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			only his body

			This is the last conversation we will have.

			Silk: ‘Where did it go?’

			‘I didn’t go anywhere. I’m right here.’ 

			A half-smile – he is king of the half-smile – a patient grandfatherly smile that tells me I am not interpreting him correctly, but that he has the time to teach me how to read him.

			‘Eva. My girl. Did it know I loved it?’

			‘Yes. I know.’

			Birds perform evensong in the horse chestnut outside his bedroom window, inviting me to escape through the half-drawn curtains from one scene to another, leaving Silk’s deathbed backstage. We used to do that together: clamber in and out of ground-floor windows, trailing mud and paint. Never use demarcated exits, he’d tell me; six years old, no idea what ‘demarcate’ meant, but swearing suspicion against all maps and signposts. I look over my shoulder at the tree. Don’t take this exit, I want to tell him. Stay with me. But I can’t – not when the Silk I know has been forced to surrender pronouns and poetry and can no longer implore me: Eva, only a selfish love exhorts a man not to go gentle into that good night. The horse chestnut is weak, holding up rain-soaked leaves. I think of the pink blossom Van Gogh painted from the window of his madness; I hear the trill of wood pigeons and remember a line from a nature documentary. When the birds stop singing, that will be the sound of extinction.

			Whistling pierces the bedroom, inside our walls. It’s Silk, his cracked lips pursed. He does it again, a brief wood warbler, a party trick for summer picnics that is so loud and so sustained by the silent house it is like the ringing of crystal glass. 

			Silk plucks at my hand. 

			I don’t want to understand. It might be the last thing he ever teaches me, apart from how to manage death. 

			But after another nudge I inflate my lungs for an off-tune bastardisation of the roundelay outside. He laughs, does it himself, pitch-perfect. I copy, once, twice, until finally I am good enough and he folds his lips together, shutting a suitcase. 

			Then follows the procedure of medicine, blankets, pulling curtains to shut out pockets of polluted dusk, pockets I release at his protest, before finally burrowing my hand into his ready fist: goodnight. A creaking floorboard tells me that I am walking away from him, and as with every time I leave him, I think: this could be it. 

			‘I love you.’

			In the dark, he might have been winking.

			*

			The stage management of loss. You think you will remember separate moments: a final breath, the weight of morning light across his legs. But the script changes. Loss does not keep to its moment; there is a keenness about grief, a sharp greed to it, hungering inside you. I do not remember if it really was our last conversation, our last touch, our last lesson, or whether when I went back to him that night – fearing death had infiltrated the scars and sores of his body, old and new, which I had discovered in these last weeks’ intrusion into his privacy – whether we exchanged a joke, a story, a word of thanks, before he left. 

			But I do remember this: the birds did not sing again in his lifetime. 

			*

			Granny Rosemary had passed away in a hospital. I was only sixteen then. I made tea and held Silk’s hand; I watered her allotment; I cried. There was no time for crying now. There was his body, heavy on the bed. I phoned Dr Pinney, who said I should call the coroner because he hadn’t seen Silk for over two weeks. It counts as unexpected, he said. The coroner arrived with a kind of ambulance. I leant against the granddaughter clock, called that because it stood less than four feet, as I used to, tapping Silk’s knee in search of its wooden hinge. The brass second hand thrummed against the small of my back – you’ve-grown you’ve-grown he’s-gone he’s-gone – as three men heaved Silk from the bed. The sheets snagged on his wayward foot, his amputated toe a red stump. They took him too quickly, and I was left with a silent house, and the smell of panic. 

			The minute hand urged me to call John and tell him: your father is dead. To call the press and tell them: Joseph Silk is dead. But I couldn’t tell the world before I told John, and I couldn’t tell him at all. So I called Mum, waking her up in Melbourne. 

			‘I’ve got to tell you something he’s gone he died in the night – can you call Dad I can’t.’ 

			After long minutes Mum called back; she couldn’t get through to John’s mobile, and there was no answer at the house in Provence.

			Then Silk’s phone buzzed: John ringing. I hung up with Mum, following the smudge-swipe of Silk’s thumb over accept.

			‘Joseph? Hello?’

			‘No, it’s me. It’s Eva.’

			‘Oh. I couldn’t get through on your phone. Your mother’s calling me – doesn’t she know how expensive it is to receive calls from Australia?’

			‘I need to tell you something.’

			‘Then tell me. Getting your mother to act as a go-between is fucking ridiculous. Melbourne is not between England and fucking France. It’s six in the morning here.’ 

			‘I know it is. Listen. It’s happened. He’s gone. Silk is gone.’

			A punch, a scuffle, like the sound of a microphone taped over a failing heart and ripped free – and then silence.

			‘Dad, I can’t hear . . . Are you still there?’

			‘Gone where?’

			‘What do you mean?’

			‘I mean, did it happen in the hospital? At home?’ 

			‘Home. He was talking about how much he loved us. He wasn’t in any pain.’

			‘They said he’d recover.’

			‘They weren’t sure after the second stroke. I told you that. I tried to tell you that. To come here.’

			‘You should have tried harder.’ 

			‘We’ve got to tell the press.’ 

			‘What the fuck does it matter?’

			‘It’s important, there’s going to be people wanting details . . . Hello? Are you still there?’

			‘I’ve got to go.’

			‘Wait . . .’

			‘Bonjour, Eva?’ It was Liset. ‘John is very upset, what is happening now?’

			‘His father is dead.’ 

			*

			I bumped through the house to my flat upstairs. Sat down at my kitchen table. Looked out at Hampstead Heath, the second pond burnished by sun. I fiddled with the frayed strap of my camera bag. When the phone rang I thought it was Mum, but it was BBC Radio. Silk’s agent had said I would talk to them – hadn’t Winston got in touch with me? No, he hadn’t. Would I talk? Yes, I would.

			I told them Silk had passed away quietly in the night. Below, two swans challenged each other on the pond, their great wings beating. I picked up my camera and pressed record as I agreed that, yes, Silk had enjoyed an unusual longevity in his career, popular since his late twenties. I told a story about Silk painting in a derelict lido where the loudspeakers still worked, how he filled the empty tank with ‘The Blue Danube’. The swans thrashed. They could fill my lens with blood. I told them Silk was very proud to adopt Britain as his homeland. 

			‘You’re studying documentary filmmaking, Eva – making a documentary about your grandfather, is that right? He’s shied away from personal narratives in the past.’

			‘I am . . . we were doing something together. A short film.’

			‘Will you finish it?’

			The swans locked – they could not separate.

			‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I will.’

			At some point the phone call ended, the swans mutely surrendered. I’d moved into the top floor of the Fitzroy Park house in the second year of my Film BA. Silk needed help; I needed somewhere affordable to live. Mum had already moved to Australia, thinking I would follow. I still hadn’t. My flat watched me now: the wall of postcards, Cary Grant and Charlie Chaplin, the sagging bookshelves. After Granny Rosemary died, I inherited Silk’s nighttime language: the groan of Victorian floorboards, the tumble of broken china in the sink, Silk pacing each room, shouldering into doors. Nightlights marked his route: he had a terror of the dark. I set my clock to his, keeping him company, until he seemed to agree to some unspoken proposal, matching his time to mine, presiding over dinner parties with my friends, teaching us to waltz and jive in the living room. When I began my Documentary MA, I suggested we collaborate. The documentary was supposed to show more than his paintings, to show his life, but we disagreed on what that meant.

			My laptop waited in front of me. With just a few keys I could summon Silk back to life, return him to his easel, his silver hair brushed back in a thick wave, a smile waiting in the lines of his mouth, his six-foot-four frame refusing to bow to old age. 

			Friends from university fiddle with lighting and sound. I am behind the camera, and begin as if we have never met.

			‘When and where were you born?’

			Silk straightens, touching the extinguished Allies Club tie at his throat. ‘I was born in London in 1945, eighteen and already a man. I was born to the sound of Big Ben regaining his voice and the Thames regaining her lights, a thousand blackout blinds thrown down. That’s where I was born: to blue, cloudless skies, the signature of warplanes scrubbed free.’ 

			‘Are you going to give me a real answer?’ I ask.

			He eases back on the stool, squinting at me. ‘What was the question?’

			‘When and where were you born?’

			‘I suppose you’ll be wanting my middle name and star sign, too.’

			‘Are you saying where you were born is incidental?’

			‘You’re going to make this harder than originally promised, aren’t you?’

			‘Then tell me, why London? Why did you choose London as your birthplace, or rebirthplace?’ 

			‘My rebirth?’

			I move around the camera. ‘You’re going to make this harder than originally promised, aren’t you?’

			‘Ha. Why London? Someone once said – I don’t know who – that in a time of crisis Londoners fly into a great calm. That’s why London. Because it is a city served and shaped by a tidal river; a city in which people are supposed to come and go. It’s the only way the city will stand. That’s why these clowns banging their drum about Britishness and immigration grieve me. To paint a portrait of Britain is to paint a portrait of the world. That river comes and goes. Look out. Feel the tide turn. Who will be on the next boat? Maybe you, Eva Butler, chasing the world. Maybe me, arriving in England one fine autumn day, ill-prepared for tea with cold milk, and the many words I would need to talk about the weather.’

			A small silence.

			‘I guess some of that’s usable . . .’ I say.

			The room laughs. Silk loosens his tie.

			I kept the laptop closed; I kept my eyes closed. I was woken by my alarm, by my own voice on the radio – ‘Yes, people always tied him to Abstract Expressionism, but as a painter he didn’t like labels . . .’ I rushed into my bedroom, slamming the antenna down. My phone began to parrot, another kind of alarm, friend after friend: Silk-is-dead Silk-is-dead Silk-is-dead.

			*

			We turned the kitchen into The Joseph Silk Funeral Office. The long table he’d sliced illegally from a giant lime tree after the storm of 1987 almost disappeared under paper. Olivia, Silk’s lawyer, and his agent Winston bartered in competing volumes about the changes Silk made to his will without telling anyone, addendums in Caran d’Ache pencil, replacing John’s name with my own.

			‘It’s what you deserve, you know,’ said Olivia. ‘And need. Silk was so worried about jobs, housing. And John hasn’t come home for a decade. But there’s a lot to sort out. Silk’s daubs, for one thing.’ 

			Silk liked Olivia for her disdain of fine art. It didn’t make me laugh – it barely penetrated. I was full up. A letter had been sent to John informing him of Silk’s decision. I waited for his call, his arrival, his ice storm. And waited. I didn’t sleep. Mum would arrive in eight days. I made invitation lists and recycled sympathy cards. Somebody asked why Silk hadn’t kept a Life Book detailing what insurance to cancel, where to find his birth certificate and marriage licence, what bank accounts to close.

			‘Tell them to watch This Is Your Life,’ I said.

			Winston shook his head. ‘The number of times Silk asked me why that couldn’t be kept off YouTube . . .’

			The death certificate was easily found: the coroner had given it to me briskly, like a voided receipt. The full name of the deceased and any other name he once had proved harder, because I had to look up the spelling. Joseph Silk and József Zyyad sat side by side, contained in their boxes. 

			Pension: tick, received from the Royal College of Art.

			Spouse: Rosemary Silk. Deceased. Occupation: dance choreog­rapher. I wanted to add wrangler, confessor, stabilising wheels, patient muse. But that was hard to fit in a box. 

			Children from current or most recent marriage: one, son.

			Any other spouses: no.

			Any other children: no. 

			That was one of Silk’s inexplicable prides. Friends had brought home news of mistresses they couldn’t give up, of second families, awkward sharing arrangements. Winston remembered an argument between Silk and Rosemary, Silk insisting, ‘My mind may have strayed to painting when it was needed for homework, and my attentions may have strayed when my mind wasn’t watching, but my love – my love never went anywhere, and no strays ever followed it home. You’ve got my heart housebound.’ Rosemary’s retort: ‘I can’t tell if you’d rather be praised for knowing how to put on a rubber, or knowing your way around a sentence; but if it’s sentences we’re talking about, I refuse this prison sentence for what I took on in good faith.’ Winston smiling as he recalled it, telling me he’d never known a couple like them, a couple who’d chuckle at each other’s rejoinders. Theirs was a negotiation where turn of phrase mattered more than outcome. ‘It’s what kept them on the dance floor.’ But sometimes I would wonder why Silk and John were allowed immovable natures, and the women around them only the disappointing gift of compromise. 

			Silk’s date of birth: 02/05/1926. Olivia said she’d call the regis­trar to explain that there was no birth certificate. There were no records, no Life Book, no committed memory. 

			‘None of it can have survived . . .’ Olivia said, slowing down as she picked up her pen. The verb underwent a transformation on the page, becoming a noun, becoming weighted: survivor. ‘I’ll call them and explain.’

			Messages from the funeral director haunted my inbox: what would you like on the menu? What would you like on the grave? Post-it notes littered odd surfaces: the bathroom mirror, an antique ottoman. Some were inscribed with headstones, some blank; some buried Joseph Silk, others József Zyyad. 

			Silk’s body was gone, but only his body. He continued to watch me from family photographs and Polaroids of art crowds from the sixties – they went out and came back in the form of magazine art­icles and Sunday spreads, all pre-empted by Facebook and Twitter. Footage of him painting took up the entire BBC homepage, with a link to Arts & Entertainment. 

			He was on TV too. The evening news said Silk was one of Britain’s last twentieth-century art giants. The initial authors of history described his peculiar eyesight, the derangement of colour. They identified him as British, before adding in the second paragraph that he was of Hungarian extraction, and in the third that he was Jewish. But then began a slow shift, so that by day three ‘the Holocaust survivor and artist Joseph Silk, also called József Zyyad’ was to be buried in Highgate Cemetery, sharing the ground with Karl Marx, that other un-Jewish Jew. 

			Silk had always rejected being defined as a survivor, or as Jewish, but now the columnists and art editors realised: he isn’t here to roll out an ironic oi vey. They compared him to R.B. Kitaj, another settler-artist, but one who held up his Judaism, table-banging in his manifesto: I’ve got Jew on the Brain. Jews are my Tahiti, my Giverny, my Dada, my String Theory, my Lost Horizon. The Jewish Question is my limit-experience, my Romance, my neurosis, my war, my pleasure-principle, my death drive. Expert psychologists demolished Silk’s would-be rebuttal with one sub-clause: ‘As a survivor, Joseph Silk claimed his work did not stem from the Holocaust . . .’ The Jew doth protest too much.

			My Great-Uncle László died ten years ago of a heart attack. Silk and László used to see each other once or twice a decade, László living in Tel Aviv, Silk giving monthly donations to Free Palestine. László was a short, cut-off man with pride built for a father, but only given to me. I was eight when I first met him. He arrived at the house with a cardboard tube under his arm. I thought it was a present for me, a map or a poster, but he unfurled the scroll for Silk. It was an attempt at a family tree. I remember the shuttling sound of cardboard and paper as Silk’s arm flew out, knocking the thing from the table. I remember the shock on his face, as if he hadn’t been aware of raising his hand. The brothers went at each other like bulls. Shouting brought Mum and Rosemary running into the room. Someone picked me up, carrying me upstairs, where I listened to the belt of accusations, burning with an understanding I felt the adults around me didn’t possess. This rage: it was terror. He’s afraid. My grandfather is afraid. Afterwards, I found Silk alone in the Blue Room. He was trying to paint but his hand was shaking. I remember pulling at the tangled threads of their argument: ‘Aren’t you English like me?’ When he didn’t respond, I pressed: ‘Where are your family?’ He turned away. ‘What’s a camouflage Jew?’ There was exhaustion in the rise and fall of his chest, in the tremor of the brush. I closed my hand over his fingers. We applied the brush to the canvas together, and blue bled in a slow river. I thought he was crying, but didn’t look up into his face, just stood within the shelter of his body, sheltering him. 

		

	
		
			shake loose the earth

			Comfort exhausted me: making cups of tea, making jokes. Solicitations of honesty exhausted me. I retreated to the bathroom like someone seeking a hurricane room, balancing a teacup brimming with twenty-year-old port I’d found at the back of a cupboard – the dishwasher shaking every glass in the house, the recycling gleaming wine-bottle green. I lay back in the empty bath and looked at my blank phone. John had been an orphan for four days and was yet to return to his childhood home and his daughter, with only the narrow sea to cross. 

			John never liked Fitzroy Park. He called the house an ice locker, always glaring. He hated growing up here, hated the Heath, the elm avenues butting up against our garden gate. He hated the floor-to-ceiling windows Silk installed after he and Rosemary inherited the house through what amounted to diligent squatters’ rights. The constant white glow kept Silk in comfortable confinement in the Blue Room, his studio occupying the stubby end of the L-shaped house, so that if you were washing up you had a diagonal line of sight across the garden to Silk’s workroom with its beaten path to the Heath. If you were watching late-night TV in the living room, you were asked to endure the fluorescence of the studio’s un-curtained panels. If you were going down to the cellar, you were forced to tiptoe past the sunken door. John called it a panopticon of escape routes. I saw the windows as a gift to Silk: the colour spectrum for his lonely vision. Light was Silk’s language, and, in that, John was mute.

			Catching myself wide-eyed with fear and loss in the black screen, I tapped call and jammed the phone against my ear, imagining John seeing my name and trying to decide: accept, decline, accept, decline . . .

			Decline: the ringtone spooled out into the bathtub, circling the rings of dirt left by Silk’s experimentation with pulp. I sat holding the phone after it had gone to message, giving John eighteen seconds of the house and me breathing. I tapped end. 

			‘So that’s that,’ I told the conch shell on the bath rim. John hadn’t answered, and wouldn’t answer – now that Silk was gone, the strange umbilical cord that connected us was cut, and I was free of it. 

			I sat back. I had loved bath times at Silk’s house, playing Batman and Robin figurines with Mum. At home – wherever home was then – the slosh of tidal waves was unacceptable, John studying town planning, and Mum never with time to play, getting dinner ready. Here, Mum used to balance a flannel on my forehead, keeping shampoo from my eyes. The flannel was cooler than the bath water, and sometimes I would bet which of two lukewarm drops would drip to my chin first, while Mum told stories of a red desert childhood. 

			Now I picked up the shell and put it to my ear. No ocean, just the suggestion of blood. I set it back, remembering the months we’d stayed with Silk while doing up a new flat; one morning stepping into this bath, pulling the brass lever for the shower, and looking down at my new teenage stretch marks to see red. The surprise of it made me release clenched muscles and more blood came. I shut the water off and stood, just looking. 

			Mum and Granny Rosemary weren’t in, just John – then still called Dad – and Silk. No one to call. I switched the water back on and washed the blood away, then climbed out shivering and picked up my pyjama trousers. They were spotted red too. The bathroom cupboards offered no help, and I ended up perched on the toilet lid in my towel. I felt like crying, and did not know why.

			I stayed in the bathroom for nearly an hour, until Silk knocked. The door was broken – we used a paintbrush to turn the mechanism – and he let himself in as I told him I was fine, I mean, something has, but I don’t . . . His eyes swept the room: me swamped in a towel, my pyjamas on the floor, the red splotches of blood that would have seemed grey to him. All the light of the house couldn’t restore the balance of his vision. 

			‘You’ve been in here a long time.’

			‘Do you know when Mum’s coming home?’

			‘No,’ he said, closing the door a little so that John – whose tread I could hear on the stair – would not see into the room. ‘Did your father upset you?’

			I said nothing. 

			Silk’s attention returned to my stained pyjamas, but his expression remained calm, and I thought he didn’t understand why I was blushing, something he called itchy or prickly, familiar with the sensation but not its colour. But he understood enough.

			‘You’ll get a cold like that. Get dressed and we’ll go out, just you and me.’

			We went to Louis’ Deli, a Hungarian patisserie that serves devil’s puffs and floating islands for which Silk was prepared to compromise his British identity. We stopped at a chemist on the way because Silk said it was the only place that sold the car sweets Rosemary liked. He talked me through the different sanitary towels quietly. At the counter Silk introduced himself to the chemist and asked for two boxes of ibuprofen to help his swollen joints; he said it was hard to hold the brush. The chemist was so eager to help he didn’t once glance my way, saving me the inquisitive look I felt certain would make me die from embarrassment. 

			I had my first ever coffee that day, a double espresso with no milk or sugar, a drink fit, he said, for a young woman such as myself. 

			Did your father upset you? 

			Your father, never my son. A performance of separation he and John had already torn through, rabid and impatient; a performance I would now quietly finish. 

			He understood enough. 

			*

			Accept: ‘Eva, it’s late here.’

			‘Here too. Don’t you think we should talk about this?’

			‘About what?’

			‘You must have got the letter by now.’

			‘You’re welcome to it.’

			I set the cup between my legs: the whole room seemed to shrink to that clink of china, the wobble of port inside. ‘Is that it?’

			‘That’s it. And while you’re at it, you can deliver the eulogy. I’m not coming.’

			‘You can’t mean that.’

			‘You can count the fucking ways in which I mean it.’

			The line went quiet. I stared at the screen. Something stuttered up my chest and into my windpipe and came out as a laugh. How do I love thee? Let me count the fucking ways.

			I stood up so fast I knocked the cup over and port sloshed down the pale surface, bloodied again. Don’t slip. No Mum to catch you, no Silk at the door. I climbed out holding on to the edge. 

			*

			A recent unfinished portrait of me waited on an easel in the corner of the Blue Room. Or some version of me. At that moment, I didn’t know which of us was more real. Eva Butler, twenty-four, red hair and green eyes – the ambivalence, a boy once said, of changing traffic lights – Australian freckles waiting to happen, the cheekbones of Eastern Europe, an unassuming nose, a chin ideal for the gentle grasp of Silk’s hand as he painted my face on my sixth birthday. Or Eva Butler, the canvas ageing me until I mirrored Silk, my hair a grey swathe, a glimmer of laughter turned contemplative in the underdrawing of my eyes – this lurking pentimento that managed to cast me as its poor reflection.

			I turned the spotlight away. The room glimmered and winked. On the shelves, the concertina British Colour Council Dictionary flashed its silk scales like rainbow trout. Silk’s collection began in the fifties when his friend got him a job as a cleaner for the British Colour Council. In the illicit lamplight of night shifts, Silk had carried out his own eye tests. Medici crimson and Kenya red were grey to him. But cerulean, firmament, heavenly blue, azure – they consumed him until he could smell clear sky. The Blue Room was born.

			Now, journalists and art historians wanted to force meaning onto the Blue Room, an archive, a way to un-mix the miscellany, a word Silk – who wrapped his tongue around his chosen language with the fervour of a first kiss – would tell them came not only from Latin for mixed, but Middle English for mischief, itself from the Old French meschief – a bad result – comparable with the Spanish word menoscabo: diminution, loss. So what was the Blue Room: a great solid mountain of goods, or a hollow mine, whose very size reflected loss on an un-categorisable scale? What mattered here: the glorious pile of looted furniture, or the dust it would leave behind after removal men carted it out? 

			Sotheby’s had hosted a ten-day auction for Andy Warhol’s thrift collection. The Centre Pompidou had reconstructed Brancusi’s studio, dust and all. Winston, plotting what to do with the Blue Room, asked me to draw up a catalogue. 

			How to begin counting the milk caps and postcards of seas and rivers and ice fields, the cloth picked from British Rail train seats and Chelsea FC shirts – spit on their name – and toothpaste tubes and torn Levi’s and pipes of steel that caught the light in a certain way, the milk of magnesia bottles I found in Camden market, the minerals and dried-up ink and pressed forget-me-nots and sapphires and peacock and honey bird feathers and glasses and jugs and vases and Fortnum & Mason tea tins, the mess china from nineteenth-century naval ships and my childhood Captain Planet figurine, pages torn from books about the Blue Rider group and a Kandinsky most people thought was a copy but I knew better and a Hasselblad photo of the Earth rising over the lunar horizon in 1969 and food cartons from companies that no longer exist. 

			All this he experienced as a miracle. 

			What do you do with a miracle when its treasurer has abandoned the bank? Put it in storage, throw it away, make a permanent installation? Let it stay here and patina with dust? Keep earning that pocket money. Keep dusting. Take Silk and Rosemary’s lives apart like an archaeologist packing up a find: shake loose the earth. Pack it up and ask John what he wants – pack the whole house up and ask John what he wants: the cufflinks, walking sticks, records, the giant impractical lime table yanked from its roots. 

			What shall we do with us, John? Now that our melodrama is done and I didn’t even tell you what I think of you, just a pathetic, You can’t mean that, and I am maddeningly still left with room for doubt. 

			No. Dig for something else. I moved shaking hands across Silk’s desk, a diviner summoning lost property. But what I had lost would not be found here, would not be found at all. Silk had left me in the middle of a conversation, and I didn’t know the next line, only that the cue was his. 

			My hand froze on a thick envelope. A stiff weave, the kind he used for birthday cards. Maybe he had left directions for me. A map charting a way forward, a way through, a way out. I turned it over. My shoulders dropped. The name on the back, next to If lost, was Dr Felix Gerschel. 

			The letter was from the Jewish Museum in Berlin. I’d brought it to Silk months ago. Cleaning palettes, spotting ‘Jewish’ and ‘Berlin’ on the envelope, he told me to throw it away. 

			‘It could be something interesting,’ I said, and opened it. The muscles in his jaw bunched as I read aloud, the impact too quick to take the words back: ‘It says that the National Relief Committee for Deportees in Hungary interviewed you in 1945 about your . . . experience. They asked you a selection of over three hundred questions. The Jewish Museum in Berlin has found your testament in their collection and wants to use it for an exhibition they’re putting together, about survivors, survivors who went on to be artists, and artists who didn’t, um, survive. This researcher, Felix Gerschel, wants you to come and see the testament, and then to interview you. Or he can come here . . .’

			‘Three hundred questions? Never in my entire life have I been so interesting. Rip it up. I can’t go to Berlin. Not now. Don’t they know how busy I am?’

			The plastic brush knocked against the lip of the palette as he chipped at the acrylic. I slipped the letter back into the envelope and left it on top of a Eurostar offer to senior citizens, one way for just £39.99. 

			Now the glue was matted with pollen and hair. How many times had he read it? 

			Silk never discussed the war. The little I did know of his experience came from newspapers and art books and conversations with Great-Uncle László. Silk left Hungary as a refugee in 1945 after the deaths of his sister and mother in unknown circumstances, and his father in Auschwitz. He was settled in London, where he met Rosemary, and had John six years later, in 1951. That was it. Everything I knew about Silk’s life began in London, 1945.

			I sat down, skating the letter this way and that over my knees, listening to the rasp of paper on the stubble of my unshaven legs. You can deliver the eulogy. You can have the house, the canvases, this Gordian knot in your stomach, the grief that forces your eyeballs to the back of your skull to watch the world continue without him. This in medias res fucked-up entrance to the history of your grandfather: a disputed legacy and the father that legacy stunted and these questions, so many questions, the first of which has to be, how do I stand up without you?

			I picked up my phone. Entered the area code, and listened to the strange ringtone. 

			‘Gerschel. Hallo? Ist jemand da?’

			‘Is that – I’m looking for Dr Felix Gerschel.’

			‘You have found him. Me. This is my home number, though, and I am out of office hours—’

			‘You put your home number at the bottom of the letter. You said he – we – could ring anytime?’

			‘Who is this?’

			‘I’m sorry, my name is Eva, Eva Butler. I’m Joseph Silk’s granddaughter.’

			‘Jesses. Excuse me, I am surprised to . . . I mean, I am so sorry. I was a huge admirer of his work, I did my PhD—’

			‘It made the news out there, I guess.’

			A pause, then a small laugh, one of sympathy. ‘All over the world, I imagine.’

			‘Right.’ I clamped my spare hand under my armpit, the damp patch warming my fingers. ‘I’m calling because I wondered if Silk – if Mr Silk – ever got back to you?’

			‘He did.’ 

			‘What did he say?’

			‘You say you are the granddaughter of Joseph Silk?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘And your full name, please?’

			‘Eva Butler. It’s my mother’s surname.’

			‘I see. I am sorry to – it would be a great honour to be speaking with Joseph Silk’s granddaughter, but without any proof that you are who you say I cannot give that sort of information.’

			‘But what are you going to do with his testament?’

			‘I am very sorry, I cannot discuss—’

			‘Do you still have it?’

			A rustle, and then the sound of typing. I imagined him googling me. ‘Frau Butler, I really . . .’ The voice obscured now, as if the phone was pinched between shoulder and ear. Two hands: one typing, one moving the mouse. Perhaps he’d found my blog, Picture Show, reviews of films Silk and I watched together. Maybe he was scanning over my write-up of The Lion in Winter. After his first stroke, Silk reassured me: I’m not scared, darling. Smile, darling. There’s no need to be scared. I gave him the smile he wanted, borrowing Henry II’s gambit: What kind of courage have you got? He delivered Philip’s reply lightly: My courage is the tidal kind. It comes and goes. It was his favourite line. I’m no Henry, he’d say. My life, when it is written, will not read better than it lived.

			‘Mr Gerschel,’ I said. ‘Did he ask you to destroy it?’

			The typing stopped. ‘Yes.’ 

			I stood up. The letter slid to the floor. ‘Did you?’

			A long silence. ‘No.’

			I paced to the window. My bedsheet-white reflection stared back. ‘Why not?’

			‘Herr Silk called again. He asked me to bring it to London.’

			‘Why? To destroy it himself?’

			‘I think he wanted to read it.’

			‘Why?’

			‘Perhaps he had forgotten its contents, I do not know how his memory was, but really—’

			‘No, I mean, what makes you think he wanted to read it?’

			‘I do not know. Something in his voice.’

			‘Why didn’t you come?’

			‘I was going to. I had a flight booked. Then I saw on the news, he had a stroke. I called his agent but no one got back to me. Listen, I really should not have told you this . . .’

			‘He had two strokes.’

			‘Yes. I read this also. I am very sorry—’

			‘Can I look at it?’

			‘Pardon?’

			‘If I got on a plane tonight, tomorrow, could I read it? I can bring my passport, his passport, everything. If you’d just meet me.’

			A long silence. I rocked up onto my toes and stayed there.

			‘Of course, Frau Silk, this would be the museum’s pleasure.’

			I lowered to the floor, inch by inch. 

			*

			Buy a plane ticket, wiping out more than half your bank account. Do not call your mother or text your father. Do take two wallets and two passports. 

			I was following stage directions written in somebody else’s hand, somebody who could close the door on Fitzroy Park and follow the Thames out. The lane was quiet, as it always was. Some of the cottages still possessed their original cob and thatch. Our house was first Georgian, then Victorian, then Bauhaus, Silk would claim. You could convince yourself that you were in the countryside, standing here. A past that never ended, a future that never arrived. You could convince yourself nothing had changed.

			I heard Silk ask: Do I have the keys, Eva? 

			No, Silk, I do.

		

	
		
			you are here

			‘Lost?’

			I jumped, finding a woman in a ragged parka at my elbow. ‘No – yes.’

			‘Jüdisches Museum?’

			I took a step back. ‘Yes.’

			I didn’t like being identified as Jewish here. It was the first time I’d ever thought anything like that. 

			The woman pointed, further into west Berlin. 

			Blushing, I said, ‘Thank you,’ and hurried down the street. 

			It was 10.30 a.m. I wasn’t meeting the curator until three. I walked through housing blocks and past small shops, whose owners watched me from their doorsteps. A red signpost pointed down an alleyway, and I was turning the corner as I stepped over a bronze plaque that appeared to have melted into the cobbles.

			HIER WOHNTE

			MAX LASKE

			JG. 1903

			ERMORDET

			11.8.1942 

			IN SACHSENHAUSEN

			I knew that ermordet had something to do with death. I knew the meaning of 1942. I took my phone out and swiped up for record, capturing the tips of my toes and the sun winking on the bronze. A playground ran down one side of the alley, and I was jolted by the smack of a ball against the fence. The children playing were mostly Turkish or black, which surprised me, stupidly. I wasn’t thinking right. Max Laske, 1942. 

			I didn’t want to know what the museum knew. Outside of Great-Uncle László there was no engine for remembrance in my family, no drive to articulate history, and Silk always kept us outside of László. I knew the facts, knew place names and numbers like anyone. But I was suddenly very afraid of knowing more. I slowed, watching the back-and-forth of the ball. 

			If you don’t want to know, what are you doing here? Why see the testament at all? 

			Because he’s in it. Because he’s here. Because he wanted to destroy it or save it. Because he would not leave the decision to strangers. Because it might explain the silence that eclipsed John’s childhood, and the silent rage that strangled mine. Because I don’t know what to put on his gravestone. Those forcibly neat words given to Max Laske – I don’t know what those words are for Silk, and the engraver keeps calling for an answer. Because he left me too soon. 

			The alleyway opened onto a wide street overshadowed by two giant buildings. One baroque and certain, a courthouse implacable to post-war concrete. The other a massive blue bulk – oxidising zinc, I realised – scarred by slit windows and contorted edges, twisting back on itself. I knew both buildings made up the Jewish Museum, but couldn’t tell how they connected. I crossed the road, feeling the breeze of a car brushing my calf. Watch out, little Eva. I walked up the ramp to the older building. 

			The security was like an airport. I opened my overnight bag before the men could ask; they hardly glanced at its contents. If you offer yourself up, people will leave you alone. That’s one theory, anyway. Collecting my belongings from the conveyor belt, I joined the queue for tickets. I told the woman behind the counter who I was there to meet. She checked the computer. 

			‘Dr Gerschel has put your name on a list.’

			I raised my eyebrows and waited for a flicker of shared irony, but received a smile so wide I wondered what I’d done right.

			‘Enjoy the museum.’

			‘Thank you.’ 

			The entrance hall hummed. I picked an audio guide, scrolling through the options: Chinese, English, Hungarian, Japanese, Yiddish . . . Silk had never taught me the languages of his homeland or abandoned religion. Osip, an old friend of Silk’s, once took us to a Yiddish cabaret at Hampstead Synagogue. The stand-up comedian delivered a twenty-minute routine without a word of English. It was the first synagogue I’d ever been to, and the last Silk said he had attended, aged nineteen. He said the service hadn’t been so funny then. He’d accepted the invitation because it was Osip. Don’t refuse old men their pleasures, he told me. Osip wasn’t much older than he was. Every minute or so the whole hall laughed. I hated sitting there blushing and silent – ‘What an English rose you have for a granddaughter, Silk’ – so I laughed with them. Later, I asked Silk what the jokes were about. 

			‘Bagels,’ he said, expressionless. ‘And the end of the world.’

			I replaced the audio guide and chose a map, unfolding its pages. Three words told me, you are here.

			The Jewish Museum stretched across the old and new buildings, bound and separated by a line made up of underground passageways and bridges. A line labelled the Void. I felt lost before beginning. Silk used to draw maps for my first forays into London alone, sketching the lions, hot and quizzical, in Trafalgar Square; the light-box letters of Prince Charles Cinema; the neon scrawl of Bar Italia. He connected each destination with blue wandering feet, detours and about-faces. Handing the map over, he’d say: Here, get lost. Mum would sigh – and who will be picking her up? – as she turned the paper over, drawing insistent arrows, telling me, the bank will be on your left, a church on your right, telling me, find your landmarks, make your map. 

			On the museum’s map, a red arrow slipped through the ground I stood on, bumping down the stairs and bashing itself against the sharp corners of the new building. I stood at the black mouth of the staircase, of the Void.

			My eyes were closing. I felt like I was falling forward, the map growing around me.

			I needed to sleep. I could go to a café, even find a hotel for the day. I had money now. Silk’s money. 

			But I didn’t leave. I felt the thrust of that red arrow, grasped it like a bannister, and descended, remembering Mum reading Alice in Wonderland to me. In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.

			*

			The hermetic seal of the new building was punctured by these zigzag steps: concrete slabs and solder lines. Gleaming walls snatched and scattered my reflection, tumbling it down the stairs. I faced a long passage intersected by three axes with letters on the walls, saxe blue capitals spelling Exile, Holocaust, Continuity. I took the route that made the most sense to me, thinking that in Silk’s story this came before exile, this thing summed up in one sentence: Flossenbürg Mauthausen Ravensbrück Buchenwald Chelmno Belzec Theresienstadt Auschwitz Lublin-Majdanek Treblinka Sobibor Bergen-Belsen. Had Silk been deported to one of them, even more than one? There were no stories. There was no shared memory. I would find out at three o’clock.

			János Zyyad died in Auschwitz. Silk’s father. Now I thought about it, I realised I’d never heard Silk say it himself, not directly, or in interviews. But still it existed as a fact, in books and PhD theses, on Wikipedia, reduced to gossip, footnotes citing ‘General Sources’. Anything, I realised, that Silk couldn’t edit.

			I squeezed through the crowds, peering over shoulders and phones at nobody’s heirlooms, glazed bowls and postcards and silver candle­sticks. I stopped at the Kozower family photographs. Children at the dinner table. They looked back at me with such strong gazes they seemed safe in this sepia stillness, inextinguishable. I had not found any pictures of Silk’s family or his childhood in Budapest, going through filing cabinets and pine boxes and envelopes in the sleepless hours of the last week. Maybe nothing survived. Maybe he destroyed it all, or gave it to a museum anonymously. I had found a file of every postcard I ever sent him when I was away, every birthday card I made him as a child, every nonsense poem.

			Raised voices made me duck my head. A Spanish family arguing. I kept my head down, finding relief in weightlessness, watching flip-flops, bare feet, sandals, a teenage girl loosely holding a grey-haired woman’s hand, four fingers looped around her bent thumb. 

			Did I comfort Silk in that way? Or, in his last years, when honesty might have ripened, did I rush to muffle his words, insisting he had only ever been a good man? 

			Close your eyes. None of the languages make sense, not even English. They are soft echoes. A baby cries: no, no, no.

			One of the cases protected an ink drawing. Clandestine art, the caption read. In 1941 Bedřich Fritta was deported to Theresienstadt, a ‘model camp’ just outside of Prague where cafés and shops created the illusion of normality for the Red Cross. Fritta was forced to work first as a draughtsman for the walls that would keep him, and then as a graphic artist for propaganda. At night he and other artists became witnesses, documenting prisoners wailing and dying and waiting in black ink. Some of the pictures survived, hidden in walls, smuggled out, rolled tightly in tins. Bedřich Fritta was discovered and sent to Auschwitz in 1944. On permanent loan from Thomas Fritta-Haas.

			I leant into the sketch, my breath glossing the glass. A demonic film camera shone its light on an old man. The wall behind him hid a skeleton. Film and Reality. 

			A museum guide – a host, they were called – watched me, checking perhaps that I was OK. I am not OK. The hair on my arms stood up; one of the letters described body lice standing stiff as hairs. I looked at Fritta’s urgent strokes. 

			I want to save Silk from belonging to this history.

			Leave now and you’ll never have to know.

			Did the museum plan to put Silk’s work next to Fritta’s? I wasn’t sure when Silk began painting – his answers were always contradictory. He described his mother as an artist. But it was something he came to later – and never utilised to protest or expose, to exercise that kind of will. 

			When Silk was in his mid-twenties he accompanied an actor friend from Yorkshire to see a speech therapist. The actor wanted to learn the Queen’s English. Sitting outside the office, Silk shaped his mouth to those new vowels. To me, he sounded like a born north Londoner. His bookshelves were stuffed with English literature, which he’d read to me, W.B. Yeats’s ‘He bids his beloved be at peace’, T.S. Eliot’s ‘Marina’:

			Living to live in a world of time beyond me; let me

			Resign my life for this life, my speech for that unspoken, 

			The awakened, lips parted, the hope, the new ships.

			Setting the book between us, he said, ‘This to me is being an immigrant. I resigned Hungary, the past, for this life. I am two people, one left behind, and one I see in your face now. Of the boy I was, there is no trace. It comes down to memory. And I remember nothing.’ 

			I had hidden from Silk’s expectant look, which told me he wanted my assent, looking instead at the yellowed page curling from a tired spine, where the same phrase appeared four times in one stanza: meaning Death, meaning Death, meaning Death, meaning Death. It seemed that exile reverberated down our family line, casting my mother back to Australia, my father to France, and me here, to the Axis of Exile and its jumble sale of new languages, as if it were me, this time, who had fled. As I had fled. Los Angeles, stockholm, santiago de Chile. I stopped in front of London. In 1945 a mail and cargo carrier had let Silk curl up amongst its sacks, lifting off from Switzerland and setting down at London Airport. It was raining, Silk told me. And I thought: this is the Mother Country?

			I pushed out into the Garden of Exile, with its off-kilter door, slick green and sea grey. The blue of the sky was sudden, like the trough of a wave. The ground was uneven: a slanting plane of grey columns striking upwards at unpredictable heights, like a foreign skyline, like chimneys. On top of the columns, oleaster trees reached across to meet each other. I listened to birdsong. Competing pips of small lungs. The rusty jabber of crows. This discordant peace might have been the first clear sensation to hit Silk when he reached London in 1945. He would have liked this garden, its impression of an ocean, if he were with me now.

			Three years earlier I had helped install Mariner. He chose to exhibit it at the RA because of the scale of the walls, erecting a twelve-foot stained-glass box glowing with Vari-Lites, onto which he projected footage of his paintbrush, each stroke mimicking the crash of a wave. When the deep ultramarine hit the blue the room glimmered, rocking with my recordings of Land’s End, as if we’d been sunk. Silk leant on his walking stick in the middle of the installation – a sight familiar to friends since he was a young man – and gave a small nod.

			‘You know what Picasso said? If you haven’t got any red, use blue.’

			Why did he need a walking stick all those years? Another accident, he said, never telling me more. 

			I am aware, here, of your ghost. And it doesn’t want me to ask questions.

			*

			I followed the Axis of Exile into the diaspora of history, past headstones and suitcases and an incongruous Christmas tree, clinging to bridges that looked down into weathered towers, until I reached The Memory Void. It smelt of stone wet by rain. Windows high above cast light onto thousands of steel faces filling the long concrete shaft, faces an inch thick, punctured and wailing like the drawings of a child, reduced to eyes and mouths. A low sea wall kept them from the door, and as I approached, a boy sitting there with his girlfriend said, ‘You’re supposed to walk on them.’

			The girl said, ‘What?’

			‘The faces. You’re supposed to walk on them.’ He had an audio guide pinned to his ear with his shoulder, leaving both hands free to circle her waist. I wanted his arms to shield me.

			‘We can’t do that,’ the girl said firmly.

			Some of the faces had no mouths, only the outline where a punch might make contact. I knelt down, soothing the nearest face; it sang.

			I remembered Great-Uncle László beating the table with his fist on his final visit: ‘Are we not to have a homeland? Are we not to have a home?’ 

			Silk had looked calmly about the kitchen: ‘What do you call this?’ 

			László told him he wouldn’t be free until he gave voice to his suffering. Silk shook his head. ‘Who says I’m suffering? I have a right to forget. A right to build myself a new life, a right to be happy. Your insistence that I talk, these calls to remember, they are a threat to my being: the man I am now, the man I have been since 1945. I won’t allow it.’ 

			‘Don’t you think I understand what it costs? Don’t you think I have nightmares for weeks after I give my talks at schools? When I attend memorials? When we celebrate liberation? When we sing kaddish?’

			‘That’s your choice.’

			‘It’s not a choice,’ László said. ‘What’s a man without memory?’ 

			Silk told him: ‘Happier.’ 

			But László wouldn’t drop it, and Silk’s face purpled as he spat, ‘What are you, then? Memory without identity, memory alone, and alone you are, but not because of me – I’ve never stopped you searching, so stop – stop forcing—’ until his throat closed up. The doctor said he was allergic to shellfish, but he’d never been allergic to it before, and never was again.

			I moved into the silence of The Void, following the common gravitation to the edges, hands trailing along cold concrete. It was the silence of strangers joined together at a cathedral or a terminus. A little girl walked face-first into the corner and buried herself there. A man hovered nearby, arms pinned around his chest, as if waiting for his part in some vigil. 

			I asked Silk once why he never returned to Hungary. He told me, ‘I stayed vigilant.’

			As I watched this stranger bristling now in his vigil I thought he was alert to the necessity of doing so. It was the only gesture of resistance in a place such as this – the resistance of being alive. 

			The shutter release of a camera. A bald man with a big bag slung over his chest, and behind him two girls, one with streamer-pink hair. I squeezed out of the way as the man marched past, hurrying to get to the faces, his quick gait slowed by the undulating floor. The girls held to the wall, fingers skirting the concrete. 

			The sound of the faces being walked on was the smash of plates hurled across a kitchen; it was crystal ringing, scaffold falling; it was a headache building behind my eyes. The ache of stories, a broken dam. 

			I released a long breath. The end of the tower was clogged with darkness. 

			I crept forward, into other people’s photos, sliding my own phone to record. I looked down and saw Silk’s feet instead of my own, picking their way over mud and stones.

			Silk shrugging as he said: It comes down to memory. And I remember nothing.

			I sat down in the dark and forced breath into my chest. It did not help. Tears gathered in my throat, and something else, breathlessness, stuckness. People could sit here for hours, I sensed, and no one would wonder at it. People could come apart here. I opened myself to the Babel voices, a faint chanting, the squeak of a hinge – and was dismantled, breaking up, fumbling for nothingness, with Silk’s voice calling me on.

		

	
		
			List

			No. 14. What were the first anti-Jewish measures and when did they come into force

			No. 16. Who executed the orders and by what means

			No. 17. Was the rule on wearing yellow stars strictly enforced

			No. 19. How did the Jews in your location react to the measures

			No. 21. How did people of other faiths in your area react

			No. 23. When did German troops occupy your place of residence

			No. 26. When were orders for ghettoisation issued

			No. 39. Did the local Hungarian community try to smuggle food into the ghetto

			No. 45. Did you try to escape

			No. 50. Were there any deaths in the ghetto, and what were the causes

			No. 51. Who died

		

	
		
			Two

		

	
		
			anything but what I am

			Possessions first. Books and spoons and watches on the floor. József has nothing left to give this new flea market. A soldier at the station already took his money, claiming it in exchange for the pea soup that made everyone in the locked freight cars shit the length of the motherland. Cooked with laxative, the others said, forty or fifty men whose skin he feels he has climbed into. German and Hungarian soldiers, fellow Magyars, shout at him now, at all of them, for the stink of it. This is the first time he has gone beyond the borders of his birth. He thinks he might shit himself once more from fear alone. A rifle butt pushes him further into the darkness of the shed.

			Armbands. He wears a yellow scarf, sewn by his mother, around the arm of his father’s second-best coat. These are the rules of labour service. Despite being attached to the German army, no military dress is permitted. Change of rules, a soldier says. No civilian dress either. He drags József’s coat off, jerking the armband loose and tossing it back into József’s hands. Shirts off. The replacement is thin cotton, too big for him, with a giant yellow star stamped front and back. The paint is stiff. He buttons the star up, uniting its angles, and wonders if it will resist the rain beating the metal roof. He binds the yellow scarf around his arm again, carefully. 

			Line up. This way. That. Stand straight. Are you looking at me? A Magyar soldier swings his rifle at a man’s head. 

			The servicemen crowd together, crushing József, and he goes down under the force of it, skull hitting concrete. A boot buckles his ribs. He stays down, trying to curl around it, but the boot shakes him off and stamps harder, again and again, kicking a boil of blood into József’s body, flashes bursting in his vision, the man screaming in Magyar with such fury it is a shock when it stops. József gasps at the soldier’s feet, the soldier no longer looking at him, but at the crabbed form of an old man. 

			Close your eyes. 

			Thud-smack, the soldier’s rifle coming down, the old man crying, so close his pain bores directly into József’s ear, noise that bites and blares and brawls. No. Stop. The soldier’s knee is in József’s back, using him to get closer to the old man. The point of contact is enough to feel the pullback of muscle, the swing, the follow-through, once, twice, three times. 

			The rifle clatters to the floor. The noise stops. The wet disintegration of the old man’s silence touches his fingers. Blood, bone, hair. He thinks he is next and keeps his face pressed to the concrete, but the soldier pays him no attention, just sinks down over József’s body, tired.

			*

			Breakfast is a half-empty tin of sugary coffee and a slice of stale bread. The men around him take two bites that last for long minutes and pocket the rest, but József is too faint to follow them. As he balloons one swollen cheek with the last of the coffee, a man opposite with teeth like muddy cobbles gives a heavy sigh. Another man sitting to his left, wiry hair sprouting in the grooves of his face, asks in Magyar, ‘You arrived yesterday?’

			He swallows. ‘Last night.’

			‘From where?’

			‘Budapest.’

			‘Has the city been emptied?’

			‘Evacuated? No. The bombing isn’t that bad yet.’

			‘Emptied.’

			‘No – why?’ 

			Another long sigh.

			‘How old are you?’ 

			‘Eighteen last week.’

			The man with the bad teeth lifts a grey eyebrow at József and says: ‘Mazel tov.’

			József tries not to blink under the man’s look, but to return it, suddenly angry that this broken-down horse assumes he is green from the city. József has seen more than enough to make him a man before now: his father return from labour service so undone József’s little sister Alma mistook him for a beggar at the door; his brother beaten by children who used to be his friends, ‘Jew rat’ written in his books, and the teacher crying, telling József between chokes she’ll find some way to protect them. But after a minute he realises the man’s gaze is not contemptuous, just empty. 

			He asks them both, ‘What are we doing here?’ 

			A one-shouldered shrug. ‘Mines. Copper. Train tracks.’

			‘Are they – what happened last night, does that happen a lot?’

			József wants them to look at his face and offer sympathy. But neither says anything. It is another man who leans in and tells him, ‘All the time, since Marányi.’ The name draws the whispers of those around them, comparing the command of Lieutenant Colonel Balogh with Lieutenant Colonel Marányi, telling him that though Balogh said he hated Jews, when he was in charge no corporals took food from our rations, and when it rained he took blankets from the guards and gave them to us. You think he was so angelic, tell me why did he let them destroy our mail? This argument is knocked aside by the word Marányi and with it everything Marányi has done, stealing money and sending it home to his wife, truss-ups every Sunday, ignoring the doctor, who tells him the weaker ones will die hanging above the ground like that by their thumbs, spinning, but Marányi doesn’t care if they do. There are executions too, disappearances, starvations, stopping the local Serbs giving us eggs and milk – we would have died by now without the Serbs, and we’ll die now they are kept out. 
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