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Amsterdam,

1897


EMMA Coen stood in a circlet of sunlight and listened as her brothers chanted the Kaddish prayer beside their father’s newly dug grave. Their clear voices rose in unison, Simon’s baritone blending with Emil’s tenor. Benjamin Mendoza, Emma’s fiancé, rested his hand protectively on her shoulder and adjusted the fur collar of her black cape. His fingers tenderly brushed the nape of her neck and toyed with a tendril of auburn hair. Emma shivered and drew closer to him. It was cooler at Ouderkirk than it had been in Amsterdam. The wind from the Amstel River blew across the open expanse of the Jewish cemetery, scattering the detritus of dried leaves and wilted floral offerings. The bright-headed tulips that stood sentinel at the grave sites swayed and trembled. Emil’s voice broke and Simon concluded the prayer alone.

“May He Who establishes peace in the firmament grant peace to us and to all Israel.”

“Amen.” The mourners issued the response with muted relief, and the beggars who stood at the fringes of the gathering shook their charity cannisters impatiently.

Leonie, the widow, approached the grave supported by her sons. Her pale skin was mottled and her gloved hands trembled. Her lips moved soundlessly as she dropped a handful of earth onto the pale pine coffin. Her mother would not weep before others, Emma knew. Sorrow was private and personal and had to be internalized like the other emotions that intruded upon the ordered calm Leonie prized. Emma had never heard her mother’s voice raised in anger, nor had she ever heard her laughter ring with wild abandon. Leonie had shed her tears in the dimness of her curtained bedchamber and then had dressed carefully for her husband’s funeral in the long black skirt with its matching swallow-tailed jacket and the sleek seal coat. She had selected her outfit weeks before because Jacob Coen’s illness had been a long one and had allowed his wife to carefully prepare for her widowhood.

She stepped back, and Simon and Emil lifted the shovels that stood in readiness and heaved the rich dark earth into the grave. Slowly, Emma moved forward, Benjamin beside her. She inhaled the fragrance of the soft springtime soil and looked up as a flock of wide-winged terns glided through the cloudless sky in ghostly aerial procession.

“Papa,” she whispered, and dropped the single white tulip bud she had picked that morning onto the coffin. Her father had preferred the furled bud to the full-blown flower, she knew. He had often worn one in the lapel of his suit and had once threaded a pearl-colored blossom through Emma’s thick hair.

Benjamin took up the shovel and added another coverlet of earth, and the other mourners pressed forward. Katrina, the housekeeper, led the small group of servants who stood awkwardly beside the grave, and nodded sadly to the family. Katrina’s clumsy body, cocooned in layers of shawls, heaved with grief and she shuffled away, holding a large handkerchief to her face. Friends and relatives, men and women who had worshiped with Jacob Coen at the Portuguese Synagogue on Rapenburgerstraat, who had shared meals with him at his Prinsengracht mansion and strolled with him on Sabbath afternoons in the Botanic Gardens, added their offerings of earth and small stones and offered their condolences to his family.

Emma knew each of them. She knew whose son had married whose daughter, who suffered from arthritis, whose business was prospering, and whose enterprise was failing. The Sephardic Jewish community of Amsterdam was small and tightly knit. She smiled thinly at Mathilde Orenstein, who had introduced her to Benjamin Mendoza. Mathilde inclined her head in sympathy and pressed her lips against Emma’s cheek, but her gray eyes were cold. Tall, dark-haired Benjamin Mendoza had been invited to Amsterdam from Antwerp by Henrik Orenstein, and it had been understood that he was to court Mathilde. It had been Mathilde’s error to invite Emma Coen to a party during the Hanukkah festival. Emma had lit the fifth candle, and Benjamin Mendoza had remarked that the dancing flame exactly matched her hair, which she wore loose that evening so that it formed a fiery capelet about her slender shoulders.

He had been intrigued by her earrings and necklace. He was a diamond cutter and curious about all gems. They were turquoise, she told him, a gift from her brother Simon, who had recently returned from a journey to the American West. Benjamin Mendoza had observed that they exactly matched her eyes. Was that why her brother had selected them? he asked daringly, and watched her creamy cheeks turn rose-colored.

“Brothers never notice the color of their sisters’ eyes,” she had protested.

“No one could forget the color of your eyes.”

She had laughed then and danced away with Mathilde’s brother, who had been dispatched by watchful Madame Orenstein. But Madame Orenstein could not prevent Benjamin Mendoza from calling on the Coen family the next day or dining there on the weekend. Soon Emma and Benjamin were seen walking together in the city, and within weeks Emil Coen, the elder brother, journeyed to Antwerp. When he returned, the engagement was announced, and Mathilde Orenstein confided to her closest friends that she felt a bit sorry for Emma Coen. She had thought Benjamin Mendoza a bit brash, a bit opportunistic.

“Thank you for coming, Mathilde,” Emma said softly now, and Mathilde inclined her head and nodded to Benjamin Mendoza.

Leonie extended her gloved hand to the elders of the synagogue and stoically accepted the damp kisses and feeble embraces of their wives. She shivered imperceptibly as a cousin who had traveled from the Hague for the funeral placed his hands comfortingly on her shoulders. She had withdrawn from her own sons’ comforting arms that morning and had ignored Emma’s touch when the nurse came to tell them that Jacob Coen had not awakened from his afternoon nap and would never awaken again.

Emma, her body convulsed with grief, her tears falling freely, had clutched her mother’s hand, but Leonie’s fingers had been ice-cold and unbending; briefly a spasm of pain had distorted her face, but she had not wept.

“You must control yourself, Emma.” Her voice had been calm and distant.

Even now she stood alone, dry-eyed, as the mourners filed past her. She mouthed the polite response and acknowledged sympathy with requisite grace.

“May you know no more sorrow.”

A handful of earth dropped onto the coffin, and Emma stiffened.

“May you be comforted among the mourners of Jerusalem.”

The sour aroma of sorrow nauseated her as the rabbi’s wife pressed her cheek against Emma’s and murmured a blessing in Ladino.

“May the Messiah quicken your father to life.”

The beadle’s hand pressed her own too hard, but his eyes were moist. Jacob Coen had been a good man, a loyal congregant, and he had always sent the beadle a generous check just before the Passover festival.

The coffin was almost covered now, and Benjamin Mendoza added another shovel-load of earth. He was impatient suddenly for the graveside service to be concluded, for the procession to wend its way northward to the city.

“Come,” Simon Coen said, and he offered his arm to his mother. The pale wood was no longer discernible, and they could turn the task over to the professional gravediggers, who had waited patiently for the Jews to complete their rite.

“Emma.” Benjamin carefully shook his gloves free of earth before taking her hand in his own.

“Wait.” Emma’s voice was breathless, her gaze riveted on a woman who slowly approached the grave, accompanied by two young men. She was enveloped in a black velvet cloak, its hood almost concealing her finely chiseled features and the opalescent pallor of her skin. She moved toward the open grave with the slow, dream-bound steps of the somnambulist, her lips moving wordlessly. She looked down and swayed slowly from side to side, and her sons lifted their arms as though to support her.

“Jacob. My Jacob.” Grief muffled the words, obscured the prayer that followed them. The woman lifted the black lace handkerchief she clutched, and a delicate white tulip bud glided from its folds onto the earthen coverlet that concealed the coffin.

Emma trembled and moved forward, but the woman looked at her briefly and averted her eyes. The taller of her youthful companions turned and ceremoniously removed his black dress hat. Emma saw that his hair was the color of burnished bronze, and she knew that it would glow like firelight, as her own did, during the bright days of summer. His brooding beryl eyes swept across her face, but he turned away without offering the traditional words of comfort.

“Emma, please.” Benjamin Mendoza’s voice was impatient. The other mourners were already in their coaches, and the horses pawed the ground and tossed their manes restlessly so that the black cloth that ribboned their reins fluttered in the wind.

“All right.” She turned from the grave, which would be covered and level with the ground before the day was over, and allowed him to help her into the coach where her mother sat rigidly between Simon and Emil. Almost involuntarily, she looked back. The woman was climbing into a fiacre pulled by matching piebald ponies.

“Who are they?” she asked.

“Perhaps a family with whom your father had business dealings,” Leonie Coen said indifferently. “I never saw them before.”

Emma stared at her mother in surprise and then remembered that her family had not heard the woman’s strangled voice, had not seen the pale white flower drift soundlessly into the grave. She leaned back and closed her eyes. Benjamin Mendoza sighed.

The funeral cortege rolled silently through the ancient cemetery. It passed the fragile gravestones of the Spinoza family, the weatherbeaten bricks on which Manesseh Ben Israel’s tombstone rested, the long rows of worn marble slabs on which biblical scenes had been carved in intricate detail. The carriage paused briefly before a frieze depicting Tamar, her hooded cloak drawn closely about her reclining form. Emma shivered and rested her head on Benjamin Mendoza’s shoulder. Her black beret had slipped off, and her bright hair cascaded across his dove-gray coat. Her father was dead and she mourned his loss, yet she felt strangely peaceful because Benjamin Mendoza sat beside her, his large hand gently covering her own.

*

The spring sun beamed its way through the French windows and tossed shards of light across the polished floors. The mirrors, which had been covered with sheets during the seven days of mourning, gleamed with refracted brightness. Emma stared at herself as she walked by and was briefly startled by her own face, pale and unsmiling. She glanced across the room at her brothers and saw that their pallor matched her own, yet their faces were relaxed, and Simon laughed softly at something Emil said. Jacob Coen’s sons had come to terms with their grief, and they had, after all, been prepared for his death.

Their father had died after a long illness, of a disease which the doctors had declined to name although they had explained it carefully. A tumor had inexplicably formed within his abdominal wall and had continued to grow, cell multiplying on cell until the body could no longer contain it. There was no cure for it, and its progress was excruciatingly painful. The doctors were apologetic but helpless. They assured the family that the disease was not hereditary, and they spoke vaguely of heart failure. Somehow, people found heart failure an acceptable cause of death, they observed. Jacob Coen himself had not been unaware of the prognosis of his disease, although he had stubbornly resisted it. During the early stages he continued to live as he always had, working long hours and sometimes not arriving home until the pale light of dawn crept across the canal, often not arriving home at all.

“He works late and sleeps at the office. There is a divan there which is quite comfortable and his own bath,” Leonie had explained when Emma questioned her father’s nocturnal absences. Very often Leonie herself did not know whether or not Jacob had come home. They had slept in separate bedrooms for many years, and Leonie, who suffered from recurring sick headaches, seldom came downstairs before noon.

As Jacob Coen’s illness progressed, he occasionally did not appear at the Prinsengracht mansion for several nights.

“Where is Papa?” Emma asked her brothers.

Emil shrugged. He appeared dutifully each day at the Coen Emporium on the Kalverstraat and sat on a high stool in the accounting office, studying ledgers and receipts, bills of lading and invoices. But he knew little of his father’s activities. He always left as soon as possible, smiling amiably at the clerks who stood behind the wooden counters, endlessly arranging and rearranging their merchandise. The sale of garments and household goods did not interest Emil Coen. The store’s huge plate-glass windows, which Jacob had installed with such excitement (“The first in Amsterdam, the very first,” he had said again and again), gave Emil no pleasure, and often he did not even look at the displays. He could not understand his father’s elation at getting a good price on a wagonload of laces from Brussels or glassware from Italy. He grew impatient when his colleagues discussed their plans for new enterprises, new departments.

Important things were happening in the world, Emil knew, exciting things that had nothing to do with the prices of satin negligees on the Kalverstraat. In Paris, Alfred Dreyfus had been arrested on charges of treason, and Emil had followed the trial avidly. The death knell was sounding for European Jewry, he had decided, no matter how ornate their synagogues, how prosperous their businesses. On that he and the journalist Theodor Herzl were in agreement. Japan had declared war on Russia, and across the Atlantic Ocean, in the United States of America, frontiers were being pushed forward and daring men were seeking gold in a state whose shoreline was licked by the Pacific Ocean. Emil envied his brother Simon, who had journeyed to America and returned with exciting descriptions of the New World with its wondrously named cities and its mysterious mountains and deserts. But then Simon was the younger son, and the future of the Coen Emporium did not depend upon him. He had been free to go to the university and pursue his interest in metallurgy; he had been free to travel.

Her brothers could not explain Jacob Coen’s absences to Emma, but after a while there had been no need for explanations. Jacob Coen arrived home one afternoon and never left the Prinsengracht mansion again. During the last weeks of his illness, Leonie moved back into his room and slept on a cot beside his bed.

“It is my duty,” Emma heard her say righteously to Katrina. Emma pitied her mother. She would never leave Benjamin Mendoza’s bed, once they were married. She could not bear to be apart from him now, and even during the mourning period she had managed to be alone with him in her small sitting room. He had soothed and calmed her then, his hands caressing her, his breath sweet in her ear. He whispered her name.

“Emma. Sweet Emma.” He whispered his love. “My darling. My own, forever.” She quivered at the sound of his voice, at the touch of his hand.

Benjamin Mendoza sat beside her now, although Leonie had initially objected to his presence during the reading of the will.

“He is not family yet,” she had maintained. Leonie adhered strictly to the protocols of the Sephardic community.

“But we will be married in six months’ time,” Emma had protested. The wedding date had been set before her father’s death, and it was against Jewish tradition to defer the celebration of marriage once a date had been agreed upon.

“Emma’s right,” Emil told his mother. It had occurred to him, with a rush of hope, that Benjamin Mendoza might easily be persuaded to assume the management of the Coen Emporium. He certainly spent enough time there, and recently he had made some valuable suggestions. He had suggested that the departments for outer garments be located closer to the store’s entry, and within days of the change an increase in sales had been reported. It had also been Benjamin’s suggestion that a supply of ladies’ silk scarves that were not selling well be distributed as gifts to purchasers of capes. The customers had been delighted, and the sale of capes had more than doubled. Benjamin was even interested in the ledgers, which Emil found impossibly boring. It was true that he had been trained as a diamond cutter, but surely there was more of a future in running the largest department store in the Nieumarket than in carving huge stones into smaller ones. With Benjamin Mendoza in charge, Emil Coen could slip off his high stool and see the world.

Emil smiled. He watched as Benjamin Mendoza adjusted Emma’s soft blue cashmere shawl about her shoulders and moved a footstool closer to Leonie.

Emma looked up from the letters she was reading and smiled gratefully.

“Anything important?” Emil asked laconically, glancing at the correspondence that his sister was separating into neat piles.

“Letters of condolence,” she replied. “We shall have to write notes of acknowledgment. And a very nice letter from Papa’s cousin Greta in London inviting mother and myself to visit.”

“Impossible,” Leonie said. She lived according to a rigid agenda, and her traveling was limited to the beaches of the Riviera and the spas of Germany.

Simon glanced impatiently at his watch. It was unlike Daniel Salmon, the family’s attorney, to be late. The Coens were valued clients, and Daniel Salmon had always been solicitous of them. It would not do to allow him to think he could deal with the family more casually because Jacob Coen was dead. It would do no harm, Simon decided, to remind Daniel Salmon that there were other advocates in Amsterdam who had expressed an interest in the affairs of the Coen family.

The paneled door opened and Katrina entered, her starched white apron rustling importantly.

“Advocate Salmon is here,” she said. She stared disapprovingly at Simon, who had lit a small cheroot and allowed the ash to hover dangerously over the Aubusson carpet. Emma moved swiftly forward and passed a crystal ashtray to her brother, who gave her a conspiratorial wink. Simon had always been Emma’s closest ally in the family. It was Simon who knew that calm, efficient Emma, Emma who was always so organized, so self-possessed, harbored mysterious secret dreams.

“There must be more to life than leaving a visiting card at the Polaks and arriving home to find a card from the Orensteins,” she had said to him one day. He had seen tears fill her eyes when they attended a performance of Dvorak’s New World Symphony. His sister’s calm did not deceive Simon Coen. He wondered if it deceived debonair Benjamin Mendoza, who busied himself now, helping Emma replace her letters in a ribboned basket.

Daniel Salmon, short and plump, smiled nervously at the family and apologized for his lateness.

“So difficult to cross Dam Square. Everyone seems determined to obtain a visa for South Africa this very morning.”

He kissed Leonie’s hand, but she withdrew from the sweaty touch of his palm and motioned him toward the large easy chair covered in gold damask that stood before the fireplace. Leonie was accustomed to ordering the seating arrangements of her guests and her family. It was, it occurred to Emma, her mother’s only domestic responsibility. Nothing else had ever been asked of her. She had been the beautiful daughter of one prosperous businessman and the gracious wife of another. Her health had always been fragile, and it was Katrina who maintained the household and Emma who administered the accounts and undertook the ordering of provisions. Leonie took excellent care of her clothing and her jewelry, and several times a week she shared her tea with other well-dressed Jewish matrons, who sampled pastries and spoke with great earnestness of projects to benefit the poor Jews in the Houtseeg quarter. Wealth and ritual structured Leonie Coen’s life and shielded her from every unpleasantness.

“Our mother needs money as other creatures require air,” Simon had said once, and Emma had thought the remark unkind but accurate. Still, Leonie was not unlike the other women of the Portuguese Synagogue, whose lives were molded by their husbands and whose social positions were defined by lineage and acquisition.

Her own life with Benjamin Mendoza would be different, Emma knew. They would break free of the constraining pattern of Amsterdam life. Benjamin had listened avidly to Simon’s description of life in America, and it was Benjamin who had given Emma a small leatherbound copy of the poems of Walt Whitman. “I hear America singing,” they had read together, “The varied carols I hear.” There were no varied carols in Amsterdam, only a familiar, too often repeated repertoire.

“We will cross the ocean and build our future,” Benjamin Mendoza had told Emma, his dark eyes burning. “We would need only a small amount of capital.”

He was not a wealthy man, she knew. Emil had ascertained as much during his visit to Antwerp, and Benjamin had confided that an older brother had risked and lost the family fortune in careless investments in the Bourse. She found his confession of poverty endearing. It made him oddly vulnerable, and she assured him that her dowry would suffice to launch them on their new lives. In the dimness of her bedroom she dreamed of long days on the ocean with Benjamin Mendoza standing beside her at the ship’s rail, salt spray glinting in his black hair, jeweling the narrow silken moustache that he trimmed with pride and precision. Today, when Daniel Salmon read her father’s will, the amount of her dowry would be revealed. It would be adequate, she knew. She had been Jacob Coen’s only daughter and his favorite child.

Daniel Salmon untied his oversized leather portfolio, fumbling with its ribboned strings. The legal documents were neatly pinned together, and he leafed through them counting the pages, clearing his throat.

Simon turned from the window where he had watched the spring wind whip the skirts of a pretty nursemaid who strolled down the Prinsengracht supervising two small blond girls. She had appeared every morning at precisely that hour during the week of mourning. Did everyone in Amsterdam follow the exact same patterns each day? he wondered. A familiar impatience gripped him. He had already lost a week’s work in his laboratory, and he was anxious to complete his experiments.

“Daniel, perhaps we can dispense with the formalities and you can simply share with us the general terms of my father’s will,” he suggested.

“That would be best,” Emil agreed. “There is no need for my mother and sister to be burdened with legal details that will be meaningless to them.”

“It’s not quite that simple.” The attorney stirred uneasily and shifted his position in the large gold chair. A small rim of perspiration formed on his upper lip and his hands trembled, causing the sheaf of papers to flutter dangerously. “Your father’s estate is not what one might have predicted.”

“Let us not quibble,” Emil said. “A few thousand guilders more or less is of no consequence to us. Please proceed.”

The portly lawyer sighed. “It is not a question of a few thousand guilders more or less. Indeed, all we are discussing, in point of fact, is a few thousand guilders.”

A new tension filled the room. Simon turned from the window. Emil leaned forward in his chair, and Benjamin Mendoza’s fingers tightened about Emma’s shoulders, as though to restrain the sudden tremor that seized her. Only Leonie remained immobile, a regal figure in her high-necked black taffeta mourning dress, the long rope of pearls that Jacob Coen had given her as a silver anniversary gift luminous at her throat. But a new pallor veiled her face, and her hands, which had been loosely folded, were now tightly clenched. A wisp of hair escaped her silver blond chignon, but she did not pin it back.

“How can that be?” It was Emma who asked the question, and the steadiness of her own voice startled her.

Daniel Salmon cleared his throat and toyed with his silk cravat.

“I’m afraid that I have some very shocking news for you,” he said at last. “It is true that Jacob Coen was a very prosperous man. The Coen Emporium is a flourishing establishment, and for much of his life his investments were considered, prudent. But it required great wealth to maintain two families in the style to which you, my friends, are accustomed. And even greater wealth to provide for the future of two sets of heirs.”

“What are you talking about?” Simon Coen asked incredulously. The man was mad. He had obviously confused Jacob Coen’s estate and history with that of another client.

“Perhaps Madame Coen should be spared this,” the lawyer suggested.

“Please go on. It does not matter. Nothing matters.” Her thin lips, drained of color now, barely moved.

“I will be as brief as possible. Many years ago, Jacob Coen formed a friendship with a female employee of his emporium, a widow named Analiese Deken. Their relationship was of a very intense and unconventional nature.” Daniel Salmon’s face grew red, and he kept his eyes fixed on the papers in his hand. “In short—and I am sorry to offend you—they became lovers and two sons were born to them. Jacob Coen provided handsomely for this secret family. He bought them a house in Osdorp. There was a staff of servants, private tutors for the boys, vacations. This, of course, strained his finances.”

“I should imagine so,” Emil said drily. He regretted suddenly that he had not known his father better. Jacob Coen’s secret life revealed a dimension that intrigued Emil as much as it pained him.

“Yes.” The lawyer coughed. “He was, of course, aware of the strain, but the Coen Emporium never faltered and he was a shrewd investor. Given enough time, he hoped to be able to generate enough income to guarantee the future of both his households without jeopardizing his holdings. But then he became ill, and he knew that he would not have enough time. He took a gamble.”

“He invested in the South African mines,” Simon said flatly. It was an easy guess. The discoveries at Kimberly, the success of the de Beers, had had their influence in Amsterdam. More than one family had been catapulted into bankruptcy. Simon, the metallurgist, had marveled at their naivete, their foolish greed.

“Exactly.” The lawyer seemed relieved that he would not be the one to reveal Jacob Coen’s foolishness. “And of course there were no mines. Only bogus certificates. Deeds to nonexistent mine sites.”

“How much did he invest?” Emil asked.

“Almost everything. He borrowed heavily, using the store and both this house and the Osdorp house as collateral. All these properties and their contents are now forfeit to his creditors.”

“Everything?” Leonie’s voice was hollow with disbelief. She fingered the carved rosewood arm of the chair on which she sat, bent to move a small ornament so that it would not scratch her inlaid table. Abruptly she dropped her hands to her lap. These things were no longer her property. Jacob Coen, the husband who had, after all, been a stranger to her, had gambled them away. Her mouth was sour and she wanted to leave the room, but she was powerless to rise.

She had not been oblivious to his infidelity. She had chosen to ignore it, to pretend that it did not exist, to deceive herself and thus deceive others. Secretly, darkly, she acknowledged that the secret life that kept him away from home offered her relief, exoneration. They had lived their lives carefully, according to rules understood but unarticulated. But Jacob Coen, whom she had dutifully mourned, had not kept his bargain. Her existence had been invaded, her future violated. She sat very still and listened to the voices of Daniel Salmon and Simon; it seemed to her that their words rustled and scattered like dry leaves in an autumn wind.

“Several thousand guilders which were in Madame Coen’s name alone remain,” the lawyer said. “Not a great deal but enough for her to live on modestly, prudently.”

“And my sister’s dowry?” Simon asked. He saw Benjamin Mendoza stiffen, Emma lean forward.

“I strongly advised your father not to touch the money set aside for Emma,” the lawyer said in a strained voice. “In fact, I hope that you will believe that I strongly advised him against all these investments.”

“I am sure you did,” Simon said. “But the result is, of course, that my sister’s dowry is gone.”

His eyes met Benjamin Mendoza’s hooded stare.

“It is of no consequence,” the Belgian said, and he rested his hands protectively on Emma’s shoulders.

“I shall leave the papers with you,” Daniel Salmon said. “You will want to examine them.” He fumbled with his portfolio. He felt a sudden urgency. He wanted to leave the house before Leonie Coen’s false calm was shattered, before she realized the enormity of her loss and her soft, disbelieving tone was transformed into a wail of agony. He wanted to leave the Prinsengracht and seek refuge in a brown cafe with a stein of lager while the brothers confronted their rage. He would not blame the family. Indeed, he admired their forbearance. It was not easy to have both the past and the future shattered within a few minutes. Only Emma, the daughter, was safe. Mendoza, to his credit, would stand by her—but then, why shouldn’t he? Emma Coen was the most beautiful young Jewess in Amsterdam. Daniel Salmon, whose eyes turned toward the woman’s balcony of the Portuguese Synagogue all too frequently, had noticed that her hair matched the slender flames of the tapers that illuminated the sanctuary. Her skin was pearllike, luminous, and even from a distance her blue eyes glinted like polished gemstones.

Daniel Salmon was a widower, and it had occurred to him that if Benjamin Mendoza chose to cancel the engagement, he himself might be a suitable husband for Emma Coen. He would ask for no dowry and he would arrange for the purchase of the Prinsengracht house. But of course Benjamin Mendoza had not reneged. Sadly the lawyer closed his portfolio and rose.

“My regrets.” He bowed formally to Leonie and then to Emma. “My sympathies.” He shook hands with the brothers and with Benjamin Mendoza. Oddly, their grips were firm and their voices unperturbed.

“We don’t blame you, Daniel,” Simon said, and he was grateful for the words of reassurance. It would damage his practice if word traveled through the Portuguese Synagogue that Daniel Salmon’s advice had led to Jacob Coen’s bankruptcy.

Simon walked to the door with him.

“I did want to ask you, however, about this other woman—Analiese Deken.”

“I know her and I hope you will pardon me for saying so,” the lawyer said, his face again suffused with color, “but it is not as you may think. She is a fine woman. A gentlewoman.”

“She is provided for in some modest manner?”

“She has a similar amount to that which is available to your mother. Perhaps even more because she foresaw the future and through the years she managed to save a bit on her own. She will not trouble you. She plans to go to America with her younger son. The elder is a medical student in Vienna.”

“Her sons thought of my father as their father?” Simon persisted.

“David and Henry are aware of their paternity. Your father was a part of their lives. But now they are bitter against him on their mother’s behalf. It is understandable.”

“Yes,” Simon said. “Of course. They would be.” He too was bitter against his father on his mother’s behalf. He did not begrudge his unknown, unacknowledged half brothers their anger. He had known of his father’s secret life for only a single hour. They had grappled with it all the days of their lives.

*

It was Emma who walked Leonie up to her room.

“You must rest, Mother,” she said.

“What does it matter? Everything is gone. I have nothing. I am nothing.” Leonie’s tone was flat, and Emma did not argue with her. Deprived of her wealth, robbed of her status, Leonie viewed herself as nonexistent. “Do you know how I feel, Emma? I feel that I have disappeared. If I hold up my mirror, the glass will be blank.”

“Nonsense,” Emma said harshly. She went to her mother’s dressing table and took up the inlaid hand mirror. “You are there.” She thrust it in front of her mother, but Leonie closed her eyes and twisted away.

“Nothing,” she repeated. “Nothing.”

Emma left, closing the door softly behind her. Benjamin waited for her at the foot of the stairway, holding her fur-collared cape.

“Come, Emma,” he said and wrapped the cloak about her shoulders. His voice rang with a new authority, and she submitted to it gratefully.

“Are you going out?” Simon asked.

“Yes.” Benjamin answered for her. “All this has been a shock for Emma. An outing will do her good.”

“You’re not tired, Emma?” Emil asked. He himself was exhausted. He had felt all vitality drain from him as the lawyer made his grim revelations. His life, all their lives, had been based on deception. Their past was forfeit, their future uncertain.

“I’ll take care of her,” Benjamin asserted, and she leaned against him, rested her head on his shoulder. She pitied her brothers, who had no one to spirit them away from the house of mourning, to comfort them with soft whispers of reassurance, promises of constancy. Her heart broke for her mother lying alone in the dimly lit room. She herself was fortunate. Benjamin was with her. Loving and loyal Benjamin.

“I’ll be all right,” she assured her brothers. “Look in on Mama.” She closed her mind against the thought of Leonie lying across the carefully made bed, staring up at the ceiling, and followed Benjamin out the door. The chill-tinged wind of early spring startled her, and she lowered her head against its impact. Benjamin removed his scarf, a deep gray cashmere weave which she had plucked one wintry afternoon from the haberdashery counter at the Coen Emporium, and wrapped it about her neck.

“I told them I would take care of you,” he said.

“I know you will,” she replied. The wool of his scarf, redolent with the fragrance of his soap and tobacco, was soft and comforting against her skin.

Hand in hand, then, they walked northward and paused to lean against the wrought-iron rail of a bridge and look down into the smoke-colored waters of the canal.

“This city is like a necklace of islands,” Emma said. “One after another. I should like to reach land’s end.” Her voice was wistful, and Benjamin Mendoza cupped her chin in his hand and smiled.

“If you are ready for an adventure, I will take you to land’s end,” he said.

“I am always ready for an adventure,” she said confidently.

She had always been the most daring girl in her form, leading her classmates away from the marked pathways on school hikes, urging her friends to follow her down unfamiliar streets. The unknown intrigued and challenged her, no less today, she acknowledged with relief, than it had on other days. Her lover’s words charged her with new energy, invigorated her, ripped away the enervating sadness of loss and death. She would be all right. Benjamin would take care of her.

There was a new spring to her step as they walked to the canal that spanned the isthmus to the North Sea at Imjuden. There, gulls screamed wildly and vendors pressed toward them, proffering containers of herring salad, cucumbers pickled in brine, loaves of brown bread. She remembered that she was hungry, and Benjamin bought the coarse country food, which they ate at wharfside, washing it down with the dark brown beer favored by sailors. She felt strangely light-headed and yet, on the launch that carried them down the canal to Imjuden, she wept. He kissed away her tears, pressed his cheek close to hers, and licked at the salt spray that settled in nacreous drops on her upturned face.

“I will take care of you,” he said again. “Trust me.”

A light rain fell as the launch docked, and she shivered, drawing her cape closer, tying the knot of his scarf.

“Come. We must get you warm.”

He led her then to the wayfarer’s inn close by the docking inlet, and she waited in the small anteroom while he spoke to the innkeeper. A fire burned in the grate, and she held her hands out to it, yet her fingers did not grow warm. Apprehension, uncertainty, chilled her.

“Emma.” He stood beside her and untied the scarf, removed her cape. “We’ll dry your things. Rest.” The concern in his tone soothed her, and she was strangely grateful that he asked no questions, offered no options.

She followed him up the narrow stairway and into the tiny whitewashed room. Silver rivulets of rain streaked the windows, and they heard the crash of the North Sea waves against the jetties that rimmed the cove.

“I love you,” he said and then added, as though perceiving the hesitancy that caused her heart to beat too fast, “Nothing matters but that we love each other.”

He held her close. His breath was moist against her neck. His heart beat in rhythm with her own. His body sheltered and warmed her. She was desired, protected. All that had been lost would be regained. All that had been shattered would be rebuilt.

She wore a high-necked dress of dark wool, and deftly he unfastened the pearl buttons that held it closed. Like a small girl, she stepped out of it and stood before him in her white lace camisole, her organdy crinoline.

“Come.”

His voice was insistent, and obediently she followed him to the large feather bed, its thin blue coverlet faded and sea-scented.

“We will be all right?” she said and was surprised that her words emerged as a query when she had meant them to be a statement.

“We will be all right. We are all right. Do you remember these words? ‘A garden enclosed is my sister, my bride’?”

“I remember them.” The words were from the Song of Songs, and he had been granted the honor of reading them from the podium of the Portuguese Synagogue during the Festival of Weeks only a month previous. She had sat proudly in the balcony among the women, and he had looked up at her as he chanted Solomon’s sweet pledge of love.

“You are my sister. You are my bride.” He kissed her fingers, one by one; he knelt beside her and pressed his cheek against her wrist.

She wept at his reassurance, his tenderness. Her own doubt shamed her, and in apology her fingers traced the curve of his cheek, the cleft of his chin, his silken mustache and the dark brows that arched above his almond-colored eyes.

“Benjamin.” She whispered his name in relieved submission, in tender affirmation.

*

Simon and Emil spent the afternoon in the office of the Coen Emporium, where they huddled over the ledgers in Jacob Coen’s office. After several hours they closed the heavy leather account books and opened the bottle of Jenever which their father had kept in the bottom drawer of his desk. They went home when it was empty and walked down the Kalverstraat, leaning on each other and singing a half-forgotten dance hall tune.

“The picture Daniel Salmon painted was too optimistic,” Emil told Benjamin Mendoza that night. He was grateful that his mother had not come down for dinner. “It appears that my father even used my mother’s jewelry for collateral. But not Emma’s,” he added swiftly, arrested by the severity of Benjamin Mendoza’s gaze.

“As I told you, this new situation does not alter my intentions,” Benjamin said. He covered Emma’s hand with his own, but she did not lift her eyes. Leonie had not even permitted her to light a lamp and had refused the tray that Katrina carried to her. She lay, fully clothed, on the bed, her hands tightly clenched, staring into the darkness.

Benjamin Mendoza left early, and the brothers and sister sat over their coffee. At last Emma smiled.

“At least,” she said, “we know now where Papa was all those evenings.”

“Somehow I never really believed that he stayed at the Emporium. The divan was not that comfortable, and Papa did enjoy his comfort,” Emil said.

“We may be certain that the Osdorp establishment was very comfortable,” Simon added.

They laughed then with a cynicism that was new to them, and their voices were strangely harsh. They were doubly bereft. Their father was dead, and they knew now that all their lives he had betrayed them.

Emma awakened the next morning to voices that threaded their way through the remnants of her dream. Her nightdress was stained with perspiration and, hovered between sleep and wakefulness, she wafted on the vaporous cloud of her dream. She stood beside a coffin, but she did not wear the dark garments of the bereaved. She was dressed in a diaphanous bridal gown of shimmering white and held a bouquet of white tulip buds. Sorrowing mourners drifted by her, murmuring their condolences, and she strained to hear them because their voices were muted and obscured by the strains of wedding music—the nuptial debka of the Sephardic marriage feast. Yet the voice of her brother Emil rang with clarity.

“Perhaps she will find some peace now,” he said.

Emil’s voice did not belong to her dream. She was awake at last, and she knew that her brothers were talking in the corridor just outside her room. She heard Katrina sob, and she recognized the husky voice of Dr. Beinincke. She seized a robe and opened the door.

“Emil. Simon. What is it?”

Her brothers stood, their faces pale, their eyes dull. It was Katrina who answered her.

“My poor Emma. My poor orphan. First your father and now your mother. Emma, your mother is dead.” Grief muffled the serving woman’s voice; her large red hands twisted her white apron into tortured knots.

“No!” Her scream shrilled with disbelief, with fierce denial. She rushed past her brothers, past Katrina, to the bed on which her mother lay.

Leonie Coen wore a pale blue silk negligee. Her silver-blond hair had been carefully twisted into a single coil that rested on her shoulder. The scent of lily of the valley clung to her newly powdered skin and mingled with the smell of rotting fruit. Even her fingernails had been neatly shaped and lightly polished.

“Mama!” Emma embraced the motionless form, thrust her face against her mother’s breast. “Mama!” She shook the lifeless body; her fingers pressed against Leonie’s cold, unresisting flesh. Dr. Beinincke moved forward to restrain her.

“Please, Emma. It was her heart. Her heart was never very strong. Come, Emma.” His voice was gentle, persuasive. He was familiar with grief and its exigencies. His hands were gentle yet firm as he led her away from the bed. But at the doorway she turned and saw Katrina lift a small smoke-colored vial from the bedside table and thrust it into the pocket of her apron.

“She could not bear it, Emma,” Simon said softly. “Try to understand.”

“Can we bear it?” Emma asked.

Simon did not reply. He held his sister in his arms until her wild sobs subsided and her tears no longer seared his flesh.

The women of the burial society arrived later in the morning, and Emma was composed and dry-eyed as she received them and thanked them. Her skin was as pale as the stiff white collar of her black dress, and her bright hair was gathered into a severe bun. She directed the maids to bring them the warm water they required and instructed Katrina to prepare refreshments for them.

She herself covered the mirrors of the house with stiff sheeting and then wrapped herself in her cape and hurried out of the house.

“Emma! Where are you going?” Emil called after her.

“I don’t know.” She knew only that as she had moved from room to room the walls had seemed to enclose her. She could not bear to look at the matching gold damask chairs that stood before the fireplace or to breathe in the fetid aroma of the dying tulips in the dining room. Death haunted the house of her childhood, and she rushed toward water and air.

“What shall we tell Benjamin?”

“I’ll be back by the afternoon.”

The women watched her from the window of Leonie’s room and nodded sadly. They were mothers and wives, and they feared for their children and for themselves.

“Poor Leonie,” the rabbi’s wife said. “Her heart, Dr. Beinincke told us.”

They did not dispute her but busied themselves with lengths of flannel and basins of warm water for the washing of the body.

“So terrible,” she continued. “Only a week after poor Jacob’s death.”

“Yes, terrible.” They looked at one another with sorrowing complicity, grateful that their daughters were not as beautiful as Emma, that their husbands had not been as dashing as Jacob Coen; they wondered if they could sustain sorrow with more fortitude than the woman whose lifeless body they carefully and methodically cleansed for burial beside her husband at Ouderkirk.

Emma walked slowly down the Prinsengracht. She lingered briefly at the small bridge suspended above the canal. The waters were murky and the stone balustrades were stained with age and rime. A small tug maneuvered its way laboriously through the narrow waterway and sounded its horn in mournful warning. Two boys waved at it, but their gesture was desultory. The tug’s progress offered no adventure, no drama. Everything about Amsterdam was predictable, Emma thought. It was a narrow city, bounded by water. Its horizons were limited, and its very existence was vulnerable to the vagaries of nature. She walked on, anxious suddenly to leave the city streets behind. She did not want to look up at buildings where housemaids shook the bed linen from elongated balconies and grim-faced men offered perfunctory nods to each other as they edged their way across constricted roadways.

She turned her steps southward, and at the Amstel she boarded a small tram. Its steady movement soothed her, and the river wind cooled her cheeks. The roadside blazed with newly blooming flowers, with rainbow-colored tulips, small clusters of grape iris and tall, pale narcissi. Water fowl drifted on the river, the larger, wide-winged creatures protecting their small, featherless young. A mother sat opposite Emma, holding a small blond girl on her lap. She tied the ribbons of the child’s pink hat tighter as a strong wind gusted across the river.

Emma turned away, suffused with sudden sorrow. She remembered how gentle Leonie’s fingers had been as she adjusted Emma’s scarves, arranged her shawl in graceful folds. She thought of how Jacob Coen had held her hand as they walked to the synagogue, stopping now and again to pull her collar up against the wind. Still, she was not alone. Benjamin Mendoza would take care of her. Benjamin would shelter her always. She leaned back and thought of how his hands had moved across her body in gentle caress, how he had held her close in the shadowed room of the inn at Imjuden.

“We are already husband and wife,” he had said softly. “We do not need a nuptial agreement, a muttered blessing. We bless each other.”

She should not have left the Prinsengracht house so hastily. Benjamin would worry about her, would perhaps go in search of her. She wondered if he would go to Imjuden, if he would race up the wooden hostelry steps to the little corner room with its soft feather bed covered with the homespun linen that smelled of sunlight and sea. She smiled at the thought and fell into a light sleep.

“Ouderkirk! We are arrived at Ouderkirk!” The conductor’s voice, harsh and impatient, jerked Emma into wakefulness.

“Ouderkirk?” She spoke the word aloud. She had selected the tram at random, never asking its destination, yet she was strangely unsurprised to find herself at the Jewish cemetery. She descended the rickety wooden steps, ignoring the conductor’s outstretched hand, and stared at the serried rows of graves, the imposing mausoleums. A funeral cortege passed through the iron gates, the horses moving slowly, reluctantly. The windows of the coaches were blackly curtained, lest sunlight intrude upon grief. She had sat behind such a curtain only a week ago, Emma thought with sinking heart. And tomorrow she would ride behind the hearse that carried her mother’s body. She shivered and hurried on.

An old woman huddled in a worn plaid shawl at the cemetery gate, hawking flowers which Emma knew had been scavenged from grave sites. She thrust the ragged basket in front of Emma. A single white tulip bud nestled amid the yellowed and wilted blossoms, and Emma lifted it carefully, as though it were a fragile talisman. She gave the woman a coin and dropped another into the charity box at the entry. Swiftly then she made her way across the pebbled pathways that led to her father’s grave.

A fiacre blocked the roadway, and a tall woman wearing a dark green cloak stood before Jacob Coen’s grave. She held a long-stemmed narcissus, and her lips moved in silent prayer. She turned at the sound of Emma’s step. The pale flower trembled but her gaze was steady, and when she spoke her voice was calm.

“You are Emma, of course. Your father spoke of you often.”

“And you are Analiese Deken.”

“Yes.” Analiese held out her hand. Emma hesitated, then took it in her own and felt the slender fingers flutter against her palm. Analiese Deken was a startingly beautiful woman. Her features were delicate, and her luminous green eyes were flecked with gold. Her silken hair had once been dark, but now it was the color of smoke; she wore it loose about her shoulders in the manner of a young girl. She pulled it back now and deftly twisted it into a neat knot.

“I wore my hair loose today because that is the way your father liked it,” she said softly.

Emma closed her eyes, again seeing Leonie lying lifeless on her bed, her hair so fastidiously twisted into a silken coil and tied with a blue ribbon. She felt a sudden faintness and moved unsteadily toward a stone bench.

“Are you all right?” Analiese Deken sat beside her. She unloosened Emma’s cape and pressed a handkerchief moistened with cologne to her forehead.

“Yes. Thank you. It was just a passing weakness. This has been a sad and difficult morning.”

“Daniel Salmon told me about your mother. I am very sorry.”

“Yes. I am sure you are.” Bitterness edged her voice. She gathered her cape closer and moved away from Analiese, who put her hand on her wrist.

“Emma, please. I take the liberty of speaking to you so familiarly because I feel I know you. Your father was very proud of you and shared much of your growing up with me. I want to tell you how it was between your father and me. I want you to understand for both our sakes.” Tears glinted in Analiese’s eyes, but she sat regally erect. She was not a suppliant. She offered explanations, not apologies. She was a gentlewoman, Daniel Salmon had said. A gentlewoman with a gentle voice.

“What does it matter?” Emma asked wearily.

“It matters. The past matters. If we do not understand the past, we carry shadowed questions into the future. We are shackled by doubts and we cannot move forward.”

“Did you love my father?” Emma asked abruptly.

Analiese Deken looked up at the cloudless sky, her eyes following two low-flying gulls as they soared toward their nesting places in the tall river reeds.

“We loved each other. We did not seek that love, but it happened and we did not flee it. We were both so used to loneliness that it startled us, took us by surprise.”

Her voice was dreamy as she told Emma that she had been a young widow when she met Jacob Coen.

“Your age, perhaps. Married at eighteen, widowed and alone at twenty-one, without family, with very little money.”

Jacob Coen employed her to assist him in the accounts department of the Coen Emporium. She was a diligent worker with a passion for accuracy that matched his own. Often they worked late together, poring over ledgers in the deserted office until they were shrouded in darkness and kindled lamps that bathed them in pools of gentle golden light.

“Your father’s hair turned bronze in the lamplight,” Analiese said, and Emma thought of how Benjamin Mendoza had lit a small lamp in the dimly lit room of the Imjuden inn and trained it on her, passing its light across her body and lifting her burnished hair so that it slid in sheaves between his fingers. “Like bronze,” he had whispered. “Like bronze.”

Analiese Deken and Jacob Coen had often shared a simple evening meal in a small restaurant on the Kalverstraat. They spoke softly, leaning toward each other over the candle that flickered on the table. She told him of her solitude, of how the rooms of her small flat echoed in silence and how she had difficulty remembering the face of the young husband who had died so swiftly of pneumonia. And he told her of his own loneliness in the large house that he shared with his wife and children. There was no one with whom he could speak of his thoughts and feelings. Leonie’s door was closed to him. She had not shared his bed since Emma’s birth, and even during the early years of their marriage she had submitted to him with suffering forbearance. She hated being touched, she told him at last. She did not think this unnatural. Many women disliked physical contact. She spoke with absolute certainty in a hard, cold voice. Women spoke of such things, he knew, and he envied his wife and her friends the luxury of their intimacy. The Jewish burghers of Amsterdam discussed their businesses and the affairs of the synagogue. They worried about the influx of Russian Jews fleeing the Czar’s persecutions and raised money to help them migrate to America. They did not speak of their yearnings, their inexplicable sadness at the hour of sunset, the joy that overtook them at the onset of spring.

Jacob Coen did not press his wife. She was a good hostess, a conscientious mother. She smiled graciously at his friends and stood beside him each Sabbath to greet their fellow congregants at the Portuguese Synagogue. He was as fortunate as most men, more fortunate than some. He had his children, his business. Still, his heart clenched when he approached the Prinsengracht mansion, and often during the long silent nights he awakened, his body tense, tears streaking his cheeks. Once he rose and turned the knob of his wife’s door. It was locked, and he stood alone in the shadowed hallway, shivering, although the night was not a cold one.

One night when he and Analiese had worked later than usual and then sat over their meal until the candle flame had burned down to a scorched stump, he walked her back to her flat. A light snow fell, and he brushed the flakes from her dark hair. She took his hand and led him inside.

“I was never lonely again,” Analiese said. “Nor was he. We had found each other.”

“But surely another arrangement could have been made,” Emma said. She felt strangely grateful to Analiese Deken, who had eased her father’s loneliness, but she felt anger as well.

“No. There was no other arrangement. You know how the Sephardic community feels about divorce. Your father feared that it would destroy the family. He could not tolerate the thought that your future would be ruined, that no man would marry the daughter of a divorced man who had kept a mistress. And besides, a Jewish divorce, as he explained to me, had to be agreed upon by both husband and wife, and your mother would never have consented.”

“I know,” Emma said. Leonie could not have conceived of a divorce. The word was anathema to her. A distant cousin in Rotterdam had divorced, and Leonie had struck her from her guest lists, walked past her at a family funeral.

“And so we settled for what we had, which was, after all, a great deal. Your father insisted that we live in Osdorp. I did not need the luxury, did not want it, but I think it soothed him to think that at least I did not suffer any physical deprivation. I know that he thought of our sons, Henry and David, as his own sons. They were circumcised and taken to the ritual bath, and they are Jewish although I am not.”

“Henry and David.” Emma repeated their names in a dream-bound voice. Her half brothers, her father’s sons. She wondered if she would ever meet them, and she remembered the brooding stare of the young man at the funeral whose hair matched her own. “And they too accepted your arrangement?”

“It was easy when they were young. They loved him then, although they could not understand why he was not with us always. I made excuses. He traveled. He had business in distant cities. And then one day the need for explanations was gone. Henry followed your father when he left Osdorp. He followed him to the Emporium and then to the Prinsengracht. That was on a Friday, a night your father always spent at the Prinsengracht house. Henry watched your father go to synagogue with your family. He walked arm in arm with your mother. He held your hand. He sat between your brothers in the very first pew and helped them find the place in the prayerbook. Henry watched them from the doorway. He never spoke to him again.” Her voice was heavy with sadness. “I tried to explain our situation to him, but he would not listen. He felt that he had been betrayed, that his childhood had been a lie.”

As mine was, Emma thought. She understood Henry’s bitterness. It matched her own.

“Still, he came to the funeral. They both came to the funeral,” Emma observed.

“Yes. For my sake. They are good sons, wonderful young men. Perhaps they will understand when they grow older,” Analiese said wistfully. “We will leave Holland and go to America. We will start a new life, Henry and I. David will complete his medical studies in Vienna, and then he will join us. And you, Emma? What will you do?”

“I will marry Benjamin Mendoza. I offered to release him from our engagement, but he would not hear of it.” She felt a quiet pride in her fiancé’s love, his loyalty.

“He must love you very much.”

“Yes.” Emma closed her eyes and thought of how he had demonstrated that love in the compact room that overlooked the waters of the North Sea. He had affirmed it with the gentleness of his hands, with the pulsating strength of his desire, with the anguished joy of his voice as he shouted her name in triumph.

“I wish you well in that love, Emma. But you will forgive me if I give you a small warning, if I speak to you from my heart because you are Jacob’s daughter and, although we have only just met and will perhaps not meet again, I care for you. Retain control over your own life, your own future. All the decisions of my life have been made by men. Like your father, I submitted to social fear, to the narrow judgments of the burghers of Amsterdam. I am ashamed, not because of the way I lived but because the choice was never wholly mine. You must chart your own future. You must decide where and how you want to live. Marry your Benjamin, but decide on the patterns of your life together. Share the truth, the secrets of the night, the sweet trivia of the day.” Her voice was intense, and her green eyes were bright with unshed tears. She clutched Emma’s hand. Her nails carved small arcs into the soft flesh of the girl’s palm, but Emma did not flinch.

“I want that too,” she said softly. She was suffused with new grief for her mother, whose life had been a kind of death and whose death had been a sad surrender. “We too have spoken of going to America, Benjamin and I.”

She touched the turquoise pendant at her throat and thought of how the smooth blue stone had been mined in the red earth canyons of a vast desert. She imagined walking with Benjamin Mendoza across shimmering sands, in a wondrous wilderness, far from ancient Amsterdam with its narrow bridges and ancient waterways. She would ask Simon to tell her more about the American West. Arizona. Colorado. California. The Indian names intrigued her, filled her with a mysterious yearning.

“Perhaps we shall meet again, then,” Analiese said.

Together, the two women rose and walked to Jacob Coen’s newly covered grave. They dropped their white flowers onto the soft and fragrant earth, and then they turned and, without looking back, went their separate ways.

*

Leonie Coen’s funeral was sparsely attended and there were seldom more than ten men present at the prayer quorum during the days of mourning.

It was as though her death had embarrassed the staid Amsterdam community. Her vulnerability had rendered them all vulnerable. People avoided the Coen home as the healthy sometimes avoid the homes of invalids, fearful of contagion, angered by their own impotence. Simon and Emil were weary yet fired with a strange febrile energy. They paced the room and stroked the unfamiliar stubble of the beards they were obliged to grow during the mourning period with the nervous gestures of young men catapulted into new decisions, new responsibility.

Simon would go to America. He had made tentative plans for a return journey months ago. He had been in correspondence with the younger Guggenheim brothers, who had expressed an interest in his ideas for a smelting operation.

Emil’s plans changed from hour to hour. He spoke of Palestine. He had recently read Theodor Herzl’s Judenstaat, and it was clear that the man made sense. On the other hand, an Australian cousin had invited him to visit, and South Africa too, seemed like an exciting choice. In a single conversation Emil traversed the globe. He acknowledged ruefully to Simon that when he left the Coen Emporium for the last time he felt a sense of relief, of liberation.

Emma sat quietly on the mourning stool. Her calm was much admired, although there were those who spoke slyly of her coldness.

“But then she always held herself somewhat aloof, even when we were at school,” Mathilde Orenstein said.

Benjamin Mendoza was solicitous, but on the fourth day of the mourning period he left for Antwerp. He had family business to attend to, he told Emma. He shook hands with Simon and Emil and kissed her on the cheek. She felt oddly cold after he left, and she asked Katrina to bring her blue cashmere shawl although the day was unseasonably warm.

The next day a messenger brought a letter from him. Emma read it, sitting beside the yellow candle that would burn in her mother’s memory for thirty days. Across the room her father’s flame flickered against a light breeze. She stared at the elaborate script on the cream-colored vellum paper, as though it contained a message in a language she could not comprehend. She read it slowly to herself, her lips moving soundlessly. She read it aloud, her voice deadened so that her brothers strained to hear her.

My dear Emma—I now must do what is right and release you from all the vows which you have made. It is consistent with your gentle and generous nature that you have insisted on remaining loyal to our agreement in view of the tragedies which have befallen you and your family. I will not exploit loyalty. I do not want to intrude upon your private time of grief. I do not want to interfere with the many decisions which you and your brothers must now make. I will not bind you to promises you contracted when your life was on a different course. It would be unfair of me to ask you to share the uncertain life I offer. I shall always treasure the memory of our happy times together, and it is my fervent wish that when the clouds of grief have cleared you will walk again in the sunlight of happiness.

With affection and esteem,

Benjamin Mendoza.

“The bastard,” Simon said. The eloquent, word-twisting bastard.”

“Emma, do you understand what he is saying?” Emil asked. Emma’s stillness, her pallor, frightened him. He wanted her to weep, to scream out her disbelief, her anger.

“Of course I understand. He is saying that I have no dowry and that our family is compromised and that he is therefore canceling our engagement.”

Her voice was brittle. The tips of her fingers were numbed and cold. Benjamin had lied and she had believed him. He had held his hands out and she had glided into them. She had slept with him in the large sea-scented bed, seeking love and protection. And he had slept with her because she was unprotected and could place no lien upon his love. “Come,” he had said and she had followed him. Like Analiese Deken, like Leonie, her mother, she had lost control of her life. But the harsh lesson had been well learned. She smiled thinly at her brothers.

“It will be all right,” she said, and now certainty rimmed her words. It would be all right because she would make it all right. A new resolve throbbed within her, struggling against the melancholy. She went to the window. A light rain had fallen that morning, but now a pale sun bathed the wet streets with a fragile luminescence. The fragment of a rainbow danced across the casement window, and, smiling, she placed her hand against the prismed crescent.

Emil, who watched her, saw that she stood straighter suddenly, and he was not frightened when she took Benjamin Mendoza’s letter, read it once more, and then fed it, inch by inch, to the flame of the mourning candle. The thick paper curled about the edges and dwindled into blackened ash. She bent her head, and the candlelight turned her hair the color of burnished bronze.


London,

1898


ARE you almost ready, Emma? We don’t want to be late. Adele Rothschild told me that their American guest of honor is a very pedantic gentleman. Aline Spenser heard him shout at his poor wife because she didn’t have her cloak on when their coach arrived. I suppose it’s because he’s so short. Short men do have this unhappy way of asserting themselves.”

Greta Anspacher stood in the doorway of her young cousin’s bedroom and watched Emma adjust the clasp of her necklace. The turquoise pendant nestled at the cleft of her neck, a blue teardrop suspended against the camellian whiteness of her skin.

“I’m almost ready,” Emma said. Unhurriedly, she studied herself in the mirror and twisted a renegade auburn curl into place.

“You look beautiful,” Greta said. “Turn around.”

Emma had fashioned the blue velvet dress herself, from lengths of fabric purchased in Whitechapel. She had sculpted the material carefully so that it followed the subtle curves of her body and fell from her narrow waist in the graceful folds that the crown princess had made popular that year.

“Who is your clever cousin’s dressmaker?” Marguerite Henrigues had asked after a meeting of the Jewish Ladies Benevolent Loan Society at which Emma had presented a report from Abigail Nathan, wearing a tailored dress of forest-green wool.

“That’s Emma’s secret,” Greta had replied. Marguerite, who had in all likelihood never even threaded a needle, would have been shocked to learn that Emma Coen made almost all her own clothes. Greta had offered to take her to her own dressmaker often enough, but Emma had always declined with the polite calm that Greta had learned to admire and respect.

“You’ve done quite enough for me, Cousin Greta.”

She had, in fact, done little enough for her Dutch cousin, Greta thought. She remembered Emma’s first tentative letter from Amsterdam, two years earlier, acknowledging Greta’s note of condolence on the deaths of her parents. Emma had written that she wanted to leave Amsterdam and come to London. She wondered if perhaps her cousin knew of a position as a governess or a companion in an Anglo-Jewish household. “You may know that our family’s situation is considerably altered. I should like to do some useful work and be able to support myself. I speak English quite well, and I have been told that I have a pleasant reading voice.” The letter was understated and dignified. It was not a plea for help. It was a statement of direction.

Greta had written at once, inviting her cousin to come to London. Her own Hampstead home was large, and Horace Anspacher’s business often took him abroad.

“I need a companion,” she said when Emma arrived. She was shocked by the girl’s pallor, the sadness that dimmed her eyes. “You shall stay with me.”

“No, cousin.” Emma’s protest had been calm and firm. “Please don’t take offense, but I want to be independent. I have a small legacy, and I want a position where I will earn a small salary and my board. I don’t know if I can explain to you how important it is to me to be self-reliant. I never want to depend on anyone again.”

“I think I understand,” Greta had said. She knew the circumstances of Emma’s parents’ deaths, and although her correspondents in Amsterdam had been genteelly vague, she surmised the facts behind Emma’s broken engagement. “I shall see what I can do.”

When elderly Abigail Nathan, whose only daughter had died in childbirth years ago, sat next to Greta and complained of loneliness at a meeting of the Jewish Society for the Protection of Women and Girls, Greta had told her about Emma.

“You will find her a delightful companion,” Greta had said, congratulating herself that her late arrival at the meeting had led her to a seat beside the widow. Abigail Nathan, mild and soft-spoken, was connected by marriage to the Mocattas and the Oppenheimers, but there was no trace of snobbery in her gentle manner.

“She is more than a companion. She is like a friend to me,” Mrs. Nathan reported only weeks after Emma had taken up residence in her Kensington Garden home. The girl’s quiet manner, her cultivated intellect, and her consistent thoughtfulness intrigued the elderly woman, who had lived alone for so many years. It soon became clear that any invitation extended to Abigail Nathan included Emma Coen. Emma was a guest at the great houses of London’s Jewish aristocracy. She went to dinner with the Goldschmidts and the Montefiores, and she spent weekends at the Montefiore home at Ramsgate and the Rothschild estates in the lush Vale of Aylesbury. But she did not forget her obligations. She supervised Abigail Nathan’s household, checking the housekeeper’s accounts and the linens, interviewing servants and answering the mail. Eventually Abigail Nathan asked her solicitor to discuss her affairs with Emma.

“I don’t understand all this talk of pounds and shillings,” the old woman said plaintively. “My friend Miss Coen has a talent for it, and she explains it to me quite clearly.”

The solicitor agreed with Mrs. Nathan. Emma Coen did have a talent for finances, and she had invested the small sums of money available to her with considerable shrewdness. She bought stocks in a small Surrey knitting mill when she read an article in the London Times which reported the mill’s acquisition of new machinery that would increase its productivity. She asked the solicitor to forward twenty pounds sterling to her brother Simon in America, for investment in a mining company in a western territory.

“Arizona?” The solicitor frowned at the strangeness of the name, at the distance of the investment, but Emma nodded calmly.

“Arizona.” The word soothed her, caused her to smile with a sweet and secret pleasure she had not thought to feel again.

The two months in Abigail Nathan’s home passed pleasantly for Emma. Like a recuperating invalid, she marked her progress. She no longer wakened in the night, her face tear-streaked, her body aching with a mysterious longing. She was able to describe her Prinsengracht home to Abigail Nathan without dwelling on her last sad days there when she and her brothers had watched the furnishings carried away or marked by the auctioneer’s underlings. The gray-smocked men had moved through the house in sullen silence, averting their eyes when Jacob Coen’s children appeared. Emma had watched them carry her father’s inlaid rosewood desk out, and she had stood in the doorway of her mother’s room as two overdressed women from the new garden suburb of Slatervaart discussed the lack of drawer space in Leonie’s mahogany dressing table.

Walking through Amsterdam, during her last days in the city of her birth, Greta’s letter of invitation to London in her purse, she saw the gold damask chairs and sofa displayed in the window of a furniture shop. She wept then and wept again when she returned to the almost barren house and her brothers presented her with Leonie’s Sabbath candlesticks. Katrina had polished them to a high gleam, and Emma traced the small Jewish stars entwined with delicate leaves that had been etched into the soft metal.

“We bought them from the estate,” Simon said. “We shall all gather at your Sabbath table one day, Emma, and watch you say the blessing over them.”

When? she thought bitterly. Where? Simon was leaving for America and Emil for Palestine. In a week’s time she herself would be in London. Still, she kissed her brothers—tall, handsome Emil, whose bright hair matched her own, and gentle, scholarly Simon, who stared worriedly at her from behind his thick glasses. She wrapped the candlesticks carefully in her blue shawl and placed a sliver of sea glass beside them. The polished green, the color of the canal water, was reflected in their silver shimmer.

She showed the candlesticks to Abigail Nathan, who loved beautifully crafted objects.

“And this is all you brought with you?” the Englishwoman asked sadly.

“Yes.” Emma’s voice was strangely calm and unregretting. She had shed the restraining wrappings of her Amsterdam life and emerged from the fragile and impermanent cocoon of her girlhood. A new life stretched before her. Its possibilities intrigued her. Her brother Emil, traveling eastward to Palestine, wrote her regularly, and at night she dreamed of the cities of his sojourns—Venice and Bari, Piraeus and Larnaca. But Simon’s letters from America sent her to the reading room of the British Museum. She studied pictures of Indians and whispered their tribal names aloud—Pima, Navajo, Apache. She read of vast deserts and mysterious mountains. Her fingers danced across brightly colored maps. They traced their way north and south, east and west. Soon, very soon, she would be ready to choose a direction. The moment would come and she would recognize it.

In the interim she read to Abigail Nathan and accompanied her to meetings and dinner parties. She dutifully took notes at meetings of the Jewish Board of Guardians and the Charity Organization Society. Because Greta Anspacher and Abigail Nathan insisted, she went to dansants at Highfields, the Cohen estate at Shoreham, and at Mentmore, the Rothschild mansion. She received flattering letters of invitation from young David Cohen, to which she replied with a polite note of refusal. He smoothed his narrow mustache with his finger as Benjamin Mendoza had and stared at her too intently.

“I am not yet sure of what I want to do,” she wrote to Simon. “I have the oddest feeling—it is as though I am waiting for something to happen.”

She did know that she did not want to remain in England. The stratified life of London Jewish society oppressed her, and she experienced again the claustrophobia she had felt in Amsterdam. She drove with Abigail Nathan through the streets of the East End, crowded with pushcarts laden with lengths of fabric, shoes knotted together with lengths of soiled rope, vegetables piled high in dangerous, colorful pyramids. Shawled women argued fiercely over the price of a green pepper, held pale tomatoes up to search for imperfections, studied carrots and onions as though they were selecting jewels. Small children trailed after them, holding the market baskets, their eyes rheumy, their skin blanched with the pallor of poverty. Sad-eyed men, bent beneath burdens of linen scraps, trays of merchandise strapped to their shoulders, disappeared into narrow-windowed buildings. Abigail Nathan covered her nose with a handkerchief soaked in cologne, but Emma watched carefully and wrote the reports that Abigail submitted at her meetings.

There had to be a better way to resettle the refugees from eastern Europe, Emma thought. The exodus from Russia was intensifying, and now the Rumanian Jews were fleeing to London. Surely there were places in the world which allowed children to breathe pure air, men and women to walk on soft earth and feel the ease of space and sky.

“The desert is vast and wondrous,” Simon wrote from the American West. Emma thought of his words when Abigail Nathan’s coach was halted at a Whitechapel corner by a grim parade as a family moved their possessions from one tenement to another. Two small boys struggled with a mattress, and their sister pushed a battered pram laden with pots and pans.

She was bored by the dinner parties and the country weekends. The guest lists were predictable, and she could anticipate when the conversations would drift from a languid discussion of John Galsworthy’s newest novels to the parties still being given to celebrate Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee. Alone, she reread her leatherbound copy of Walt Whitman’s poems, the only gift from Benjamin Mendoza that she had not returned. She watched her small investments carefully, taking an odd pleasure at their steady growth. Analiese Deken would be proud of her, she thought. She had taken control of her life. When Abigail Nathan died in her sleep two years after Emma’s arrival at her Kensington home, Emma had a modest savings account in addition to the small legacy that the widow left her.

“What will you do now?” Greta had asked Emma, who was once again staying with her in Hampstead. The ideal solution, of course, would be for Emma to marry, but while her young Dutch cousin was willing to attend the requisite dinner parties and dansants, she always remained disconcertingly aloof. “The ice maiden,” the young English Jews called her. Emma’s hands were cold to their touch, and when they danced with her, her body was stiff and unyielding, her replies to their careless banter cautious and curt.

“I blame it all on that Benjamin Mendoza,” Greta had confided to her husband. “He behaved disgracefully.”

“You have no idea at all how he behaved,” Horace Anspacher replied patiently. “I can’t see that he had much choice. A man without an income, without prospects, must marry a woman with a dowry.” Portly Horace Anspacher viewed the world with the balanced logic of a businessman. Specific economic situations demanded specific personal solutions. Besides, Greta was foolish to worry about Emma Coen; the girl knew how to take care of herself. He looked up now as Greta and Emma descended the stairwell.

“I’m lucky to be escorting two such beautiful women,” he said.

Greta, in a silver gown that matched her hair, and Emma, regal in the peacock-blue velvet gown that accentuated the porcelain whiteness of her neck and shoulders, smiled at him appreciatively.

“I’m only sorry the evening won’t be more interesting for you,” he said as he helped Emma into her fur-collared cape. It was growing shabby, he noticed, and he wondered whether Greta could persuade Emma to allow them to buy her a new cloak. All that independence was admirable, but there was no harm in accepting a gift from a relation now and again. He should like to see Emma in one of those new taffeta coats that the Duchess Alexandra had made popular that season. Jade green would be just the color to offset her fiery hair.

“Why won’t it be interesting?” Greta asked.

“No young folk for our Emma, my dear. All older pillars of the Jewish community, like you and me, gathering over champagne and caviar to solve the problems of overcrowding and nutrition in our East End and New York’s Lower East Side. We’ll eat roast goose and discuss raising funds for a new kosher soup kitchen.”

“Please, Horace. We won’t need your cynicism tonight. Adele’s invited Israel Zangwill, and he, after all, is a professional cynic,” Greta said. She adjusted the beaver stole of her wrap and smiled at herself in the vestibule mirror. Emma, she noticed, did not give the mirror a glance, and briefly she envied her cousin’s youthful confidence in her beauty. Or perhaps she was simply indifferent, Greta thought, but then women who were unconcerned about their appearance did not fashion evening dresses that gently hugged their bosoms and accentuated their narrow waists.

They were the last guests to arrive at the Rothschilds’ Piccadilly mansion. The double doors that led to the dining room had already opened, and men in evening dress escorted women in brilliantly colored gowns to their seats. The table, which stretched the length of the room, was covered with the intricately tatted white lace cloth that had been Adele’s gift from the household staff of her Belgian relations. Red and white wines sparkled in delicate crystal goblets, and the gold-trimmed Spode china place settings were flanked by the heavy, highly polished Rothschild silverware embossed with the family crest. The centerpiece was a delicate arrangement of baby orchids and white tulips.

“What beautiful flowers,” Greta exclaimed.

“Beautiful,” Emma agreed, her voice barely audible. A tightness constricted her heart, and her eyes burned. She had planted white tulip bulbs about her parents’ graves before leaving Amsterdam, but who would weed them, she wondered, or clip the full-blown blossoms in the waning days of springtime?

“Emma, I’ve seated you on Mr. Schiff’s left,” Adele Rothschild whispered. “Please do your best to charm him.”

Emma nodded. She wondered, with a brief but startlingly sharp bitterness, whether Evalina Goldschmidt or Helena Spenser would be instructed to charm the cantankerous American guest, or was that responsibility always delegated to the poor relation? Still, she smiled dutifully and took her place behind her assigned chair as Edmond Rothschild intoned the familiar benediction.

“Blessed art Thou, O Lord our God, Who brings forth bread from the earth.”

The response was automatic, emitted with embarrassment and relief, but Emma noticed that Jacob Schiff salted a piece of bread and ate it before speaking. He was a truly religious man, then, this diminutive American with his piercing blue eyes and neatly trimmed snowy-white goatee and mustache. A large gold watch on a thick chain rested on his protruding abdomen, and he glanced at it often, as though assessing the value of each passing minute. His pudgy hands were very small, Emma observed, and his fingernails were meticulously rounded and brushed with a pale lacquer. His wife, a sallow, dark-haired woman, seemed to quiver when he spoke, and she waited until he had tasted his wine before lifting her own glass.

Jacob Schiff spoke too loudly, as short men often do. He emoted rather than conversed, as though uncertain that his stentorian tones would travel the length of the table. His crossing had been a difficult one, he proclaimed. The Atlantic appeared to grow rougher each year; still, he had to make the crossing annually. He was obliged to visit his parents’ graves in Germany and to spend time with his brother Hermann and his family in England. He spoke of his brother in the third person, although Hermann Schiff, a prominent banker, sat at the other end of the table and did not raise his eyes when his name was mentioned.

“If you found the crossing difficult in a first-class Cunard cabin, imagine what it must be like for those poor Russian devils who are crammed into steerage,” Israel Zangwill observed drily.

The novelist, who was seated on Emma’s right, wore a wide, brightly flowered silk cravat, but his dinner jacket was frayed at the cuffs and the buttons dangled with dangerous looseness. His curling hair fell to his shoulders and formed dark ringlets across his high forehead and about his protuberant ears. He adjusted his monocle as he spoke and nervously stroked his aquiline nose. He wore the troubled expression of a man whose thoughts and words gave him little peace.

During her duty tours of the East End, Emma had occasionally seen the novelist walk through the crowded streets, stopping to talk to the vendors who shoved their rickety pushcarts through the narrow thoroughfares, always making notes in his small memorandum book. Small boys, shuffling in oversized shoes, their caps pulled over their eyes, hurried after him, imitating his strutting walk and gesturing with imaginary canes like the one he carried, but he paid no attention to them. When he met Emma, he paused to doff his fedora, and she felt his eyes riveted on her as though he were memorizing her expression, committing her voice to memory. It occurred to her that such concentration enabled him to describe his characters with the piercing accuracy for which he was famous. Zangwill’s Children of the Ghetto had been the last book that Emma had read aloud to poor Abigail Nathan, and they had both smiled at his penetrating descriptions, his wry insights.

“Apparently, they do not find the voyage in steerage too difficult to discourage them,” Jacob Schiff replied. “They arrive in New York in greater numbers each year.”

“Fifth Avenue will soon be a Judengasse if something is not done,” his wife said.

“Poor devils—what choice do they have?” Ernest Cassel asked, plunging his fork fiercely into a thick slab of roast beef and then thrusting it back, uneaten, onto his plate. Cassel, who had made a fortune in railway development, was rumored to be in line for a knighthood, but he had never forgotten that he himself had come to London as an immigrant from Cologne, and his close friendship with the Baron de Hirsch had involved him in concern for the refugees from eastern Europe.

His young associate, Philip Sasson, a slender, gray-eyed man who sat at his left, worked with him on projects to benefit the refugees. It was aristocratic Philip Sasson who often arrived at a social service agency with a much-needed bank draft, a block of steamship tickets. He had beautiful hands, Emma noticed, and she wondered idly if he was married.

A melancholy silence settled over the table. It was almost two decades now since Alexander III had become “the czar of all the Russias” and unleashed pogroms and anti-Jewish ordinances that had sent the Jews of that vast land fleeing across the borders. Hordes of them arrived in London each month, impoverished and untrained. The bewildered men and women spoke too loudly and flailed their hands wildly for emphasis, as though fearful that they would not be understood if they relied on Yiddish and the fragments of English they had scavenged. The English Jews were at once embarrassed and compassionate, as the Dutch Jews had been, Emma recalled.

Leonie Coen had been impatient with them. Their dark, shabby garments, their strange guttural dialect, repelled her. But Jacob Coen had been sympathetic.

“They are, after all, our people,” he had said. “Ashkenazim, Sephardim, speakers of Yiddish or speakers of Ladino—what does it matter? To the anti-Semite we are all Jews—foreigners intruding on an established culture.”

Israel Zangwill looked now across the table at Ernest Cassel.

“I agree that there are few alternatives. It would be a historic irony if the chosen people had no choices at all,” he said.

“Is your Lower East Side as crowded as our East End, Mrs. Schiff?” Pauline Montague asked. She was working on a proposal to the Jewish Board of Guardians that money be advanced to East End Jews who wished to emigrate to Canada.

“It is very crowded,” Theresa Schiff said, and Emma strained to hear her soft voice above the clatter of the silver and the chime of glasses being refilled. Why was she so timid, so fearful? Emma wondered. Theresa Schiff was, after all, an heiress in her own right. She would inherit a fortune from her father, Solomon Loeb, a partner in the New York brokerage house of Kuhn, Loeb. But of course Theresa Schiff had as little understanding of her own money as Leonie Coen had had, and her ignorance made her as dependent on her autocratic husband as the poorest serving girl was on an indifferent master.

“But we have made great efforts,” Theresa went on. “Jacob is perhaps too modest to tell you how he and his friends have worked among the Jewish immigrants in New York. They have established programs and settlement houses. We sponsor soup kitchens and even summer camps for the children. And of course there is our Hebrew Emigrant Aid Society. But some of them are so difficult—so demanding.” Her voice trailed off. She toyed with her long strand of perfectly matched pearls and glanced nervously at her husband. Emma watched her with a mixture of pity and contempt.

Jacob Schiff cleared his throat and smiled approvingly. He was not averse to having his philanthropies discussed.

“Of course, we have tried,” he said. “But the problem appears to be insurmountable. Frankly, we worry about anti-Semitism in New York if the Jewish immigration continues and we see no signs that it will abate. You speak of alternatives, Mr. Zangwill. Are you thinking of Palestine, perhaps?” He speared a stalk of asparagus and wondered if the Rothschilds had had the vegetable imported from Belgium. They were careless with their money, allowing their sons carriages, their daughters private maids. His own children had been taught thrift and the virtue of economy.

“I don’t think Palestine is the answer,” Israel Zangwill replied. He waited for the servants to clear the table and leave the room. “Of course, Herzl is a charismatic figure,” he continued, “and there is validity to his concept of a Jewish state. But I visited Palestine myself last year. It is a harsh land, all desert and swamp. We would be sending the Jews from eastern Europe into another disastrous and dangerous situation.”

“My brother Emil also visited Palestine, and he found it a fascinating country,” Emma said. Emil’s letters had been effusive. He had visited the few small Jewish settlements and written exuberantly of the charm of Rishon le-Zion and Petach Tikvah. “Unfortunately he contracted malaria and had to leave,” she added. Emil was in America now, traveling swiftly westward, still pursuing the adventures he had dreamed of as he sat on his high stool in the Coen Emporium on the Kalverstraat. Handsome, dashing Emil. A wave of loneliness swept over her. She wanted to see her brothers, to hear Emil’s vibrant laughter and listen to Simon’s calm and thoughtful observations.

“Oh, it is a fascinating country,” Israel Zangwill agreed. “I do not dispute your brother. But I do not think it will solve what my colleague Leon Pinsker has euphemistically called our ‘Jewish problem.’ And I do think there is such a solution to the problem.”

“You are more optimistic than I am,” Edmond Rothschild said. “What is your solution, Zangwill?”

“Territorialism.” The novelist emphasized each syllable. “Jewish territorialism.”

“And what do you mean by Jewish territorialism?” Jacob Schiff asked guardedly.

“We find a particular territory—one that is largely unsettled—and we divert the refugees from eastern Europe to that location. They will settle in large enough numbers so that the territory will become predominantly Jewish. Palestine might be one such territory, but Jewish territorialism would not be limited to Palestine. There are other possibilities throughout the world. Uganda, for instance.” Israel Zangwill spoke with tutorial slowness. He was the teacher introducing an unfamiliar concept to a class of reluctant students. Patiently, he waited for questions before proceeding.

“But hasn’t Mr. Herzl already broached that concept to the Jewish leadership? I believe he spoke of a Jewish settlement in El Arish in the Sinai,” Ernest Cassel said.

“Herzl selected El Arish because it was close to Palestine. It is unfeasible, of course, because of the lack of water. I am suggesting that we look for territories, independent of their location vis-a-vis Palestine where natural resources will not be a problem. A sparsely inhabited African country such as Uganda might be a possibility. South America is a vast continent and Baron de Hirsch is actively involved in settling Jewish immigrants there. And of course, Mr. Schiff, there is your wonderfully wild American West.” Zangwill tapped his wineglass with a teaspoon, and Emma held her breath, but the delicate crystal did not shatter. A good omen, she thought, and smiled at him. She felt sorry for him because his cuffs were frayed and his dark eyes blazed with passion. It was dangerous to feel so deeply for either a person or a cause, she knew. Passion disarmed, suspended judgment, made one cruelly vulnerable. As she had been at the Imjuden inn. She shut her mind against the memory, aware that Jacob Schiff was speaking to her, asking her a question.

“And what are your feelings on this weighty subject, my dear Miss Coen? Does the American West intrigue you? I ask because I recognize that the stone of your pendant must surely be turquoise and the setting appears to have been crafted by American Indians. My daughter, Frieda, has a small collection of Navajo jewelry.”

The other women at the table leaned forward to study Emma’s pendant. They wore necklaces of emeralds, glittering diamond chokers, strands of perfectly matched pearls. Adele Rothschild touched the huge sapphire that dangled from her heavy gold chain. Still, they recognized the simple beauty of Emma Coen’s necklace, and they understood why Jacob Schiff had noticed it.

“I am interested in the American West,” Emma said. “Both my brothers are there, and of course I long to see them. I think Mr. Zangwill’s idea for settling Jews there is excellent for a reason which he has not mentioned.”

“Indeed? Please fill in the omission, dear lady. I am always ready to take instruction, especially from such a beautiful tutor,” Israel Zangwill said. Irritation rimmed his voice, but the women at the table smiled and clapped softly at his words. Emma’s cheeks grew hot, but she turned back to Jacob Schiff.

“I think that if Jews were to go to the American West, they would be transformed from refugees into pioneers. I do not think that has happened before in our long history of wandering from one country to another.” She thought of the family she had seen in Whitechapel, transferring their possessions from one urban hovel to another, and imagined them traveling across a vast desert, fired by a sense of purpose rather than a desperate desire for refuge.

“That is a very interesting point,” Jacob Schiff said thoughtfully. “Certainly it would banish the stereotype of the ghetto Jew. Where there are no established cities, there can be no ghettos.” He laughed harshly. “And of course, there are Jews now living in the American West. I have a client, Morris Lasker, who lives in Galveston, Texas, a city on the gulf. He tells me that there is a thriving Jewish community there. Indeed, most of the merchants are Jewish, and there is even a rabbi in the town.”

“There is a railroad there,” Philip Sasson said thoughtfully. He furrowed his brow. “The Galveston, Harrisburg, San Antonio Railway,” he recalled triumphantly.

“I have thought of Galveston myself,” Israel Zangwill said. “The North German Lloyd Line docks there. With its railroad and established Jewish community, it would be an ideal launching place for Jewish territorialism.”

“I say that we must explore this idea further,” Jacob Schiff said vehemently.

“But of course such a project would take years to develop,” Edmond Rothschild observed. He had caught Adele’s desperate glance. His wife did not want her dinner party to become a boring seminar on the Jewish problem.

Hermann Schiff cleared his throat and spoke for the first time.

“When my brother Jacob seizes on an idea, he manages to work miracles with time. Such a project might take another man a full decade to organize, but I will wager anyone here that my brother will have the wheels turning in half that time.”

“I wonder if the citizens of Galveston realize that the future of their city has been altered right here in Piccadilly Square,” Helena Spenser said sarcastically.
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