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Foreword


In The Game, Philip Fishman masterfully creates a story with amazing coincidences that are surprisingly believable. He presents us with characters who are truth-seekers, unafraid of what they might find out, as they shine a light on the terror and violence perpetrated by a former SS officer who has settled nicely into Albany, New York, ironically masquerading as a Jewish immigrant from the Holocaust that he was a part of. The character development is superb. You will love Alex and Rivka and you will detest Stahl. As you read, you will be crying at times, and laughing or cheering at times, and at least at one point, you will probably be doing two of the three at the same time.


By deftly weaving historical accuracies of Nazi Germany (and particularly the events of Kristallnacht) with fiction, the book offers a tableau of the family secrets of three young adults and, in particular, one man’s journey to right—or at least provide an appropriate and satisfying response to—tragic wrongs that were typical of the atrocities of the time.


If our shared human history is any indication, hatred and “otherness” will never be eradicated. But stories like these (not “stories,” though, in a literary sense; these are the accountings of true events and the potential for one such thread to come to the conclusion it deserves) serve to remind us that this horrific chapter cannot be erased, nor should it be. We share the responsibility of constant vigilance to ensure that such unspeakable acts and the blind hate and prejudice they originated from are fought wherever they occur.


Fortunately, I had no close family members who experienced the horrors of the Holocaust, but as Fishman points out, every Jew has a family connection to that terrible time.


Never forget.


- Debbie Burke, author of Klezmer for the Joyful Soul








“Mind your own business.” An adage with deep philosophical roots in British and American libertarianism. A version of it was actually the motto on the reverse side of the first coin minted by the United States in 1787, the Fugio Cent.


There are even Biblical references: In 1 Thessalonians 4:11- 12, Paul states that believers should “...lead a quiet life...mind your own business.” And in Romans 13-1, “Let every person be subject to the governing authorities. For there is no authority except from God, and those that exist have been instituted by God.”


But there are times when one must stand up and say “NO!” When a government or authority is illegitimate as evidenced by its sanctioning and committing murder, thievery, propaganda, disenfranchising a segment of the population, and turning one segment against another, one must no longer mind his own business. Rather, his business is then everyone's business, and becomes one of resistance.


“First they came for the socialists, and I did not speak out — because I was not a socialist.


“Then they came for the trade unionists, and I did not speak out — because I was not a trade unionist.


“Then they came for the Jews, and I did not speak out — because I was not a Jew.


“Then they came for me — and there was no one left to speak for me.” Pastor Martin Niemoller
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Prologue
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I was almost six years old when I began seeing newsreels at the movies of the liberation of the death camps and horrific carnage at the conclusion of the war. I was, of course, far too young to fully grasp what it was all about, but I didn't require an adult mind to know that it was terrible.


I recall asking Mom what a concentration camp was. I knew that to concentrate meant to think hard. She began crying as she replied, “Honey, they were terrible places. Places where your Bubba and Zada's mommy and daddy were killed.”


“Little Bubba and Little Zada?” (Bubba and Zada are Yiddish for grandmother and grandfather, respectively. The little meant they were my maternal grandparents. They also just happened to be shorter than my paternal grandparents.)


“Yes, but Big Bubba and Big Zada's mommy and daddy and uncles and aunts too.” I learned much later that my Aunt Toba Kudek, who was Little Bubba's younger sister, had been rescued from a camp at the conclusion of the war.


Six million of my fellow Jews were murdered in those camps between 1941 and 1945, my ancestors, uncles, aunts, and cousins. Every Jew alive today had countless relatives put to death for one reason only, their religion. Even if they had never been to a synagogue or temple or practiced one of the ancient traditions. If he or she had three grandparents whose genealogy was one hundred percent Jewish, that person was considered Jewish. We were a race to be extinguished by Hitler and his madmen. Those who had only one or two Jewish grandparents were referred to as Mischlinge (mixed race), who were discriminated against and treated poorly, but not nearly to the degree of Jews.


This was the Holocaust that some deny ever happened. But we must never forget. When I hear one of those deniers state that it was all a lie, just Jewish propaganda, does it make me angry? You're damn right it does. I wish it were possible to take those idiots back in time to personally witness the carnage and stench. I would have them pick up each of those corpses by hand and give each a proper burial.


After the camps were liberated with photographs showing the grisly conditions, most of the townspeople surrounding the camps said they had no idea that such atrocities had taken place right in their figurative backyard. Ike (President Eisenhower) and Allied commanders correctly had many of them tour the camps to see for themselves to sear it into their memories so that they would never forget.


This is a work of fiction with a flashback to that horrific period of time. Most of the current-day narrative is imagination, but too much of the flashback is based on the truth. We must never forget.
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Chapter One
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It must have been a quirk of fate. That's the only way to explain it.


It was August 2, 1960 on Alex Greenbaum's 21st birthday when he drove his brand-new red Studebaker convertible to Albany to join a stockbroker agency that was managed by a fraternity friend of his father. That he had made that choice was inexplicable to his parents because he had a fabulous offer from a prestigious finance company in Manhattan, but they did not argue with his decision. The car was a combination birthday present and reward for finishing magna cum laude with a degree in finance from Yale.


Since he was new to the city, his boss invited him to dinner at his home to meet his wife and daughter, and Alex graciously accepted. Nate Levinson had warned his family to stay away from the subject of Alex's adoption as it might be a sensitive subject.


It was early in the evening with still a lot of daylight when Alex pulled up to the Levinson house. Nate came out to greet his new employee and introduce him to his family. He remarked on the nice “set of wheels.”


“Thanks. A birthday gift from my folks.”


Nate's wife, Rivka, had followed her husband outside and asked, “So, today's your birthday?”


“Yes, 21 today.”


Rivka's eyes widened, but she replied, “Nate should have told me so that I could've baked a cake.”


Alex chuckled, “No problem. It's enough of a birthday present to have dinner with you and your family.”


Over dinner, Alex was intrigued to find so much in common with his new employer's family, and Rivka seemed similarly intrigued in the conversation. She would have liked to ask if Alex knew the town where he had been adopted but deferred upon her husband's advice.


Levinson and Alex's adoptive father had formed a close friendship during their days at Yale, having been roommates with both majoring in finance.


Alex knew about the Yale connection and friendship, but what he did not know is that both men had been in the Army and stationed in England during WWII. Levinson and Alex's father had both met and married their wives there. Levinson and his wife left at the conclusion of the war, but Greenbaum and his wife remained there for almost another year.


Steve Greenbaum had been severely wounded during the Allied invasion on D-Day and evacuated to England several days later. His right leg up to the hip had to be amputated, and he was fitted with a prosthesis. Then began months of grueling therapy. Nancy Wakefield, a young nurse who had just finished her therapy certification, was assigned to work with him until his release from the hospital on Christmas Day 1945. That afternoon the rehab nurse and patient were married, although both were aware that because of Steve's injury, they would be unable to have natural children. And so began the search for an adoptive child.


After visiting a number of orphanages in and around London, they met and fell in love with the six-year-old Alex. All they knew at the time was that he had been born out of wedlock and that his young mother had placed him in the orphanage as an infant. It was only a few months later, after a lot of record searching, that they found out that Alex's mother had been Jewish, but that presented no problem since Steve was also of Jewish ancestry. Alex therefore was at least 50% Jewish, the same as what the offspring of Steve and Nancy would have been if they had been able to have children.


Levinson's wife, Rivka, was born in Germany, but became a naturalized British citizen after being sent to England on the Kindertransport after Kristallnacht. Being fluent in German as well as English, she was recruited as a cryptographer and worked at Bletchley Park where she met Nate, who worked in Army Intelligence. Since marriage, she held dual citizenship with the U.S., the same as Alex.


Rivka and Nate had married in June 1942, and their daughter, Marsha, was born in March 1943. Alex was certainly interested in the conversation with his new boss and family, but he had a hard time keeping his eyes off the beautiful, dark-haired Marsha. The attraction appeared to be mutual to the dark and handsome Alex but didn't go unnoticed by her parents. They too were impressed with Alex but were feeling that Marsha was too young for a romantic relationship, particularly with someone four years older.


Marsha had picked up a vocabulary of a hundred or so German words from her mother over the years of growing up, but since her father didn't speak it, there was little spoken, and it was not until she was in high school that she became interested in learning her mother's native language. Her first day in high school, she met Ingrid Goldberg, who was to become her best friend. She had been born in Germany, was an only child like Marsha, and in addition to their German background, their families were both secular Jews.
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