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				CHAPTER 1: BOHEMIAN EYES

				“The Look of Bohemian Eyes.”

				Laura may have created the advertising campaign, but had never actually seen the physical embodiment of Bohemian Eyes — until now. She had just boarded the Czech Air connecting flight from London to Prague, and seated across the aisle was a striking young woman. Charcoal eyeliner dramatically enhanced her already huge blue eyes. She extended her long spindly legs across the bulkhead, in the area illuminated by a singular airplane reading light. Her eyelashes, which were lushly embellished with jet black mascara, cast shadows on her chalky cheeks.

				Laura’s advertising client had been a large cosmetics conglomerate, whose merchandise lined the shelves of big box retailers and discount drug chains across America. Among the target customers were the young women who worked as cashiers and clerks in these same stores. The marketing promised them escapist nights out on the town as sultry sex goddesses.

				Upon arriving in Prague, Laura discovered that many of the young Czech women had “The Look of Bohemian Eyes.” The demoiselles could be easily taken for runway models, actresses on the verge of stardom, or unruly heiresses. But from the way they traveled in packs, hauling schoolbooks in stained bags and giggling at the slightest provocations, Laura could tell that they were ordinary girls.

				They dressed in the uniform of pencil thin black pants and platform shoes. They wore their cell phones strapped to their wrists like bangle bracelets. Initially, their ubiquitous loveliness was intimidating, but by the end of her first week in her newly adopted city, Laura had successfully managed to replicate the look. Had Laura — while still at the agency — co-opted “The Look” for an audience of American consumers or had her vision been exported to and taken hold in this burgeoning capitalist country? She had located the products — in their glittery pink compacts and tubes — in what appeared to be the Eastern European equivalent of a dollar store. Dust had flown in from the streets and coated the plastic wrappings.

				The one thing that set Laura apart was her golden hair. It was wild and wavy, whereas the Prague princesses had supremely straight tresses that fell like ironed sheets.

				The other (and not so minor) thing setting her apart was her age. At forty-five years old, Laura estimated that she was twice (or possibly three times!) the age of the girls. Her father’s girlfriend had once asked Laura how old she was spiritually. Laura had replied without missing a beat, “Sixteen.”

				Her father had knowingly chimed in. “Laura was a straight-A student and had so many friends in high school,” he’d said, seemingly quite happy at the thought of his middle-aged daughter as a sixteen-year-old. He’d gone on to proclaim his true age to be “fifty-something.” That was when his business had been at its apex of success and he had made oodles of money.

				Paula, the girlfriend, had advised Laura to change her hairstyle and grow up.

				“What’s your true age?” Laura had asked.

				“Me? I’m thirty-nine.” Of course, thought Laura. The leopard-patterned aerobics suit, Botox injections, and eyelid surgeries seemed to attest to this.

				Admittedly, Laura did not always look or feel young, particularly after working seventy hours in a given week and depriving herself of sleep. What made her seem timeless was that she had held on to her dreams, taking risks and living with the consequences. She was her own person.

				In Prague, Laura was also encountering a considerably older generation of Czech women. Toiling as lavatory room attendants, tram operators, and museum guards, they had fleshy faces and bodies that looked and smelled like sacks of potatoes. They made Laura wonder how one could go from Point A to Point B in the span of twenty years.

				Indeed, Laura had gone from Point A to Point B in far less time. Just three months ago, she was a successful advertising executive at an agency in Chicago. Then, the board of directors brought in a man thirteen years her junior to run the place and be her boss. To Laura, the new whippersnapper — with his slicked back hair and overpowering citrus cologne — was all show, lacking her own substance and tireless work ethic. Was it due to her age or because she was a woman that the board had overlooked her for this promotion? Laura suspected that it was neither, that it was base corporate greed that she was unable or unwilling to feed. She suddenly saw that she had sailed right past the high point of her career and was now on an inexorable descent.

				She had graduated from the University of Chicago with a BA and an MBA and, in 1984, gone straight to work. Unlike many of her contemporaries, Laura had not taken off time for traveling or studying abroad. Consequently, she had always dreamed of someday living in self-imposed exile in a foreign country. She had read about a Bohemian scene in Prague comprised mainly of English-speaking expatriates from the United States and Great Britain.

				Prague was also the birthplace of Franz Kafka, the existential writer with whom Laura shared the same religion — Judaism.

				Laura had amassed a large quantity of stock options: First, when her fledgling agency went public and later, at each corporate milestone. She had never exercised any of them. All told, they were worth tens of thousands of dollars. So, right before announcing her resignation, Laura cashed in. She could comfortably live off the profits for close to a year.

				In a reversal of Kafka’s The Metamorphosis, which was about a man who unexpectedly wakes up one day as a repugnant cockroach, Laura went to sleep one night as an agency drone dressed in corporate gray. The next day, she woke up as a liberated damselfly, flapping her fuchsia-spotted wings.

				She signed a short-term rental contract, which committed her to three months from May through July. Her new home was a sprawling loft on the top floor of a dilapidated palace. It was sandwiched between much newer Art Nouveau structures on Jecna, the central artery through Prague 2. The building dated back to the fifteenth century when radical Hussites had used it as a fort during their religious war against Rome. Grotesque gargoyles stared down at Laura from the high ceiling. They were the first things she saw when she opened her eyes each morning.

				Not having brought along any of her own furniture, Laura slept on the floor on a newly purchased mattress. There was a battered Rococo armoire with shelves for her books and a place to hang up her nicer clothes.

				Someone had also left behind a Louis XV writing desk. Laura imagined Marie Antoinette with a feathered quill penning the famous words, “Let them eat cake!” while a mob downstairs screamed for her head. Only, that mêlée had occurred in Versailles and Laura was in Prague.

				Prague — having emerged from World War II with its gorgeous Gothic architecture largely unscathed — reminded Laura of home. Chicago had weathered disasters, too, and both urban hubs now had blocks of gentrification, with boutiques and brasseries sprouting up like dandelions. The Midwestern city skyline reflected in Lake Michigan had never failed to fill Laura with wonder, and here, the Charles Bridge and Prague Castle illuminated at night and the sparkling Vltava River made her equally awestruck.

				It was a beautiful day in late May. She took her time getting ready to go out. From across her loft, she observed her reflection in a gilt-framed mirror. It hung over a barren fireplace that was, according to her landlord, unusable. Laura decided she had the appearance of a Czech-Chicagoan hybrid. She wore the zipper-less black pants and transparent white blouse favored by 90 percent of the young female population of Prague. Further mimicking their style, Laura left most of her shirt unbuttoned, revealing her cleavage and the top of her lacy nude colored bra. But her carefree blonde locks and open, expectant face gave away that she was an American. You can take the girl out of the heartland, Laura mused, but you can’t take the heart out of the girl.

	
				CHAPTER 2: PRAGUE DREAMING

				Outside, the air was balmy and the sun glistened. It was nearly two in the afternoon. Laura had not yet completely adjusted to the seven-hour time difference, but she felt obliged to do something worthwhile to make up for her late start. An exhibition had just opened at a gallery in her neighborhood. It had the intriguing yet foreboding title, “Hasidic Drawings from The Holocaust.”

				Hasidic men were known for their black hats, long coats, and spiraling, unshaven side curls. Moreover, Hasidic Jews were deeply mystical. Laura had always been drawn to their cliquish religiosity, yet knew she did not belong. They would shun her secularism.

				The curatorial notes were in three languages, Czech, English, and German. Laura skimmed past the historic details until she reached the final sentence. “In keeping with the life-affirming precepts of Hasidism, the works of this exhibition were selected for their optimism.”

				Laura spun around and took in all of the exuberant imagery. It was true. Tragic portrayals of the doomed and the deceased were nowhere to be found.

				She felt a twinge of suspicion. Could this presentation be a new form of Holocaust denial propaganda? As an obvert ploy to discourage Laura from traveling abroad, her dad had warned that anti-Semitism was running rampant in Europe. Europeans, he had said, hated the Jews. Well, she would see for herself.

				The exhibition was small and she completed her viewing of the homogenous works in less than ten minutes. Laura purchased a book for 50 Korunas and stepped outside. Surprisingly, dark clouds now hung low in the sky. She had only gone one block when they burst open, pelting her with rain.

				She ran to the nearest refuge, which happened to be the Globe Bookstore and Café, a hangout popular with Yanks and Brits. The place was packed with people who were also fleeing from the sudden storm. Laura spotted an empty table and sat down with her cappuccino.

				Across the room, a man was using paper napkins to dry his black leather jacket. He seemed to be her age or a few years older. His brown hair was layered and covered his collar. Could he be an American? Laura noted the elegant style of his messenger bag. The attaché was decidedly of this continent and not “Made in the U.S.A.”

				There was an extra chair at her table. Laura opened her book and tried to read about a strong-willed, ten-year-old girl who had survived a Nazi labor camp. In spite of the compelling content, Laura could not concentrate. She peered up from the pages and spotted the man again. He was holding a steaming cup and staring at her from across the room. Their eyes met and he started to walk toward her.

				“Is someone sitting here?”

				He has a British accent, noted Laura. The man was not from the United States.

				“No.”

				“May I?”

				“Sure. Go ahead.”

				The man sat down. She sipped on her hot drink. All she got was foamy milk. She pretended to be reading, but was really watching him douse a satchel of Earl Grey tea into the cup of scorching water. She was feeling hot herself. Inexplicably, the messy vapors were reminding her of her own body heat in the moments before orgasm!

				Let it go, Laura told herself. He’s just a guy taking the one empty seat.

				She took another sip. This time, she got a gulp of rich espresso. The strong caffeine jolted her. She gazed up at the man. Strands of her hair hung in her face. She supposed she should get a haircut one of these days. Her hair dipped into her coffee and came back out with foamy milk stuck to the ends.

				“Oops,” she said and smiled at him.

				The man shocked her by brushing the hair out of her eyes. One of the strands stuck to her lip gloss.

				“Are you an American?” he asked her.

				“You can tell?”

				“Yes.”

				“How can you tell?” She knew it was completely obvious, but wanted to expand the conversation.

				“The book you are reading. It is in English.”

				“And my accent.”

				“Yes, your accent. It must have been the way you said, ‘Oops.’”

				“That was a dead giveaway.”

				“Yes. And … I find that Americans are fascinated by the complexities surrounding the Holocaust. Much more so than Europeans. The title of your book intrigues me.”

				Laura looked at the cover. “You are not, by any chance, Hasidic?”

				He laughed. “No, of course not.”

				“I didn’t think so.”

				“I am an art dealer and have been meaning to check out that exhibit.”

				“The gallery is right down the street.”

				“Yes, I know. If you had not already gone, I would take you there.”

				Laura felt him press his knees into hers beneath the table. Was the gesture accidental or intentional? Her reflex was to pull away from this unknown man, but she did not want her Eastern European adventure to be about missed opportunities. So she kept her knees in place, touching his.

				“What’s your name?” she asked.

				“Byron.”

				“Like the poet Lord Byron?”

				“Yes, that’s right. My father admired all of the romantic poets, Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats, and Rilke — ”

				“Rilke? Rilke was German.”

				“Yes, I know, though he was born right here in Prague. And last, but not least, Lord Byron. He named me after the most wayward of them all. What is your name?”

				“Laura.”

				“Lady Laura. It is a pleasure to meet you.” He gallantly lifted her hand and kissed it. As he smiled, the lines around his blue-green eyes crinkled. Laura observed that they were not nearly as deep as the white creases in his black leather jacket.

				“Thank you,” she said. “It’s nice meeting you, too.”

				“Are you sure you are not First Lady Laura Bush?”

				“No, no.” They both burst out laughing. He let go of her hand. She thought briefly of the United Kingdom’s Prime Minister, Tony Blair, and how, in her opinion, he was quite sexy, despite their two countries’ alliance in an unpopular war. Perhaps she would have her chance with her own alluring Brit. “I am definitely not Laura Bush,” she added.

				“If not the Holocaust exhibit, then perhaps there is something else we can do together.”

				“That would be nice.” Laura swilled the last drops of her coffee.

				“Would you like to go for a short walk?” He pushed aside his mostly full cup of tea.

				“I’d love to.”

				They left the café. Once outside, they realized that they both had had temporary amnesia. The rain was coming down furiously. This was going to be a very “short walk” indeed. They dashed across the slick cobblestones. Byron removed his jacket and held it over the two of them. Thunder bellowed.

				“My apartment!” Laura called out and led the way. They ran up the half dozen steps to her building and Laura pushed open the door to the foyer. “I’m on the fourth floor,” she said.

				Her loft had a picture window overlooking the street. Laura had left it open earlier in the day to let in the warm air, and now a puddle of water soaked the wooden planks. Byron let his damp jacket drop to the floor with a thud. He whisked her to the window.

				“Do you know about the Prague tradition of throwing dissidents out of windows?” He tentatively pushed her.

				She had read about this medieval practice, known as defenestration, in the “Prague Eccentricities” sidebar in her guidebook. “What will you do to me?” she said, feigning innocence.

				“Don’t worry. I won’t hurt you.”

				The torrent of rain had relented to a mist. Sunshine punctured an immense gray cloud that loomed near the horizon. Above it, the sky resembled cotton candy, swirling in orchid, pink, and aqua.

				“You have a beautiful view.”

				“Thanks.”

				Byron looked away from the window and at Laura. “But not as beautiful as the view I have of you.”

				He kissed her on the mouth. Laura felt a rush of passion. This type of spontaneous encounter would never have happened to her in Chicago, due to that city’s geographic sprawl and impersonal ethos. In compact, quixotic Prague, anything was possible.

				Byron stepped back and twirled a piece of her hair. He tugged and released it. He led her to the center of the room and pulled her down with him on the mattress. The flaring bottoms of her otherwise skintight pants were drenched. He stripped them off her.

				She was wearing her sheer, pastel pink underwear. Her brown pubic hair was visible from beneath the fabric. Just as she thought they might be moving too fast, he hesitated. He stared at her with admiration and without touching. But she longed to be touched!

				He reached for her bare thighs and flipped her over. He gently stroked her buttocks. Laura shivered with delight. It was unbelievable. It had been a long time, but had it ever been like this? He raised his hand and held it above her ass for several seconds. Then, he slapped her.

				“Ouch!” Laura cried out, surprised. She wondered if she had pronounced the word “ouch” — as she had the word “oops” — with an American accent.

				“Did you like that?”

				“It was not what I was expecting.”

				“I know.” He tore off her panties and pulled down his trousers. He stood on his knees. He was wearing blue and white striped boxers and had a huge bulge. “Perhaps you were expecting this.”

				“Perhaps … ” said Laura. His cock peered out from the top of the boxer shorts. She kneeled also and faced Byron. She pulled at the elastic waistband, providing her new buddy with some breathing room. It leaped toward her.

				“Lord Byron!” Laura exclaimed. “It’s nice to meet you.”

				“Enchanted,” Byron said in a gruff voice.

				She gave Lord Byron a squeeze. Byron closed his eyes and moaned. He removed his shorts and threw Laura down on the bed. He separated her legs and positioned himself above her, for immediate entry.

				What was she doing? Had she made a big mistake? Byron was essentially a stranger. Laura felt catapulted back in time to high school, torn between wanting to stop and not wanting to be labeled a cock tease.

				Reflexively, she clamped her legs together. She was extremely wet! Her juices flowed between her thighs.

				“What’s wrong?”

				“I don’t know. We just met.”

				“When I saw you sitting like that in the Globe, I knew I had to have you.”

				“Sitting like what?” Laura was genuinely confused.

				“Like so fragile and intense. Your hair was wet.” He was above her and held some of it in his hands. “It still is.”

				“I noticed you first. When you came in.”

				“Not when I came in. Your back was to me then. I saw your golden hair down your thin body as you went to your table with your coffee and your book.”

				“So you saw me first.”

				“I admit that that initial snapshot of you triggered something physiological in me — ”

				“Like what? Did you get hard?”

				“I did. But it was not until I saw your face that I knew I had to act on it.”

				“I knew I wanted you, too.”

				“Then, there is nothing to be afraid of.”

				“I’m not so sure,” Laura said. “Do you have a condom?”

				“A condom?”

				“Yes. We don’t really know each other. I have one.” In fact, she had a dozen of them. Laura got up and went to the eighteenth century writing desk. Thank you, Louis XV, she thought. There was nothing in the shallow center drawer but felt tipped markers and an unopened box of condoms.

				She ripped apart the package and grabbed one in its foil casing. She returned to Byron and helped him put it on.

				He unbuttoned her blouse and slid it from her shoulders. He kissed the tops of her breasts. He reached behind her and unhooked her skimpy bra. It dropped in the space between them. She was completely naked at last.

				He pulled on and twisted her nipples. The sensation traveled right down to her clitoris. He embraced her, gliding his hands past her narrow waist and to her hips. As she arched her back, he relocated her opening. This time, she allowed him to slide right in. They landed on her mattress, with Byron above and Laura below.

				And then he pounded her. She was shocked by how rough he was and how much she liked it!

				He stopped momentarily and looked her in the eyes. “I apologize.”

				“It’s fine. It’s more than fine.”

				“No. It’s not very gentlemanly of me. It’s going to be very quick.” And with that, he shoved himself deep inside her, cried out, and came. As he did, he clutched her hair and collapsed on top of her.

				He stayed that way without moving or speaking. Eventually, he muttered, “I’m sorry.”

				“Don’t worry about it. You’re great.”

				He did not budge. “If you don’t mind, I would like to stay here for all of eternity.”

				After some time, his cock shrank and slipped out of her hole.

				He rolled off her. He tied a knot in the top of the condom so that nothing would leak out. Leaning on his side, Byron stared at her face and stroked her hair. “Your hair is dry now.”

				“But I’m not,” she quipped.

				“Did you come?”

				Laura shook her head no.

				“What a self-absorbed bloke I am. How will I ever make it up to you?” Answering his own question, he planted kisses on her belly and worked his way down to her V. He flicked his tongue on precisely the right spot. He was suddenly so amazing and so sweet. With each tap, her triangle vibrated like the musical instrument of the same name.

				The rhythmic strokes intensified to a lashing. She begged and cried out for more. He gripped the tops of her thighs. A surge of desire exploded from deep within her. She screamed again. Her legs thrashed about, despite his clutches. Her torso propelled in the air and to him. Her voice was belting out the high notes of an opera singer. Laura was sure that all of Prague could hear her orgasm.

				It was growing dark outside. They drifted off to sleep for what felt like a few minutes. The passionate yelps of another woman woke them. It sounded as if she were in the same building with her window also flung wide open. Was it possible that she too was experiencing shared magic? Or was the other woman — as Laura had been up until now — alone?

				“You inspired her,” he said.

				“We inspired her. Or them,” she giggled, snuggling up against him.

				“I did not hear a man.”

				“Not every man is as vocal as you.”

				“Do I talk too much? Or should I say, do I grunt too much?”

				“I like listening to you. You have such a cute British accent.”

				“That’s funny. I’m not British.”

				“You’re not? What are you?”

				“German.”

				Laura froze in his embrace. “You are? You don’t have a German accent.”

				“I know. My accent is ambiguous. It’s from going to Swiss boarding schools.”

				Huh? Like I should have known this, thought Laura. “Oh.”

				“Where are you from?” Byron asked.

				“Chicago.”

				“I mean, originally. Where is your family from? Everyone in the States is from somewhere else, unless Native American or a Daughter of the American Revolution. I rather doubt that you are either.”

				“I’m Jewish. I didn’t know you were German.”

				“Does that bother you?”

				“A little.”

				“What the Nazis did to the Jews was unconscionable. I have always wanted to discuss the war with my father, but the subject was off limits.”

				“How old was he during the war?”

				“He was old enough.”

				“What does that mean?”

				“He was a teenager. Like most boys of his generation, he was in the Hitler Youth.”

				Laura felt a wrenching in her gut. She had just slept with the son of a Nazi.

				How had this happened? She had allowed herself to be infiltrated by the son of a disciple of the master of death. Now there were just two degrees of separation between Laura and #%@! It was too despicable even to contemplate. Guilt overwhelmed her. She had betrayed her people, specifically the 6 million murdered Jews.

				Laura could not help but think, This is what happens when you spread your legs after knowing someone for all of one hour, Slut Girl.

				Remarkably, she was still in his arms.

				“I’m not taking this very well,” she told him. “I think you should leave.”

				“Are you sure?”

				“Yes.”

				He quickly dressed. Laura watched him zip up his trousers, walk across the room, and open the door. He turned to look at her. “I do understand, Laura, but if you should change your mind — ”

				“I don’t know how I can change my mind about this.”

				He left, closing the door behind him. They had not even exchanged cell phone numbers or e-mail addresses. For the first time in Prague, she felt stabbed with loneliness. Her loft seemed eerily empty.

				• • •

				In the days that followed, Laura perceived Prague as a haunted city. She visited the house in which Kafka had grown up. It was now a jewel of a museum, at the edge of the Jewish Ghetto. His youthful writings, along with photos of a once-prospering Kafka family, were on display. Laura learned that during the Holocaust, the Nazis had deported Franz’s sisters on Yom Kippur. All three women perished.

				Next stop was the Prague Jewish Museum. The Nazis had confiscated Jewish artifacts with the intent of showing them off as the spoils of war, in a sick and twisted tribute to an extinct race.

				Laura stood in reverence at a shrine, dedicated to the memory of those slaughtered in the camps. German-speaking tourists swarmed her. They gawked and pointed to the memorial plaques. “Auschwitz,” one of them said in a stage whisper.

				They were making her feel like the bug of The Metamorphosis. She was a speck among these Aryan giants. Hah! No one can crush the Jews! They must think of us as mutants, able to resist their harshest pesticides, Laura speculated. What does Byron think?

				The Old New Synagogue was just around the corner, according to her map. Laura’s mind was reeling. Praying or sitting in a sanctuary might help her regain inner peace. Policemen were stationed at the synagogue’s entrance. An imposing iron fence encircled the temple. Worship times were posted on a sign. There was a service scheduled for 6 P.M. Laura looked at her watch. It was 5:45 P.M. She was anxious to go in.

				“It’s closed,” one of the guards told her in English. People here automatically — and accurately — assumed she was American. Yet they did not quickly jump to the next correct conclusion, that she was Jewish.

				“But there’s a service at six. I’d like to go inside.”

				“The synagogue closes to the public at five thirty.”

				“But I’m not here for a tour. I’m here to pray.”

				“I will need to see your passport.”

				Laura handed it to him. After inspecting each blank and unstamped page of her passport, the officer let her in. She was directed to the “women’s section.”

				In Orthodox congregations, women were prohibited to pray alongside the men. A mechitzah (a trellis or an opaque partition) separated the sexes or the females sat in a balcony. At the Old New Synagogue, this concept was taken to the extreme, with the women relegated to the outer lobby. Folding aluminum chairs faced a wall. Round holes had been randomly carved in the barricade. The design reminded Laura of a cruise ship. She took a seat and looked through one of the portholes.

				She could see the men in their skull caps, milling about and kipitzing (chatting). Finally, they settled down and recited the opening prayer. While Laura was familiar with these Hebrew words, she could barely hear the male voices.

				There were three other women in the lobby. They wore heavy, floor length skirts. They busied themselves by placing fish pieces and crackers on a silver tray.

				As it was May, Laura knew that the week’s Torah portion might be Kedoshim, which translated as “The Holy Ones.” It included the Ten Commandments along with passages banning specific sexual relations (between a father and his daughter-in-law or a son and his stepmother). Laura wanted to look up to see if there was anything unlawful about sleeping with the Biblical equivalent of the son of a Nazi. It might be phrased as a “descendent of the destroyer of the Jews.”

				There were prayer books on the empty chairs, but no Bibles. She opened one of them. Its pages were rippled and yellow. The book could have been 150 years old. There was no Czech or English, just tiny Hebrew lettering without the vowels.

				When the service concluded, Laura left without speaking to anyone or sharing in the light meal. She felt too out of place. She ran away from the Jewish Quarter. What was she doing here? What was she doing in the Czech Republic, a Second World country that had endured Nazi occupation and then Soviet domination? Was it possible that in Prague she had met her soul mate? Yet how could her soul merge with the son of a Nazi?

				She headed toward the river. It was dusk and warm tungsten light emanated from one of the waterfront buildings. Laura saw that it was the Bohemian Glass Museum and that it was open until eight P.M. tonight.

				After paying the nominal entrance fee, she proceeded to a rectangular room. The white walls smelled of fresh paint. The glass display cases were squeaky clean. There were bottles, jugs, and vases in a dazzling array of shapes and colors. The effect was kaleidoscopic. Laura was enraptured. For the first time since she had set out today, she felt serene.

				She continued to a smaller, square room where the glass formations were of jungle animals, waterfowl, and other creatures. Laura noticed a gold starfish with purple tips. And then she saw him.

				The sight of him took her breath away. In a city of more than 1 million people, what were the chances that she would run into Byron? It must be fate.

				He was studying a figurine. It was a blue-green seahorse. The glass was the same color as his eyes.

				Her heart was beating wildly. He looked up and saw her.

				She blurted out without thinking. “I’m sorry I kicked you out.”

				He smiled broadly. “Did you miss me? I missed you.”

				“Yes, I did. I did miss you.”

				She had been in a daze since he had left. Now that she had uttered these words, she knew them to be true.

				The faint lines around his mouth were obscured by scruffiness. He must not have shaven that morning or the day before that. Why not? Had he been similarly distraught over losing her?

				“I understand how you feel, Laura. But I was not the one in the Hitler Youth.”

				“I know that.”

				“Good.”

				While Laura “got” that Byron was not guilty of the sins of his father, she felt anxiety about being so close to someone who had been so close to someone who had been a Nazi. And yet …

				“This is such a beautiful museum.”

				“It is near closing time. Would you like to go for a walk?”

				“Hey, at least it’s not raining.”

				“Let’s try again, Laura.”

				He took her hand as they left the gallery and crossed the black-and-white checkerboard floor. It was dark outside. They strolled along the river. The air was especially hot and humid. Laura relished the way her lightweight skirt brushed against her bare legs above her knees.

				She suddenly wished that this night in Prague would never end. Byron talked about his father. “He was in a club with other German boys and girls. They hiked and sang nationalistic songs and played games.”

				“What kinds of games?”

				“Kids’ games at first. Later, they were fiercely competitive to prepare my father for real combat. My grandmother told me that by the time he was eleven or twelve, she rarely saw him. He slept away from home on most nights. At thirteen, he was in the army.”

				“Thirteen? That’s so young to enlist!”

				“Laura, my father did not volunteer. He was conscripted. He had no choice.”

				“Of course not,” Laura quietly agreed. “He was not an adult.” Or was he? Thirteen was the age when a Jewish boy becomes a man and a Jewish girl becomes a woman, assuming all moral responsibilities of adulthood. Her own Bat Mitzvah had taken place in a huge synagogue in suburban Chicago. She had worn an A-line herringbone dress (suitable for a new client presentation, even then), a size 30AA bra, nylon stockings, and black patent leather shoes. Laura and her mother had shopped for the whole kit and caboodle at Lord & Taylor. Standing before hundreds of congregants and guests, confidently chanting in Hebrew and leading them in responsive reading, Laura had undoubtedly felt like an adult.

				The Nazis had indoctrinated Byron’s father and thousands of other German boys at this same impressionable age to worship Adolf Hitler.

				“I worry that I will never know what he did in the war.”

				“Do you really want to know?”

				“Yes. As much as I dread hearing the truth.”

				They approached the gaily lit Charles Bridge. It was teeming with tourists, beggars, and street musicians. “What do you say, Laura? Shall we be brave? Shall we go across?”
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