Germany. I had been thinking of it ever since I had arrived back
         in New York, and I knew the memories would continue to haunt me with unbearable clarity: the ruined cities, the terrible peace
         of the shattered countryside, the Allied soldiers laughing in the streets – and finally the GI at my side who had whistled
         ‘Lili Marlene’ …
      

      
      It occurred to me, as I escaped from the senior partner’s office on that April evening in 1949, that when compared with the
         nightmare of my German vacation Cornelius’ idiotic suggestion that I should marry his daughter could almost be classed as
         a joke. However my moment of humour was short-lived. My position was potentially too awkward, and as I ran up the stairs from
         the back lobby I knew I was breathing hard not only from the sudden exertion but from my extreme tension as well.
      

      
      I entered my office. On my desk I found a pile of letters awaiting signature, six pink notes recording telephone messages
         and a long memo from my personal assistant, but I ignored them all, fixed myself a double Beefeater martini on the rocks and
         reached for the phone.
      

      
      The bell rang eight times before Teresa picked up the receiver.

      
      ‘Hi,’ I said, ‘it’s me. Are you busy?’

      
      ‘I’m cooking jambalaya for Kevin’s dinner and wondering if he’ll ever have the nerve to eat it. How are you?’

      
      ‘Just fine. Can I see you tonight?’

      
      ‘Well—’

      
      ‘I lied. I feel terrible. How about a quick drink? I’ll sit in the kitchen while you cook.’

      
      ‘Okay, come on over.’

      
      ‘You’re the best girl in all New York. I’m on my way.’

      
      [3]

      
      I had met Teresa at my friend Kevin Daly’s house four months ago. Kevin’s annual Christmas parties had become the only occasion
         on which he, Jake Reischman, Cornelius and I met under one roof; we were all a long way now from our summers as Van Zale protégés
         at Paul’s Bar Harbor home.
      

      
      ‘The Bar Harbor Brotherhood!’ Kevin had exclaimed exuberantly when the four of us had been reunited after the war. ‘Or should
         it be the Bar Harbor Mafia?’
      

      
      It was true that the word ‘brotherhood’ was too sentimental a description of the ties which still existed between us, and
         even the word ‘friendship’ could no longer be used to describe our association accurately. Jake and I never met unless we had business to discuss, and since Jake had become head of his own investment banking
         house he preferred to deal solely with Cornelius. Cornelius saw Kevin regularly at meetings of the board of the Van Zale Fine
         Arts Foundation but seldom saw him socially while I, having no interest in the arts, had all but lost touch with Kevin before
         I met Teresa. To an outsider it might have seemed that Cornelius and I were the two who were closest, but I often suspected
         Cornelius was closest to Jake. They met on equal terms. Cornelius was always ready to swear, particularly after a glass of
         champagne, that he regarded me as a brother, and he was always, even without the champagne, careful to soft-pedal his power
         over me by insisting how indispensable I was to him, but both of us had no illusions about our true status. It was the dark
         side of our relationship which we tacitly accepted but could never bring ourselves to discuss. No one is ever indispensable.
         I knew that just as I knew Cornelius would always be the boss and I would – if I were sensible – always be the right-hand
         man, but I wasted no time dwelling on it. It was just a fact of life to be accepted sensibly without a fuss.
      

      
      ‘You bankers!’ said Kevin when we occasionally got drunk enough to reminisce to him about the less publicized events of our
         shared past. He made no secret of his contempt for Wall Street but he followed our careers with the vicarious interest of
         a writer perpetually on the lookout for new material. In 1929 when Kevin had abandoned Harvard Law School to live in New York
         he had intended to be a novelist but only one novel had ever been written. For years now he had written plays, the early ones
         enjoyable, the later ones increasingly puzzling, and had long since left his fashionable Greenwich Village garret to live
         in a fashionable Greenwich Village brownstone west of Washington Square.
      

      
      Kevin loved his house. Cornelius had once suggested that the house was a substitute for the family who had never forgiven
         Kevin for leading a life which they could only regard with disapproval, and even if this theory remained non-proven there
         was no denying that Kevin had spent large sums of money on creating a showpiece home for himself. Hating to leave the house
         unattended he even went to the trouble of converting the top floor into a studio apartment for a caretaker. His caretakers
         lasted about six months. Young, attractive, invariably blonde and always female they were either writers or painters or sculptors;
         musicians were prohibited because they made too much noise. The girls were delighted to have a rent-free apartment and an
         uncomplicated relationship with an employer who had no interest in beating a path to their bedroom door, but the inevitable quarrel always came when Kevin refused to lend
         them money. Kevin could be tough. I heard young male guests had been ejected from the house with similar incisiveness although
         Kevin seemed to prefer to live alone.
      

      
      He was living alone – apart from the current caretaker – when he had invited me to his party the previous Christmas, and as
         it turned out I was the only one of his three Bar Harbor friends who accepted the invitation. Jake was away in California
         and Cornelius, who had not enjoyed the previous Christmas party, made some excuse not to go.
      

      
      ‘Don’t know why you want to go and mingle with a bunch of queers,’ said Cornelius, but I just laughed. Other people’s sexual
         tastes were of no interest to me, and besides Kevin gave the best parties in town.
      

      
      When I arrived at his house about forty people were screaming elegantly at each other beneath the crystal chandeliers in Kevin’s
         large old-fashioned living-room. Kevin served the usual cocktails to cater to conventional American taste, but the hallmark
         of a Daly party was that the guests had the opportunity to get drunk on champagne.
      

      
      Unfortunately a grateful client had given me a surfeit of champagne earlier that day at lunch. ‘I’ll take a scotch on the
         rocks,’ I said to the hired butler, and was just eyeing a dish of caviar when someone exclaimed behind me: ‘You must be jaded!
         What kind of a guy turns down free French champagne?’
      

      
      I swung round. A plump young woman with wild curly hair, a large nose and a wide mouth was smiling at me. She wore a scarlet
         dress which fitted badly, and a gold cross on a chain around her neck. Her eyes were very narrow, very bright and very dark.
      

      
      ‘You can’t be anyone from show-business!’ she added laughing. ‘They always drink champagne!’
      

      
      ‘No kidding, I thought they took baths in it. Are you an actress, Miss—’

      
      ‘Kowalewski.’

      
      ‘Pardon me?’

      
      ‘Teresa. I’m the new caretaker.’

      
      I was greatly surprised. This girl could hardly have been more different from the willowy well-educated blondes whom Kevin
         usually employed.
      

      
      ‘What happened to Ingrid the Swedish girl?’ I asked, saying the first thing that entered my head.

      
      ‘Ingrid went to Hollywood,’ By this time she was looking at me with as much surprise as I was looking at her. ‘You’re not one of Kevin’s regular crowd, are you? Would you be his lawyer
         or something?’
      

      
      ‘Good guess. I’m a banker.’

      
      ‘A what? Jesus, the noise is awful in here! I thought you said you were a banker!’

      
      ‘I did. And what’s your line, Teresa?’

      
      ‘I paint. Gee, are you really a banker? You mean you stand in a teller’s cage all day long and dole out the dough?’

      
      I was entranced by her ignorance. Later I realized she was entranced by mine.

      
      ‘You’ve never heard of Edvard Munch? You’ve never heard of Paul Klee?’

      
      ‘No,’ I said, ‘but I’m more than willing to learn.’

      
      After a couple of dinner-dates I told her a little about my work.

      
      ‘You mean I can’t come into your bank with a ten-dollar bill and open an account?’

      
      ‘Our commercial bank, the Van Zale Manhattan Trust, deals with that kind of client. P. C. Van Zale and Company is an investment
         bank. We raise money for the big corporations of America by floating issues which the public can buy as an investment.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t believe in capitalism,’ said Teresa firmly. ‘I think it’s immoral.’

      
      ‘Morality’s like mink,’ I said. ‘It’s great if you can afford it.’ And although she laughed I did not mention my work to her
         again.
      

      
      Meanwhile she was still refusing to tell me about her painting, and even when she eventually took me up to her studio I found
         the canvases were stacked facing the wall because she felt they were too bad to be displayed. Once when she was taking a shower
         I nearly raised the cloth which covered the half-finished work on the easel, but I was afraid she might realize the cloth
         had been disturbed and I liked her too much to put our new relationship in jeopardy. I liked her lack of pretentiousness and
         the way she always said what she thought. Although she was shrewd and by no means naïve she had managed to retain a simplicity
         which reminded me of girls I had dated long ago when I had been growing up in Bar Harbor. I wanted to take her out to the
         smart midtown nightclubs but she said she preferred the little ethnic restaurants in the Village. I wanted to give a big dinner
         party so that she could meet my friends but she said she preferred our evenings alone together. I wanted her to spend more
         time at my apartment but she said the servants made her nervous. For some time I had postponed inviting her to my apartment
         because I found it hard to believe she was as indifferent to money as she appeared to be, but eventually in February I took the risk and invited her to hear
         some records from my collection.
      

      
      We listened happily to the phonograph, watched our favourite television shows and read the New York Sunday Times together the next morning.
      

      
      ‘Imagine being ashamed of being rich!’ she said affectionately when we went to bed again on Sunday night.

      
      ‘I’m not ashamed of it. It’s my own money, I earned it and I’m proud of it, but I’ve met too many women who have ended up
         finding my bank account more attractive than they found me.’
      

      
      ‘Sam,’ said Teresa, ‘no matter how often we start a conversation on an interesting subject we always wind up talking about
         money. Have you noticed? I can’t understand it. I’m not even interested in money. Why do we keep talking about it?’
      

      
      I smiled, apologized and at last allowed myself to believe she meant what she said.

      
      Teresa might not have been interested in money; but she had some strong ideas about earning it. Although she accepted my free
         dinners and the occasional modest gift she refused my offers of financial assistance and she had always believed in ‘paying
         her own way’. To provide herself with the bare essentials of life she used to take temporary jobs as a waitress and quit as
         soon as she had saved up enough money to keep herself for a few weeks. She seemed to have no interest in a regular job or
         a normal life and yet despite this unabashed Bohemianism (which fascinated me) she was still conventional enough to enjoy
         cooking, try her hand at dress-making and maintain her old-fashioned ideas about taking money from well-meaning men. This
         odd mixture of the conservative and the eccentric became increasingly beguiling to me; although I disapproved of her attitude
         towards a regular job I respected her dedication to her painting, and although I could not approve of her place in the drifting
         population of the city I admired her ability to fend for herself in New York and live by the rules she had set herself.
      

      
      Eventually the moment came when I was unable to resist mentioning her to my friends.

      
      ‘A new girl?’ said Cornelius vaguely. ‘That’s nice. Why don’t you bring her to dinner with us?’

      
      ‘She wouldn’t be interested in dining in a Fifth Avenue palace with a bunch of millionaires.’

      
      ‘All women,’ said Cornelius, ‘are interested in dining in a Fifth Avenue palace with a bunch of millionaires.’ But when I
         just laughed he decided my attitude sprang from the fact that Teresa was unpresentable, and after that he lost interest in her.
      

      
      Cornelius himself had been married twice, first to a society hostess fourteen years his senior who had married him for his
         money before giving him something no money could buy – his daughter Vicky – and second to a society beauty two years his junior
         who had married him for love and presented him with two stepsons, the children of her previous marriage. Vivienne, the first
         wife, now lived in Florida and I had not seen her for many years. The second wife, Alicia, I saw frequently in her role of
         Mrs Cornelius Van Zale, wife of the well-known millionaire and pillar of New York society. There were no mistresses. Cornelius
         did not approve of an unconventional private life, and although he had never expressed the opinion that I should marry and
         settle down, I knew he would automatically disapprove of a Bohemian mistress like Teresa.
      

      
      By this time I was becoming increasingly annoyed by Teresa’s endearing but absurd refusal to accept money from me. I enjoyed
         giving presents: I had no sinister motives and I objected to being treated as if I had. I felt her attitude demeaned our relationship,
         particularly since all I wanted was to make our lives run more smoothly along their shared groove. Of course some cynic could
         have made an unpleasant comment on my offer to set Teresa up in a smart apartment only two blocks from my Park Avenue home,
         but the truth was I was tired of creeping about Kevin’s house at all hours of the night and suspected Kevin was equally tired
         of this continuing nocturnal invasion of his privacy.
      

      
      ‘Look,’ I said at last to Teresa in yet another effort to persuade her that the situation needed improving, ‘we’re lucky!
         I have enough money to make our affair twice as enjoyable! It’s a bonus, not a millstone round our necks. Why fight it? Why
         suffer if you don’t have to? It’s illogical! It makes no sense! It’s an inefficient use of our precious leisure hours!’
      

      
      I was glad when this had the desired effect of making her laugh, but I soon realized that ridiculing the situation was still
         not going to change it.
      

      
      ‘I’ve nothing against living in a midtown apartment,’ she said. ‘In fact I sure hope I’ll live in one some day but when I
         do I’m the one who’s going to be paying the rent.’
      

      
      I was so exasperated I wanted to slap her. I even lost control of myself sufficiently to accuse her of holding out in order
         to win an invitation to move in with me, but I knew this was nonsense even before she looked scornful and told me what I could
         do with my precious penthouse; I was well aware that she felt uncomfortable in my home and disliked going there. At first I had been hurt by this
         but later I felt relieved. Despite my current frustration I was neither infatuated nor ingenuous and I knew very well that
         a man in my position can hardly install his Bohemian mistress in his apartment in full view of the world and still keep that
         world’s wholehearted respect. However this unescapable truth only made me the more determined to keep her as close to me as
         possible in circumstances which my world could regard with its customary indulgent indifference.
      

      
      I reconsidered my position. I was doing well but obviously I had to do better if I were to extricate her from that house in
         Greenwich Village. I decided now was the time for a long weekend in some idyllic location. I knew from past experience that
         long weekends, introduced into the affair at the right moment, could prove highly successful, and feeling cheered by the prospect
         of success I began to consider suitable destinations. Maine, Cape Cod, North Carolina, Florida … My mind ranged swiftly up
         and down the Eastern Seaboard and even made the trip to Bermuda before the obvious answer occurred to me: Europe. Teresa,
         daughter of Polish immigrants, had never been there and had always longed to go. Glamorous, romantic, irresistible Europe
         … two weeks … and everyone said Paris had been barely touched by the war.
      

      
      Staging a candlelit dinner à deux in her favourite French restaurant I ordered champagne and proposed that she should accompany me on my upcoming European
         vacation. I didn’t tell her my reservations had been made for hotels in Germany. Reservations could be cancelled and itineraries
         could be reorganized. Besides I had never talked to her about Germany beyond telling her right from the start that although
         I was a German-American I had no German connections. I had even lied and told her I had been born in the States.
      

      
      ‘Paris!’ breathed Teresa, greatly tempted.

      
      I scented victory. ‘We can go first-class all the way and have ourselves a ball!’

      
      She sighed. ‘I’d sure like to go—’

      
      ‘Great! Then it’s settled! I’ll call my travel agent!’

      
      ‘—but I can’t. It’s no good, Sam. If I let you buy me once you’ll buy me over and over again until before I know where I am
         I’ll be living in a penthouse overlooking the East River with a cheque-book in my purse and a mink round my shoulders and
         a lover who owns me lock, stock and barrel. Don’t get me wrong – I know you mean well and I appreciate it, but my independence
         means more to me than a dozen trips to Europe, and I’m not giving it up, even for you.’
      

      
      
      ‘But I’d respect your independence, Teresa!’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t if it could be bought.’

      
      We quarrelled. It was because I was so disappointed. I almost cancelled my vacation since I hated the thought of two weeks
         without her, but then I told myself I was behaving like an infatuated young kid and needed time on my own to cool off. I had
         a long serious debate with myself to decide whether I had fallen in love with her, but logically I didn’t see how I could
         have done. Then I had another long serious debate with myself and admitted I had drifted into a situation where logic had
         no part to play. I was crazy about her and I would be crazier still if I tried to deny it.
      

      
      Having the guts to face up to this disturbing reality certainly represented some kind of a triumph, but my triumph was short-lived
         when I realized I was at another dead end with no idea what to do next. I couldn’t live with her publicly. Apparently I couldn’t
         even persuade her to live with me privately. My logical mind, still functioning sporadically despite such illogical circumstances,
         told me that left three further courses of action. I could give her up. I could preserve the unsatisfactory status quo. Or
         I could marry her.
      

      
      Giving her up was unthinkable. Preserving the status quo was already exasperating me. Marriage was as impossible as living
         with her openly. Or was it? Yes, it was. Marriage wouldn’t work. The harsh truth, which I somehow had to face squarely if
         I wanted to preserve my sanity, was that Teresa would never fit into my world. If we married, either she would have to make
         some changes in her life or I would have to make some changes in mine, and I could hardly embark on a proposal which ran:
         ‘Say, I’d like to marry you but you’ve got to make a lot of changes before I lead you to the altar.’ I did wonder if perhaps
         I might try to make some changes in my life but I soon gave up that idea. I liked my world just the way it was and any radical
         alteration was inconceivable.
      

      
      But then I went back to Germany, and as I set foot again on my native land for the first time in ten years I forgot everything
         – Teresa, Van Zale’s, my entire American life – in the ordeal of my repatriation.
      

      
      I had thought I was well prepared. I had read interminable reports and talked to people who had been there. I had waited four
         years after the end of the war because I had wanted to be sure I could accept whatever chaos I might find on my return, but
         when I did return I found not only that the reality was so much worse than I had imagined but that I had no idea how to cope
         with it. No newspaper report, no photographs in Life magazine, no conversations with eye-witnesses could ever have prepared me for those ruined cities and my shattered illusions and the GI who had whistled ‘Lili Marlene’.
      

      
      ‘How was Europe?’ said Teresa brightly when I returned.

      
      ‘Just fine.’ I could say nothing about Germany but I did try to tell her about Paris. I drew on my memories of my visit there
         before the war.
      

      
      ‘How was Germany?’ said Cornelius casually later.

      
      ‘Not so bad.’ But I knew, as soon as I returned to Willow and Wall, that I could no longer go on pretending nothing had happened.
         If I was ever going to live at peace with myself I would have to make some far-reaching changes in my personal and professional
         life.
      

      
      I wanted to call Paul Hoffman of the Economic Cooperation Administration who was at that time recruiting investment bankers
         to help rebuild the economy of Europe. I even got as far as lifting the receiver to ask for the ECA’s number in Washington,
         but I replaced the receiver because I knew that before I talked to Paul Hoffman I had to talk to Cornelius. There was no question
         of me resigning from Van Zale’s. Van Zale’s was my life, the symbol of my success, the embodiment of that classic American
         dream which had nurtured me for so long. But I wanted a leave of absence and only one man had the power to give me what I
         wanted.
      

      
      Unfortunately the prospect of the unavoidable interview with Cornelius was far from appealing. Cornelius was an isolationist,
         although in theory he had broken with the doctrine after Pearl Harbor in order to conform with official American policy. He
         had never been able to offer me a rational explanation of his dislike of Europe, but dislike it he did and I knew that he
         would baulk at giving me a leave of absence which would enable me to work for European reconstruction. It made no difference
         that he agreed in theory with the economists who argued that America’s own welfare depended ultimately on the generous use
         of Marshall Aid; in practice he grudged every dollar which was spent propping up the countries which had so unforgivably dragged
         America into a second world war.
      

      
      In addition to this incurable chauvinism I knew I would also have to deal with his reluctance to dispense even temporarily
         with my services. Although I had never fooled myself I was indispensable to Cornelius at One Willow Street, I was well aware
         that none of my other partners could match me as a confidant and collaborator. As Cornelius himself often said, there were
         few people he trusted completely. In the circumstances it was just my bad luck that I happened to be one of them.
      

      
      I had thought my position could hardly have been more awkward but I was wrong. It took a sharp turn for the worse when Vicky Van Zale tried to elope with her beach-boy and Cornelius conceived
         his preposterous matrimonial pipe dream. Far from wanting to unlock the handcuffs of our shared past which had shackled us
         together for so long, he was now apparently eager to throw away the key, and as I drove up to Kevin’s house that evening to
         see Teresa I wondered in despair how I was ever going to extricate myself from that golden cage Cornelius was busy reinforcing
         for me at Willow and Wall.
      

      
      I got out of my Mercedes-Benz. ‘You needn’t wait, Hauptmann,’ I said. ‘I’ll take a cab home.’

      
      As the car drove away I glanced down the tree-lined street and up at the pastel sky. It was a beautiful evening, and suddenly
         against all the odds my despair receded and I even smiled at the memory of my last meeting with Cornelius. Had he seriously
         thought he could bribe or blitz me into marrying his pampered little daughter? He must have been out of his mind. I was going
         to marry Teresa. Of course I was going to marry Teresa. That was why the idea of marrying anyone else seemed so absurd, and
         I knew then that I had wanted to marry her for some time but had suppressed the truth from myself. However now I could openly
         acknowledge how much I loved her because I no longer had to tell myself that she would never fit into my wealthy New York
         world. My world was going to change and I was going to change with it. With my leave of absence secured by some brilliant
         diplomatic stroke which I could not yet imagine, I’d go to Europe, commit myself to the idealism of the Marshall Plan, and
         fight at last as a loyal American for the Germany I had loved so much before the war.
      

      
      And later? Later the anticipated post-war boom would be in full swing and I would somehow persuade Cornelius it was in his
         best interests to open an office of Van Zale’s in Europe … My new life stretched ahead of me as far as the eye could see,
         and Kevin’s front door swung wide to welcome me as I ran up the steps. She was there, smiling at me, and when I saw her my
         heart felt as if it were about to burst not only with happiness but with relief, as if I had finally succeeded in resolving
         all the conflicts which had tormented me for so long.
      

      
      It was a brilliant seductive illusion. But I shall never forget how happy I was on that April evening in 1949 when I saw Teresa
         smiling at me and I ran up the steps into her arms.
      

      
      ‘Hi honey!’ she said kissing me. ‘Leave your latest million bucks at the door, come on in and I’ll fix you a martini which
         would stop even General Sherman dead in his tracks. Gee, you look almost as exhausted as you sounded on the phone! Just what
         the hell’s been going on?’
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      [1]

      
      Teresa had a smudge of dirt on her unpowdered nose and a scarlet lipstick on her full-lipped mouth. Her dark hair streamed
         wildly in unexpected directions as if defying the law of gravity. Her turquoise dress, worn with a white belt which matched
         her high-heeled sandals, looked as if it had been punished at the laundry for the seams were strained around her hips and
         the buttons barely met across her bosom. As usual she wore her gold cross but no other jewellery.
      

      
      ‘You’re looking wonderful!’ I said, kissing her again. ‘Where did you get that sexy dress?’

      
      ‘In a street market down on the Lower East Side. Now don’t avoid answering my question! Why did you sound so desperate on
         the phone?’
      

      
      I had no wish to embark on an explanation of my tortuous relationship with Cornelius. ‘Well, there’s this big corporation
         called Hammaco who want to float a ninety-million-dollar issue—’
      

      
      ‘Oh God. Let me fix those drinks. Are you sure you don’t mind sitting in the kitchen? I’m just making the rice for the jambalaya.’

      
      ‘Where’s Kevin?’

      
      ‘He’s not back yet from rehearsal.’ She led the way down the hall to the back of the house.

      
      Kevin’s kitchen was the masterpiece of his perfect house, and represented all the qualities I liked about his home. The room
         was simple and uncluttered but it had that uncluttered simplicity which only money can buy. The kitchen, a replica of a room
         which Kevin had admired in a New England farmhouse, was large and airy. An old-fashioned range, installed for ornamental purposes,
         gleamed black beneath a partially exposed brick wall. The closets were solid maple. A sturdy rectangular table stood in the
         middle of the room with four matching wooden chairs. Herbs grew in pots on the window-sill, copper pans hung on the wall and
         the warm red tiled floor glowed in the soft light. Kevin employed both a cleaning woman and a daily housekeeper to maintain
         his home in the immaculate order which he demanded and which one meal cooked by Teresa promptly destroyed.
      

      
      ‘Sorry everything’s in such a mess,’ said Teresa, clearing a space at the table. ‘It’s the housekeeper’s day off and I offered
         to cook this meal for Kevin because he gave me five dollars to buy a pair of shoes. The soles finally dropped off the other
         pair and the little guy around the corner said they couldn’t be fixed any more … That’s odd, I’m sure I had some olives for your martini. I wonder what I
         did with them.’
      

      
      ‘Kevin lent you money?’

      
      ‘No, it was a gift. He never makes loans.’

      
      ‘That’s what I thought. Well, if you can accept money from Kevin—’

      
      ‘I can’t. That’s why I’m cooking him this meal in return. I guess I’ll have to look around for another job now my savings
         have run out … Sorry, honey, but I can’t find those olives, maybe the cat ate them. Two ice cubes in the martini?’
      

      
      ‘Thanks. Teresa, you don’t have to go looking for another job. I’ve just had this great idea—’

      
      Without warning she turned on me. ‘I’ve had just about enough of your great ideas! And I’ve had just about enough of you talking
         about money! I’m sorry, but I’m in a filthy mood today because my work’s going so badly. That’s why I’ve got to get back upstairs
         to the canvas as soon as I’ve presented Kevin with his dinner.’
      

      
      ‘Hey, wait a minute!’ I was thrown mentally off balance by this totally unexpected attack and could only stammer in protest:
         ‘What I’ve got to say’s important!’
      

      
      She slammed down the packet of rice. ‘So’s my work!’ she shouted at me. ‘You think it’s just an amusing hobby because I don’t
         make any money at it – money, money, money, that’s all you think about, day in, day out! Or do you think of anything else? I’m damned if I know! I’ve known for some time now that you don’t understand the first thing
         about me, but now I’m beginning to wonder if I understand the first thing about you – oh, you talk and talk and talk on a
         surface level but what really goes on beneath all that big-time charm and sexy savoirfaire? I can’t make up my mind whether you’re a nice decent guy or a real bastard. I guess you have to be a bastard if you’re prepared
         to waste your life in a corrupt, materialistic, repulsive profession like banking, but—’
      

      
      ‘Just a minute.’ I had pulled myself together by this time and knew exactly what to say. I did not raise my voice but I altered
         my tone, just as I did whenever a client became truculent and had to be painlessly put back in his place. ‘Let’s get this
         straight. Banking’s a fine profession. You may not think it’s as much God’s gift to humanity as painting pictures, but if
         you knew a little more about banking and were a little less busy assimilating some fallacy-ridden Marxist crap, you’d see
         that bankers perform a necessary service for the economy and therefore for the country as a whole. So quit pushing me this
         nineteen-thirties fable about the bankers being the bad guys, okay? Just pause to think for a moment. What’s happening right now in 1949? It’s the bankers who are going to put Europe together again after
         all the soldier-heroes and politicians have blown it to bits! And that brings me to what I wanted to talk to you about. I’ve
         seen how I can use all my training and experience as a banker in the best possible cause—’
      

      
      ‘Oh, forget it. That kind of rat-race is all so meaningless, so futile—’

      
      ‘For Christ’s sake!’ I was now very angry. ‘Don’t you try and hand me some garbled philosophical junk about the meaning of
         life! Who the hell knows what it all means? In the long run isn’t it just as meaningless to paint a picture as to make a buck?
         I guess you think I’ve always been too busy making money to ask myself the usual fundamental questions, but I’m not the money-making
         robot you seem to think I am and I’ve often wondered, particularly lately, what’s life all about. Is there a God? It seems
         inconceivable but if there is his managerial skills would appear to be pretty damn poor. Is there a life after death? Again
         it seems inconceivable, but if it exists and God has a hand in it, it’s bound to be a lousy mess. Personally I’m not interested
         in fantasy, just in hard facts which I can organize into a coherent order. We live in a capitalist society and it’s not going
         to change in our lifetime. Money keeps that society going. You need money to live, you need money to do the things you really
         want to do, you need money to do good – which brings me to what I came here to say. In Europe right now—’
      

      
      ‘Europe!’ blazed Teresa. ‘I don’t give a damn about Europe! All I care about is us and where we’re going! At least I’ve tried
         to accept you as you are, banking and all. But when have you ever made any effort to accept me as I am, Sam? When are you
         ever going to stop trying to buy me and turn me into some kind of domesticated mistress?’
      

      
      ‘Jesus Christ!’ I shouted, finally losing my temper. ‘I don’t want to turn you into a domesticated mistress! I want to turn
         you into my wife!’
      

      
      Far away at the other end of the hall the front door clicked open. ‘Hey Teresa!’ called Kevin. ‘Guess who’s just picked me
         up in a Rolls-Royce the size of a beer-truck at Forty-Second and Broadway!’
      

      
      In the kitchen we were motionless, staring at each other. Teresa’s lips were parted and the little gold cross had disappeared
         between the curves of her breasts. I wanted to make love to her.
      

      
      ‘I’ll wait for you upstairs,’ I said in a low voice. ‘I don’t want to talk to Kevin.’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Teresa—’

      
      
      ‘I’m sorry, I know I’m being mean to you but I can’t help it, I just can’t help it … My life’s in such a mess – if only I
         could work – I’ve got to try and work tonight or I think I’ll go out of my mind—’
      

      
      ‘But I must talk to you!’

      
      ‘Not tonight. I can’t. I’ve got to be alone. I must work, I must.’

      
      ‘But I love you – I’ll help you sort everything out—’

      
      ‘You just don’t even begin to understand.’

      
      The door of the kitchen was flung wide as Kevin made a grand entrance in the best show-business tradition.

      
      ‘Teresa, my angel! What’s that extraordinarily sinister aroma emanating from the stove? Why, hullo, Sam – no, don’t go! Why
         are you looking as flustered as if I’d caught you in flagrante delicto? You know I permit my female staff to receive gentlemen callers!’ And as I sank down reluctantly on the nearest chair he
         exclaimed laughing as if he could wipe the tension from the room with his exuberance: ‘Christ, those asinine actors have driven
         me clean up the wall! It’s a wonder I’m not dead of apoplexy!’
      

      
      Kevin looked younger than forty-one. Dark and six foot tall, just as I was, he had, unlike me, kept both his figure and his
         hairline. His frivolous air was deceptive. Like Wall Street Broadway was a tough world and only the fittest survived. The
         dimpled chin, claimed by many to be the source of his appeal to both sexes, was set in a hard unyielding jaw.
      

      
      ‘… and now look who’s here!’ he was saying, gesturing towards the threshold with the air of a conjuror about to produce six
         white rabbits from a hat, and glancing past him I saw Jake Reischman in the doorway.
      

      
      Immaculate as always, surveying the world with his habitual expression of infinitely sophisticated cynicism, Jake had paused
         on the threshold of the kitchen to inspect his new surroundings much as an experienced traveller might have paused at the
         gateway of some forbidden city. Kitchens were no doubt a novelty for Jake since he would seldom have had the opportunity to
         see one. Unlike Cornelius, who had been born on an Ohio farm and had grown up in middle-class surroundings near Cincinnati,
         Jake had lived all his life in the upper reaches of New York’s German-Jewish aristocracy.
      

      
      Our glances met. He never hesitated. His mouth curved in a formal smile although his eyes remained a clear chilly blue.

      
      ‘Guten Tag, Sam.’
      

      
      ‘Hullo, Jake.’

      
      We did not shake hands.

      
      ‘Jake, you know Teresa, of course—’

      
      
      ‘On the contrary,’ said Jake, ‘I’ve never yet had that pleasure.’

      
      ‘No?’ said Kevin surprised. ‘But I distinctly remember – ah but that was Ingrid, of course. Well, let me introduce you: this
         is Teresa Kowalewski, Jake. Teresa, this is Jake Reischman, yet another of my notorious banking friends.’
      

      
      ‘Miss Kowalewski,’ said Jake smoothly, again producing his formal smile as he held out his hand. His instant mastery of the
         Polish surname was so dazzling that for a moment we all stared at him in admiration.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ said Teresa shyly at last, wiping her hand hastily before offering it to be shaken.

      
      ‘Now what are we all drinking?’ said Kevin sociably. ‘Jake, I’ve got this magnificent southern hooch which Teresa introduced
         me to – she brought a bottle all the way from New Orleans to New York and now I order it direct from Kentucky by the case.
         Have you ever tried Wild Turkey bourbon?’
      

      
      Jake shuddered. ‘I’ll take some scotch, please – Johnnie Walker Black Label, if you have it. No soda or water. Three rocks.’

      
      As he spoke the rice began to erupt stealthily over the stove and Teresa with an exclamation of dismay rushed to attend to
         it. Kevin had already left the room in search of the scotch, and as I watched, Jake indolently removed an onion-ring from
         the nearest chair in order to sit down opposite me. I looked away; I was trying to think how I could escape from the room
         but could find no excuse which would not imply I was snubbing Jake by making a quick exit, and at last in an awkward effort
         to appear friendly I said: ‘How are things with you?’
      

      
      ‘Moderate. Let’s hope the FRB’s cut in the price for stock purchases will help the market out of the doldrums. I became so
         tired of listening to Truman talking of the danger of inflation when it was patently obvious all danger of inflation was past
         … I hear you’re only just back from a European vacation?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ I wanted to say more but no words came.

      
      ‘How nice,’ said Jake unperturbed. ‘Incidentally, did you see the Times today? Groups wearing jackboots and singing ‘Deutschland über Alles’ were parading in the streets of north Germany … how
         little life seems to change sometimes! But no doubt you found Germany very changed. You did go to Germany, didn’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Yes.’ I tasted the martini but could not drink it. I put the glass back on the table just as Kevin walked back into a silent
         room.
      

      
      ‘How’s Neil, Sam?’ he said cheerfully, referring to Cornelius. ‘Has that daughter of his succeeded in giving him a nervous
         breakdown yet?’
      

      
      
      I just managed to say: ‘She’s still working on it.’

      
      ‘Poor Neil! Of course I saw it all coming a mile off. If I were Vicky entombed like Rapunzel in that antediluvian architectural
         relic which Neil calls home, I’d certainly have let down my hair to the first young man who came along. God knows no one’s
         fonder of Neil and Alicia than I am, but frankly I think they’ve no idea how to bring up an adolescent girl. When I think
         of my four sisters—’
      

      
      ‘When I think of my two daughters,’ said Jake, who had three children approaching puberty, ‘it seems clear to me that Neil
         and Alicia have always made the best of a very difficult job.’
      

      
      ‘Well, we all know what hell it is being a parent,’ said Kevin, who had given Jake his scotch and was pouring gin generously
         into my half-empty glass. ‘Shakespeare knew what he was doing all right when he wrote Lear’s part … Teresa, is that really
         jambalaya? It looks like some unmentionable organ of goat, an ethnic dish undoubtedly, probably Turkish or perhaps Lebanese—’
      

      
      ‘Thanks a lot, pal.’ Teresa was still scraping furiously at the burnt rice at the bottom of the pot. ‘Do you want a salad?’

      
      ‘Lovely, darling. Well, as I was saying – Sam, why are you getting up? You can’t possibly waste all that gin I’ve just lavished
         on your glass! What do you want to run away for?’
      

      
      The front doorbell rang.

      
      ‘Now who can that be,’ mused Kevin, casually adding a dash of vermouth to my glass. ‘Maybe it’s one of the actors stopping
         by to apologize for the attempted rape of my play.’
      

      
      ‘Can someone please answer the door for me?’ said Teresa who was looking more harassed then ever. Having billowed out of the
         pot the rice had stuck fast to the stove.
      

      
      Jake looked around as if he were surprised there was no butler – or at the very least a uniformed maid – to attend to the
         door.
      

      
      ‘Teresa,’ said Kevin, ‘don’t we have any olives for Sam’s martini?’

      
      The doorbell rang again.

      
      ‘Will one of you goddamned millionaires get off your backside and answer that door!’ shrieked Teresa.

      
      For the first time Jake looked at her with considerable interest but I was the one who left the room as the bell rang for
         the third time.
      

      
      Confused thoughts slowed my progress down the hall. Why had I tried to leave? Of course I had to stay. I could hardly leave
         my conversation with Teresa on such an unfinished note. If there were problems they had to be talked out. The work could surely
         wait until the problems were solved … but what kind of problems were they? And was Teresa right in saying I just didn’t begin
         to understand?
      

      
      
      In a haze of exhaustion and acute anxiety for the future I pulled open the front door and found Cornelius on the doorstep.
         We stared at each other in disbelief.
      

      
      ‘What are you doing here?’ I said stupidly.

      
      ‘I thought Kevin might be the one person in all New York who could cheer me up. What are you doing here? I thought you and
         Kevin hardly ever met nowadays!’
      

      
      ‘I had a date with Kevin’s caretaker.’

      
      The kitchen door swung open as Teresa glanced down the passage.

      
      ‘Bring him in, Sam, whoever he is, and maybe he’ll eat some rice. I seem to have made enough to feed the entire Allied forces
         in Europe.’
      

      
      For lack of anything better to say I replied: ‘Teresa, I’d like you to meet Cornelius Van Zale.’

      
      ‘Hullo,’ said Teresa. ‘Do you like rice? Come on in and have some Wild Turkey bourbon.’

      
      ‘Some what?’ Cornelius whispered to me as Teresa retreated.

      
      ‘Southern liquor.’

      
      ‘Good God. Is it very strong?’

      
      ‘I believe it’s about a hundred and one proof.’

      
      ‘That sounds exactly what I need.’

      
      We went into the kitchen. Enthusiastic greetings followed coupled with tactful inquiries about Vicky.

      
      ‘I would have called you yesterday when you arrived home with her,’ said Jake, ‘but I figured that if you wanted to talk you’d
         call.’
      

      
      ‘Thanks, Jake, but I was beyond speech. I couldn’t even get to the office today until noon.’

      
      I was moving around the edge of the room to the stove where Teresa was stirring the jambalaya, but before I could reach her
         Kevin raised his glass and said laughing: ‘Well, it’s not often all four of us are together in one room! Let’s drink to the
         Bar Harbor Brotherhood – may we continue to prosper by worshipping at the altar of Mammon just as our great benefactor – ah,
         Mephistopheles! – would have wished!’
      

      
      I reluctantly picked up the drink I did not want just as Cornelius retorted acidly: ‘Forget the altar of Mammon – as anyone
         who’s ever been rich knows, money doesn’t guarantee you one damn thing except problems. Do you think this disaster with Vicky
         would have happened if she hadn’t been heir to the Van Zale fortune?’
      

      
      ‘It might have done,’ said Kevin. ‘She’s very pretty. Incidentally what happened to the beach-boy who caused all the trouble?’

      
      ‘I paid him off, of course.’ Cornelius was drinking his bourbon almost as fast as his host.

      
      ‘How much?’ asked Jake with interest.

      
      
      ‘Two grand.’

      
      ‘For a beach-boy? You were too generous!’

      
      ‘They didn’t quite make it to Maryland, did they?’ said Kevin, more interested in the unsuccessful elopement than in its financial
         consequences.
      

      
      ‘The police picked them up at the state line.’ Cornelius drained his glass which was promptly refilled.

      
      ‘The press coverage was disgraceful,’ said Jake. ‘What kind of aides do you have? Couldn’t they have bought off the editors
         and issued a single dignified press release?’
      

      
      ‘I’ve fired my chief aides.’

      
      ‘I should think so too! When you hire people to pick up after you, you don’t expect to be deafened by the noise of the bricks
         they drop.’
      

      
      Teresa was no longer making a conscious effort not to look at me. She had forgotten my presence. I saw her listening round-eyed,
         the unshredded lettuce poised in her hands.
      

      
      ‘What do you think of all this, Teresa?’ Kevin said kindly, drawing her into the conversation. ‘You’re the only one of us
         who’s had practical experience of running away from home at eighteen.’
      

      
      Teresa looked shy again as if she had peeked through the curtains of a lighted room and glimpsed an obscene yet titillating
         tableau. I had a moment of immense anger and automatically took a large mouthful of my martini.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ she said awkwardly with an embarrassed glance at Cornelius, ‘I’d say Vicky was lucky that she had a father who cared
         enough to run after her and bring her back.’
      

      
      Cornelius looked shocked, as if it had never occurred to him that some fathers might sanction their daughters’ elopements.
         ‘But what happened to you when you left home?’ he demanded with the air of a man who feels compelled to ask a question no
         matter how little he wants to hear the answer.
      

      
      ‘I went to a big city – New Orleans – met a man I liked, moved in with him and started to paint.’

      
      ‘Jesus Christ!’ said Cornelius.

      
      ‘Oh, the guy wasn’t keeping me!’ said Teresa hastily. ‘I got a job waitressing and we shared the household expenses fifty-fifty.
         Of course I’m not suggesting your daughter should follow in my footsteps, but—’
      

      
      ‘—but a little sex never did anyone any harm,’ said Kevin comfortably.

      
      ‘I categorically disagree one hundred per cent,’ said Cornelius, very pale.

      
      
      ‘Hell, it never seemed to do you much harm! When I think of those wild parties you and Sam used to give back in 1929 – say
         Sam, do you still have that great record of Miff Mole and his Molers playing “Alexander’s Ragtime Band”?’
      

      
      ‘You’re missing the point, Kevin,’ said Jake. ‘I’m with Neil all the way on this one – every man wants his daughter to be
         a virgin till she marries. You’d better get Vicky married off as soon as possible, Neil. Surely you can arrange something?
         It doesn’t matter if it only lasts a couple of years. Even a short marriage would give her the experience to cope with the
         fortune-hunters who’ll close in after the divorce.’
      

      
      Cornelius immediately assumed his most neutral expression and took care not to look in my direction.

      
      ‘You’re missing the point too, aren’t you, Jake?’ said Kevin. ‘If Vicky’s no longer a virgin why should Neil bother with this
         antiquated solution of the pragmatic marriage? Why not just let her go her own way, make her mistakes and learn from them?’
      

      
      ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Jake. ‘How can you possibly let a girl go her own way when she’s heiress to several million dollars?
         It would be criminal negligence! And who said Vicky was no longer a virgin? She thought she was going to be able to marry
         the beach-boy after twenty-four hours in Maryland, didn’t she? Of course she would have saved herself for her wedding night!’
      

      
      ‘Well, if you believe that,’ said Kevin, ‘you’ll believe anything.’

      
      ‘STOP!’ shouted Cornelius so suddenly that we all jumped. ‘This is my daughter you’re discussing, not a character in one of
         Kevin’s plays! Of course Vicky’s still … well, there’s no question about it, none whatsoever.’ He pushed away his empty glass
         and levered himself to his feet. ‘I’ve got to get home. Kevin, can I use your phone to tell Alicia I’m on my way?’
      

      
      ‘Sure, use the extension in my study.’

      
      ‘Gee, he was real upset, wasn’t he,’ said Teresa in a hushed voice after Cornelius had left the room. ‘I almost forgot he
         was a famous millionaire. He was just like a regular guy.’
      

      
      I was at once immensely angry again. I also could not understand why Teresa, normally unimpressed by wealth, should have been
         so entranced by this fleeting glimpse into a rich man’s muddled domestic life, and I felt humiliated on her behalf when I
         saw how amused Jake and Kevin were by her naïveté.
      

      
      ‘I can see you don’t know much about millionaires, Miss Kowalewski!’ said Jake, suddenly producing a social overture so polished
         that it was hard to believe any woman could have found such artificiality attractive. ‘Let me buy you a drink some time and widen your horizons!’
      

      
      ‘Forget it, Jake,’ said Kevin. ‘Sam’s been teaching Teresa all she needs to know about millionaires. Teresa, how’s that old
         Lebanese goat in the pot shaping up? Jake, stay and have some jambalaya with us!’
      

      
      ‘Unfortunately I’m dining out tonight so like Neil I must be on my way … Goodbye, Miss Kowalewski – no doubt we shall meet
         again. Good night, Kevin – thanks for the drink.’ He turned to me, old money facing new riches, a Fifth Avenue aristocrat
         confronting a provincial immigrant, one German-American facing another German-American across six million Jewish corpses and
         Europe’s six years of hell.
      

      
      ‘Auf Wiedersehen, Sam,’ he said.
      

      
      I experienced an unbearable longing for something valuable which had been lost, and for a second I saw not the remote head
         of the House of Reischman but the friendly youth who had exclaimed to me with such enthusiasm long ago at Bar Harbor: ‘Come
         and stay with us – we’ll make you proud to be German again!’ And I remembered how I had felt when I visited his Fifth Avenue
         home; I remembered how I had drunk German wine and heard his sisters playing German duets on the grand piano and listened
         to his father talking to me in German of German culture in the golden days before 1914.
      

      
      ‘Jake,’ I said.

      
      He stopped and looked back. ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Perhaps some time we might have lunch … I’d like to talk to someone about my vacation, someone who would understand … You
         know how impossible Neil is about Europe.’
      

      
      ‘I’m afraid Europe has no interest for me at the moment,’ said Jake politely. ‘Paul Hoffman’s been trying to recruit me for
         the ECA and I had to tell him frankly to look elsewhere. Unlike people such as yourself who preferred not to fight Hitler,
         I was away from home for four years and now all I want to do is stay in New York and let other people sweep up the European
         mess. And now, if you’ll excuse me, I really have to be going. Kevin, I’ll see you at the next board meeting of the Van Zale
         Fine Arts Foundation – or the first night of your new play, whichever is sooner.’
      

      
      ‘That’s assuming I survive rehearsals! I’ll see you to the door, Jake.’

      
      They left the room. I finished my martini in a single gulp and waited. I didn’t have to wait long.

      
      ‘Christ Almighty, Sam!’ whispered Teresa shocked. ‘Were you a Nazi sympathizer?’

      
      
      I threw my empty glass at the wall. Of course I had had too much to drink. I realized that as soon as the glass shattered,
         and taking a grip on myself I said rapidly: ‘I’m sorry, I’m not mad at you – I’m mad at Jake. Back in 1933 I visited Germany
         and was impressed by the way Hitler was pulling the country back on to its feet. A lot of people were similarly impressed
         at the time, and yet just because I made one casual pro-Hitler remark Jake immediately turned against me and spread the story
         that I was a Nazi from one end of Wall Street to the other. I’ll never forgive him for that. I’m a loyal American. I totally
         reject the propagandist view that any German who wasn’t Jewish was automatically pro-Nazi. I was rejected from the services
         because of my eyesight, not because I was a fascist fanatic with a load of swastikas in the closet!’
      

      
      ‘It’s all right, Sam,’ said Teresa embarrassed. ‘It’s okay. I understand.’

      
      But I was unable to let the subject rest. ‘I know I was opposed to America getting into the war before 1941,’ I said, ‘but
         so were a lot of other good loyal Americans – and I am an American. I’m not a German. I’m not a Nazi. I never was. Never.’
      

      
      The door opened as Kevin returned to the room. ‘Well, that’s that,’ he said, ‘Jake’s purred off in his Rolls, Neil’s swooped
         away in his Cadillac and we’re all back to normal again – or are we? Sam, you look as if you could use another drink. What
         on earth possessed you to bring up the subject of Germany with Jake? Hasn’t it been patently obvious ever since Jake returned
         home in 1945 that he’s even more mixed up than you are about the goddamned war?’
      

      
      I stood up unsteadily. ‘I’ve broken one of your glasses. You must let me replace it. I’m real sorry about all the mess.’

      
      ‘Oh, stop talking bullshit and sit down again, for Christ’s sake. Teresa, I’ve got two scenes to rework so if you’ll serve
         me up some of that old goat on a tray I’ll retire to my study and leave you two free to make love on the kitchen table or
         do whatever you feel is necessary to exorcise all the heavy Teutonic angst—’
      

      
      ‘Sam won’t be staying, Kevin,’ said Teresa. ‘I just have to work tonight. Nothing went right for me today.’

      
      ‘Teresa—’ I could hardly speak.

      
      ‘Sam, I’m sorry – I did try to explain—’

      
      ‘You explained nothing!’

      
      ‘Oh, stop arguing with me, stop persecuting me, just stop, stop STOP—’

      
      ‘Okay. Sure. Sorry. I’ll call you.’ I hardly knew what I was saying. I groped my way towards the door. ‘So long, Kevin. Thanks
         for the drink.’
      

      
      
      When I was halfway down the hall I heard Kevin mutter to Teresa: ‘Go after him, you fool! Can’t you see he’s at the end of
         his rope?’
      

      
      ‘He’s not the only one,’ said Teresa.

      
      The front door banged shut behind me and I stumbled down the steps into the street. For a moment I stood still while I wiped
         the mist from my glasses, and then I began to walk blindly uptown.
      

      
      [2]

      
      As a result of a strike over half the city’s cabs were off the streets, and on Sixth Avenue I boarded a bus for the ride north.
         The rigours of the subway were more than I felt prepared to endure.
      

      
      Behind me two businessmen began to discuss Germany, and I wondered in despair how long I would have to wait before Germany
         ceased to be a topic of obsessive interest. Even now, four years after the war, Germany prostrate seemed to fascinate Americans
         as much as Germany rampant.
      

      
      ‘Even if they lifted the prohibitions against investing in Germany, who would want to invest? The country’s still occupied,
         there’s nothing back of the German currency, and besides there are too many open questions – the Ruhr, for example. If the
         Ruhr industries are dismantled … yes, I know the ECA are against dismantling, but just tell that to the French. Keep the German
         bastards on their knees, they say, and who can blame them?’
      

      
      Unable to stand the conversation a second longer I left the bus and started to walk. I cut crosstown to Fifth and over Madison
         to Park, and all around me I sensed rather than saw New York, rich, gleaming, intact, a world away from those other cities
         with their shabby ruined streets. Memories flickered through my mind, the smoky café in Düsseldorf where the rouged hostesses
         had danced with the black marketeers while the band played ‘Bei Mir Bist Du Schön’, the American soldiers chewing gum in the
         wrecked streets of Munich, the English tourist who had got drunk with me and said: ‘Let me tell you where I went sight-seeing
         today …’
      

      
      I suddenly realized I had reached my apartment block. It was eight-thirty. Behind me traffic was still roaring down Park Avenue
         and in front of me the doorman was holding open the door for me with a smile.
      

      
      ‘Good evening, Mr Keller … Sir, there’s a lady waiting in the lobby for you.’

      
      I was still so deep in thought that I only stared at him blankly, but before he could speak again a voice from the past called: ‘Sam!’ and when I spun round I saw a petite, voluptuous, well-remembered
         figure tip-tapping across the lobby towards me. Jet-black hair (formerly chestnut-brown) cascaded softly around a perfectly
         lifted face; sparkling blue eyes regarded me with an unabashed interest which failed to hide her air of desperation.
      

      
      ‘It is you, isn’t it, Sam?’ she said, hesitating unexpectedly, and I realized that I had probably changed far more than she had
         in the eighteen years since she had divorced Cornelius.
      

      
      ‘Vivienne!’

      
      ‘Darling! You remembered!’

      
      The doorman, who had been listening to this inane dialogue with approval, gloated as Vivienne glided into my arms.

      
      ‘Darling, how perfectly heavenly to see you again after all these years! Now Sam sweetie—’ I was released after an accomplished
         kiss ‘—forgive me for waylaying you like this, but—’
      

      
      ‘Is this about Vicky?’

      
      ‘You bet it’s about Vicky! That little bastard Cornelius has given orders that I’m not to be admitted to his Fifth Avenue
         shack but I’m telling you, darling, I’m telling you here and now that I’m not leaving town until I’ve seen my daughter, and
         if that son-of-a-bitch of an ex-husband of mine thinks I’m going to stand by doing nothing while he mismanages Vicky’s entire
         life—’
      

      
      I saw the doorman’s hypnotized expression and automatically attempted to silence Vivienne by steering her towards the elevator.

      
      ‘You’d better come up,’ I said with reluctance, and was at once whipped back into the maelstrom of the Van Zale family’s domestic
         problems.
      

      
      [3]

      
      My penthouse was on the twenty-eighth floor. It was too big for me but I enjoyed the views south past the Chrysler, the Empire
         State and Metropolitan Life to the misty towers of downtown Manhattan. The forty-foot living-room was useful for parties,
         the dining-room table could effortlessly accommodate sixteen and the servants’ rooms were comfortable enough to ensure I had
         no trouble keeping a first-class couple to act as my housekeeper and chauffeur.
      

      
      I lived mainly in one room, the den, which had been described by the realtor as the library. It was a large sunny room and
         I had furnished it with my favourite recliner, a goose-necked reading lamp and an old leather couch which my mother had tried to give to the junkman after I had bought her a three-piece suite some years ago.
         I had no books in the room except for twenty years of The New Yorker bound in leather, but I had my record collection, two phonographs, three tape recorders, a television and a radio. In the
         closet, which I kept locked, were my German memorabilia: my cousin Kristina’s watercolours of the Siebengebirge, the albums
         of photographs taken at the little house in Düsseldorf, the souvenirs of visits to Berlin and Bavaria. On the walls hung framed
         photographs: my parents, the dog I had once owned, two turn-of-the-century shots of Wall Street and a panoramic view of Ocean
         Drive near Bar Harbor.
      

      
      I loved my den. I kept it very neat and very clean all by myself, since I liked to think that there was at least one part
         of my home where the servants were never allowed to go. I used to vacuum the carpet on Sunday mornings when my housekeeper
         was at church. Cornelius had laughed at this eccentric behaviour, but I liked vacuum cleaners – in fact I liked all machines,
         and the more efficient they were the more I enjoyed them. At that time my favourite hobby was dismantling and reassembling
         my television set. I liked the little wires and the gleaming metal and the system’s exquisite logic and precision. When I
         was working with my hands and using the electronic knowledge I had acquired over the years, I could tune out the rest of the
         world and forget the pressures of my life at Willow and Wall.
      

      
      The rest of my apartment had been furnished by a fashionable interior decorator and was exactly the kind of home which a man
         in my position had to have to impress his clients, his friends, his enemies and all the other people who knew he had started
         life as an immigrant in a blue-collar home. I was not snobbish, merely practical. Since I dealt continuously with influential
         men it was essential that I could present a domestic front which they could respect. It was a fact of life which my benefactor
         Paul Van Zale had taught me long ago at Bar Harbor.
      

      
      ‘Darling, what a heavenly apartment!’ exclaimed Vivienne as I led her into the living-room. ‘And what a marvellous jungle
         you’ve managed to grow on the enormous terrace! Oh, I just love modern paintings – is that one over the desk by Picasso?’
      

      
      ‘No, it’s by some guy called Braque. Neil gave it to me on the twentieth anniversary of our partnership. He said it would
         be a good investment.’ I thought of Teresa gasping: ‘Jesus – a Braque!’ and subsiding weakly on to the couch. With an abrupt
         movement I opened the cocktail cabinet, ‘Drink, Vivienne?’
      

      
      
      ‘Darling, I’d adore a martini. The very mention of Cornelius’ name makes me want to hit the bottle in the biggest possible
         way.’
      

      
      As I mixed her drink she told me she had taken the first train to New York from Florida as soon as she had read in the press
         of Vicky’s elopement, and had made repeated efforts, all unsuccessful, to gain admittance to the Van Zale mansion to see her
         daughter.
      

      
      ‘I’ve called and called on the phone, of course,’ she added, ‘but all I ever got were the aides and the secretaries. Then
         finally I remembered you. You’re the one man in all New York who can always get Cornelius to the phone, and I was wondering—’
      

      
      ‘Vivienne, forgive me, but would it really serve any useful purpose if you spoke to him? It seems to me—’

      
      ‘Sam, I’ve got to talk to him – it’s for Vicky’s sake, not mine! Do you think I’d give a damn if I never spoke to Cornelius
         again? My God, when I think of the way he treated me – oh, I know I married him for his money but I was very fond of him and
         I’d been a good wife and there I was, pregnant with his child—’
      

      
      ‘I remember, yes.’ I had been trying to restrict myself to soda-water, but the occasion was just too much for me. I got up
         to add a shot of scotch to my glass.
      

      
      ‘—and then he finds out he’d been married for his money – okay, so I was stupid to let him find out, but if he hadn’t been
         eavesdropping—’
      

      
      ‘Vivienne, believe me, I remember all this much too well!’

      
      ‘I’ll bet the little bastard never told you how he cut me off afterwards! “It’s finished,” he says, cool as dressed crab,
         “it’s over. I have nothing else to say.” Can you imagine! What a way to terminate a marriage to an affectionate, faithful,
         pregnant wife! And then he even had the nerve to complain when I sued the pants off him for divorce and got total custody
         of Vicky!’
      

      
      ‘Well, that’s past history now, Vivienne. I know you had custody of Vicky originally but Cornelius has had complete custody
         since she was ten years old, and he’s not going to welcome any interference from you either now or at any other time.’
      

      
      ‘Of course he won’t welcome it, but the hell with him! I can’t just sit back and let him mess up my little girl’s life! Look
         Sam, I want Vicky to come and live with me while she gets over this disaster. I know Cornelius thinks I’m poorer than white
         trash just because I had the guts to remarry and turn my back on all his million-dollar alimony, but my husband – my last
         husband, I mean – left me a little money when he died and I’ve got the cutest little house in Fort Lauderdale now – oh, I
         know it’s not Palm Beach, but it’s nice, Sam, and I know some lovely people there. Don’t you see – I could give Vicky a normal home! Oh Sam, you know what happens to all these heiresses – the fortune-hunters, the gigolos, the fake Russian princes,
         the drink, the drugs, the breakdowns, the suicides—’
      

      
      ‘Vivienne, Neil’s just as anxious as you are that Vicky should have a normal happy life!’

      
      ‘Cornelius,’ said Vivienne, ‘has lived for twenty-three years in a Fifth Avenue palace with fifty million dollars for pin-money,
         his own Wall Street bank and all the aristocracy of the Eastern Seaboard sashaying up his driveway in their Cadillacs to tell
         him hullo. He wouldn’t even recognize normality if he met it eyeball to eyeball at high noon.’
      

      
      ‘Nonsense! The Van Zales have the quietest, happiest and least pretentious family life of any people I know!’

      
      ‘Well, if that’s true,’ said Vivienne fiercely, ‘why does Vicky run away from home at the very first opportunity she gets?
         I’m not calling you a liar, darling, but I think there’s a screw loose in that household somewhere and I want my little girl
         back.’ To my amazement she began to weep and her bosom, which Cornelius had once confessed had given him more wet dreams than
         any other piece of anatomy he had ever encountered, rose and fell with mesmerizing precision. It was miraculous how well she
         had retained her figure, almost as miraculous as her success in looking younger than I was when she was fourteen years my
         senior.
      

      
      ‘Have another drink,’ I said wishing I was in bed with Teresa, and tried to think clearly. I had the strong feeling that despite
         my reluctance to be involved the situation could be turned to my advantage. The fact was that I was already involved; if I
         wanted Cornelius to grant me that leave of absence from Van Zale’s, I had to persuade him to abandon his matrimonial pipe-dream,
         and in order to achieve that I had to provide him with an alternative solution to Vicky’s problems. Beneath Vivienne’s stagey
         weeping and phony mannerisms I sensed a genuine concern for her daughter, and I thought it could be argued, not unreasonably,
         that Vicky would benefit from a long vacation in Florida. Whether Cornelius would accept this argument was debatable, but
         I could try. What did I have to lose? I rose to my feet, moved to the phone and picked up the receiver.
      

      
      ‘Okay, I’ll get him on the line.’

      
      ‘Oh Sam … darling …’ Vivienne, trembling with gratitude, was teetering across the floor to kiss me on the cheek.

      
      A Van Zale aide answered the phone.

      
      ‘Keller,’ I said. ‘Is he there?’

      
      
      ‘Darling!’ breathed Vivienne again, stretching out her hand to take the receiver, but I stepped backwards away from her.

      
      ‘I’ll handle this, Vivienne, if you don’t mind … Neil? Yes, it’s me. Can you take some upsetting information without getting
         upset? I’ve got Vivienne here with me. She wants to invite Vicky down to Fort Lauderdale for a while to give everyone a breathing
         space, and personally I don’t think that’s such a bad idea.’
      

      
      ‘Are you out of your mind? She hates the bitch!’

      
      ‘Maybe, but what’s the harm in letting Vivienne at least talk to her to issue the invitation? The world won’t fall apart any
         further than it’s fallen already, and who knows, Vicky may even be grateful to you later.’
      

      
      ‘Let me have a word with Vivienne.’

      
      ‘No. You’d fight. I’m staying on the line until you transfer this call to Vicky’s room.’

      
      ‘Oh shit!’ said Cornelius, but I heard him tell his aide to transfer the call.

      
      I waited. Eventually I heard the bell ring again but nobody answered. ‘Neil?’ I said tentatively at last.

      
      As I had guessed, he was listening in.

      
      ‘Yes, I’m here,’ he said heavily. ‘Well, you’ll just have to tell Vivienne that Vicky’s not picking up the phone.’

      
      ‘Would it be too much to ask you to go up to her room and let her know her mother’s on the line?’

      
      ‘Yes. It would. But maybe I’d better check on her anyway to see if she’s okay.’ He set down the receiver and I heard a door
         close in the distance.
      

      
      While I waited I told Vivienne what was happening.

      
      ‘My God, Sam, do you think she’s all right? She hasn’t been suicidal, has she?’

      
      ‘Just mad at the world in general.’

      
      We went on waiting. I tried not to think of Teresa in her cheap turquoise dress with the little gold cross slipping into the
         hollow between her breasts, but the next moment I was remembering when we had last made love. I had had a shade too much to
         drink and the occasion had been only moderately successful although Teresa had sworn everything had been fine. Later, when
         I was working for the ECA in Germany and my problems had been straightened out, I was going to give up cigarettes and hard
         liquor and drink only the occasional glass of wine.
      

      
      The line clicked. The pristine future dissolved, leaving me enmeshed in the clouded, chaotic present. ‘Sam?’ gasped Cornelius.
         ‘She’s gone!’
      

      
      
      ‘What!’

      
      ‘I had the guys force the door. The window was open. She’d let herself down on to the terrace by knotting some sheets into
         a rope. Oh Christ, Sam—’
      

      
      ‘Is there anything I can do?’

      
      ‘Yeah, keep that bitch Vivienne off my back,’ said Cornelius, voice shaking, and hung up.

      
      I stood looking at the receiver in my hand while Vivienne demanded to know what had happened. Finally I recovered sufficiently
         to say: ‘Vicky’s run away again.’
      

      
      She looked first shocked, then incredulous. ‘You don’t expect me to believe that, do you?’ she demanded furiously. ‘That little
         bastard’s just spinning you that yarn to get rid of me!’
      

      
      ‘Not this time. This was genuine. My God, I hope I never have an eighteen-year-old daughter!’ I slumped down exhausted on
         the couch.
      

      
      ‘Well, what’s he going to do, for God’s sake?’ Vivienne shouted at me in a frenzy of frustration. ‘What’s he going to do?’

      
      By this time I knew I had had as much of Vivienne as I could take. Ringing the bell briefly twice, my signal which indicated
         that I wanted my chauffeur to have the car waiting at the kerb, I said shortly: ‘Neil has an army of people working for him
         and the police commissioner’s a personal friend. He’ll find her. And now if you’ll excuse me, Vivienne—’
      

      
      ‘But I can’t go now! I must wait for him to call you back with further news!’

      
      ‘I’ll call you as soon as I hear anything.’

      
      ‘“Anything to get rid of the old bag,” he thinks! Why the great rush to get rid of me, darling? Are you expecting someone?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Sure? Incidentally, are you still dating those fluffy little blondes who live in outrageous places like Brooklyn, or do you
         feel less socially inferior nowadays and set your sights a little higher?’
      

      
      ‘My chauffeur will drive you back to your hotel, Vivienne. I’ll see you to the door.’

      
      ‘I guess that’s why you’ve never married,’ she said idly. ‘You only feel at home with that kind of girl but that kind of girl
         wouldn’t feel at home here. Or would she?’ Her glance flicked cynically over the living-room. ‘Rich men can make a girl so
         adaptable.’
      

      
      ‘You married for money,’ I said before I could stop myself. ‘You should know.’

      
      She laughed. ‘Yes, darling,’ she said without a second’s hesitation, ‘but I’m not the only one in this room who knows how
         it feels to be owned lock, stock and barrel by one of the richest men in town.’
      

      
      There was a silence. Then without a word I walked into the hall and held open the front door for her.

      
      ‘You’ll call me, won’t you, as soon as there’s any news?’ she said after telling me the name of her hotel, and the question
         reminded her that it was in her best interests to part from me on a friendly note. When I remained silent she somehow managed
         to produce a smile and a seductive tone of voice. ‘Come on, Sam! What happened to that nice all-American boy I used to know
         with the innocent smile and the Down-East accent and the cute old-fashioned manners? I’m sorry I was so bitchy – I was just
         so disappointed not to talk to Vicky. I’m sure you make out just fine in your private life. All that success – all that money
         – so sexy!’ She sighed, took my hand in hers and eyed me mistily. ‘We are friends, darling, aren’t we?’ she murmured, applying a light pressure to my palm with her fingers.
      

      
      ‘Why, of course, Vivienne!’ I said, matching her insincerity ounce for ounce, and finally managed to get rid of her.

      
      I went back to my den and sat down. Presently my housekeeper knocked on the door to say that my dinner was waiting for me
         on the serving-cart in the living-room, but I went on sitting on my couch in the den. Vivienne’s jibe was still drifting deeper
         and deeper into my consciousness like a feather falling from a great height and for the first time in my life I was wishing
         I had never met Cornelius, wishing Paul Van Zale had passed me by when I had been clipping that hedge in his garden long ago.
      

      
      I could so clearly visualize the life that might have been. By this time I would be living in a new split-level house on the
         outskirts of Bar Harbor, or maybe Ellsworth, but no, the sea at Bar Harbor would be nicer for the kids – for of course I would
         have kids, probably four or five, and a pretty wife who was a wonderful cook, and we’d have barbecues on weekends and be friends
         with all our neighbours and go to church on Sunday. There would have been no visits to Germany because naturally with my growing
         family I couldn’t have afforded the trip to Europe, so I would have remained the all-American patriot, someone who had volunteered
         for the army in 1941 without waiting to be drafted, someone who would have despised the German-Americans who secretly angled
         for exemptions, someone who could not have conceived of a situation in which a millionaire had arranged an exemption for his
         best friend by making a single phone call to someone in Washington who owed him a favour …
      

      
      The doorbell rang.

      
      
      Looking out of the den in surprise I found my housekeeper hovering uncertainly in the passage. ‘That’ll be Miss Vicky, Mr
         Keller,’ she whispered troubled. ‘The doorman just buzzed from the lobby to say she was on her way up. He said she ran straight
         past him into the elevator before he could stop her.’
      

      
      ‘Miss Vicky?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, sir, Miss Van Zale.’

      
      The doorbell rang again and this time did not stop. Abandoning the den I moved swiftly past my housekeeper, crossed the hall
         and pulled open the front door.
      

      
      ‘Vicky – Jesus Christ!’

      
      ‘Uncle Sam!’ cried Vicky as if I were the last man left on earth, and hurtled across the threshold into my arms.

   



      
      Chapter Three

      
      [1]

      
      ‘Uncle Sam, I’ve come to you because you’re the only sane person I know,’ said Vicky, clasping my hand as if it were a piton
         riveted to the face of a cliff. ‘In fact you’re the only person who can save me, so please don’t just pat my head and send
         me back to Daddy as if I were a stray poodle. If you do I think I’ll jump off the Brooklyn Bridge.’
      

      
      ‘Gee whiz,’ I said, ‘excuse me while I get out my suit of armour and my shining white horse. Have a drink of mead or something
         – or better still, how about something to eat? I haven’t had dinner yet and if I’m going to save you I’ve got to be well-fed.’
      

      
      I took Vicky into the den, rescued the serving-cart from the living-room and asked my housekeeper to bring an additional place-setting.
         Back in the den I found a tape I had made of several Glen Miller records and threaded it into my recorder. The music, dreamy
         and soothing, filtered into the room as I offered the wine decanter to my guest. ‘Do you want to try some of this?’
      

      
      ‘Is it like that California Kool-Aid Daddy serves at home?’

      
      ‘No, this is French wine from Bordeaux.’

      
      ‘Oh Uncle Sam, you’re so wonderfully European and civilized!’ She smiled at me radiantly, a schoolgirl on a disagreeable but
         not unexciting spree, and it occurred to me that although her troubles were genuine she was unable to resist the adolescent urge to dramatize them. I smiled back, trying to see beyond the schoolgirl
         to the woman she might one day become, but all I saw was the teenage uniform of wide-legged denims with the huge turn-ups,
         the bobby-socks and the sloppy pink sweater. Her long thick wavy golden hair was brushed back from her face and secured at
         the nape of her neck with a pink bow. She had her mother’s pert nose and Cornelius’ brilliant black-lashed grey eyes, her
         mother’s neat oval chin and Cornelius’ stubborn mouth which looked so deceptively tranquil in repose, and as I wondered how
         I would have dealt with her if she had been my daughter I came to the uneasy conclusion that I would probably have coped with
         the responsibility no better than Cornelius.
      

      
      ‘Do you want some sauerbraten, Vicky?’ I said after my housekeeper had brought the extra place-setting.

      
      ‘Gee, I don’t think I could possibly … well yes, it does smell kind of good. I haven’t eaten for ages.’

      
      With the food and drink liberally distributed we settled ourselves on the leather couch.

      
      ‘Well now,’ I said, ‘what do I have to do to save you?’

      
      ‘You can help me get away from home.’

      
      ‘Again? So soon?’

      
      ‘I’ve just got to get away. Oh Uncle Sam—’

      
      ‘Vicky, if you’re old enough to elope to Maryland, you’re old enough to stop calling me Uncle. Just “Sam” will do fine from
         now on.’
      

      
      ‘But I like to think of you as an uncle! I’ll always think of you as an uncle!’

      
      I resisted the urge to say: ‘Thank God,’ and instead asked: ‘What’s the problem at home? I know there was a fuss when you
         dropped out of that art appreciation course at Christmas, but—’
      

      
      ‘Oh God, yes, that was awful! The trouble is Daddy just won’t listen to me. I’m never allowed to do what I want. It’s always what he wants. As soon as I graduated from Miss Porter’s last summer I wanted to go to Junior College in Europe, but Daddy wouldn’t
         have it, said Europe was decadent and I could learn all I had to learn right here in America. Then I wanted to go to college
         right away, and he says no, I’m too young to leave home and I must “fill in” a year first. So then I wanted to go to Europe
         on vacation and he wouldn’t let me go on my own and insisted I went with Aunt Emily, who drives me crazy, and those two cousins
         of mine who drive me crazier still. After that came the art appreciation mess. I never wanted to do it in the first place!
         As I’ve said to him over and over again, all I really want to do is go to college and major in philosophy, but—’
      

      
      ‘Philosophy?’
      

      
      ‘Sure, it’s the only subject I can ever imagine being seriously interested in. I mean, you grow up taking everything for granted
         and then suddenly you think: why am I rich when most of the world is poor? And then you think: and what kind of a world is
         it anyway? And you read people like Marx and that gets you thinking, and then you discover that political philosophy is just
         one aspect of a vast subject … Of course Daddy thinks I’m nuts. He thinks philosophy is just a hobby for social failures.
         He wants me to major in something useful, like Spanish, or feminine, like English literature.’
      

      
      I thought it was about time someone gave Cornelius credit where credit was due. ‘But he does agree that you should go to college.
         He’s not being entirely an ogre.’
      

      
      ‘He says he wants me to go to college, yes. But …’ She put down her fork and stared at her glass of wine. Finally she said:
         ‘Recently I’ve come to believe he’s changed his mind. I think he’s just stringing me along. That’s one of the reasons why
         I got so desperate. I think … Uncle Sam, please don’t laugh at me, I know it sounds crazy, but I think he’s going to try to
         pressure me into getting married.’
      

      
      I was acutely aware of my own fork poised in mid-air over my bowl of salad. Pulling myself together I speared a slice of cucumber.

      
      ‘Of course I want to get married,’ said Vicky hastily. ‘I want to be a wife and mother just like any other girl who’s not
         abnormal. But I want to go to college first before I settle down.’
      

      
      ‘Sure, I understand. What I don’t understand is why you should think your father wants to marry you off.’

      
      ‘I’ve suspected it for some time, but it was the big row over Jack which convinced me.’

      
      ‘Jack? The beach-boy?’

      
      ‘Don’t call him that. It makes him sound like a gigolo and he wasn’t. He was nice.’

      
      ‘Sorry. Tell me just what happened so I can be sure I’ve got my facts straight. You met him down in the Caribbean a couple
         of months ago, your father told me.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, I’d never gone along with Daddy and Alicia before on their annual Caribbean vacation – I’d always been in school, but
         when I dropped out of the art appreciation course Daddy said I must come with them because he couldn’t leave me on my own
         in New York with nothing to do. Well, that was okay. I hate New York in February. So there we were in Barbados and I met Jack
         on the beach. He was a life-guard employed by one of the hotels but it was just a temporary job. He was going back home to California to college this fall.
         Of course I was staying on Daddy’s yacht but I used to go ashore every day, meet Jack for a swim and have an ice-cream while
         we talked about movies. He was just crazy about Betty Grable. He showed me his Betty Grable pin-ups once. He said my legs
         reminded him of her. He was so sweet.’
      

      
      ‘Uh-huh.’

      
      ‘Well, we had a lovely time, nothing serious, just a kiss now and then – gee, it was romantic! – and then Daddy said it was
         time to go to Antigua so that was that. But I gave Jack my address and he promised to write and suddenly last week – wham!
         There he was on the doorstep. I was so thrilled. He said he’d hitched a ride on a banana-boat to Miami where he’d snuck on
         a freight train heading north. He said he’d been thinking of me non-stop since I left Barbados. Well, gee, it was so sweet
         of him to come – what else could I do but invite him to stay for a few days? But then Daddy goes berserk and says no, never
         under any circumstances, and Jack can get the hell out. My God, how rude can you get! I was so embarrassed I could have died.
         After Jack had gone to the YMCA Daddy and I had this huge row and that was when—’ She stopped.
      

      
      ‘When he said something like: “I wish to God you were safely married and out of my hair”? You shouldn’t have taken him so
         seriously, Vicky! People often say silly things in the heat of the moment, and your father’s no exception.’
      

      
      ‘It wasn’t like that at all. You see for some time now he’s been pushing the doctrine that a woman’s only true fulfilment
         in life lies in being a wife and mother. Well, okay. I’m sure he’s right. But he kept saying it when he didn’t have to say
         it, like someone dropping a huge hint, and I was already so tired of him dictating to me that this sort of sotto voce marriage commercial was just the last straw. I felt I wanted to make some big gesture to shut him up – to remind him that
         it was my life and that it was about time he stopped all this massive interference. So I decided to—’
      

      
      ‘—demonstrate your independence by eloping with Jack.’

      
      ‘Poor Jack! It was mean of me – I wasn’t in love with him and I never really had any intention of marrying him or even going
         with him … sleeping … you know.’ She blushed. Tears sprang to her eyes unexpectedly but she blinked them back. ‘I know I behaved
         badly but I was so desperate … I thought it would solve something … but it just made things worse. There was another ghastly
         scene when we got back to Fifth Avenue, and that was when I realized I couldn’t – couldn’t stay there any longer—’
      

      
      
      ‘Did Neil start pushing his wife-and-mother line at you again?’

      
      ‘Oh, it was much worse than that! He said that if I was so keen to get married he could easily find me a suitable husband.
         And then Alicia said … Alicia said … Alicia said …’ She went dead white. I was no longer eating. At last she managed to say:
         ‘Alicia said why didn’t I marry Sebastian.’
      

      
      I laughed: ‘Good God, now I’ve heard everything! Poor Alicia, I wonder how long she’s been cherishing that little pipe-dream!’

      
      ‘Uncle Sam,’ said Vicky in a shaking voice which made me want to kick myself for my insensitive response. ‘This is no laughing
         matter. This is very serious. This is life and death.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, honey, I didn’t mean to—’

      
      ‘You see what Alicia wants Alicia gets. Daddy’s so crazy about her that he always bends over backwards to accommodate her,
         and that’s why when she came right out and admitted she wanted me to marry Sebastian I was absolutely terrified. It’s obvious,
         of course, why she wants me to marry him. She feels guilty because after she married Daddy she found out she couldn’t have
         any more children, but she’s figured out that if Daddy’s daughter by his first marriage marries her son by her first marriage,
         she and Daddy will at least have mutual grandchildren.’ She shuddered but it was no affectation. Her pallor now had a greenish
         tinge. I even wondered if she was about to vomit. ‘I loathe Sebastian,’ she whispered. ‘I just loathe him.’
      

      
      I decided that the best way of handling the conversation was to be as sensible and down-to-earth as possible. Melodrama can
         seldom thrive in an atmosphere of candid common sense. ‘What’s so terrible about Sebastian?’ I said. ‘I know he’s shy but
         he’s not a bad-looking guy and he’s smart enough to be doing well at Harvard.’
      

      
      She was unable to reply. I began to be seriously perturbed. ‘Vicky, does your father know exactly how you feel about Sebastian?’

      
      ‘No,’ she said. ‘There was a scene four years ago but we were all supposed to have got over it. We’ve all promised never,
         never to refer to it again.’
      

      
      I felt more perturbed than ever. ‘That’s all very well, Vicky, but I think Neil would be horrified if he knew this incident,
         whatever it was, is still very much alive for you. But at least on one point I can put your mind at rest. Your father has
         no intention of encouraging you to marry Sebastian. In fact I can promise you Sebastian just doesn’t figure in his plans for
         your future at all.’
      

      
      Her relief was painful to see. ‘Are you sure?’

      
      ‘Very sure. In fact I couldn’t be more sure. I can’t reveal confidential conversations, but I give you my word of honour that you’ve been jumping to the wrong conclusions.’
      

      
      ‘But Alicia—’ she broke off with a start as the buzzer sounded in the hall. ‘Who’s that?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. My housekeeper’ll get it. Vicky, Alicia’s little pipe-dream is her problem. But it’s not yours.’

      
      A faint tinge of colour was returning slowly to her cheeks. ‘I’d still like to get away from home for a while … Uncle Sam,
         would you take me to Europe?’
      

      
      ‘Europe! Me? What a great idea! However I doubt if your father would approve of me taking more time out from the office when I’ve been
         away so recently. Look, why don’t you go down to Florida for a while and stay with your mother? Your mother’s in town right
         now, as a matter of fact – I was talking to her earlier this evening and I was impressed by how concerned she is for your
         happiness—’
      

      
      ‘That old hag? Concerned about me? You’ve got to be kidding! She’s concerned about nothing except how to hold on to her latest
         lover! Why, I’d rather take a vacation on the Bowery than in Fort Lauderdale with my mother!’
      

      
      My housekeeper tapped on the door and looked in. ‘Excuse me, Mr Keller, but Mr and Mrs Van Zale are on their way up.’

      
      ‘No!’ shrieked Vicky.

      
      ‘God help us all,’ I said in German.

      
      The doorbell rang in the hall.
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      ‘I can’t face them!’ sobbed Vicky. ‘I can’t!’

      
      I gripped her shoulders and gave her a short sharp shake. ‘Calm down at once, please. That’s better. Okay, I’ll talk to your
         father in the living-room but I want you to stay right here in the den. Can I trust you to stay here and not run away? I’d
         hate to have to lock you in.’
      

      
      She said in a small voice: ‘I’ll stay.’

      
      ‘Good. Now just remember this: fantastic though it may seem to you, all your father wants is your happiness. And remember
         this too: no one can force you into marriage. All you’ve got to do is say no – or at the very worst keep your mouth shut when
         you’re expected to say “I do.”’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Uncle Sam,’ she whispered. Her great grey eyes, shining with unshed tears, regarded me as devoutly as a true believer
         might gaze on a minister declaiming the word of God from the pulpit, and for a brief moment I thought again of all the children I had never had in the split-level home which had never existed on the outskirts
         of Bar Harbor.
      

      
      ‘Right,’ I said abruptly, giving her hand a quick squeeze. ‘Now just you keep your promise and stay here. No eavesdropping.’
         Turning up the volume of the music, I escaped into the hall and opened the front door just as Cornelius rang the bell a second
         time.
      

      
      They were standing side by side in the corridor, Cornelius looking pale and exhausted, Alicia looking pale and bored. I knew
         Alicia well enough to guess that the bored expression was an affectation masking other more disturbing emotions, and I knew
         Cornelius well enough to realize his exhaustion was no affectation. He was wearing the black suit he had worn at the office,
         a plain indication of his domestic chaos since he always changed into casual clothes as soon as he arrived home. Alicia was
         faultless in mink and diamonds.
      

      
      ‘She’s here, isn’t she?’ said Cornelius. ‘One of my security guards saw her climb out of the window, and rather than restrain
         her by force he followed her here before reporting back to me.’
      

      
      ‘Come in.’

      
      I led them into the living-room. They looked around expectantly.

      
      ‘She’s in the den listening to Glenn Miller,’ I said. ‘Neil, Vicky seems very sure she wants to get away from Fifth Avenue
         for a while, and I’m becoming increasingly convinced that she’s right. I think the best thing she can possibly do at this
         point is to take a long vacation so that the dust from this explosion has time to settle. Do you think your sister could help?
         If Emily were to invite Vicky to Velletria—’
      

      
      ‘I think it’s time Vicky stopped running away,’ said Alicia in her most expressionless voice. She was straightening the seam
         of her glove and not looking at me. ‘Anyway she detests the mid-west and Emily’s girls drive her crazy.’
      

      
      I had a brainwave and remembered Paul Van Zale’s widow. ‘Maybe Sylvia in San Francisco—’ I began.

      
      ‘Sylvia,’ said Alicia, still inspecting her glove, ‘is away on a cruise.’

      
      ‘Sam,’ said Cornelius unevenly, ‘did you tell Vicky that Vivienne wants her to go down to Fort Lauderdale?’

      
      ‘Yes. She wasn’t interested.’

      
      ‘Thank God! We couldn’t have approved of that, could we, Alicia?’

      
      ‘Definitely not,’ said Alicia.

      
      ‘Besides, I don’t want Vicky to go away!’ cried Cornelius as I opened my mouth to prolong the argument. ‘Let me talk to her
         – I want her to know I didn’t mean to upset her – I want her to know that everything’ll be all right and we love her and want
         her to come home!’
      

      
      
      ‘Yes, but that’s not solving anything, can’t you see? That’s just pretending the problem doesn’t exist!’

      
      ‘What problem?’

      
      The door clicked open. Vicky, her face tear-stained, peered in. In the distance the Glenn Miller Orchestra was playing ‘Moonlight
         Serenade.’
      

      
      ‘Vicky – honey, we’ve been out of our minds – how could you do this to us – Vicky, we love you! Please, sweetheart, please
         forgive us and come home!’
      

      
      Alicia took a cigarette from her purse and lit the tip with a small gold lighter encrusted with emeralds. I had never before
         seen her smoke in Cornelius’ presence. Cornelius was asthmatic.
      

      
      ‘Oh Daddy—’

      
      She ran into his arms and stuck there. The Glenn Miller Orchestra went on playing ‘Moonlight Serenade.’

      
      ‘Daddy, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you – oh Daddy, I love you too …’

      
      Alicia went to the mirror and examined one of her diamond earrings. Her glance met mine but was instantly averted. After smoothing
         a strand of her dark hair she adjusted the diamond ring on her wedding finger.
      

      
      ‘Sweetheart, we’ll work this out, I swear it – just say what you want and I’ll fix it right away—’

      
      ‘Cornelius.’

      
      He turned to face his wife. ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Nothing … Perhaps if Vicky’s feeling better we should go home now. I think we’ve all imposed long enough on Sam’s hospitality.’

      
      ‘Daddy,’ said Vicky, ignoring her stepmother, ‘I want to go to Europe for a while.’

      
      ‘Whatever you want, sweetheart. Europe? I’ll take you myself just as soon as I can make arrangements to leave the office.’

      
      ‘No, no, that wasn’t what I meant at all! Darling Daddy, I know how you loathe Europe and I wouldn’t dream of dragging you
         back there! I want to go with Uncle Sam.’
      

      
      Cornelius and Alicia swivelled to look at me. I cleared my throat and gave an apologetic laugh, but before I could dissociate
         myself from this proposal Alicia said sharply: ‘Don’t be ridiculous, dear. Sam’s a busy man. He doesn’t have the time to chaperon
         you around Europe, and even if he did the idea would still be totally unsuitable. If your father really feels he can sanction
         another trip to Europe I’ll ask your Aunt Emily if she can take you – in fact maybe it would be best if Emily came to New
         York right away to help us sort out this situation, and if Sam will let me use his phone I’ll call her right now in Velletria. Now run along with Daddy, please, and let’s have
         no more melodrama tonight. Cornelius, perhaps you and Vicky could wait for me in the car while I make the call.’
      

      
      ‘Sure.’ Cornelius turned obediently to his daughter and took her hand in his. ‘Come along, sweetheart, we’ll work this out,
         I promise you.’
      

      
      Vicky looked back over her shoulder at me, and when I smiled at her encouragingly she smiled back. ‘Thanks for listening,
         Uncle Sam,’ she said before allowing herself to be led from the room. The last words I heard her say before the front door
         closed were: ‘Daddy, please let me go to college and major in philosophy!’
      

      
      In the silence that followed their departure Alicia and I looked at each other wearily.

      
      ‘My God,’ she said, ‘get me a drink, would you please, Sam? Sherry will do but make it a double. I feel ripe for the sanitarium.’

      
      I murmured something sympathetic and hunted for the Tio Pepe.

      
      ‘I still think it’s a mistake for her to run away to Europe, but with Cornelius promising her the sun, moon and stars what
         choice did I have but to agree to the idea? Personally, as I’ve already said, I’m dead against her running away anywhere.
         She’s got to learn to stand her ground and cope with her mistakes or else she’ll always be an immature little girl.’
      

      
      I poured the sherry into a glass. ‘Ice?’

      
      ‘Please. I don’t believe in this European fad of drinking everything lukewarm. And talking of Europe why on earth does she
         want to go back there? And why on earth does she have to go on and on and on with this stupid idea of majoring in philosophy?
         She knows Cornelius thinks it’s crazy – why can’t she pick a subject which pleases him? Anyway I don’t see the point of girls
         going to college, particularly girls like Vicky who are obviously destined to be wives and mothers. It seems a complete waste
         of time.’
      

      
      I said non-committally: ‘Maybe some European finishing school would be more suitable.’

      
      Alicia shuddered, though whether at the thought of Europe or of a finishing school was hard to tell. ‘Possibly,’ was all she
         said, ‘but at best it could only be the most temporary solution to the problem of Vicky’s future.’ With the glass of sherry
         in her hand she moved to the phone. ‘I’d better call Emily – excuse me using your phone, Sam, but I feel I have to talk to
         her without Cornelius trying to listen in on an extension … Hullo? Operator? I want to call Velletria, Ohio, person to person
         to Mrs Emily Sullivan … Thanks.’ She gave the number and then sat sipping the sherry fastidiously, like a cat sampling cream from an unfamiliar bowl. Her green eyes which slanted
         over high cheekbones accentuated this feline impression. Although she was thirty-nine her smooth pale unblemished skin made
         her look younger, and her slender figure reminded me of the photographs on the fashion pages of the New York Times.
      

      
      ‘Of course,’ she said as she waited, ‘it would all be easier if only Cornelius wasn’t so hopeless with her, but as you and
         I well know he’s spoilt her ever since she entered the world. I’ve done my best to introduce some sort of normality into our
         family life, but I never got total care of Vicky till she was ten and that mother of hers was a disgrace – she even let Vicky
         wear lipstick at eight! Obscene! Poor little girl. Anyway I’ve tried to be a good mother to her, God knows I’ve tried, Cornelius
         knows I’ve tried, I know I’ve tried, but – hullo? Emily? This is Alicia. Emily, can you please come to New York as soon as possible? I hate to
         sound as if I’m passing the buck, but I just can’t cope any more and of course the situation’s quite beyond Cornelius … Bless
         you, Emily, many thanks, how soon can you – you’ll come right away? Emily, I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this – look,
         let me call you back to discuss the details. I’m at Sam’s place at the moment, and … no, she’s not here but when I get home
         and call you back of course you can speak to her. All right … thank you, darling … Bye.’
      

      
      She replaced the receiver. ‘Thank you too, Sam. I hate to involve you in all our sordid trials and tribulations. Can you please
         give me another glass of sherry? I feel I must sit down for a moment before I go out to the car. I feel totally exhausted.’
      

      
      I took her glass and moved back to the cocktail cabinet. Although I was more than willing to be supportive I was beginning
         to feel uneasy. In all the eighteen years since Cornelius had married his second wife, Alicia and I had remained no more than
         polite acquaintances and I suspected that once she had recovered her customary reserve she would regret having been so frank
         with me. Our formality did not mean we disliked each other; on the contrary, I admired her looks and her style and respected
         her unquestioned fidelity to Cornelius, particularly since fidelity was not common in the society in which the Van Zales moved,
         but Alicia’s reserve was intimidating, and the iciness of those severe, expensive, well-bred good looks was sufficient to
         preclude all thought of a less formal friendship. Even if she had had no connection with Cornelius it would never have occurred
         to me to go to bed with her.
      

      
      I had often speculated to myself about the Van Zales’ intimate life, just as one so often speculates idly – and futilely, since such facts are ultimately unguessable – about the private habits
         of people one knows well, but could reach no obvious conclusions beyond the fact that since their marriage had lasted eighteen
         years with no hint of infidelity on either side, they had to be doing something right. I often wondered what it was for I
         sensed that the marriage was not always happy, but Cornelius never spoke to me of any difficulties and I, of course, never
         asked. When we had been young men sowing our wild oats he had often discussed his women with me, just as I had discussed mine
         with him, but with his second marriage those sort of conversations came to an end so that now, years later, I would no more
         have dreamt of discussing Teresa with him than he would have dreamt of discussing Alicia with me.
      

      
      ‘Now Sam,’ said Alicia, as if uncannily sensing my thoughts, ‘I know we’ve never been more than polite acquaintances, but
         I’m so desperate I’m going to ask you to level with me. Has Cornelius discussed his plans with you?’
      

      
      I looked suitably blank. ‘Plans?’

      
      ‘For Vicky. Oh God, of course he must have discussed them with you – he’s probably been pouring out his heart to you ever
         since the elopement! You must know he thinks the only hope of avoiding disaster is for Vicky to marry as soon as possible!’
      

      
      ‘Hm,’ I said. ‘Well …’

      
      ‘The truth is,’ pursued Alicia, barely listening, ‘that I can’t help feeling ambivalent about the idea. I do agree that marriage
         is the only solution, but on the other hand I’ve had first-hand experience of marrying young and living to regret it. I was
         only seventeen when I married my first husband, and Vicky’s no more mature now than I was then. I believe she should wait
         until she’s at least twenty-one before she attempts to cope with the demands and responsibilities of marriage, but the trouble
         is I don’t think Cornelius and I can take another three years of this. We’ve hardly begun yet, Sam! This is just a little
         episode over a beach-boy with the brains of a louse, and look at us, we’re in pieces. What’s going to happen when the first
         really smart playboy comes along? The entire prospect’s a nightmare.’
      

      
      I made several rapid deductions. Alicia might want Vicky to marry her son Sebastian, but Sebastian himself was only twenty
         and probably no more ready for marriage than Vicky was. Obviously Alicia preferred the idea of a mature, twenty-one-year-old
         Vicky marrying an eligible twenty-three-year-old Sebastian who had graduated from Harvard and was safely launched on his career
         at the bank. Meanwhile Cornelius was busy pushing the idea that a three-year wait would be disastrous and suggesting that I could save everyone from a nervous breakdown by arriving on the scene with a wedding ring
         in my hand. Alicia’s dilemma seemed clear; torn between her natural desire to champion Sebastian’s cause and her natural dread
         of future crises centred around her stepdaughter, she was now anxious to hear my views on the situation in the hope that they
         might help her see a clear solution to the problem.
      

      
      I wondered what line to take. Logically I should combine forces with Alicia to champion Sebastian’s cause; anyone who favoured
         an alternative husband for Vicky should be encouraged. But it was impossible for me to forget Vicky’s revulsion towards Sebastian,
         and I was convinced she would never marry him. Or was I? Young girls did change their minds. And Alicia could make a useful
         ally …
      

      
      Expediency triumphed. I took a deep breath. ‘Well, Alicia,’ I said with care, ‘I certainly sympathize with your situation;
         it’s a big problem. But whether Vicky marries now or later, the job of looking after her is going to be no marital sinecure
         and frankly, as I’m going to have to tell Neil, it’s not a job I’d care to handle.’
      

      
      Her eyes widened. I felt as if I were riding in a plane which had just hit an air pocket – or as if the mire into which I
         had been floundering since my interview with Cornelius that afternoon had finally closed over my head.
      

      
      ‘You?’ said Alicia incredulously. ‘Cornelius suggested that you should marry Vicky?’
      

      
      Too late I saw that Alicia’s dilemma was not whether Vicky should marry Sebastian. She had merely been unable to make up her
         mind whether they should marry now or later. I said rapidly: ‘Neil was just exploring various possibilities. Of course we
         both realize Sebastian’s far more suitable.’
      

      
      Alicia put down her glass of sherry and began to pull on her gloves. Her face was ivory-smooth. ‘Cornelius has never cared
         for Sebastian,’ she said. ‘I might have guessed he’d try and double-cross me like this.’
      

      
      ‘Alicia—’

      
      She whirled round on me. ‘You’d do it too, wouldn’t you?’ she said, her voice trembling. ‘You’d marry her! All Cornelius has
         to do is make sure he cracks the whip hard enough – but on second thoughts, no, why should he need to crack a whip? You’re
         being offered a beautiful young girl, access to the Van Zale fortune, and the prospect of your children having all the social
         advantages you never had! It would take a better man than you, Sam Keller, to turn that kind of offer down!’
      

      
      I felt the heat throbbing behind my skin but I kept my temper. I said in my politest voice: ‘I’m in love with someone else
         and I plan on marrying her soon. Vicky has no appeal for me, Alicia, Other people may see her as the most eligible heiress on the Eastern
         Seaboard, but to me she’s just a mixed-up little schoolgirl who calls me Uncle Sam.’
      

      
      ‘So Cornelius will have to crack the whip after all. What does it matter? The end result will be the same. You’ll marry her,’
         said Alicia, and walked out, slamming the door in my face.
      

      
      For a moment I stood listening to the distant whine of the elevator, but at last I wiped the sweat from my forehead, returned
         to the den and removed the Glenn Miller tape from the silent machine.
      

      
      [3]

      
      I wanted to call Teresa but I was too afraid of interrupting her work and making her even angrier than she had been earlier.
         I wanted to drink to numb the sexual tension which was making me restless, but I knew I had already had too much to drink
         that evening. I wanted to stop thinking of the life I might have had if Paul Van Zale had passed me by, but I was so depressed
         that for a long time I could only sit slumped on the couch while I wallowed futilely in my dreams of provincial domesticity.
      

      
      I told myself I sentimentalized domesticity because I was a bachelor, but that very obvious explanation did not make my dreams
         less attractive. Then it occurred to me that I might be sentimentalizing domesticity because I was a German, and at once the
         dreams lost their power to charm. I reflected how odd it was that different nationalities picked different subjects to sentimentalize.
         The British were sentimental about animals. The French were sentimental about l’amour. The Americans were sentimental about violence, glorifying the Wild West and now the Second World War in a steady stream
         of Hollywood movies and Broadway shows. I thought of Rodgers and Hammerstein unerringly touching that sentimental streak in
         the vast American sub-conscious by producing first Oklahoma and now – starting tomorrow – South Pacific.
      

      
      I made a mental note to look out the tickets which I had bought long ago for the coming Saturday night. I had planned to surprise
         Teresa. I would still surprise her. My depression began to lift at last. After all, everyone knew that a successful love affair
         was seldom one long upward curve on the graph of happiness, but tended to fluctuate, like the stock market; just because the
         Dow Jones Industrial Average slipped occasionally, nobody automatically assumed the economy was heading for disaster.
      

      
      
      I was just planning how I would propose again to Teresa over a champagne supper following a show-stopping performance of South Pacific, when the phone rang.
      

      
      I grabbed the receiver. ‘Teresa?’ I said breathlessly.

      
      ‘Who? No, this is Vivienne. Is there any news, Sam?’

      
      I was amazed by how completely I had forgotten her. ‘Vivienne!’ I said. ‘Gee, I was just about to call you. Yes, Vicky’s fine
         – she’s back home again now so there’s no need for you to worry any more.’
      

      
      ‘Has anyone told Vicky I’m in town?’

      
      ‘I told her myself, but she doesn’t want to go to Fort Lauderdale right now – she’s set her heart on going to Europe with
         Emily. I’m sorry, Vivienne, I did my best to push your cause.’
      

      
      ‘There’s only one cause you push, Sam Keller!’ she said bitterly, not believing me, ‘and only one master you and your hatchet
         serve!’ and she slammed down the phone as violently as Alicia had slammed the door in my face.
      

      
      I went to bed and dreamed of a world in which I was my own master. I went to bed and dreamed of a world without Cornelius.
         I went to bed, and in my dreams I moved back through the looking-glass to the blue skies and bluer seas of Bar Harbor. I went
         to bed and dreamed …
      

      
      [4]

      
      I dreamed the nightmare which had disrupted my sleep at regular intervals since the outbreak of war in 1917. It had changed
         over the years to encompass certain new experiences but it always began with the same true incident from my past: at the age
         of nine I had walked into my school classroom to find that someone had written on the blackboard: HANS-DIETER KELLER IS A
         NO-GOOD GERMAN PIG. Then a gang of older boys had beaten me up and I had run crying all the way home.
      

      
      At this point in my dream the truth and I parted company and fantasy began. The fantasies varied but the theme remained the
         same; I accepted Nazism in order to have my revenge on those who had hurt me, and then I rejected it for destroying so much
         that I’d loved. The rejection scenes were always accompanied by violent images, swastikas stained with blood, bulldozers shifting
         mounds of corpses, cities incinerated by fire-bombing, but that night as all the familiar appalling pictures streamed through
         my mind, my dream led me down a terrible new path. Without warning I was walking again across the polluted earth near a small town in Germany, and as I thought again of all those who had died I heard the GI at my side whistling
         ‘Lili Marlene.’
      

      
      I awoke gasping, switched on all the lights and groped my way to the den. My fingers somehow managed to put a record on the
         phonograph. I had to play a tune from the past to negate the end of that nightmare, a happy tune from a happy past, so I picked
         the record which recalled all my most carefree memories of the summer of 1929 when Cornelius and I had given wild parties
         together and celebrated our twenty-first birthdays with illegal champagne.
      

      
      Miff Mole and his Molers began to play ‘Alexander’s Ragtime Band’.

      
      After I had played the record three times I felt calmer, calm enough to recall the past truthfully without emotion. Anti-German
         sentiment had been common in 1917 and my family had probably suffered less than other German-American families since my father
         had refused to be intimidated. After the incident in the classroom he had hung a large American flag on our front porch and
         announced to the principal of my school that my constitutional rights as an American citizen would be violated unless steps
         were immediately taken to reprimand my assailants. The principal, a fair-minded man, had responded satisfactorily and the
         rest of my schooldays had passed without incident. It was my father who had suggested that it would be better if I had an
         American name. He had favoured Hank, since it was similar to Hans, but I had insisted on Sam, the cowboy hero of a popular
         comic strip.
      

      
      I devoted the following years to becoming thoroughly American. My father insisted that there need be no conflict in my conscience
         since Germany had done nothing for us while America had given us everything. His remaining family in a small town near Berlin
         had been wiped out in 1918 but he refused to speak of his loss. My mother lost two brothers in the war but one sister in Düsseldorf
         survived to remarry in 1920, and I often had to make secret journeys not to the post office in Bar Harbor but to the post
         office in Ellsworth in order to mail food parcels to Europe. Once it took me ten minutes to summon the nerve to enter the
         post office because I was so ashamed to betray any German connection.
      

      
      I became a very good American. I got straight As in high school and took the prettiest girl to the Junior Prom and I figured
         out a way to work my way through law school by doing summer gardening on the Bar Harbor estates. I ate turkey with cranberry
         sauce on Thanksgiving and set off fireworks every Fourth of July and sang ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ louder than anyone else
         on every patriotic occasion. I even started speaking English when my parents and I were alone together, but my father put a stop to that because he said it was
         a great advantage to be bilingual and that I must on no account let my German lapse.
      

      
      He did not like his employer Paul Van Zale but being a practical man he had no trouble accepting the benefits which Paul could
         offer his employees. My parents were well-paid in their positions as gardener, housekeeper and caretakers at the Van Zale
         summer home, and when Paul selected me to be his protégé my father was the first to shake my hand.
      

      
      ‘This is what being an American’s all about, Sam,’ he said to me. ‘This is your big opportunity. This is every immigrant’s
         American dream.’ And he told me I should go down on my knees and thank God I was a citizen of the finest country in the world
         where even the poorest man could become rich and successful.
      

      
      I became rich. I became successful. I lived on Park and dined on Fifth and dealt daily with the Eastern Seaboard aristocracy
         who inhabited that palace at Willow and Wall. And then one day in 1933 I stepped out of the all-American world of my all-American
         dream, and later when I stepped back nothing was ever the same again.
      

      
      I went back to Germany. I saw my native land again for the first time since I was two years old, and I found an odd little
         Austrian with a toothbrush moustache was saying it was no shame to be German. I found too that Germany was beautiful, more
         beautiful than I had ever imagined and far more beautiful than my parents had ever dared to tell me in their efforts to abort
         their homesickness and bring me up as a good American. By the time I found my German relatives who had survived the war America
         already seemed far away, a view glimpsed fleetingly through a thickening mist, and all the time the funny little Austrian
         was telling me I should be proud to be German, until at last – at long last – I was proud.
      

      
      People probably think me such a practical, down-to earth, hardheaded businessman; they probably never realize that despite
         my iron grasp of reality – or perhaps because of it – I have to have my dreams, my American dream, my German dream, even my
         sentimental dream of domestic bliss. War propaganda has fostered the image that the Germans are mindless machines, but no
         machines built those fairytale castles in Bavaria and no machines wrote some of the world’s finest literature and no machines
         cheered the Berlin Philharmonic over and over again in the thirties whenever they played Beethoven’s Ninth. I shall never
         be the fascist robot my enemies want to believe I am, never. My dreams are too important to me. Even now, when my German dream was dead and my American dream was dying before my
         eyes I had still managed to find a European dream to sustain me. Once more I pictured working for the ECA, and my last coherent
         thought before I fell asleep was: thank God it’s not too late to start again.
      

      
      However once the sun woke me at seven the next morning I had no choice but to put my new dream back on ice until the circumstances
         were more favourable. I dragged myself off the couch in the den where I had fallen asleep. I forced myself to go through the
         ritual of showering, shaving, dressing and eating. And finally, when no further postponement of the inevitable was possible,
         I summoned my Mercedes-Benz and set off downtown once more to the bank at Willow and Wall.
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      As soon as I reached my office I buzzed for my personal assistant, greeted and dismissed my secretary, sampled my first cup
         of coffee, hung up my hat, glanced at the mail, scanned the headlines of the Wall Street Journal and moved to the mantel to adjust the Dresden china clock which had once belonged to Paul Van Zale. The knock on the door
         came just as I was opening the glass face.
      

      
      ‘Come in!’ I shouted.

      
      The door opened. I saw him in the mirror, tall as his father had been before him but spare and dark, his eyes bright in his
         pale thin face.
      

      
      ‘Yes, come in, Scott,’ I said abruptly, and glanced back at Paul’s clock. It was one minute slow.

      
      ‘Do you want the correct time, Sam?’ said Steve Sullivan’s son, always so anxious to help, always so eager to please.

      
      ‘No,’ I said. ‘It doesn’t matter.’ Snapping shut the glass face I turned my back on all reminders of Paul. ‘What’s the latest
         news on the Hammaco bid?’
      

      
      ‘Bridges McCool have definitely dropped out of the bidding but the other syndicate’s still in the ring with us – I just checked
         to make sure. Oh, and here’s the market report you wanted.’
      

      
      ‘Thanks. You’re looking very dishevelled! Have you been up all night?’

      
      ‘No, Sam, I fell asleep at my desk by mistake at two this morning.’

      
      ‘Well, never let me see you show up for work like this again! You’ll impress no one, least of all me, by looking as if you’d just walked out of a Bowery flophouse!’
      

      
      ‘I’ve managed to get hold of a razor—’

      
      ‘I’m not interested in how you plan to improve your appearance. Just fix it and fix it pretty damn quick.’

      
      ‘Yes, Sam,’ said Scott, faultlessly obedient, utterly respectful, and withdrew.

      
      I immediately regretted my abruptness. Scott had a special place in the Van Zale family; he was the stepson of Cornelius’
         sister Emily, and since 1933 Cornelius had shared with Emily the responsibility for his upbringing. Scott’s mother had died
         in 1929, his younger brother Tony had been killed in the war, and his father, once a senior partner of Van Zale’s, was also
         dead, so it was only natural that over the years he had drawn close to his stepmother and her family.
      

      
      I thought of his dead father Steve Sullivan who had fought Cornelius for control of the bank back in the thirties. I thought
         of Cornelius saying long ago: ‘Of course it’ll be difficult to eliminate him …’ And I thought of my role in that elimination.
      

      
      I had told myself afterwards I had no choice but to obey orders, but the War Trials had long since put that unattractive defence
         in its proper place, so to ease my conscience all I could now do was attempt to forget the entire incident. However this had
         proved impossible. Even if I had the talent for forgetting what I didn’t want to remember, Scott’s presence at the bank would
         always have prevented me from perfecting this idyllic state of amnesia.
      

      
      To admit that I disliked his presence at the bank would have been to admit my guilt about the past, so I had always tried
         to conceal my feelings. In fact I made a great effort to like him and up to a point I succeeded, but the truth was he made
         me uneasy and my uneasiness not only persisted but increased over the years. Just why he made me so uneasy was hard to pin
         down. It was too simple to say he reminded me of a part of my past which I preferred to forget; this was undoubtedly true,
         but human beings tend to adjust to adverse circumstances and I had long since reached the point where I did not automatically
         remember Steve Sullivan’s death whenever Scott walked into the room. It was a help that Scott bore no obvious resemblance
         to his father. He neither smoked nor drank nor, as far as anyone knew, had a steady girlfriend. He worked late every night
         and was often at the bank on weekends. He dressed conservatively, charmed the clients with his well-informed conversation
         and sent his stepmother Emily flowers every year on Mother’s Day. No young American’s behaviour could have been more exemplary,
         as Cornelius was always telling me with quasi-paternal pride, but I was beginning to wonder if perhaps this was in fact the reason why Scott made me so uneasy;
         he was just a little too good to be true.
      

      
      With his latest market report still in my hand I sat down and flipped the intercom. ‘More coffee.’

      
      My secretary’s secretary came running at the double. I picked up the red phone which connected me directly to the senior partner’s
         office below.
      

      
      ‘Mr Van Zale’s wire,’ said one of Cornelius’ aides.

      
      ‘Keller. Is he there?’

      
      ‘No, sir, he’s not in yet.’

      
      I hung up. My secretary arrived with some inter-office mail. The phone rang.

      
      ‘Hold all calls.’ I skimmed the new batch of papers, shoved them aside and turned to Scott’s report. The phone rang again
         and kept ringing. I flipped the switch on the intercom again. ‘Pick up that phone, for Christ’s sake!’ The noise died. Returning
         to the report I found it was immaculately written, and leaning forward I reached again for the intercom.
      

      
      ‘Sam?’ said Scott a moment later.

      
      ‘Get in here.’

      
      He arrived clean-shaven. I held up the report. ‘This is very good. Thank you. Now let’s discuss how we’re going to get a line
         into the rival camp to see how their bid’s shaping up. We’ve got to win this Hammaco bid, Scott. A ninety-million-dollar issue
         isn’t a two-bit crap game. Do we have a complete list of the other side’s syndicate?’
      

      
      He had brought it with him. I was impressed but said nothing, just glanced down the list of names, but for a moment I was
         back in those far-off days before the Crash when I had stood where Scott was now standing and his father had been sitting
         in my chair. The memories snowballed. The silence lengthened. I went on staring at the list in my hand.
      

      
      ‘Sam?’ Scott said nervously at last. ‘Is something wrong?’

      
      ‘No. No, it’s just fine. I was just trying to figure out which of these firms is the weak link we can snap to find out what’s
         going on. Let me see … Bonner, Christopherson – maybe we could work out something there. Cornelius got Bonner himself out
         of trouble with the SEC recently in order to make up for screwing Christopherson over the Pan-Pacific Harvester merger back
         in ’43. Christopherson’s dead now, of course, and Bonner wants to get back alongside us next time Harvester launch an issue.
         Call Bonner. He’s a tough customer but lean on him. I think he’ll know which side his bread’s buttered on.’
      

      
      
      ‘Bonner himself isn’t involved in this syndicate, Sam. It’s his son-in-law Whitmore.’

      
      ‘That’s better still. I’ve known Whitmore for years and he’s got as much backbone as a jellyfish. In fact it was he who got
         Bonner into such hot water with the SEC. You call Whitmore and don’t just lean on him – squeeze him till the pips squeak,
         to use the immortal words of that British bastard Lloyd George. I want a line into that rival camp today, Scott. I don’t care
         how you do it, but get it in.’
      

      
      ‘Right, Sam. Will that be all?’

      
      I sighed, moved restlessly to the window and looked down at the magnolia tree in the patio. ‘I guess so … But how times change!’
         I added impulsively. ‘When I was a young kid on Wall Street we all sat around like gods and waited for clients to come crawling
         to us for money. Now the clients sit back and let us fight each other for their custom. Competitive bidding! My God, Paul
         Van Zale must be turning in his grave!’
      

      
      Scott smiled but made no comment, a respectful young man tolerating the nostalgia of an older generation.

      
      ‘Okay,’ I said abruptly. ‘That’s all. Check back with me when you’ve talked to Whitmore.’

      
      ‘Yes, Sam.’ He departed.

      
      I reached for the red phone again.

      
      ‘Mr Van Zale’s wire,’ droned the aide.

      
      ‘Christ, isn’t he in yet?’ I hung up and summoned my secretary. ‘I’m going to have to chair the partners’ meeting. Get me
         the major file on Hammaco.’
      

      
      In the conference room I found a dozen of my partners lounging around the table and gossiping about golf. In the old days
         at Van Zale’s long before I had joined the firm, the half-dozen partners had sat at huge mahogany desks in the bank’s great
         hall while the senior partner alone had been secluded in the room which now belonged to Cornelius, but later when the bank
         had merged with another in 1914, the great hall had been assigned to the syndicate division and the partners had been given
         their own individual rooms on the second floor. Now that the bank had expanded the space had again been rearranged; Cornelius
         had kept the senior partner’s office on the first floor and the six partners who had been longest with the firm had kept their
         rooms on the second, but the remaining partners had returned to the great hall, still known as ‘the sin-bin’ in commemoration
         of the syndicate division. The syndicate men themselves had moved to Seven Willow Street, the adjacent building which we had
         acquired during our expansion after the war.
      

      
      
      Cornelius had chosen his partners with typical shrewdness. First came the window-dressing, six men in their sixties who could
         provide not only solid experience but a solid respectable front. Then came the six men in their fifties, men who might be
         somewhat less orthodox but who had all resigned themselves to the knowledge that they would never sit in the senior partner’s
         chair. That left the three men in their forties, and these had to be watched with scrupulous care in case they acquired delusions
         of grandeur and attempted to annex more power than they could be trusted to handle.
      

      
      Cornelius and I were, as always, the youngest. Cornelius had not yet faced the day when he felt obliged to hire a partner
         younger than himself, although now we were both past forty we knew he should give the partnership a shot of youth before it
         became senescent. However Cornelius disliked thinking of young ambitious men one rung below him on the ladder. People thought
         this was odd and said most men in his position would have welcomed the opportunity to impose their power on younger men, but
         I understood Cornelius’ reluctance all too well. Cornelius and I knew better than anyone just how dangerous ambitious young
         men could be.
      

      
      As I entered the conference room the partners straightened their backs and stopped talking about golf. I smiled warmly at
         them. They smiled warmly back. Cordial greetings were exchanged as one of the Van Zale aides passed around the coffee cups,
         and then we all settled down to our traditional daily discussion.
      

      
      In fact the partners’ meetings were a waste of time and I favoured cutting them back to one a week. The purpose was to keep
         each other abreast of our different projects and to have consultations about policy, but the partners in the sin-bin always
         knew what everyone else in the sin-bin was doing, and the select six partners upstairs with the exception of myself were all
         too old to be involved in work of any importance. Through various informants Cornelius and I were also well aware of what
         went on in the sin-bin so we would hardly have lacked information if the daily meetings had been abandoned, but like all wise
         dictators Cornelius wanted to maintain the formal trappings of democracy. The daily meetings persisted under the fiction that
         we were all deciding what was best for the firm: occasionally we even took a vote which Cornelius would quietly ignore if
         it turned out to be contrary to his wishes. Sometimes partners became annoyed but not for long. Cornelius did not like being
         surrounded by discontented people, and any partner who complained was gently advised to move to another firm.
      

      
      ‘For after all,’ Cornelius would say solicitously, ‘the last thing I want is for you to be unhappy.’

      
      
      The surviving partners learnt their lesson and took care to appear well content in Cornelius’ presence. Cornelius had a controlling
         interest in the partnership with absolute authority to hire and fire whom he pleased, so it was only sensible to be on the
         best possible terms with him. Also every partner knew he was far from irreplaceable. Van Zale’s was a great investment banking
         house with a history which stretched far back into the nineteenth century, and there was never any shortage of good men who
         wanted to work at Willow and Wall.
      

      
      ‘What’s the news on Hammaco, Sam?’ asked a partner, one of the forty-five-year-old mavericks who had to be watched with care.

      
      ‘Good,’ I said. ‘The bidding closes tomorrow. Everything’s shaping up well.’

      
      ‘What exactly is this Hammaco business?’ said one of the silver-haired veterans who had just tottered back from a vacation
         in Florida.
      

      
      ‘This is a ninety-million-dollar issue for the Hammer Machine Corporation who are planning to expand into the armaments business.
         With the Cold War hotting up this is obviously good business, particularly for a corporation like Hammaco. The bidding conditions
         were tough – I’ll have a copy of the terms of sale, the preliminary prospectus and the proposed purchase statement routed
         to you in the inter-office mail. We’ve had the ‘due diligence’ meeting at the Hammaco offices and also a preliminary meeting
         of our syndicate. The main price meeting is tomorrow morning with a final price meeting at two tomorrow afternoon.’
      

      
      ‘How’s the rival camp?’ said another maverick. Those mavericks always enjoyed keeping me on my toes.

      
      ‘I’ve got a line on them. As soon as I know what they intend to bid I’ll make damned sure we outbid them. I see no problem.’
         I turned to the two partners from the sin-bin who were supervising the syndicate division’s spadework on the Hammaco bid.
         ‘I’d like a word with you guys after this meeting.’
      

      
      There was a knock on the door and Scott slipped in. ‘Sam, an important call.’

      
      I glanced at my partners. ‘Excuse me a moment, gentlemen.’ In the corner by the phone I murmured to Scott: ‘Is it Neil?’

      
      ‘No, the president of Hammaco.’

      
      ‘Christ!’ I picked up the receiver and found the president wanted to invite me to lunch. I accepted. ‘Cancel my lunch date,’
         I said to Scott as I hung up, ‘and find out if by some miracle our rivals couldn’t stand the pace and have thrown in the sponge.’
         I was just moving back to the conference table when the phone rang again, making me jump.
      

      
      ‘Keller,’ I said, picking up the receiver.

      
      
      ‘I want to see you,’ said Cornelius in a voice of ice and severed the connection as violently as a guillotine severing a criminal
         neck.
      

      
      I did not stop to think what I had done. Sometimes it’s better not to think in case one loses one’s nerve imagining disasters
         which have never happened. I got a cigarette alight, politely asked the eldest partner to chair the meeting and then, unable
         to stop myself fearing the worst – whatever the worst was – I ran downstairs to the senior partner’s office and prepared to
         face the lion in his den.
      

   



      
      Chapter Four

      
      [1]

      
      Cornelius, looking as exhausted as if he had just suffered an asthma attack, was sitting huddled in his swivel chair behind
         the enormous desk. I almost inquired anxiously about his health but when I saw the brutal line of his mouth I decided to keep
         silent. With reluctance I at last allowed myself to speculate about the unknown mistake which had roused his wrath.
      

      
      ‘If I asked you a very simple question,’ said Cornelius in a tired patient voice, the one he regularly used before losing
         his temper, ‘would it be too much to hope that you might give me a very simple answer?’
      

      
      I was being invited to take the bull by the horns. ‘What’s wrong?’

      
      ‘I mean, if I asked you if you were in the habit of repeating confidential conversations conducted with me in this room, you
         wouldn’t go into some rambling evasive explanation that I’d find embarrassing, would you? I’d hate to be embarrassed by you,
         Sam. I’d be very upset.’
      

      
      ‘Cut it out, Neil. You know damned well I don’t go broadcasting our private conversations to all and sundry.’

      
      Cornelius immediately jumped to his feet, leaned forward with both hands on the desk and shouted at me: ‘Then why the hell
         did you tell Alicia that I wanted you to marry Vicky?’
      

      
      ‘Because she gave me the impression she already knew all about it.’ My reflexes for warding off attack were so finely developed
         that it was only after I had spoken that the shock made my heart thump painfully in my chest. I clasped my hands behind my
         back, took a deep breath to steady myself and then made the classic move from defence to counter-attack. ‘And why the hell didn’t you tell me,’ I demanded angrily, ‘that Alicia thought you shared her view that Vicky
         should marry Sebastian? How do you think I felt when Alicia and I ended up talking at cross-purposes and she realized you
         were trying to double-cross her? I don’t like being embarrassed by you either, Neil, and don’t think you have the monopoly
         on getting upset by your friends.’
      

      
      Cornelius slumped back in his chair. Long experience of dealing with him had made me aware that when he was angry with himself
         he often tried to deflect his anger on to others, and long experience of dealing with me had taught him I was adept at absorbing
         his anger and neutralizing it by remaining unintimidated. Now his anger was spent I saw that only the misery remained. He
         began to breathe unevenly and I turned away as he produced the pills which warded off his asthma. He hated anyone to see him
         when he was unwell.
      

      
      ‘Neil, believe me I’m sorry if this has resulted in trouble between you and Alicia, but—’

      
      ‘I’m not discussing my marriage with you either now or at any other time,’ he said, but as he paused to swallow the pills
         it occurred to me that he longed to discuss it but was held back by complex emotions which I could not understand. ‘And talking
         of marriage,’ he said, still breathing badly but unable to stop a second rush of anger, ‘Alicia tells me that you – quote
         – were going to have to tell me – unquote – that you couldn’t marry Vicky. That sounds like an interesting decision, particularly
         since you implied to me yesterday that you were willing to consider the idea. Can you possibly bring yourself to tell me more
         about it? I just hate having important decisions relayed to me second-hand.’
      

      
      Now I was really in deep water. Flicking a speck of dust from the seat of the client’s chair I sat down leisurely in order
         to give myself a few precious seconds to plan my strategy. Should I lie, stall or tell the truth? I decided that the situation
         was so far beyond redemption that an outright lie would be pointless, but I could not make up my mind whether to tell the
         whole or the partial truth. Finally, unable to decide how partial the partial truth should be, I gave up any idea of stalling
         and resigned myself to unvarnished honesty.
      

      
      ‘Well, Neil,’ I said with the smile which one friend might reserve for another in very adverse circumstances, ‘don’t think
         I wasn’t tempted by your suggestion. And don’t think I wouldn’t normally do everything I could to help you, but I’m afraid
         that right now I’m not in a normal situation. I’m very much in love with Teresa – Kevin’s caretaker – and I’ve made up my
         mind to marry her.’
      

      
      
      He stared at me blankly. His delicate classical features might have been sculpted in marble. Then he tried to speak but his
         asthma had worsened and the words were lost in his sporadic gasps for breath.
      

      
      To give him privacy I moved to the concealed bar behind the bookcase and filled a glass of water from the sink. I knew better
         than to show alarm or summon help. When the glass of water was in front of him I moved to the window, and keeping my back
         to him as if nothing had happened I said levelly: ‘I know you’ll have trouble understanding why I should feel this way about
         a penniless Polish-American girl from a coal-mining town in West Virginia, but my mind’s made up and I’d be lying if I let
         you believe that either you or anyone else could alter it. I’m fond of Vicky; she’s very pretty and very cute, but she’s not
         for me, Neil, and if I married her I wouldn’t be doing anyone a favour, least of all Vicky herself.’
      

      
      I stopped to listen. His breathing seemed fractionally better, as if the pills were already doing their work, and I decided
         to risk turning around. ‘Would you prefer that we continued this discussion later?’ I said, giving him the chance to get rid
         of me and complete his recovery in private.
      

      
      ‘Yeah,’ he whispered. ‘Later. Lunch?’

      
      ‘I’m lunching with Fred Bucholz of Hammaco.’

      
      Cornelius visibly revived. His breathing quietened, and as a barely perceptible colour returned to his face he looked me straight
         in the eye and said: ‘Win that bid and we’ll forget about everything else. Even Vicky.’
      

      
      It was most unlike Cornelius either to give up so easily or to reverse himself for no apparent reason. The Hammaco bid was
         important but hardly crucial to the firm’s welfare, and as I eyed him sceptically he saw my suspicion and smiled. ‘You know
         me too well, Sam!’ he said, all anger forgotten at last. ‘Yes, Hammaco’s just a side issue. The truth is I’ve changed my mind
         about Vicky. Alicia succeeded in convincing me last night that (a) it’s a mistake for girls to marry too young and (b) it
         would be a mistake for Vicky to marry you no matter how old she was. So we’ll forget all about it. I’m sorry if I put you
         in an awkward position.’
      

      
      I knew that Alicia had great influence over him, but I knew too that Cornelius tended to cling obstinately to his more perverse
         ideas, and I still could not quite believe he had abandoned the scheme. ‘Okay,’ I said. ‘Let’s forget it.’ I moved towards
         the door.
      

      
      ‘You’ll have to explain to me some time about Teresa,’ said Cornelius. ‘Maybe when you become officially engaged. I always
         enjoy your engagements. Do you realize you would have had at least three wives by now if you’d succeeded in coaxing all those fiancées to the altar?’
      

      
      I smiled back at him. ‘This time I’ve no intention of letting history repeat itself! I’ll check back with you later, Neil,
         to report on the Hammaco lunch.’
      

      
      ‘Good luck.’

      
      The door closed. The back lobby was dim and cool. I allowed myself a moment to savour my relief, and then still aware of a
         weakness in the pit of my stomach I returned to my office to recuperate from the interview. But the phone rang before I could
         relax. The representative of one of our syndicate’s leading investment banks was on the line.
      

      
      ‘Sam, I’m getting worried about this Hammaco business. With the price of zinc still falling and steel showing no signs of
         recovery—’
      

      
      ‘I have inside information from the Treasury that there’ll be no slump in spite of all the talk of deflation.’

      
      After I had calmed him down I got rid of him and summoned my secretary.

      
      ‘Get me the Treasury.’

      
      I wanted a drink but it was only ten o’clock. I lit another cigarette instead, but five minutes later with the inside information
         from the Treasury no longer a figment of my imagination but a trump card firmly embedded in reality, I felt sufficiently cheered
         to call Teresa.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ I said when she picked up the phone. ‘Tell me right away if I’m calling at a bad moment, but I just wanted to know how
         you are.’
      

      
      ‘I’m okay.’ But she sounded uncertain. ‘I’m sorry I was so mean to you last night, Sam. It was just that I was so depressed.’

      
      ‘Sure, I understand. That’s okay.’ Since it was a medical fact that women were moodier than men I made a big effort to be
         considerate. ‘I’d sure like to get together with you tonight or tomorrow,’ I said, ‘but why don’t I give you a little more
         time to straighten out those work problems of yours? However I’m going to come and get you on Saturday night even if I have
         to carry you off by force! I’ve got tickets for South Pacific.’
      

      
      ‘Oh great.’

      
      There was a pause while I tried to suppress my baffled disappointment.

      
      ‘Sorry, Sam, did you say South Pacific? Gee, that would be wonderful! How did you ever manage to get tickets? What a great surprise!’
      

      
      I felt much better. ‘We’ll make a big evening out of it,’ I said, ‘an evening to remember.’ Then I blew a kiss into the phone, replaced the receiver and feeling in excellent spirits summoned Scott
         to resume the battle of the Hammaco bid.
      

      
      [2]

      
      ‘Sam, I’m out of my depth,’ said Scott. ‘The other side are definitely still in the running so I called Whitmore at Bonner,
         Christopherson but he refused to talk to me, and it’s hard to squeeze someone till the pips squeak when they have their secretary
         perpetually geared to say they’re in conference.’
      

      
      ‘The sonofabitch! And to think I helped put that bastard where he is today when I let Bonner’s in for a slice of that railroad
         pie back in ’35 – he’d never have got to marry his boss’s daughter without that kind of success under his belt! Okay, get
         on the extension, Scott, and take a lesson in how to fillet a fickle fish.’
      

      
      There followed one of those conversations with which I had become all too familiar during my years as Cornelius’ right-hand
         man. In fact the technique of bending an opponent gracefully into an ally was so familiar to me that I might have conducted
         the conversation in my sleep. I called the offices of Bonner, Christopherson. Whitmore again tried to hide behind his secretary,
         much to my disgust. I despise cowardice in businessmen who should have the guts to make at least a token attempt to brazen
         their way out of a tight spot.
      

      
      ‘Tell Mr Whitmore,’ I said to the secretary, ‘that I’m calling to do him a favour. I’ve just received private information
         from the SEC.’
      

      
      He came gasping to the phone.

      
      Leaning back in my swivel chair I idly watched the sunlight playing on the mellow mahogany furniture and listened to myself
         talking very soothingly in a steady stream of clichés. When I had been young and had fallen back out of sheer nervousness
         on the use of ingratiating clichés, I had noticed with surprise that my opponents nearly always wilted beneath the hypnotic
         cumulative effect of so many banal phrases uttered in a honeyed voice. It was a lesson I had never forgotten.
      

      
      ‘Why, hullo there, Frank! Long time no see! How are you doing? How’s your wife … and children … gee, that’s just wonderful!
         I’m real happy to hear it … Say Frank, I’m calling because you’re one of my oldest dearest friends and I want you to know
         that I can do you a favour. I never forget my friends, Frank. If there’s one thing I can’t stand it’s a man who forgets his
         obligations to his friends …’
      

      
      
      I went on like this for some time. Briefly translated from the crap, I reminded him that Bonner, his father-in-law, wanted
         Van Zale’s to include his firm in the next Pan-Pacific Harvester syndicate. I reminded him that Van Zale’s were always besieged
         with firms who wanted to participate in a syndicate where the pickings were guaranteed to be opulent, and that inevitably
         some firms had to be disappointed. I reminded him that even though the relationship between Van Zale’s and Bonner, Christopherson
         had recently improved I could imagine circumstances in which it could go rapidly downhill again with the result that Bonner’s
         would be excluded from the new syndicate.
      

      
      ‘… and your wonderful father-in-law – how is he by the way? Great! – yes, your wonderful boss would be real disappointed,
         and if there’s one thing that makes me feel sad, Frank, it’s the thought of a nice guy like Mr Bonner being disappointed …’
      

      
      And so on and so on.

      
      ‘… so I thought maybe you and I could get together, you know, nothing official, just a quiet little drink some place this
         evening—’
      

      
      ‘Six-thirty at the University Club?’ said Whitmore faintly.

      
      ‘The Metropolitan Club,’ I said, ‘and make it six sharp.’

      
      I hung up and went on watching the sunshine streaming through the window. Presently Scott returned to the room.

      
      ‘Congratulations, Sam!’ he exclaimed with enthusiasm. ‘You nailed him cold!’

      
      I looked at him. There was no reason why I should doubt his sincerity, but I did. The doubt existed for no more than a second
         but I found it so hard to explain. As usual my uneasiness was followed by guilt that I should distrust him, and to make amends
         for my inexplicable suspicion I was careful to spend a minute being nice to him before I sent him back to his desk.
      

      
      When he had gone I was about to recall my secretary when a glance at my calendar told me Good Friday was only a week away.
         To underline his Episcopalian upbringing Cornelius gave his employees a holiday on both Good Friday and Easter Monday, and
         I always took advantage of the long weekend to visit my mother in Maine. I decided to call her to confirm that I was coming,
         and automatically as I picked up the receiver I pictured her in the hideous little frame house which I had bought for her
         after my father died. It was not the kind of home I would have chosen for her, but my mother had been insistent. She did not
         want a new house on the outskirts of town with a view of the sea. She wanted a property within walking distance of the stores
         and the church. She did not want a car. I gave her presents for the house but afterwards she put them away because she felt they were too good to use. I had given up inviting her to stay with me in
         New York because I had now accepted that she would never come. The idea of air-travel terrified her, she disliked trains and
         she regarded my offer of a chauffeur-driven limousine as too intimidating to be seriously considered, while beyond this fear
         of travel was the unswerving conviction that she would be either robbed or killed if she were to set foot in New York City.
         My father, much more adventurous, had been proud to visit me once a year, but neither he nor I had ever been able to prise
         my mother loose from Maine.
      

      
      During my visits home I saw little of my mother since she spent all day in the kitchen cooking me my favourite dishes. Usually
         I would go walking on Mount Desert. If I happened to meet anyone I knew I would at once invite him to join me for a beer so
         that no one could complain to my mother that I was too grand for my old friends, but otherwise I made no attempt to be sociable.
         I was willing enough to listen to an old acquaintance complaining to me about his wife, his mortgage payments and how hard
         it was for him to get by on a salary of three thousand a year, but unfortunately there was little I could say about my own
         life without arousing my companion’s incredulity, envy and resentment.
      

      
      My mother and I watched television together in the evenings. Television was a blessing because it demanded both visual and
         aural attention. In the old days we had felt obliged to make some comment whenever our glances met during a radio programme,
         but now we could watch the screen secure in the knowledge that no comment was needed until the programme had finished. My
         mother was proud of her television, which I changed for her every year, and I was relieved that I had at last found a present
         which she could use as well as appreciate.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ I said as she picked up the phone. ‘How are you doing Down East?’

      
      ‘Good. The weather’s terrible, so cold. My rheumatism’s bad again but the doctor just says take aspirin – five dollars he
         charges, and all he can say is take aspirin. Mrs Hayward died, and they had a nice funeral. Marie Ashe and her husband split
         up – drink – I always said he was no good. The TV’s still going nicely. There’s no other news. Are you coming in next week?
         What do you want to eat?’
      

      
      We discussed food. Finally my mother said in a brisk voice to hide her excitement: ‘It’ll be nice to see you. How’s New York?’

      
      ‘Just fine.’

      
      ‘Good.’ My mother never asked about girlfriends, never suggested I should get married, never complained that she had no grandchildren. Once long ago she had asked me about my private life
         and my father had been furious. ‘Don’t you persecute that boy with goddamned women’s questions!’ he had shouted at her. ‘Don’t
         you realize that if you make him uncomfortable he won’t come back and see us any more?’ And when I had protested he had been
         equally furious with me. ‘Do you think I’m stupid? Do you think I don’t understand?’
      

      
      The fragility of our relationship terrified my mother and made me think often of the ordeal of parenthood. How could parents
         endure to labour for years, to sacrifice themselves so that their children should have nothing but the best, and to discover
         in the end that it had all been for so little, for a quick visit on national holidays and a few hours spent in front of the
         television set in a silence neither side knew how to break? I wished my mother could enjoy all the presents I wanted to give
         her to assuage the guilt I felt. I wished there were some magic words I could use to alleviate our constraint. After my father
         died I did manage to say to her: ‘Has it all been worth it?’ but she had not understood, and when I had tried to explain she
         had said simply: ‘Of course. If you’re happy.’
      

      
      ‘I’m glad you’re happy, Hans,’ my mother was saying on the phone as I watched the sunlight slanting across the carpet of my
         office. The German name had been slipping out more often since my father’s death. ‘I’m glad everything’s going well for you
         in New York.’
      

      
      ‘It’ll be good to get home again,’ I said, and immediately the words were spoken I felt a great sadness, for of course, as
         my parents and I had known for years, I could never go home again. I was a victim of that classic dilemma which probably exists
         in other countries but which I always thought of as peculiarly American: I had left my home to pass through the looking-glass
         into the land of milk and honey only to find later that the looking-glass was a one-way mirror and that no matter how hard
         I tried I could never go back again to the country I could so clearly see beyond the glass wall. The milk might go sour and
         the honey might run out but the glass would never crack. I was an exile in the world I had chosen for myself, a prisoner serving
         a life-sentence which no one could cut short.
      

      
      It was a subject Teresa and I had once discussed. ‘You must amputate your past,’ she had said firmly. ‘You’re falling into
         the trap of all exiles and looking back at home through rose-tinted spectacles. At least I’m not tempted to make that mistake! I can remember my home town all too well – the coal-dust and the filthy shacks and the mean streets and the children
         without shoes and my father getting drunk and my mother always being pregnant—’
      

      
      
      ‘But it was home, wasn’t it?’ I had said. ‘It’s still part of you.’

      
      ‘I amputated it,’ she had insisted. ‘It’s gone.’

      
      I had wanted to ask her more questions but she had changed the subject and it never arose again. Yet I often wondered how
         successful her amputation had been, particularly since I could see that despite her bitterness she still clung to the symbols
         of her early life, the little gold cross which represented the church she had long since left, the Polish cooking which she
         favoured whenever she had not volunteered to produce a Creole dish for a special occasion, the frugal habits acquired during
         years of poverty, and finally, most important of all, the blend of pride and dignity which prevented her from living off men
         and stooping to pick up any financial favours which came her way.
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