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Chapter One



	 


	Van de Leyhn Apartment


	Manhattan, New York, Tuesday 9th July 1929


	Eva asked her mother, “When will you return?”


	Petra van de Leyhn looked at her 18-year-old daughter sitting on the sofa next to her. “Just before Easter, I’ll only be gone for two months; I won’t be far away, in Washington.”


	“But you intimated it would be the start of something, what was it- ‘new’ you said. You are a linguist and you went to Washington, and that means the government requires your services, so how ‘new’ is it?”


	Her mother looked down at her hands, clasped together on her lap. 


	Eva looked across at her father smiling mischievously as he gazed back at her, “Your mother cannot tell you anything more, it is official, in fact it is highly secret.” 


	She regarded her father as he spoke, realizing he was serious despite his expression. She turned back to her mother, “You’re not going to be a spy are you?”


	Her parents laughed softly, and she wondered if they were putting on an act for her sake. 


	Her mother reached out and touched her hand. “No, my dear, not a spy, but I will not be allowed to discuss my work with anyone, not even my family.”


	She looked at her father with her eyebrows raised. “No more than Dad could his journeys to - let me guess, Burma wasn’t it?” 


	Jonathan Henry van de Leyhn told her, “You just carry on with your studies, my dear; there are difficult times ahead for everyone, on both sides of the Atlantic, as well as in the Far East; things that shouldn’t concern you.”


	She stood up and slung her purse over her shoulder. “Okay, keep your secrets to yourself, but you will have to tell me one day.”


	Her father grinned and said as she reached the door, “Maybe.”


	She smiled and shook her head, her auburn mane flowing from side to side. “I’m going for a walk in the park; I’ll be back inside an hour.”


	Her parents watched the door close behind their only child. 


	Petra looked at her husband. “Do you think she will worry about us when we are away?”


	He came over to her and sat next to her, placed his arm around her. “Of course she will, just as much as we will be concerned for her welfare.”


	“Will she be all right by herself?”


	“I’ll ask my sister Sandra to call her every day and see she isn’t lonely.”


	“Yes, but who will take care of her, protect her.”


	“She can take care of herself. Boxing classes taught her how to fight, and your cousin Maria from the bakery is just two blocks away if she needs anything.”


	“Women aren’t supposed to fight.”


	“That’s what Chuck O’Donnell thought. D’you remember?”


	She smiled. “Yes, his father was most angry, I’m not sure whether it was over his son’s bloody nose or the fact that his son picked a fight with a girl.”


	“And lost,” he added.


	“Almost ‘lost’ his front teeth.”


	“He apologized later.”


	“She’ll make a fine doctor one day.”


	“Or a linguist,” he added, pulling her closer to him.


	She kissed him on the cheek. “I know, but what worries me, are the dark days ahead of us.”


	 


	Grangeforth Apartment building


	Twenty-five year-old Wolfgang von Berging, dressed in his running clothes, entered his aunt’s bedroom treading carefully on the thick woolen carpet as he slowly approached her bed. He gazed down at her as she lay there sleeping, breathing gently after taking her medicine. 


	He knew she was slowly dying from cancer as the doctor told him there was nothing more he could do for her. 


	Satisfied that she was sleeping peacefully he moved away from the bed and spoke quietly with one of the five nurses who worked in flexible six-hour shifts taking care of her, “Judith, I’ll be out most of day, I’m going for a short run, and then I’ll spend the rest of the day at the library. I’ll call in every couple of hours and I’ll be home around six.”


	The nurse nodded and answered in kind, “Very well, sir.”


	He left the quiet room and walked across to the door leading to the corridor


	He closed the apartment door and walked on past his own apartment and headed for the lift patting his shorts hip pockets where he kept his keys and his wallet. He passed several other apartments on his way there, all of them empty, just like all the other apartments on every single floor of the large building.


	Outside on the quiet Sunday Street, after several stretching exercises he headed off towards Central Park.


	 


	Hard Times


	Ed Haralson looked at the new putty holding the glass in the window frame, and regarded his work with a non-professional eye, then touched the firm surface tentatively with his index finger. He called out, “I can start painting tomorrow. D’you think we should try a different color?” 


	In New York, in July 1929, everybody was willing to do any sort of work, however menial, to survive, and Ed, at age thirty-three, was no exception. 


	Working as a janitor on the block where he lived, he took a pride in everything he did, whether sweeping autumn leaves or snow, or fixing a leaky pipe, and as a free-lance photojournalist, he found himself at the moment with plenty of spare time on his hands.  


	Squinting up at the sky through the window of his two-bedroom apartment he called out once more, “Weather’s hot, it’s gonna go over 100 by midday.” 


	“How about a walk in Central park while its still cool?”


	Yeah sure, I’ll get my jacket.”


	He watched his wife, Jean as she slipped a jacket over their two-year-old son Simon’s shoulders; protection from the sun and rose up with the child in her arms hugging him. 


	Ed neared her. “You want I should carry him down the stairs?”


	She looked at her husband standing there, in his freshly ironed shirt, Sunday trousers and matching blazer and shiny brown shoes, broad-shouldered, weary eyed, and smiling as always. “That’s okay, Honey, he aint’ heavy.”


	He smiled and stroked her cheek gently with the back of his fingers, “You happy?”


	She returned the smile and nodded. “Sure, I’ve got you two men brighten up my life, don’t I?” she kissed his lips. “I’ll just get my purse.” 


	He watched her walk briskly over to the dresser. As he waited, he thought about the last three job-application letters he had written. Up to now he had received nothing but a phone call from a secretary.


	He had been lucky up to now, the work as a janitor in his apartment block kept the rent at a payable level. 


	Then the news yesterday as she arrived home from the clinic. “I’m pregnant!” she stood there, her face glowing, saying, “It is God’s wish.”


	She called out from the dresser, “We’re ready.” 


	She followed him to the apartment building entrance where he opened the glass-paneled door for her and followed her through. 


	As they walked down the broad stone steps to the sidewalk together she suggested, “Let’s walk through the park; we can sit on the grass for a while.” 


	Central Park


	Eva strolled happily along the gravel bridle used frequently, smoothed out after the previous days use by horse riders from the park’s hire stables.


	As she approached the junction she saw a young man seated on a park bench fiddling with a camera. He had light-olive skin and was well-dressed. She mused, ‘He’s probably Italian or maybe Jewish. Oh! He’s pointing his camera this way.’


	As she passed him she turned and faced him and gave him a wide smile. She heard the camera click and as she faced forward she heard heavy, hasty foot falls and stopped as a man dressed in running shorts and vest almost collided with her. He swerved to avoid her and his abrupt action caused a horse to shy and rear up. This caused the rider to lose a stirrup and drop the reigns as she fell forward, the horse panicked and bolted forward at a fast trot.


	She watched as it took off down the path passing a couple with a child. She watched as the man took off after the animal and after catching up brought it to a halt.


	She turned round and saw the runner sitting on the path nursing his right knee, he had probably slipped on the loose gravel. She approached along with the photographer who said. “I am sorry, this is all my fault, I distracted you.”


	“No,” she said, “My vanity was at fault, and I wasn’t looking where I was going.”


	She helped the runner to his feet and the photographer held onto him and they helped him walk over to the bench where he produced a bottle of soda water from a large satchel, opened it and gave it to her.


	She took a handkerchief out of her handbag and holding the bottle of soda water in one hand and a bloodied handkerchief in the other as she dabbed at a graze on his knee, cleaning it in a careful manner, removing the grit; then she heard a voice behind her say,      


	 “You do realize that in the hands of an amateur that can be a dangerous instrument; your camera I mean.”


	The photographer answered, “I am no amateur, sir. My name is Brian Davies and I am gathering work for my portfolio. 


	Eva turned and looked up at the intruder, a well-built man in his early thirties and said, “Would you mind, sir, this man is injured and all you can do is find someone to blame for this incident. Who are you, are you a police officer, or a doctor?”


	The man answered her “No, I, er, I just, well I’m a photographer, and er,-”  


	The man named Brian called out enthusiastically, “You are a photographer, what branch are you in?”


	As the man walked off with his wife and child he called out, “Freelance.”


	The young man’s eyebrows rose. “Freelance!” and approached him. “Who do you work for, the newspapers?”


	The group stopped and chatted for a while then came back to Eva and her patient.


	Eva, after inspecting the graze, said, “Well, you’ll survive.” Then she turned round and saw the child. “Oh, isn’t he cute, what’s his name.” 


	The woman told her proudly, “Simon, he’s two, going on three.”


	She stroked the boy’s cheek.


	“My name is Eva van de Leyhn; I live with my parents, not far from here, an apartment block next to the synagogue.” She glanced briefly at the man’s knee. “I’m studying medicine at the hospital at the moment.” 


	The big man told her, “I’m Ed Haralson and this is my wife Jean, we live a couple of blocks from here.”


	Jean peered past her at the young man, blond-haired and blue-eyed. “And who do we have here?”


	The man, in his mid-twenties, stood up, his features slightly tense as he did so. 


	Eva held onto his arm and Brian steadied him. 


	He thanked both of them and said, with a slight bow, in perfect English, “My name is Wolfgang von Berging. My family resides in Dresden, Germany. I am here on holiday, visiting a relative. I am studying to become an engineer.”


	Ed regarded him. “Your English is good, are you a student?”


	Wolfgang moved slightly, favoring his other leg. “Thank you, yes, I am an engineering student, I am taking the opportunity to study the actual construction of American bridges and I hope when I return home to take part in rebuilding our great nation.”


	Jean gave Ed a nudge, and he looked at his watch. He looked at Brian, and offered him his card. 


	“We photographers should stick together, give me a call some time, you can show me your, er, portfolio, when it’s ready.” 


	Brian’s face lit up as he took the card. “Thank you, Mr. Haralson.”


	He smiled. “Call me Ed.” 


	Eva looked the pair over and said, “Well, gentlemen, it was a pleasure, until next time, goodbye.”


	Ed looked at Brian who grinned and said, “The pleasure was all mine.”


	Ed said as Brian walked off. “It was a pleasure, Miss, now if you will excuse us we must be on our way.”


	Eva watched as the big man and his wife and child walked off down the path, and then looked at the handsome, blond young man wondering why fate had brought them both to this place. 


	She glanced briefly at Wolfgang who was examining the graze.  She told him “It needs cleaning properly; I live just around the corner, my parents are home. I can clean and bandage your knee no problem.”


	He smiled, flashing pure white teeth. “If that is what you wish, I don’t want to put you to any trouble.”


	She felt herself warming to him. “It isn’t any trouble and it would be a pleasure.”


	 “I am ready when you are, Doctor.”


	After a slow and easy twenty-minute walk, with Eva dabbing Wolfgang’s knee every now and then, they arrived at a large expensive-looking apartment block. 


	A middle-aged man in livery came out to meet them. “Miss van de Leyhn, may I help you?”


	She answered with a hint of authority, “Yes, George, you can take the bicycle and I’ll take this young man up to our apartment, are my parents back yet?”


	George nodded, smiling “Your mother is home, Miss.”


	She glanced at Wolfgang who smiled. “Thank you, George,” and they walked through the open doorway.


	George hurried after them and opened the elevator cage door. 


	She smiled after they entered. “Thank you, George, I’ll manage from here.”


	At the appropriate floor they left the elevator and walked to the apartment door. She took out her key and opened the door.


	She called out, “I’m home, Mama, I have somebody with me.”


	A woman, appearing on the good side of forty, wearing a floral-patterned short-sleeved dress, entered from what appeared to be the kitchen through a doorway at the far end of an elaborately furnished room. 


	As the woman came closer Wolfgang looked in surprise at Eva’s twin - a twin some years older that is - with the same long natural black hair shining with health and liquid hazel eyes. He looked back at Eva and something happened, he fell in love with her, right there and then.


	Eva indicated the other woman. “Wolfgang, this is my mother. Mother, this is Wolfgang, Wolfgang von Berging, he’s from Germany, and he’s visiting relatives here in New York.”


	Her mother extended her hand and in a half-daze, he took it and managed a weak, “How do you do?”


	She smiled and replied, “I’m fine thank you. Will you be staying long in New York?”


	Gathering his wits he told her, “I will be staying quite some time to attend to family business. I am staying with my aunt. She has a nurse taking care of her. She is quite old and she has arthritis, not only that, I am studying American bridge construction.”


	As her mother glanced at his scuffed knee, Eva told her.


	 “Wolfgang had a slight mishap while cycling, in the park, he fell off his bicycle, it was entirely my fault, I brought him here to care for his injury.”


	She looked at her daughter admonishingly. “Let the poor fellow sit down Eva, I’ll make coffee and sandwiches, your father should be home soon.”


	As her mother returned to the kitchen, Eva led him to a huge leather sofa, one of several set around a large Cherry wood coffee table, and made him comfortable. He watched, partly mesmerized by her movements as she walked over to the dresser and opened a cupboard. 


	She squatted down easily, took out a first-aid box, and returned to him, she sat down smoothing her dress and leaned forward. “So, let’s have a look at that knee.”


	Just after she finished bandaged his knee, her mother returned from the kitchen with a loaded tray and set it on the coffee table before them. “I take it you are both hungry.” 


	They nodded and for the next half hour, Eva and her mother insisted on fortifying Wolfgang with an assortment of sandwiches and several cups of coffee. When they had finished, Eva and her mother cleared the table with Eva, after which her mother left them alone, to see to the dishes. 


	They sat together on the huge leather sofa, face to face and he asked her, “Where are you studying to be a doctor?”


	She told him, gazing into his eyes, “At the general hospital, at the moment I’m working in the morgue as an attendant, assisting with the autopsies, it’s very interesting work.” She added, “I’m also studying languages, Russian is one of my subjects at the moment.” 


	His eyebrows rose slightly and she told him. 


	“My mother is a linguist; she has command over twenty five different languages, but for me it’s just a hobby.”


	He shook his head slightly, “My goodness, when do you have the time to cut up dead bodies?”


	She laughed softly. “I don’t do that, the pathologist does the slicing and sawing, I just weigh and wash the organs and help with the stitching afterwards, also I’m very interested in gynecology, I start at the baby clinic next week, so I will miss all those bodies.”


	He gazed at this raven-haired angel with her slender hands and the long delicate fingers, he imagined her handling cadavers and looked back at her face.


	She saw the look and grinned mischievously. “I see lots of bodies you know, most of them old, but we do get young bodies too, young men sometimes and I get to see everything and I sometimes have to wash them thoroughly.”


	He looked at her and bit his tongue. He was about to say something about her washing his body and he blushed at the thought. He coughed to clear his throat. “I would like to see you again. May I ask your parents permission to do so?”


	She caught her breath and told him seriously. “You don’t have to ask my parents’ permission, nor mine, just ask me.” She smiled at him and said, “How about horse riding?” She paused, “That’s If your knee can bear it. We can go riding at Daddy’s club. You should see it; it is a huge place, what about tomorrow at two? Do you have a car? Can you drive? I can, and I can pick you up unless you…” 


	Her voice trailed off as he smiled at her, a smile born of relief. He had thought, maybe her parents would object to their relationship. ‘Is she the one, is this Kismet, fate, the park, Brian, the horse, the big man and his wife and baby?’


	 “I can take my aunt’s car,” he said, “She hardly uses it these days, and yes, I would love to go riding with you.”


	The apartment door opened and a tall silver-haired man in his mid-forties, wearing a lightweight tan suit, walked in, he saw Eva and Wolfgang and stopped after half-dozen paces. 


	Eva stood up and helped Wolfgang to his feet. “Hello, Papa, this is Wolfgang, he is German and he is over here on holiday, we have arranged to meet tomorrow afternoon to go riding at your club, is that okay, he’s picking me up here at two o-clock.”


	Jonathan Henry van de Leyhn, a millionaire textile manufacturer, strode over to the pair and held out his hand, the young man took it and gripped it hard.  “How do you do sir, my name is Wolfgang von Berging.”


	The older man spoke with a southern drawl, in a voice deep, yet soft, while looking down at the bandaged knee. “I’m fine thank you. It looks like my daughter has been practicing on you.”


	Eva laughed softly and explained, “No, Papa, he had a fall in the park while cycling, it was my fault, I wasn’t watching where I was going.”


	The phone, situated on a tallboy, rang shrilly. Her father held up his hand. “Excuse me,” walked over and picked it up.


	Eva and Wolfgang watched and waited as he held the receiver close. 


	He listened after giving his name and glanced at his daughter and her companion as they resumed their seat.


	Speaking in undertones he watched their faces intently. 


	Eva’s mother entered from the kitchen and stopped after a few paces her eyebrows raised questioningly. 


	Her husband nodded a couple of times to her then said into the phone, “Make it four then.” 


	He replaced the phone and looked around at the three of them. “That was Charles Foster, he wants to meet me and my family, he wants to know if his department’s money is being well spent, and has invited us to dinner. So, young man, is evening dress a problem with you?”


	Wolfgang looked at the man, a few centimeters taller than himself and said without thinking, “That will not be a problem, sir, at what time shall I call round?”


	He shook his head slightly. “That won’t be necessary, leave your address with the concierge when you go, we will pick you up a seven sharp, this evening.” 


	He looked at his wife and then said to the young pair, “If you will excuse me, I have to discuss something with my dear wife.” He turned his attention to Wolfgang and said, while holding out his hand, “It was a pleasure meeting you young man, you take care of that knee now, as I believe you are taking my daughter riding tomorrow.”


	After shaking hands once more, he walked over to his wife waiting patiently near the kitchen doorway and after exchanging kisses, they left the room by another door. 


	Eva turned to Wolfgang. “He likes you, and mother does too.”


	He nodded and looked at the door her parents had taken. “That was apparent the way she kept offering me sandwiches and refilling my coffee cup,” he said, and turned to her, flexing his right hand, smiling “Your father has quite a grip, and your mother is very kind.”


	She nodded. “Yes, he has, he plays tennis regularly and my mother treats all my boyfriends that way.”


	His face fell slightly and he dropped his gaze, his eyelids fluttering slightly. 


	She added quickly, “Actually she treats all my friends the same way, but with you it was different.” She paused and lowered her voice. “I don’t have a steady boyfriend, I’m only nineteen and I, I,…” 


	Suddenly she was kissing him, smothering his lips with hers as she held his arms loosely. 


	He gasped at first, and then he held her face gently in his fingers and kissed her softly on the mouth, keeping his distance all the time. The kiss went on forever, then suddenly, softly and regrettably, eternity ended as they broke off and gazed at one another, and it was then that Wolfgang von Bergen felt a peace he had never known before. 


	 




 


	 


	Chapter Two


	 


	Friendly Connections


	Jean came into the room and pulled the door to, leaving it slightly ajar. She walked softly over the threadbare carpet to her husband as he sat on an old but comfortable sofa, reading a tattered photo journal. She sat down beside him and snuggled up to him, resting her head on his left shoulder. She said quietly, “Junior’s asleep.” 


	He seemed not to hear and she whispered, “Time for bed, handsome?”


	Ed smiled to himself and turned his head, she looked all-in, as she had been up since four in the morning attending an emergency delivery – twins, then there was the old man, Mr. Liebermann from downstairs who had fallen heavily while Ed was out. 


	He had suffered only minor bruising, but needed washing after fouling himself, something his arthritic wife could not manage, but it was something that Jean was long used to. 


	He said softly, “Tired already?”


	She pulled at the hand holding the magazine and said plainly, “No, are you?”


	He kept his face straight, “No, not really.”


	She whispered, “You can read me a bedtime story until I fall asleep.”


	He tossed the magazine onto the coffee table, a rickety affair that had not seen real coffee for quite a while and turned to face her, “And what will you be doing while I am reading?”


	She lifted her hand to her lips feigning shyness and said softly, “I can’t tell you, but I can show you.”


	He stretched his right arm above his head and faked a yawn, and then the phone rang, disturbing the intimacy. He looked down at Jean questioningly and she raised her eyebrows as she sat up. He stood up, walked over to the dresser, and picked up the receiver, “Haralson.”


	His jaw dropped, and he stood there transfixed for a while, then he turned to Jean and as if remembering to breathe, took a deep breath and spoke happily into the phone, “Yes sir, I do know someone, yes sir, I’ll bring him along.” He paused and said, “Tomorrow at eight, yes, sir.” 


	She stood up, trying to read something from his expression as he replaced the handset on its cradle. “You have work, a job, say yes, yes, please say yes?”


	He said slowly, controlling his excitement as she neared him, “That was a Mr. Lubowski. You recall the woman horse rider last weekend in the park, her husband runs a newspaper and he needs a reliable freelance photographer, and he wants me to work for him.”


	She asked as she stood before him. “Is that good, say it’s good, say it’s good?”


	He almost shouted, “That’s great!” 


	She threw her arms around his neck and showered him with kisses. 


	“He asked me if I knew a reliable darkroom assistant, so I’m going to give that guy Brian a call, now where’s the phone book?” 


	She kissed him long and hard with him responding in kind and released him, panting for breath. She gasped, “You do that,”


	Then she pulled open the dresser drawer and took out the phone book. As she handed it to him she added, while slowly unbuttoning the back of her dress. “And hurry.”


	He watched as she sauntered towards the bathroom her dress slipping down her lithe form as she passed through the doorway.


	He opened the phone book and heard her whistle softly and he turned and saw her at the doorway exposing her bare left shoulder.


	 


	Job Offer.


	“…and be punctual, please, Brian,” he said and put the phone down and turned as Jean came back into the room some five minutes later. He approached her, gazing at the hand towel wrapped around her slender body. 


	He touched her hair, still damp from the shower. 


	“I ever tell you how much I love you?”


	“Yes,” she said, grinning. “I asked you once and you pointed at the moon and you said ‘there and back again’.”


	“Why the towel, are you shy?”


	She stood there pouting, posing innocently. “If you don’t like it, then remove it.”


	He grinned at her and then asked, “And if I remove this towel from your delicate frame, what will I see?”


	She whispered across the short distance, “My naked body, what else,” then she pouted once more and turned away saying, “But as you aren’t the least bit interested…” then she gave a squeal as he pulled at the offending material from behind, and she ran off, leaving him holding the damp towel. 


	Pausing at the lobby doorway, hiding her body behind the doorframe once more, she said, “Come on, big boy, let’s celebrate.”


	As he made his way towards her, the incident in the park flashed through his mind, “Maybe ‘He’ does have connections after all.”


	 


	Morris Lubowski


	He met a nervous Brian outside the tall sandstone building shortly before eight, after they greeted each other Ed said, “Let me do the talking, Brian, speak only when spoken to, keep it short, very short.”


	Brian nodded. “You are the boss, Ed.”


	Ed led the way in and the woman at the front desk told them to go straight up to the tenth floor and they headed for the elevator.


	They arrived before a plain glass door with the name, 


	MORRIS LUBOWSKI EDITOR, printed on it in plain black lettering.


	Ed knocked on the door and a male voice within called out, “Come in.”
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