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What is the precise moment, in the life of a country, when tyranny takes hold? It rarely happens in an instant; it arrives like twilight, and, at first, the eyes adjust.

—EVAN OSNOS
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THE WORLD MAKES little sense, which is to say that it constantly exceeds understanding. Günter Zeitz is two, sitting on his bedroom floor, pushing his red-and-yellow wooden horse across the rug. A woman steps through the door. She is his mother—although her hair is pulled back so tightly from her face, it looks as if it hurts. Also, there is a strange ball, dark brown like her hair, stuck to the top of her head. And so this woman looks like his mother but also doesn’t. His mother’s hair is loose and soft, and it flows down on either side of her face, brushing her cheeks, hiding her ears. He likes to slip his fingers into it and feel its silkiness. His mother is happy when he does that, and he is happy, too. Sometimes he is so happy, he falls asleep. But now all this hair is gone. Also there is the pain. His mother would never want to hurt herself by pulling her hair so tight. And so, for a long moment Günter is incapable of determining whether this woman is his mother or some other woman, and he is overcome by the feeling that something very bad is happening and there is nothing he can do to stop it. Now he is three, looking out the window at his snow-covered garden. The sky is gray and the mountains on the far side of the valley are also snow-covered, but hard to see because they are behind a grayness that is like a thin layer of ice, only very smooth, smoother than a windowpane. The snow on top of the picnic table and benches is as thick as a couch pillow. Something is wrong. At first, Günter doesn’t know what the wrong thing is; then he does. Nothing is moving—not the trees, not the clouds, not the blond grass tufts sticking out of the snow. This morning, the wind was blowing and the snow swirled as it fell, sometimes swirling right back up into the sky. But now everything is so still, it could be a photograph of itself. Günter didn’t know that the world could be possessed by such stillness, and he is worried that he, too, might become still. He should run. But he can’t run. He can’t even move his arms. Maybe the stillness has already settled over him and he will stay exactly as he is forever. But then a bit of black breaks away from a tree down the mountainside. It is a bird, moving across the sky like a drifting twist of black fluff. The bird has set Günter free. He can lift his hands and turn his head. He can walk away from the window. Sometimes, however, it is words that make no sense, not the world. Sometimes it is a single word he has never heard before that is suddenly coming out of everybody’s mouth. Other times, it is what happens when words are put together. He might know every one of the words by itself, but when they come one after the other, they have no meaning. Günter is four and he asks his mother what “I can’t go on” means. They are in the kitchen. His mother is having coffee at the table. Nelly is standing behind an ironing board by the woodstove, periodically switching a cooled-down iron for the newly hot one resting on the firebox. “Well,” his mother says, “sometimes you want something to happen. You work very, very hard to make it happen, for a very long time. It is the only thing you can think about. Then, one day, you realize it’s not going to happen. There’s nothing you or anyone can do about it. So you say, ‘I can’t go on.’ Which means you stop trying. You stop trying even if you still want that thing very, very much. ‘I can’t go on,’ you say.” This explanation brings a terrible fear into Günter’s life. He thinks his mother is saying that when you “can’t go on,” you have decided to die, and something in her tone of voice makes him think she herself has decided to die, that she has given up on life, and someday soon will abandon him absolutely and forever. He lives with this fear for months, for years. It keeps him awake at night. And now he has just come into the kitchen from the backyard. He is five years old. His father is sitting at a table beside the window, reading a newspaper. His father asks what he has been doing. “I was outside,” he says. “I know,” says his father, “because you have just come through the door.” Then his father asks again, “What were you doing?” Günter can’t answer. The words just won’t come. “Are you deaf?” his father asks. “No,” he says. “Were you doing anything you’re not supposed to do?” his father asks. “I was pretending to be a Red Indian.” “Come here.” His father pats his own thigh. When Günter doesn’t come, his father says, “I want to show you something.” Then he says, “I’m not going to hurt you.” Günter walks over and his father pulls him into his lap. Through the window, Günter can see the shed on the far side of the vegetable garden, its door wide open. There are shovels inside, and rakes. But also a hedge clipper. “You know you are forbidden to touch the hedge clipper?” his father says. Günter nods, then keeps his head down. “And you know the hedge clipper is dangerous?” Günter can’t answer, or even glance his father’s way. “Then why were you playing with it?” Günter starts to cry. His father takes his hand. “The hedge clipper could cut these little fingers off in an instant,” his father says. “But that’s not so bad, because you would only be hurting your body. But when you tell a lie, you are killing your soul.” Günter has no idea what a soul is, except that, from the way his father speaks the word, it is very important. But he wonders how words—sounds that come out of his mouth—can kill anything. That does not seem possible. Günter is six. It is his birthday, and his mother has taken him with her to Kempten to celebrate. They go straight to a bakery, where she tells him he can have any pastry he wants. He chooses a Krapfen. The baker puts a tiny candle in the middle of the sugar-powdered mound and lights it with a long oven match. Günter blows the flame out immediately, then discovers that candle wax has dripped into the pastry, making it taste like something else. A fish, he thinks. When he spits out the little nub of wax, his mother slaps his hand, telling him he is behaving like a Gypsy. She promises that, as a birthday treat, she will take him to the Basilica St. Lorenz, which has beautiful paintings on its ceiling and walls and is much bigger than any other building he has ever seen. As they walk along narrow streets, Günter is thrilled that human beings can construct enormous buildings. It makes him feel powerful. But his mother insists that first they must go to the market square behind the basilica. Günter hears the clamor of the basilica’s bells even before he and his mother reach the square, and once they are in the midst of the tented stalls, he can see one of the basilica’s onion-domed towers—although the bells have stopped. His mother has a long argument with a woman selling lace. Then she wanders up and down the square twice before she finds the man who sells his father’s favorite pipe tobacco. She has another argument. Next, they go to a sausage seller, who is wearing a long black coat with brass buttons and has a peg leg. This transaction is fast and friendly. When the sausage seller smiles, he has only two teeth in his mouth. (How does he eat his sausages?) Now it is time to go to the basilica. “No,” says Günter’s mother. “We have one more stop. Your father has given me a list of ointments and pills. It won’t take a minute.” The walk to the pharmacy is long enough for Günter to get tired and bored. When he tugs at his mother’s dress and says he wants to go to the basilica, she slaps his hand again and tells him that if he doesn’t behave, he won’t see St. Lorenz at all. “It won’t take a minute,” she tells him again. “Your father will never forgive me if I don’t get his medicines.” When they finally reach the pharmacy—a grand-looking shop, taking up one whole side of a tiny square—the pharmacist greets Günter’s mother as if she is a long-lost relative. He asks about her journey, her health, her parents. Without a word of prompting, he calls out, “And this must be Herr Günter!” He gives a curt half bow, shakes Günter’s hand, and says, “I’m so happy to meet you! Your mother has been telling me all about you!” Handing his assistant the list of medicines Günter’s mother has brought, the pharmacist says, “Come with me! I have something in the back that will fascinate the young master!” The pharmacist looks at Günter over his shoulder as he strides the length of the store. “You’re a little scientist, I hear! Are you going to be a physician, like your father?” “I want to be an explorer,” says Günter. The pharmacist replies, “Oh, really! Then you’re going to love what I have to show you!” The pharmacy is deeper than it is wide. They walk between two long glass display cases and walls consisting of hundreds of tiny labeled drawers to a doorway behind a red velvet curtain. The pharmacist is broad-shouldered and tall, like Günter’s father, so, once they enter the short passage behind the door, he blocks all the light ahead of them. He leads them into a dusty office crammed with books and papers. Green-gray light spills through two tall windows that look out onto a neglected garden between the backs of three apartment houses. The pharmacist goes over to a shelf containing a row of very large books—each tall enough, were it stood on the floor, to reach Günter’s breastbone. The pharmacist places one of the books on top of his paper-covered desk. “Look at this!” he tells Günter. “It’s an encyclopedia of medicinal herbs from around the world!” He opens to an etching of a jungle that takes up two whole pages, with naked dark-skinned people wearing feathers on their heads posing under trees and amid fields of weeds and flowers. “Isn’t that beautiful? I think the man who drew it is a true artist! And look here!” He flips over the page and shows Günter the four pages that follow, all entirely filled with detailed painted etchings of leaves, flowers, nuts, and roots, each labeled in a print so tiny, it seems to have been composed of hairs. “Every one of the plants in the landscape is reproduced in detail on these pages. Isn’t that amazing! A young scientist could learn a great deal from a book like this! Or an explorer!” The pharmacist pats Günter on the head, then backs away so the boy might look at the book himself. “Feel free to turn the pages!” says the pharmacist. The last thing on earth that might interest Günter is a bunch of leaves and flowers—though he does feel an urge to look again at the naked people with the feathers in their hair. At this thought, he glances furtively at his mother, his cheeks going hot and his pulse pounding in his head. He turns a couple of pages, hoping to quell his embarrassment. “Oh, Frau Zeitz!” the pharmacist cries. “I’ve just remembered. My carpenter is doing some work upstairs, and I would love to hear your opinion of it.” His mother replies, “Gladly!” sounding more as if she is laughing than speaking—though Günter can’t imagine what might be so funny. “Günter,” says the pharmacist, “could I possibly borrow your Mutti for a second?” Günter does not want to be left alone in this strange office, but he knows he has no choice, so he doesn’t say anything. “We won’t be a minute,” says his mother, still seeming to laugh more than talk. She and the pharmacist hurry up the back steps. Günter flips through a few pages depicting flowers and plants, then turns back to the naked people. After that, he flips through the whole book, looking at the two-page spreads of each of the climatic zones on the world’s seven continents, from which he learns that everybody on earth goes around naked, except for Europeans, Arabs, and Chinese. Don’t these people get cold in the winter? he wonders. And how do they keep from cutting their feet? He also wonders how he would feel if everybody on the street could see his Pipimann and Hintern. He flips through the book twice, then closes it and goes to the window to look out into the garden, which is filled with broken barrels, old boards, and heaps of paper. Then he returns to the book and looks at the naked people one more time. When he finally hears his mother and the pharmacist descending the steps, all of her words still seem more like laughter than speech. She loves the carpenter’s work, she says. She thinks he’s a master. Then she notices the clock on the desk and cries out that they are about to miss the train. The assistant gives her the packet of pills and ointments for Günter’s father. The pharmacist bids Günter and his mother good-bye and says to give his respects to Dr. Zeitz. Outside the door, Günter asks, “Aren’t we going to the basilica?” “No, my little mouse. We must run or we’ll miss the train and have to sleep on the platform.” She gives him the bundle of lace to carry, and they do indeed run the whole way, arriving at the station just as the conductors are making their final call. Years afterward, Günter’s memory of this day will be permeated by a sense of loss, but he will remember only three things clearly: the pharmacist’s giant book filled with naked people; the gray cloud of engine smoke that sometimes obscured the landscape outside the windows and filtered into their cabin, stinging his eyes; and he and his mother trading bites in the rattling car from one of the sausages they bought from the man with the peg leg. And now Günter is eight, old enough that almost all the facts of his daily life pass without attracting particular attention. He is having dinner in the kitchen with his parents, and it is a dinner like any other. Blood sausage, his father’s favorite. And cabbage. And potatoes. The light in the kitchen is greenish, because it comes from two kerosene lamps on the sideboard. There is an electric lamp hanging from the ceiling directly over the table, but his mother says electric light makes everybody look like “the risen dead.” She hates it. Blood sausage feels like pudding in his mouth, but it tastes like rust and salt. He mashes it into his potatoes to make it easier to eat. His parents are talking in that way that makes him wonder why they bother. Nothing they say is interesting and they say everything in exactly the same voice, as if the words are just burbling up out of their bodies and have no meaning. Then his father says, “Am I to presume that Klein’s still hasn’t gotten my wader boots?” and his mother’s fork drops to her plate with a clatter. She is staring fiercely into his father’s eyes and his father has the expression of someone who has just made a joke he thinks no one else smart enough to understand. His mother sweeps her arm across the table and her entire place setting crashes to the floor. The crockery is in triangular shards. Arcs of glittering glass stick up out of lumped-up shreds of yellow, purple-black, and green. Her knife, rammed point down into the floor, vibrates. Günter has no idea why his father’s words have had such an effect on his mother, nor why each of them looks into the other’s eyes the way a fox looks into the eyes of a wolf. But there is something in their faces that he does understand. And cannot bear. He sits there silently, trying so hard not to know what he knows. When Günter is eleven, there are many things in life he cannot bear: the sound of steel scratching glass, the taste of brussels sprouts, the noises that come through the door to his father’s surgery. Günter’s father saves lives and brings babies into the world—so he is a good man; Günter is absolutely certain of this fact. But such terrible noises come through that door: shrieks, sobs, moans. Günter hates them, especially at night. When a patient arrives after dark, he buries his head under his pillow, puts his fingers in his ears, and sings to himself so that he can’t hear anything. His parents tell him not to pay attention. The noises only mean people are getting better. But that makes no sense to Günter. And it isn’t just the noises. It’s the bowls of bloody water. The smells of urine, alcohol, Mercurochrome, shit. To Günter, his father’s surgery is a torture chamber. He refuses to enter it. But then one day, a woodman gashes his leg with his own ax. Günter sees two huge men carrying the woodman up the walkway, his trouser leg soaked with blood, red drops dribbling off his boot heel. Günter doesn’t want to see the man when he comes inside, so he runs up to his room, shuts the door, and tries to lose himself in the final volume of Karl May’s Winnetou trilogy. After a while, Günter thinks maybe there wasn’t anything to worry about. Maybe, in fact, the woodman has already gone home, and it is safe to go back downstairs. But then a huge bellow shakes the house, followed by shouts, curses, bangs, crashes, as if the three woodmen are having a frenzied brawl. Eventually, things go quiet. A little later there are footsteps on the stairs outside his door. His father is calling. Günter goes out into the hall, to find his father standing halfway up the stairs, so much blood on his gown that Günter worries one of the woodmen has slashed him with a scalpel. “I need your help,” his father says. Normally, Günter’s mother and Nelly help in the surgery, but they have gone into Kempten to buy material for curtains and won’t be back until after dark. His father explains that he has run out of chloroform, so he gave the woodman half a bottle of schnapps to numb the pain. That seemed to work at first. The woodman allowed his leg to be strapped down so that it could be cleaned and sutured. But he was exceedingly drunk. The instant Günter’s father touched his wound, he cried out and began ripping off his straps. His friends tried to stop him, but he was much bigger than they were. Also, crazed with fear. Günter’s father pauses, then says, “It was not a pretty picture.” The plan now is that the two friends will each grip one of the woodman’s arms and lean all of their weight against his near shoulder while Günter helps hold him down by sitting on his chest. To Günter, this is an insane idea. The woodman is huge and hairy, with floppy lips and broken yellow teeth, and resembles nothing so much as a minotaur. The notion of being anywhere near him when he starts bellowing, punching, and kicking is a nightmare. With tears in his eyes, Günter pleads with his father to get somebody else. His father slaps him across the cheek and says, “You will do what I tell you!” The woodman is lying on the table in the surgery, clearly exhausted, but maybe also shamed into submission. He doesn’t move or say one word as Günter clambers onto his chest. The room is dense with the sour-peppery stench of the woodman’s fear. Also the metallic mustiness of his blood. Not wanting to see the wound, Günter turns his back to his father—which means he looks straight down into the woodman’s face, and the woodman looks straight up into his. It is like the two of them are feeling exactly the same thing, each silently pleading with the other. The woodman’s friends grab his arms, lean their shoulders against his, and Günter’s father gets started. It is awful. Worse than anything Günter imagined. The woodman is, in fact, immobilized from the neck down, but he can still scream, curse, groan. He bites his tongue. Blood bubbles out of his mouth and spills down his cheek. He thrashes his head, his face twisting into the most grotesque expressions, like nothing Günter has ever seen on a real person’s face, though exactly like the expressions of sinners and demons in church paintings—the ones meant to scare people into virtue and obedience. The woodman is repulsive. Günter hates him for that. And for being so stupid as to gash his own leg. And he hates his father, too. For the pain he is inflicting. For doing nothing to spare Günter the horror. Günter knows his father doesn’t have a choice. If he does nothing, there will be infection. Gangrene. The woodman will die. But none of that matters, because Günter’s hatred is making him strong. Any other emotion would have left him vulnerable, weak. But hatred enables him to meet the huge cruelty of the world with the fury of his entire being. When the operation is over, he walks out of the surgery without a word to anyone, then straight down the hall and out the front door. He is surprised to discover that it is still day. The sun, in fact, is still high in a vast blue sky through which brilliant white clouds drift like airborne mountains above the snow-mottled granite peaks that entirely surround Wetzenbach. As he walks, the images inside his head feel like a poison permeating his whole body. He is still gripped by hatred of his father. And fury. He doesn’t know why. His father is a doctor, and sometimes a doctor must cause his patients pain. That is unfortunate but not wrong. And yet Günter hates his father in exactly the way the woodman did when his eyes were rolling and his lips spasming with snarls, lewd leers, and grimaces of abject misery and fear. At first, by sheer force of habit, Günter walks downhill, along the route he normally takes to school—although it is high summer now—but then turns toward the Grauerfluss, crossing it by a wooden footbridge, from which he looks down at tumultuous water shooting so rapidly beneath his feet that it is a pale gray-green blur. On the far shore, he follows a path along the river, amid shoulder-high grasses and weeds made fragrant by the sun’s heat, although his nostrils are still filled with the stench of the woodman’s fear. Eventually, he comes to a stony delta, where the clear waters of the Schneebach flow into the silty Grauerfluss. He walks along the much smaller river until he reaches the flat grassy field between a low cliff and the rushing current where he and his parents sometimes come for picnics. Without bothering to take off his clothes or shoes, he clambers over the low stone wall separating the field from the river and flings himself into the frigid, surging water. To make it to the far shore, he has to swim as hard as he can. But there is a moment when he lets himself shoot weightlessly downriver, and wonders whether it wouldn’t be best simply to drift all the way to the Grauerfluss, in which he would surely drown. As that possibility jolts through his entire body, the thought that comes with it is that he can no longer bear to live in a world so rife with cruelty and pain. But then he starts to kick and to claw at the water, and soon he is lying flat on his back on hot stones, gasping, looking up at the sky.
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IT IS LATE MARCH, 1924. Günter Zeitz is thirty-two years old. His hair is black and unruly, and, in the manner of certain very tall men, he habitually hunches his shoulders and lets his head hang forward. He is standing on a street corner in Vienna, where he has just introduced himself to Professor Dr. Freud. “Perhaps you remember me?” Günter says. “I wrote to you several months ago. I was working with Dr. Mohr.” This encounter is not an accident. Günter has come to Vienna from Coblenz specifically to meet the Professor, whom a friend told him passes the corner of Hörlgasse and Liechtensteinstrasse every day after lunch.

At the name Mohr, the Professor’s lip twitches impatiently under his yellow-stained mustache. “Did you not get my response?” His speech is impeded, as if he has a walnut in his mouth. He is sixty-seven years old.

“Yes, I appreciated your—”

“Then why are you here? Mohr is not a psychoanalyst.” The Professor lisps. He has to work to pronounce his s’s and t’s. “There is nothing I can do to help you.” He is carrying an umbrella, the point of which he lifts from the sidewalk as if to strike Günter on the shin. Just over his shoulder, the black spires of the Votivkirche rise like a pair of demonic spruces.

“I entirely agree!” Günter says.

The Professor lowers his umbrella and tilts his head back until the angle of his gaze could make it seem he is looking down on the younger man; in fact, he is looking up. He is short, and skeletal inside his rumpled tweed suit. His eyes are pools of brown and white within the black rings of his glasses.

“He is superficial,” says Günter, his voice trembling, his mind whirling. “He has the best intentions, but you are right: superficial. Intellectually. I knew that I had nothing to learn from him.”

“His distinction between my work and Ferenczi’s is absurd!”

“Yes. Absolutely.” In fact, Günter has no idea what Mohr has said about Freud and Ferenczi. “When I read your Interpretation of Dreams, I felt I understood the working of my own mind for the first time. How everything is connected, I mean. Our perceptions, thoughts, instincts, memories, fantasies. The past and present. And language, of course. Puns! Everything is connected to everything else. All my life, I have had the sense that nothing is really what it is. From a linguistic point of view, I mean.”

“Linguistic?” The Professor has taken a cigar out of his breast pocket and is searching his other pockets for a match.

“I mean that language and logic oversimplify reality. The dictionary in conjunction with the grammar book make it seem that a stone is only a stone. But a stone is always also something to kick, or climb, or walk upon, or—you know: a weapon, the foundation of faith, the image of courage, fidelity, coldness of heart. A thousand things! And all of them at once! The poets know this. Especially the French poets. Rimbaud, of course. And Reverdy. But not the philosophers. Wittgenstein … Do you know Wittgenstein? You must know Wittgenstein. He’s from here. A brilliant man. But also stupid. But my point is that you defy him. You speak what he consigns to silence.”

Günter hardly knows what he is saying, and wonders if the Professor thinks him insane. Freud grips the cigar between his teeth. He holds a lit match up to it and sucks. Ragged wreaths of smoke obscure his face.

“Excuse me,” says Günter. I’m babbling. It’s just that I’ve always felt—instinctively, I mean—that the world is a massive tangle of overlapping actualities, and that their meaning, their importance, their true nature can only be found in their interaction with one another. And your book helped me see clearly what I had never been able to articulate for myself.”

“Young man,” the Professor says between one long puff and the next. “What did you say your name is?”

“Zeitz. Günter Zeitz.”

“And what is it that you want, Zeitz?”

Günter’s mouth is entirely dry. His palms are wet. “I want to be a psychoanalyst. And I am hoping you will train me.”

The Professor frowns skeptically. “You understand that your training will consist primarily of your own analysis? Five days a week, an hour a day. Is that agreeable to you?”

“Of course.”

“Do you have the money?”

Günter hesitates. “Yes. Of course.”

The Professor smiles wryly and releases a long plume of smoke that, intentionally or not, blows into Günter’s eyes. The Professor then quotes his hourly fee. Günter blanches. He had attempted to take Germany’s and Austria’s postwar hyperinflation into account when he calculated the likely cost of studying with Freud, but this fee is more than twice what he budgeted. The Professor laughs.

After a long silence, Günter asks in a low voice, not meeting Freud’s eye, “Would my analysis be with you, Professor?”

“Of course!”

There follows another long silence that Günter ends with a forced smile and the words “Nothing would make me happier.”

He knows that what he has just said is the absolute truth. He has been dreaming of being analyzed by Freud practically since he arrived in Heidelberg to start university. But as they shake hands, he can’t help but feel that everything about their exchange has been utterly false.

GÜNTER IS STANDING beside a couch draped with a Persian rug and heaped with pillows. In order to be comfortable, he will have to get rid of the pillows, but there is no place to put them. Professor Freud takes a seat in the green velvet chair at the head of the couch. There is an impatient tilt to his left eyebrow. Maybe Günter could put the pillows along the edge of the couch, against the wall. But he can’t. He feels paralyzed. The Professor pats his pockets and pulls out a box of matches. How is it possible that Günter should be on the verge of confessing his most shameful desires, fears, and obsessions to the very man he most admires on earth? He tells himself that Freud will not judge him, that no one better understands how the best in any human being is inextricably intertwined with the worst; that even the most saintly, courageous, or intelligent of people is a spiteful and frightened child at heart. He also tells himself that lying down on this couch and speaking freely in front of this brilliant man will yield only profound insight, greater clarity of purpose, and freedom from neurotic anxiety. All of this is true. It has to be. Therefore, his hesitation is foolish. And the Professor is waiting. He is lighting a cigar and squinting through a roiling billow of smoke. If Günter does not stretch out on the couch this very instant, his cowardice will be blatantly obvious. And his lack of commitment. But he can’t move. His head is spinning. The robin song outside the window has begun to echo. The floor beneath his feet seems to surge and fall. I’m going to faint, he thinks. And so his decision is taken away from him.

“Sorry,” he says, pushing the pillows against the wall. “I was a little dizzy.” The ceiling is tobacco-colored, laced with cracks. The paint is flaking.

“Not a problem,” says the Professor.

“Too much coffee, perhaps.”

“Speak when you are ready,” says the Professor.

IT TAKES GÜNTER fifteen minutes to walk from his basement room in Leopoldstadt to Professor Freud’s office and home at Berggasse 19. He always stops on the sidewalk in front of the Professor’s building to have a final cigarette before, precisely at 10:58, climbing the stairs. Invariably, when he steps into the foyer of Freud’s apartment, the previous patient, a slender, dark-haired woman, roughly his own age, is standing in front of the coat hooks, buttoning up her navy blue coat. Her face is long and her chin off-kilter, as if she fell when she was a child and it was knocked slightly to the left. But there is a dart of tension at the center of her brow that makes her impossible to ignore. Günter always says “Hello” when he first sees her, and “Excuse me” as he reaches past her to hang up his own coat. Sometimes she returns his greeting in a low, soft voice; other times she seems not to hear him. But often, during the instant between her stepping out onto the landing and the door swinging shut, she glances straight at him. These are the only times their gazes meet.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “The other night, as I lay in bed waiting for sleep, I found myself walking with a highly esteemed but unidentified gentleman, who wore a mustache and bowler hat, and I said to him, as if this were the most reasonable of remarks, ‘I must introduce you to my butter knife.’ I have come to find this entirely ordinary transition from sensible wakefulness to nonsensical dream baffling. How is it that, in an instant, we can abandon the apparatus of rational thought that gives structure and meaning to our lives, and fling ourselves into a world in which there is no distinction between the preposterous and the real, and fate is driven by whim, terror, the absurd and the obscene? Why is this so easy? Why are we not afraid?”

THE PROFESSOR is silent—so much so that three times during the first weeks of his analysis, Günter rolls onto his side atop the carpet-covered couch and cranes his head back to make sure Freud is still there and awake. Each time, Günter finds the Professor looking right at him from beneath a cloud of liver-colored smoke, and has to suffer a gentle rebuke. The first time the Professor merely shakes his head and finger reprovingly. The second time, he smiles ruefully and says, “Oh, ye of little faith!” And the third time, after the Professor says, “I’m always listening, and I hear your every word,” Günter asks, “Why are you playing God?”

At first, Freud seems taken aback; then he smiles. “Why do you say I am playing God?”

“Because you are!” Günter’s heart is pounding. He is surprised at the intensity of his anger.

“On what evidence do you base this judgment?”

Günter sits up and swings his feet to the floor so that he can see the Professor without straining his neck.

Freud stirs his finger in a counterclockwise direction and says, “It would be best if you were to lie back down.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about!” says Günter. “You’re always giving me commands—or commandments!” He meant the last word as a joke, but Freud neither laughs nor speaks. There is a long moment during which Günter is afraid to look at the Professor. When he finally does, Freud appears profoundly bored. “Tell me more,” he says. Günter lifts his feet back up onto the couch and lies down, both ashamed of and relieved at his capitulation. “You accuse me of not having ‘faith.’ You tell me you can hear my every word, which, of course—given your expertise—also implies you can hear my thoughts, even those inaccessible to me. And you are so silent. When I am lying here, I can’t even see you. You’re a perfect deus absconditus! And you are world-famous, you sit in judgment, and you hold my life in your hands. If that doesn’t sound like God, I don’t know what does.”

“Very interesting,” says Freud. “Tell me more about God.”

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Idiot! Idiot! How could I have been so stupid? Deus absconditus! Everything is ruined!”

DAY FOLLOWS DAY, week follows week, and Günter finds his analysis by Freud ever less satisfying, both as therapy and training. The relationship is entirely uneven. Sometimes the Professor asks questions during their sessions, but he never reveals a single thing about himself, and so maintains his privacy and dignity, whereas Günter confesses endlessly to his inadequacies, and so leaves every session feeling humiliated and enraged. But maybe worst of all is the fact that he himself is sabotaging the analysis. He is so loath to humiliate himself in front of Freud that he can’t resist creating a false self. He doesn’t say a word, for example, about his extreme anxiety during his teens and university years over the possibility that he might be homosexual. And while he has had several dreams in which he subjects the Professor to violence, by pushing him out a window, or by saying nothing when he is on the street and a truck is hurtling up behind him, when he reveals these dreams during analytic sessions, he always makes his own father the object of the violence. What Günter wants more than anything else is to be analyzed by someone other than Freud and confine his relationship with the Professor to the discussion of texts and ideas. But this desire, too, he keeps to himself, in part because he is afraid that were his training confined to discussions with his mentor, he would not be able to hold his own intellectually, and that is the most humiliating failure he can imagine.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Made my usual greeting to the girl. It’s like throwing a pebble into the abyss. It falls and falls, as silent and invisible as if it never existed.”

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “A strange smell in the Professor’s office. Has the girl been crying?”

GÜNTER IS HAVING his preanalysis cigarette on the sidewalk in front of Berggasse 19 when the street door clanks and creaks open. Anna Freud walks out, wearing a burgundy beret and an olive drab raincoat, and carrying her battered leather briefcase—perhaps heading to the hospital library. She is three years Günter’s junior, and pretty in a humble and entirely unstudied way, but awkward. When they talk, she frequently seems to be looking over his shoulder at some distant object, though every now and then, she will fix him with her gaze to drive home a point. Günter has often felt her more intelligent than her father, but maybe that’s because she negotiates her anxieties more easily. The Professor seems constantly to be waging fierce battles inside his skull. Everything he says and writes feels like an urgent bulletin from the front, whereas Anna’s thoughts generally seem measured and balanced—though not at this particular moment. She is talking about her father’s oral cancer, which required the removal of half his palate. “He refuses to go back to his doctor,” she says. “He’s behaving as if this operation has cured him.” A tremulous fluid glimmers along the rims of her dark brown eyes. Her mouth is open, lozenge-shaped, as if she can’t get enough air. “And he refuses to give up his cigars!”

“How many does he smoke a day?” asks Günter.

“Oh goodness …” Anna looks up at the sky, doing a mental calculation. “Nineteen? Twenty? Maybe more. He never stops.”

Günter’s eyes widen. He whistles in astonishment.

“My mother lives in constant fear,” Anna says. “We’re all in despair!”

The street door of Berggasse 19 clanks again, and the slender, dark-haired woman steps out, freezes, and stares at Günter. The instant their eyes meet, she turns and hurries off down the sidewalk, twice looking back over her shoulder. The fact that she is on the street means Günter is late for his appointment. He apologizes to Anna and hurries into the building.

GÜNTER AND the Professor meet twice a week at a café on Garnisongasse to discuss psychoanalytic theory. Freud’s policy seems to be to speak as if he has always held his current understanding of psychoanalysis, even when he is talking about cases and experiences from decades ago. Günter desperately wants to hear about the time when Freud felt exactly as little confidence in his ability to help his patients as Günter feels during the two mornings a week when he volunteers at the Ambulatorium, the Professor’s free, drop-in psychoanalytic clinic, but he worries that Freud might take offense at the mere suggestion that he had ever been anything less than masterful. The notion of asking Freud about the insecurities of his early career first comes to mind on a Thursday, but Günter cannot say a single word about it. He resolves to bring the topic up at their next session, but he is no more successful. But then, finally, after a whole week has passed, they are discussing Freud’s work with Breuer, and Günter sees an opportunity. “What about intuition?”

The Professor wrinkles his brow in puzzlement. “Intuition?”

“Yes.” A twinge of anxiety passes through Günter’s whole body. “I imagine there must have been many moments when you had nothing but your intuition to guide you, especially during your early days.”

“What are you thinking of, exactly?”

“Well …” He pauses, and a chilling sweat comes out on his forehead and ribs at the thought of broaching the event he has in mind. “The other day I took one look at a woman and had this intuition that she absolutely loathes herself. I had no evidence for such an assumption, but it was very strong. And it struck me that, at the start of analysis, such intuitions may be all I have to go on.”

“In fact, intuition is a form of evidence,” the Professor asserts, “though not the most reliable.”

“Absolutely … Of course.” Günter feels the conversation going in the wrong direction, but he doesn’t know how to shift its course.

“What else did your intuition tell you about this woman?”

“Oh … that she’d been subjected to extreme … well, cruelty. Betrayal. But I don’t really remember. It was a while ago.”

Freud nods to indicate that he has taken in and is considering what Günter has said. “And what are your intuitions about the patient you are always observing so closely in my foyer?”

Günter blushes. “Well, actually, she was, in fact … uh … the woman I was thinking of.” No sooner are these words out of his mouth than he thinks he has made a colossal mistake.

Freud laughs heartily.

“But I am sure I have gotten everything wrong,” Günter adds.

Freud examines Günter for a long moment, then says, “Intuition is a very important tool. But it is itself a product of the unconscious, so it must also be subject to analysis.”

Sure that Freud is telling him his intuitions were groundless, Günter lets the topic drop.

GÜNTER STEPS into the Professor’s foyer and finds the slender, dark-haired woman turning in a circle, patting her hips and huffing in exasperation.

“Is something wrong?” he says.

She jerks her head around, her startled expression rapidly yielding to embarrassment. “I’ve lost my glove.” She smiles wryly, as if the matter were only amusing.

Günter pats his own hips. “Have you checked your pockets?”

“A hundred times!”

“Wait a second.” He turns and steps out onto the landing. A moment later he is back in the foyer, holding out his open hand, a crumpled wad of black leather at the center of his palm. “Is this it?”

“Yes!” She snatches the glove from his hand. “Thank you!”

“I saw it as I came up but didn’t know what it was.”

A sharp crack, then the thrum of vibrating wood. Sigmund Freud is standing in his open office door.

“Thank you so much!” the young woman says as she slips on her glove.

The Professor’s grunt expresses amusement and curiosity. The young woman hurries out onto the landing.

GÜNTER IS PLAYING tennis on a sandy beach, but the “net” is composed of ripped shreds of corrugated steel, rusted pipes, tangled bridge cables, a gutted furnace. He cannot see his opponent and cannot hit the tennis ball over the “net.” Someone is shouting at him, urgently—warning him, perhaps—but in a language he cannot understand. “What?” he keeps saying. “What are you talking about?” But now he seems to have acquired the power of flight, and to have flown so high that he can see land and sea bending beneath him. He watches the foam of silent waves sliding up the sand, and the tremulous streak of the sun’s reflection on the rippling water. Where that reflection collides with the horizon, the sky breaks away from the sea. Inside the widening gap, he sees enormous machines—but not clearly. It is too dark. The darkness inside the gap is like a thick brownish gas.

DOZENS OF BOOKS on psychoanalysis, philosophy, and neurology are stacked along the floor beside Günter’s bed, most from the university library, some lent by the Professor, and a couple of them bought—but both of the latter are novels. He is determined to work through all the analytic and philosophy books as rapidly as possible, but he often is so restless that he can’t take in anything he reads, even in the novels. Sometimes he can settle his mind by writing a letter to Ilse, his first love, who is married now, with two children, but still a dear friend. But this option is only available to him every couple of weeks at most, as he feels writing to her before she has responded to his previous letter would be improper—also a burden to her and an embarrassment to him. As it is, he does not know why Ilse continues to correspond with him a decade after her marriage. Recently, he has begun to pick up intimations that their exchange troubles her. He will sense, as he reads, that she is building toward telling him that they mustn’t write to each other anymore, but this declaration never comes, and he never follows through on any of his resolutions to make the same declaration to her, or to “set her free,” which is how the notion most often comes to mind. Instead, he is careful to make it clear in his letters, though only indirectly, that his feelings for her do not cross the boundaries of friendship, that the love he once felt for her is long over, and that he is happy she is married and has such beautiful children. Actually, the term he uses for the feelings he has left behind is romantic love, which, he is well aware, leaves open the possibility that he feels another kind of love. And why not? Isn’t it true that love is among the feelings that dear friends are understood to have for each other? He assures himself that everything he says or implies about the nature of his enduring attachment to her is true, absolutely, and respectable—but even so, he always suffers stabs of anxiety and embarrassment once he has slipped his letter into the mailbox, and he never feels at ease until he finds a letter from her on the table in his building’s foyer. He also writes to his parents, but these letters only make him more, rather than less, restless, and letters to friends usually depress him, because he can’t resist going on, often at length, about his worries and desires. And so there are many nights when the only way to escape his restlessness is to go out and walk, for hours sometimes, and once nearly until dawn. Often, when he glances into the gold-lit interiors of bars and hears the murmuring and laughter of the people within, he is tempted to join them, but invariably when he does, he is too shy to talk to anyone and so feels crushed by his loneliness and social incompetence. Worst of all is when women standing in dimly lit doorways call him “handsome,” or “big man,” or just raise their skirts so that he can see the inner side of their thighs, just above their stockings. He always hurries past, flushed and sweaty, telling himself that he doesn’t want what these women have to offer, that all he wants is exactly the romantic love he implies to Ilse he no longer feels—although sometimes he admits, almost as if he is telling a secret to himself, that what he really wants is exactly the deep and true friendship he has for Ilse combined with the pleasures these women advertise. As vehemently as he declares his lack of interest, it is a rare night when he doesn’t walk down at least one of the streets where he has seen women standing in doorways, and, whether they are there or not, when he has finally returned to his basement apartment, he invariably retires to his toilet, where, thinking about the women in the doorways, about Ilse, or Klara, the married woman he had a three-year-long affair with before leaving Coblenz, he strokes himself until the fluid most responsible for his restlessness has clouded the toilet water—after which his loneliness seems without limit and his existence to have no purpose.

ONCE AGAIN, Günter and Professor Freud are sitting across a table from each other at the café on Garnisongasse. The sun will be down in a matter of minutes and a golden beam, reflected off a window across the street, shines into the café, illuminating the Professor’s right arm from shoulder to fingertips. Günter has made a mistake. During their discussion of Plato and Socrates, Freud suggested that Plato’s having rendered his own ideas through the mouth of his former teacher was itself a supreme manifestation of Platonic love—an observation with which Günter concurred, adding that Platonic love did not suffer from the ontological incoherence of Christian love. Freud raised one eyebrow. “Ontological incoherence?”

“Yes,” said Günter, his forehead and upper lip moistening with anxious sweat.

“How so?”

Günter’s mistake was having quoted from a meditation in his own journal, of which he is exceedingly proud, even though he is not yet sure it is valid. “Well,” he says, “the problem is that Christian love is inextricably entangled with hate. On its own, love is as independent of morality as any other emotion: happiness, sorrow, or—you know: boredom. Hate makes it into a virtue by transforming it into an opposite—which is exactly why Christ’s injunction to love those who deserve our hate has such terrific moral force.” The Professor’s face is cast in deep shadow by the ever more brilliantly golden orange building behind him, so Günter can’t tell what impression his words are making. “But at the same time,” he continues, “that very opposition degrades Christian love. If we are required to love our enemies, what can our love possibly mean to people who actually deserve it? Nothing. It becomes insignificant, at least from a philosophical perspective.” Freud picks up his coffee cup, lifts it to his lips, and takes a birdlike sip (he almost never finishes his cup, even when they have spent hours talking). Is he even listening? Günter wonders. “But the most serious problem,” he says, “is psychological. If we must love our enemies, then we have no place to vent aggression. And that’s an intolerable and unnatural restriction. So, of course, compulsory love inevitably results in the secret and, most likely, intensified expression of the repressed hatred. Which might be one reason why Christianity has been so brutally intolerant of all other religions.” As Günter utters his final words, he feels that everything he has just said is specious and moronic. And so when Freud emits a barklike “Hah!” and exclaims, “Excellent point, my dear Zeitz!” it takes Günter close to a minute to comprehend that his mentor is not being sarcastic. Six years later, all that Günter will remember of this conversation is a vague uneasiness and the image of the Professor’s silhouette against the sunset blazing on the building across the street. Not one of his own words will survive. And so, when he reads the following passage in Freud’s newly published Civilization and Its Discontents, he will experience it only as a particularly lucid moment in a typically brilliant book by a man of unparalleled genius: “It is always possible to bind together a considerable number of people in love, so long as there are other people left over to receive the manifestations of their aggressiveness…. In this respect the Jewish people, scattered everywhere, have rendered most useful services to the civilizations of the countries that have been their hosts.… When once the Apostle Paul had posited universal love between men as the foundation of his Christian community, extreme intolerance on the part of Christendom toward those who remained outside it became the inevitable consequence.… Neither was it an unaccountable chance that the dream of a Germanic world-dominion called for antisemitism as its complement.…”

THE SLENDER WOMAN with the dark hair seems to be waiting for Günter when he walks into the foyer. “Hello,” she says, smiling sardonically, as if she and he share some secret understanding. “Ready for your torture session?”

“Absolutely!” he says. “Nothing better than a good stretch on the rack.” There is an extended moment during which he wonders whether his quip has been appreciated and she looks him straight in the eyes, her smile slowly fading. She blinks. Her eyes dart away. When her smile returns, it is an imitation of itself. She looks into his eyes again, says, “Best of luck!” and slips past him onto the landing. Her rapid footsteps on the stairs recede like the wing flaps of a fleeing bird.

GÜNTER DESCENDS the stairway from Freud’s apartment disoriented and a little faint. He talked about his parents during the session, especially about a dinner when his mother swept her entire place setting off the table. Günter can’t remember what his parents had been talking about before this incident, but he does remember that he couldn’t sleep for days afterward. The Professor believes that, as a small child, Günter witnessed his parents having sex. He has no memory of such an occurrence, but he wonders if his being so upset now, as he walks down the steps, is proof it actually happened. He looks at his watch. He is late. He works part-time at the Physiological Institute of the University of Vienna, dissecting the nervous system of octopuses and preparing slides. He is not good at this work. He can’t stand the smell, and his manual dexterity is pathetic. His supervisor always frowns when Günter turns in his slides. Clearly, he would be fired had Professor Freud not recommended him. The truth is the job barely covers the rent on his one-room apartment, and if he doesn’t find a way of making more money soon, he will have to give up his training. But for the time being, he is eating almost nothing and hoping it won’t be long before he can join the paid staff at the Ambulatorium.

AT 7:45, GÜNTER exits the Physiological Institute onto Schwartzpanierstrasse, his hands smelling of formaldehyde. It is nearly June; there is a summer softness in the air, shreds of gold and rose drift across a teal sky, and blackbirds are conducting their pensive evening improvisations in the scattered lindens of the park behind the Votivkirche. Under one of these trees, he notices a young woman in a forest green cloche hat sitting on a wrought-iron bench, an open book in her lap. In the blue-tinged dimness of the gathering dusk, Günter doesn’t realize she is the slender, dark-haired woman from Professor Freud’s foyer until he is directly in front of her. He stops. At first, she seems entirely oblivious of his presence. Then her eyes lift slowly, as if mid-contemplation. When she spots him, her mouth falls open. “Oh!”

“Sorry,” he says. “I didn’t mean to sneak up on you.”

“What are you doing here?”

He gestures over his shoulder. “I work at the Physiological Institute.”

She closes her book. “How interesting!” She smiles uncomfortably, as she might at someone who has just squeezed into the seat beside her on a bus.

“What about you?” he says.

“I live near here. I come here every afternoon to read. It’s so quiet. Relaxing.”

He grunts in surprise. “I walk this way every evening, but I’ve never seen you.”

“Well …” She smiles again, but this time it’s the sardonic smile he saw in the Professor’s foyer. “No doubt you have much more important things to think about.”

He laughs. “Not likely!”

She looks up at him as if she is trying to figure something out, but she doesn’t speak.

For an instant he wonders if she knew to wait here because she followed him—an idea he immediately dismisses. “What are you reading?” he asks.

She holds up the spine of the book: Two Essays on Analytical Psychology.

“Jung!” he says.

“I’m broadening my horizons.”

“What’s your opinion?”

“I don’t know yet. I was just thinking that the collective unconscious makes sense in a way.”

“How so?”

“Well …” She pauses, gathering her thoughts. “It seems to me that all the stories we’ve told ourselves over the millennia must influence how we see ourselves and behave. So they do amount to a sort of unconscious.”

“I suppose,” Günter says, though in general he sees Jung’s work as little more than a ponderous fairy tale, devoid of insight.

“But only metaphorically. I mean, it’s impossible that we could be born with the collective unconscious in our heads—especially all those archetypes!”

Günter is smiling. “I completely agree! But what I really don’t like is all Jung’s talk about ancestral memory and race. That’s far too close to what that maniac in Munich is saying—the one who just got sent to jail.”

“Hitler.”

“Yes. Hitler. Despicable.”

“Absolutely!”

There is a brief moment during which they seem unable to do anything other than smile at each other. Then the young woman lifts her hand as if to shake on a deal. “Josine Rosen.”

“Pleased to meet you!” Günter shakes her hand. “Officially, I mean!” Her skin is cool and soft, her fingers so slender that they seem to melt away in his grasp. He starts to speak. “I’m—”

“Günter Zeitz!” she announces. “Doctor Günter Zeitz!”

He laughs. “How did you know?”

“Freud told me.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes, he talks about you all the time.”

Günter is more than a little surprised to hear that the Professor deems him worthy of discussion, though, of course, Freud has spoken to him about Fräulein Rosen. “Nothing too terrible, I hope.”

She doesn’t answer, only looks up, smiling, watching his face.

“Uh-oh!” he says.

She laughs. “You don’t have anything to worry about! In fact—” She cuts herself off. “Well, I probably shouldn’t say.”

Günter remains silent, not wanting to reveal how desperately he longs for more detail.

She looks at him, her eyes brightening with mischief. “All right, I’ll just tell you! The worst that could happen is you’ll get a swollen head.” For a long moment she only looks him in the eyes, her own eyes growing ever more delighted. “He says that you are remarkably alert to the suffering of others, and that you will make an excellent analyst!”

This is so close to Günter’s fondest fantasies that it is impossible for him to believe. He blushes. He has to swallow before he can speak. “Did he just say that out of the blue?”

“No,” she says, then repeats softly, “No.” The merriment fades from her expression. “I was telling him about someone I used to know, and he cited you as … well, someone different.”

Günter wonders who this other person might have been, but he can’t think of a way to ask, so a silence grows between them.

Fräulein Rosen slaps both hands down on her knees and leans forward with an eager, open-mouthed smile. “Tell me what it’s like to study with him!” she says. “It must be so fascinating! I mean, you’re right there in the middle of a revolution. Is it thrilling?”

Günter blushes again, and notices that Fräulein Rosen, whom he had never thought especially attractive before, has extraordinarily large eyes. Her whole face is lit with excitement, and that knot of tension, almost always at the center of her brow in the Professor’s foyer, has entirely vanished. “Well, yes,” he says, sitting down beside her. “It’s not exactly a revolution. I mean—you know: no bombs, no barricades.” He laughs—mostly from nerves. “But ideas, yes. And, of course, it’s all so interesting! What most excites me is his radical realism, and his impatience with gentility. Nothing is out of bounds. Goethe, for example. Freud considers Goethe tantamount to divine, yet is entirely willing to speculate as to his … well, toilet difficulties.” How on earth, Günter wonders, did he end up choosing such a distasteful illustration of his point?

For an instant, Fräulein Rosen seems on the edge of being insulted. Then she cries out, “Yes! I love that, too! He lets us be our full selves, minds and bodies, high and low, good and evil. No pretenses! No decorous lies!”

Günter laughs, feeling a burst of happiness. And Fräulein Rosen laughs, too. They continue talking. She is not sure the Oedipus complex is real, although she is prepared to believe she has repressed that aspect of her girlhood. Günter wonders if Freud’s division of the mind into id, ego, and superego doesn’t obscure more than it reveals. A dog barks and barks. Fräulein Rosen detests dogs because they smell bad and drool. The sky grows gem blue, then deep indigo. The air cools. It turns out Fräulein Rosen owns an etching by Rembrandt of Abraham and Isaac, and that she is twenty-six—six years younger than Günter. She loves music but can’t sing a note. Bats spill out of the Gothic interstices of the Votivkirche. Günter asks about the person the Professor compared him to. “Just someone,” she says. “Nobody. Boring. Too boring for words.” They stand. They leave the park, talking all the while. Günter both thinks and avoids thinking that in some ill-defined future—though necessarily very soon—they will part. One minute passes, then another, then more. Now Günter and Fräulein Rosen are on the corner of Türkengasse and Hahngasse, where she should turn left and he continue straight until he reaches the Donaukanal. There are no lamposts nearby, so their faces are only visible in the headlights of the occasional passing car, but most of the time they appear to each other as clouds of obscurity against the angular darknesses of the buildings around them. She touches his forearm with her fingertips. “Of course,” she says, “Freud has also drawn back the veil of shame from human desire.” Günter acts as if he completely concurs with this assertion—which, in and of itself, he does—but he can’t see her expression, so can’t tell how she expects him to interpret her meaning. When he asks if she would like him to accompany her to her door, she grunt-laughs and says, “I’m perfectly all right on my own!” He contemplates the significance of this remark all the way home, and for much of the night.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Alone in our minds, in the depths of the night, we are, of course, the sole authors of our dreams. And so, it is a logical necessity that we create our dreams through a series of unconscious decisions, even though the dream world seems as independent of our control as the waking world. The rationale for our decisions is obvious in wish-fulfillment dreams, but why, in nightmares, do we decide to terrify or otherwise upset ourselves? These questions have come to me because, a few days ago, I had a nightmare in which I could clearly identify the decision points at which my choices were made. When the dream started, I was at the back of a theater where an opera was in progress, and I spotted an empty seat just beside an attractive woman. As I made my way down the aisle, happy that I would be sitting next to the woman, I became aware of a disturbance immediately in front of the stage. Looking down the aisle, I saw a man shouting. In an instant, there were two men having an argument, on the verge of becoming a fistfight. In the next instant, they were wielding long butcher knives and attacking not each other, but members of the audience. In the dream I thought, I hope they don’t come back here, and exactly then, one of the men ran down the aisle straight for me, his knife raised. As the blade came down on my cheek, I willed myself to wake, and so escaped the horror. Everything in the dream was the product of a decision—the appearance of the theater, the incompletely imagined opera (a sparkling blur, something Monet might have painted), the empty seat and the woman next to it. But the most significant decisions were the ones that determined the course of action—each made in a split second: as the dream escalated from the disturbance preventing me from sitting next to the woman to my final decision—the one I considered inevitable within the dream—of the knife coming down on my cheek. I am most intrigued that I should view this horrific consummation as inevitable. Did I reach this conclusion because I recognized that the danger was escalating? Because I remembered the escalations of previous dreams? Or was the true source of my horror the realization that I was inflicting it upon myself—or, more to the point, that my own mind could behave like a hostile other? An invader? A murderer?”
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THE MORNING AFTER his conversation with Fräulein Rosen, Günter arrives at Berggasse 19 so early that he has time to smoke two cigarettes before going upstairs. When he enters Freud’s apartment and sees Fräulein Rosen’s coat hanging on its accustomed hook, topped by her green cloche hat, he feels a surge of emotion that is equal parts excitement and fear. He has half lowered himself into a chair in the waiting room when the door to Professor Freud’s chambers flies open and Fräulein Rosen dashes out. Günter instantly resumes standing, and steps toward her, smiling and preparing to bid her good day. But she waves her arm back and forth in the air between them, as if to erase him, then darts into the foyer, grabs her coat and hat, and vanishes behind the slamming door. A few minutes later, when the Professor steps out of his office, Günter is still standing, looking at the front door. “Fräulein Rosen seemed upset,” he says.

The Professor makes a noncommittal noise. “She told me you two had a conversation. Is this something you’d like to discuss?”

Günter instantly feels a fierce aversion to telling the Professor anything at all about the encounter. “Not particularly.”

“Very well, then.” The Professor stands aside to let him into his office. The session is useless. Günter cannot bear to reveal his most pressing thoughts—all of them concerning Fräulein Rosen. She is not on the bench behind the Votivkirche when he gets out of work. He waits until it starts to grow dark. She never appears.

THE FOLLOWING DAY, the foyer of Freud’s apartment is empty when Günter arrives, and no one appears in the doorway to the Professor’s office except, at the very moment Günter’s appointment is scheduled to start, the Professor himself. “Is Fräulein Rosen ill?” Günter asks as he steps through the door.

Freud stops, gives him a sideways glance. “In a manner of speaking.”

AS GÜNTER CROSSES the Votivpark after finishing work at the Physiological Institute, he spots Fräulein Rosen sitting on the bench where he encountered her two days ago.

“Hello,” she says, only half meeting his eye, as if she expects to be scolded.

“It’s good to see you,” he says, running his fingers through his tangled hair. “I was getting worried.”

She casts him a sharp glance, then sighs.

There is an open book in her lap—the Jung essays. She has nearly finished it. Placing a slip of paper between the pages, she closes the book, holds it with both hands, edgewise, atop her knees, and looks up, her expression tense, though not angry.

“I’m sorry,” she says. “Things have not been going well for me lately.”

“Professor Freud said you were ill.”

“Did he?” She smirks. “Well, you shouldn’t believe anything he says.”

“Did something happen?”

“He’s a charlatan!”

Günter sits down beside her on the bench. “Did you have a misunderstanding?”

“There’s no misunderstanding. He won’t listen to me. And he said things that aren’t true, that no man has the right to say to any woman.”

Günter, of course, has his own uneasiness about the Professor’s unshakable faith in his own authority. Nevertheless, he suspects there is something defensive in Fräulein Rosen’s anger. Perhaps Freud rendered a significant insight prematurely. “Do you want to talk about it?”

Her eyes fall to the book in her lap. “No.” She looks over at him. “It’s all so boring. Stupid, really.”

He is oddly touched by her emotional turmoil, feeling that, by his witnessing it, a variety of intimacy has formed between them—no, it is more than that; he is touched by her vulnerability. And her pain. He longs to be the one who might comfort her.

“Maybe later,” she says.

“I was sorry not to see you yesterday.”

“Me, too. I enjoyed our talk the other night.”

They are both silent. Neither looks at the other.

IN THE END they are too restless to remain on the bench, so they walk aimlessly—down to the Donaukanal, back past Peterskirche, through the Volksgarten, past the Kunsthistorisches Museum, then through parts of Vienna neither has ever visited. They decide that when they come to an intersection, they will always take the street that goes most uphill, on the theory that when they want to return home, they will simply reverse the process and end up more or less where they started. They talk about their families. Fräulein Rosen’s father owns a shipping company. He has freighters traveling all over the world, carrying bananas from Guatemala, oil and wheat from the United States, gold from South Africa, radios and whiskey from England. When Günter asks where she grew up, she says, “That’s hard to answer.” She has spent the most time in Hamburg, which is where her father’s business is based, but her family also has houses in Monaco and the Swiss Alps. And, when her father was setting up a branch of his company in Latin America, she lived in Buenos Aires. Did she learn to dance the tango? Yes, though not very well. Günter tells her his family also has a house in the Alps, but adds that it is their only house. “My father is a country doctor,” he says. “And there’s not a lot of money to be made treating peasants and their sheep.” “But it’s a noble profession,” says Fräulein Rosen. Günter nods. “Yes, a noble profession.” Fräulein Rosen has an older brother, who works in their father’s shipping business. Günter is an only child. He had never left the Alps until he went to Heidelberg to attend the university. Fräulein Rosen has never had a job and has, as she puts it, “waged a lifelong war against educational institutions.” He asks and she answers: “Jewish. And you?” “I am nothing,” Günter says. “Religion makes no sense to me. I can’t believe in God.” “Then we are the same,” she says. They talk and they talk. As they make their way through unfamiliar neighborhoods, their hands collide too frequently to count. Twice their shoulders bump and once, as Günter turns to ask Fräulein Rosen if she has ever been to the opera at Unter den Linden (the answer is no), his elbow brushes her left breast. Another time he farts. But none of these events are acknowledged, except, perhaps, by silences, which become ever more frequent once darkness has fallen and the steady diminishment of their fields of vision feels like a force pushing them ever closer together. At last, Günter says, “I’m getting hungry.” “Just what I was thinking!” says Fräulein Rosen. And now they are sitting in a noisy restaurant named Donau and Tiber. At the center of their table stands a squat Chianti bottle in a straw bodice, with a candle stuck into its mouth. On the menu they find spaghetti next to spaetzli, veal rollatini next to schnitzel. The cook is Italian, according to the waiter. They talk about Italy, where neither has ever been and both want to go. “Rome,” says Günter. “Florence,” says Fräulein Rosen. “Venice,” says Günter. “Yes, Venice,” says Fräulein Rosen. They laugh. They talk about oysters, garlic, the Sistine Chapel, Pompeii, the Mona Lisa. Günter says he loves Italian wines best of all. Fräulein Rosen says she knows only German and French wines, but she prefers French. They talk about the man across the room with the bright red face, whose eyes seem about to pop out of his head. Their feet touch under the table and they apologize simultaneously. They laugh. They order oysters to share, and a bottle of Chianti. Fräulein Rosen orders the veal rollatini. Günter, the osso buco. He calculates the meal will cost him a month’s rent, then decides not to think about it. They agree that Italians are much more alive than Austrians, Germans, or Swiss. They agree that the restraint of German-speaking people is due to the weather: the gray skies, the winters that kill off livestock, children, and old people. Neither admits to being anxious, or to hardly being able to wait for the wine to come. They agree that there are many beautiful places in Germany, and that the Alps are the most beautiful. The wine comes. They exchange bright glances and small smiles. They clink glasses. After her first sip, Fräulein Rosen says, “Now I have arrived in Italy!” “Where are you?” “I’ve just gotten off a train in Rome.” “And where will you be when the bottle is finished?” “Venice!” They laugh. They toast: “To Venice!” The oysters arrive. Fräulein Rosen picks one up and holds it in front of her mouth. “This always feels like something people really shouldn’t do in public,” she says. “You mustn’t look at me!” But never once as she touches her lip to the ragged shell edge, sucks the glistening gray glob onto her pink tongue, and swallows does she cease to stare mischievously into his eyes. “You didn’t do what I said!” she says. He lifts an oyster to his mouth and says, “Now you mustn’t look at me!” Their eyes never part.

A MISTY DRIZZLE fills the air, only moistening their clothing, hair, and cheeks but causing the cobblestone streets to reflect the yellow glow of distant lights, which helps them on their way. Many of the smaller streets have no lampposts at all, and without the moon and stars, the only illumination comes from the dim lights over doorways, the glow filtering through curtained windows, and, intermittently, from the headlights of a passing car. Some blocks are so dark that Günter and Fräulein Rosen have to make their way as much by feeling with their feet as by sight, and sometimes, at intersections with larger streets, they are half-blinded by brilliant streetlights dangling from lofty lampposts. They finished the bottle of Chianti and each had a glass of grappa at the end of the meal. As they left the restaurant, Fräulein Rosen tripped on a paving stone and nearly fell into the street. Günter gave her his arm, to which she now clings.

“Dr. Zeitz,” she says, “all evening I’ve been wanting to ask you a question.”

“I think you should call me Günter.”

“No, I want to call you Doctor Zeitz, because that’s who you are. A doctor! An important man!”

“I’m not an important man. I am only Günter Zeitz from Wetzenbach.”

“No, you are Doctor Zeitz, world-famous psychoanalyst!”

“Some people might dispute that characterization,” says Günter. “But what is your question?”

“I want to know why you decided to become a psychoanalyst.”

“Oh … There are many reasons.”

“Tell me the most important.”

“The most important?”

“Yes. If we are going to be friends, we should only talk about important things. Everything else is boring.”

He is silent a moment. “I suppose the most important is that when I was a child, I thought everybody was lying to me.”

“Everybody?”

“Yes. My parents, mainly. They kept many secrets, and I wanted to know what they were. Or who they were—my parents, I mean. When I was little, I worried they were not at all who I thought they were. My father is entirely devoted to his patients. He gives them all of his energy and time, but … Well, he’s a paradox—so generous, so moral, yet totally lacking sympathy. I think he might be very cruel at heart. As for my mother, she could be standing right next to me and seem completely absent. I sometimes wondered if we were all only pretending she was my mother, when really she was just a stranger who had wandered into our house. She did all of the things a mother does, but as if she didn’t care. I loved her. Desperately. I felt I would die without her. But now I think the main reason I so wanted her love was that I never actually had it.”

“Your family sounds a lot like mine,” Fräulein Rosen says.

“Really?”

“Except that my father is not remotely moral, or generous. All he cares about is his business—or power! That’s the main thing. He loves it when people are afraid of him. He’s absolutely horrible to servants. As for my mother, parties are all that matter to her. And clothes. And jewelry. Jewelry especially. When I was six, my parents moved me into an apartment at the top of the house. My brother used to live there, but they sent him to boarding school, so then it was my turn. I only saw my parents at dinner. It was mainly the servants who looked after me. They used to complain to one another that my mother blamed them for my not loving her enough. I didn’t love her at all, actually—though I didn’t love the servants, either. I didn’t even like them. They were only kind to me because they were afraid of getting fired. It was all a charade. Nobody cared whether I lived or died.”

Günter is silent a moment, thinking of his earlier intuition about her self-loathing, and about what Freud might actually have been thinking. “That sounds terrible,” he says, giving the hand clutching his biceps a squeeze against his ribs. “I’m so sorry you had to go through that.”

“Ah, well,” she says. “You know …” She falls silent for a few steps, then swings her head around and looks him in the eye. “What about you?”

“Me?”

“I mean, with your parents?”

“Well, it wasn’t exactly like that for me. My parents actually did raise me. Or my mother did. But I was just a small part of their world. And at night I would lie in bed, listening to them fight. It seemed like my whole world was falling apart. But in the morning, all I’d get were lies.”

“But don’t you think it’s always like that?”

“What?”

“Aren’t we all liars? Isn’t that the main thing psychoanalysis tells us? Repression? Defense mechanisms? And, you know, projection? These things we call our ‘selves’—they’re just lies on top of lies on top of lies. And lies about lies about lies. And underneath all the lies, what is there? Only emptiness.”

Günter laughs. “You are glum!”

She turns to face him. For half an instant her thigh presses his. She steps back. “But don’t you think that’s true?”

Günter considers her question for a moment. “Well, I suppose I’d like to believe otherwise … but yes, you’re right. Yes.” He is surprised by how easily he agrees. Fräulein Rosen’s point could hardly be more nihilistic, and yet, as he concedes it to her, he feels close to ecstatically happy. He wonders if he will feel the same way in the morning. Something is happening: a restlessness in his hair, then a multitude of light taps on his shoulders. Golden needles shoot skyward from the glinting cobblestones.

“It’s raining,” he says.

“So it is!”

“Maybe we should wait it out in a doorway.”

“No!” she says. “I love the rain! I don’t care if I get soaked to the skin!” She lets go of his arm, but he grabs her by the hand.

“No. It’s too cold.”

She has pulled so far away from him that they are standing with their arms completely extended, like dancers, and when he gives her hand a tug, she pirouettes back and stops with her forearm and flattened palm pressed against his chest. He feels as if they are in a movie. There is garlic on her breath. “Ooh! I’m dizzy,” she says.

“Let’s find a doorway and wait this out.”

As they move toward the dark facades of the buildings, he puts his arm across her shoulders, and when she doesn’t protest, he lets his hand slide down to her pelvis, where he can feel the muscles at the top of her leg tense and relax with every step. Günter has always found the transition from desire to physical intimacy immensely difficult, and he is amazed by how naturally it seems to be happening with this thrilling and constantly surprising woman. Once they have retreated into the recessed doorway of a closed shop, she turns to face him. “You were right. I’m cold.” He puts his arms around her and, in near-total darkness, finds her mouth with his own. He arches his pelvis back because he doesn’t want her to feel his erection. But she pulls him close and, as his penis presses against her taut belly, she moans. They kiss for a long time. Finally, he pulls away. “We’d better stop.”

“Yes.” She is panting.

“I didn’t really mean for that to happen.”

“Likely story!”

“You mean I’m a liar?” he says.

“Absolutely.”

They are kissing again. He unbuttons her coat and slides his hands inside, running them down her back and onto her buttocks, which are rounder and firmer than he expected, and then across her ribs to her breasts, which are hard to get a sense of within the armature of her brassiere. She puts her hand between his legs, pressing his erect penis, then stroking it lightly, then pressing again. She moans. Günter gasps, surprised by how confident she is. After a while, they separate again, both panting. They wipe their lips on the backs of their hands. “So,” she says. “Do you think it’s stopped raining?” They laugh. They step toward the sidewalk, then hold out their hands. The rain has indeed stopped. They straighten their clothes. Fräulein Rosen buttons her coat. After only a few steps, she takes his hand. “Günter.”

He stops. “You called me Günter!”

“So I did.”

“Josine,” he says. Then pronounces her name again slowly and in a French accent. “Zho-ziiiine! That’s a beautiful name!”

“Thank you.” She squeezes his hand emphatically. Her voice is firm. “I want to tell you something.”

“All right.”

She is silent for a long moment. “I just want you to know now that when we get to my building, you can’t come up. It’s too soon.”

“Of course,” he says.

“I’m sorry.”

“That’s all right. I understand.”

“No, you don’t! You’re angry with me.”

“No.” He kisses her forehead and cheek. “I am frustrated. How could I not be!” He laughs. “But I do understand.”

“May-beee,” she drawls.

They start walking again, still holding hands, and walk for most of a block in silence.

GÜNTER FINDS Josine in Professor Freud’s foyer two days after their dinner. When he expresses surprise, she looks confused. He says, “I thought you had decided he was a charlatan.”

“Oh … Well, I only came because I thought it was cowardly just to leave without confronting him. But then it turned out he didn’t really mean what he said. At least not the way I took it.” She smiles vaguely, and doesn’t fully look Günter’s way. “And actually, the more I thought about it, the more I realized he was right.” She puts on her green hat, then pulls open the door to the stairwell.

“Will I see you later?” Günter asks.

“I don’t know.” She doesn’t meet his eye. “Maybe. I’m not sure. I may have something to do.” Then she is out the door, never having once actually looked at him. She is not waiting for him on a bench in the Votivpark that evening, but when he walks into Freud’s foyer the following morning, she hands him a piece of paper, on which she has written a telephone number. “You should have this,” she says. “Call me.” She gives him one of her sardonic smiles, then is out the door. Günter does not have a telephone. He can’t afford one. But there is a public phone in the tobacconist’s down the street. He smiles, folds the paper in half, and slips it into the interior breast pocket of his jacket.

GÜNTER SWINGS his feet off the couch and sits up. “Do you mind?” The Professor shakes his head. “There is something I have been wanting to talk to you about for a long time,” says Günter. The Professor is silent. Günter continues: “I don’t see why you define aggression as a manifestation of the death drive. When a man fights for his life, or to protect his family, or to ensure his access to food, how is that not a manifestation of his desire to live and to preserve life—and so of the life drive and the pleasure principle?”

Freud shakes his head and smiles. “My dear Zeitz, aren’t you the one who holds that everything is always something else?”

Günter laughs, mainly in surprise that the Professor should remember this assertion.

“The terrible force of our adversary, the unconscious, arises entirely from its profound and relentless irrationality, so it is never a good idea to be doctrinaire in our discussions of it. No motive is ever wholly distinct from its opposite, and everything we condemn is also, secretly, a focus of our desire. Look at the last war. In what way was that ‘war to end all wars’ a struggle to protect and propagate human life? And the same might be asked about the brutality of these brown-shirted SA thugs in Bavaria, who likewise see themselves as defenders of hearth and home. Our job as psychoanalysts is to protect our patients from the unconscious mind’s pernicious exploitation of ignorance, confusion, ambiguity and chaos.”

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “The human relationship referred to by the word love is not a single homogeneous phenomenon. Rather, love exists upon a spectrum, at one end of which are the forms of love that enable us to be stronger, more our ‘selves’ and more unambiguously happy. These include the ideal forms of love between man and woman, parent and child, friend and friend. On the other end of the spectrum are those forms of love that make us weaker, less our ‘selves’ (or lesser selves), and that may provide us with joys—sometimes very intense joys—but are so interlaced with fear, shame, and despair that they can seem an insidious form of misery to an outside observer, with the most extreme end of the spectrum consisting of the complete surrender of the ego to the supposed (often brutal) ‘beloved,’ which can result in the total erasure of self, including those entirely literal forms of erasure: suicide and murder. Stark as the distinctions between the opposite extremes of the spectrum may be, the exact point where the beneficent, strengthening, and character-enhancing form of love flips over into its grimmer, weakening, and character-destroying alternative is virtually impossible to determine, especially within the context of one’s own relationship. People at every point along the line can proclaim, believe, and feel themselves to be in love with equal passion.”

THERE IS A MOMENT just before Günter catches sight of Josine on the Marienbrücke when he worries that she’s imaginary, that his life couldn’t possibly contain such a beautiful and ardently alert woman, and so the delight that surges through his whole body when he spots her waiting for him on the bridge is at least partly his reassurance that, yes, she is real; fate has actually been so kind. Tonight they are going to her favorite restaurant. “It looks like a village inn,” she tells him when they are finally standing face-to-face, “but their veal is so tender, it’s like a whisper on your tongue!” Her smile tilts with happy excitement; her rust brown eyes flare in the gold of the lowering sun. But once Günter takes her hand and they head off the bridge and along Rotenturmstrasse toward Fleischmarkt, her palm and fingertips grow sticky with sweat, and her arm becomes rigid at shoulder and elbow. She has nothing to say. He asks questions. She answers in monosyllables. So he fills the silences by telling her about the octopuses he dissects, about their huge brains, which might even extend into their tentacles. “It is not impossible,” he tells her, “that octopuses are more intelligent than we are.” “Amazing,” she says. “That’s so interesting.” But she seems to be responding only to the pitch of his voice and not actually listening to his words. Günter stops. “Is anything wrong?” She winces, as if the question is a brilliant light. “I’m just tired. I didn’t sleep well last night. I’ll be better once I get some food in me—and wine!” She smiles, but only with effort. The restaurant doesn’t look remotely like a village inn to Günter. Its walls are paneled in dark wood; its tables are covered in spotless white linen, set with crystal and ornate silver, and illuminated by dangling lights with shades like the gowns of Victorian matrons. The maître d’ leads Günter and Josine to a booth in the back. They order a bottle of Müller-Thurgau immediately. When the wine is delivered, Josine orders tafelspitz; Günter orders the Wiener schnitzel. While they wait for their food, conversation flows no more freely than it did out on the street. They talk about the weather (no more rain), the quality of the wine (acceptable), whether the National Socialists are a real threat (who knows?). Then Günter tells a story about a man brought into the Ambulatorium that morning, who tried to kill himself by running down the clinic’s central corridor and ramming his head against the wall. Half a sentence into the story, Günter realizes it is way too grim, that he should never have started it, but, even so, he finds himself unable to censor any of its grotesque details (the man’s ragged, off-key wail as he ran with his head lowered, the crack of his skull against the wall; so much blood). Once he has finished, Josine covers her face with her hands, rocks back her head, and cries, “Oh no! That is so horrible! That’s the most horrible thing I’ve ever heard!” At first, Günter thinks she is wailing in shock and anguish, but then he realizes her high, popping shrieks are laughter. She covers her mouth. “I’m sorry! I know I shouldn’t be laughing. The poor man!”

“No, no!” Günter says, laughing now himself. “It’s impossible to deal with stuff like this if you can’t laugh at it. The world is just too grotesque!”

With the expression of this sentiment, the laughter dies in both their throats. But Josine is still smiling when she takes hold of Günter’s hand and gives it a squeeze. “You should be commended, Dr. Zeitz! Not many people could do what you do.”

“Oh, I don’t know.” He shakes his head. “Maybe everything I do is pointless. When I think about patients like this guy—Herr Hanff—I don’t know if I help them at all.”

“Well, you try. At least you try.”

“I suppose.” He gives her hand a squeeze. “I guess so,” he says, but he is embarrassed by the whole topic and is happy when she tells him that she has been reading Adler and is very interested in his ideas on power.

By the time their food arrives, they have already finished the wine. Josine picks up the empty bottle, peers into it, then casts Günter a wicked grin. “Let’s order another!”

“Well,” he says. “All right.” He grins, too. “Why not?”

NOTHING REMAINS on Josine’s plate but a smear of ice cream. Günter is still struggling with the bottom of his apple kuchen, which has hardened into something like caramelized leather. Josine picks up their second bottle of wine and pours herself a dollop. Then seeing there is no more than a dribble left, she turns the bottle upside down over her glass. She leans back in her seat, holding the glass in both hands, resting its base against her belly. “You’re too far away,” she says, her eyes merry, her mouth in a loose-lipped smile. Günter gives her a one-sided grin, having just put a chunk of his kuchen into his mouth. She pats the banquette beside her. “Come over here.” He grunts and chews more rapidly. “Oh, never mind.” She reaches across the table, puts her glass down next to his, then gets up and swings in beside him on the banquette. “Move over,” she says. Still chewing, he heeds her request. She gives him a languid smile, puts her hand down on his leg, just above his knee, and picks up her glass. “I was lonely over there.” She takes a sip.

Günter gives a quick glance around the restaurant. No one seems to be paying attention. He swallows. “So good of you to have stopped by for a visit.”

She examines him over the rim of her glass, then puts the glass down decisively. “Doctor,” she says, sliding her hand up his thigh. “I have something to tell you.”

He smiles slyly. “Oh?”

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about it all evening.” She slides her hand all the way up his thigh and rests it firmly between his legs. “Actually, it’s a confession.”

“I see,” says Günter.

“But I can’t tell you here.”

“I completely understand.” She is moving her hand up and down. He gives the room another scan, though he can’t take in anything his gaze passes over. “Perhaps we should withdraw to my … uh … private consultation room.”

“An excellent idea,” she says, her voice a breathy whisper, her eyes half-closed. “What I have to say is very important, and … well, for your ears only.”

Günter wants to slip his tongue deep into her mouth. He wants to slide his hand up under her skirt. But no, not yet. He will wait. As they leave the restaurant, she leans close and whispers into his ear that her period has just ended.

TWO HOURS LATER, they are standing naked, face-to-face, in a galvanized basin in front of Günter’s kitchen sink (his basement apartment has a toilet but no tub). She has already washed his body and rinsed him using saucepans of warm water from the sink. Now he is running his soapy hand across and around her breasts.

“So beautiful!” he says.

“Thank you.” She kisses him.

“Your whole body.” He makes a humming moan. “I never imagined—”

She places her finger against his lips. “Don’t.”

“What?” He pulls his head back, half smiling and wondering if she is joking. He is not wearing his glasses, so it is hard for him to read her expression.

“Never mind,” she says.

Günter’s smile vanishes. He lets his hand slide off her breast and down to her hip. “What’s the matter?”

She looks at her feet. “Nothing.”

He is holding her with a hand on either side of her pelvis and wants to draw her closer, but he doesn’t. “You have to tell me.”

She looks at him, her every feature disarrayed by worry … and by something else. “No, really.” She, too, lets her hands drop down to his pelvis, and gives him a squeeze. “It’s stupid.”

Now he looks into her eyes and gives her hips a slight shake. He murmurs, “Come on.”

“Oh …” She takes a deep breath, then smiles weakly. “It’s just that I have so loved.… you know, being with you, and …” She doesn’t finish.

“It makes you afraid?”

Her mouth falls open, but it is a long moment before she speaks. “Yes.”

“Me, too,” he says. “It’s just that I actually—”

Her finger is back on his lips. “Don’t.” She smiles as if she is going to laugh, but she doesn’t. “It’s too soon for that.”

For some reason, he is only relieved at this assertion. “You’re right. I didn’t actually mean … Or … I don’t know.…”

She is looking him straight in the eyes, seriously, tenderly.

He has an erection. “I don’t know what I mean.”

She pulls him toward her, squeezing his upright penis between her belly and his. “I feel exactly the same way.” She is still looking him straight in the eyes, but with the vacant seriousness of someone overwhelmed by impulses she can no longer resist.

They kiss and, still dripping, return to his bed and make love for the third time that night.

THE PROFESSOR invites Günter to dinner with his family. The pocket doors to the dining room are shut. Everyone waits in the parlor, sipping glasses of amontillado. Frau Freud and her sister, Fräulein Bernays, sit side by side on a leather couch, one wearing a black shawl, the other a white one. They speak like a single brain in conversation with itself. When Frau Freud tells Günter, “We had been hoping our son—” Fräulein Bernays interjects: “Oliver, the famous counter.”

“Minna!” cries Frau Freud.

“He’s a counter,” Fräulein Bernays tells Günter. “He counts everything. If you asked, he could tell you exactly how many cigarettes there are in that bowl.” She points at a clam-shaped silver bowl on a side table. “He would also know how many buttons there are on your shirt and how many eyelets in your shoes.”

“It’s just that he’s mathematically inclined,” insists Frau Freud. “He’s an engineer.”

“A civil engineer,” says Fräulein Bernays. “In Berlin.”

“In Berlin,” affirms her sister. “We had been hoping that he would be visiting us now.”

“But his wife is pregnant.”

“A difficult pregnancy.”

“So he doesn’t dare travel.”

Günter is sitting in a chair directly opposite the sisters. Anna is just beside him. She plays no role in the conversation, though she does keep casting glances at him and smiling in a way that makes her look as if she is gasping. She is expressing her own embarrassment, perhaps—or trying to ease his. No sooner had he walked into the apartment than he realized, from the glances exchanged between the sisters, and the Professor’s uneasy frown, that he had been invited in the hope that an affinity might arise between him and Anna. As a result, he and she have hardly exchanged two words, and Günter is taking care to avoid accidentally touching her. The Professor hasn’t taken a seat. He is pacing along the wall, fidgeting, moving his hands in and out of his pockets, making querulous noises deep in his throat. “Oliver shows signs of obsessional neurosis,” he says. “I have been encouraging him to go into analysis with Eitingon, but he won’t listen to anything I say. He’s a great disappointment.” The room falls silent. When the maid opens the doors to the dining room, everyone who has been seated rises. The Professor gives Günter a curt quarter bow and says, “I will see you tomorrow!” There is a door just behind him. He opens it and leaves. Anna leans over and whispers, “Ever since his operation, he hasn’t eaten in front of anyone but the family.”

GÜNTER CAN HARDLY bear the tedium of the polite dinner conversation he, Anna, her mother, and her aunt are working so hard to maintain. Between dinner and the dessert, he asks where he might find the water closet, and Frau Freud nods toward the door through which her husband disappeared. “On the left,” she says. Günter finds himself in a dark hallway, with no discernible aperture along its left wall. He opens the first door on the right. While its interior is entirely lightless, he can tell from the smell of fur and the muffling of sound that it is a coat closet. The next door opens into the bathroom, so the one just after (or to the bathroom door’s left) must be the toilet. But no. Sigmund Freud, in a sleeveless undershirt and rumpled trousers, is standing in the middle of a bedroom, holding a dress shirt by its collar and one tail, apparently checking for stains. The skin of his outstretched arms is crinkled and pallid, his muscles atrophied. A bush of gray-brown hair fans from his armpit. “Oh, sorry!” says Günter. Freud, startled, looks straight into Günter’s eyes. “Sorry,” Günter repeats, backing out the door. Freud is waving his shirt in the air, making the off-key yawps and groans of a sea mammal, the expression on his face desperate. Günter doesn’t know whether to pull the door all the way shut or step back into the room. More yawps. A bellow. On the table beside the single bed, there is a plate, and on the plate an object that looks like a lump of meat and teeth. Freud flings his shirt onto the bed and holds up one finger. As he makes his way toward the bedside table, he gives Günter a significant glance and, once more, holds his finger up. Günter remains motionless in the doorway. The Professor picks the object up and puts it into his mouth. After some adjustments requiring fingers from both hands, as well as much loud hacking and sucking that sounds like nothing so much as strangulation, Freud lowers his hands and says, “Ah, Zeitz! I was just thinking of you.”

GÜNTER IS SITTING on the corner of the Professor’s bed. Freud, still in his sleeveless undershirt, is sitting on a wooden desk chair, one hand on each of his knees, fingers spread, clutching the knobby bones underneath. “I was once like you,” he says, “believing there was a nobility to certain ideas—or a veracity—that allowed them to transcend the minds in which they were conceived and through which they passed.” Günter is filled with a frantic restlessness. His need for the toilet, half a pretext at the start, has become an ever more pressing reality, and he worries that his enduring absence from the dinner table is verging on the rude. “You know Rilke, of course?” says Freud.

“Yes,” says Günter. “Not personally, but …” He shrugs.

“One afternoon, I was walking with him through the countryside. It was summer. Or early September. The sun was golden, the fields filled with flowers. But he denied any of it was beautiful. The fact that it would wither in mere weeks filled him with despair. ‘There is no beauty apart from the eternal,’ he said. I thought that the most juvenile of affectations, and had to restrain my irritation. I argued that the very transience of the beauty around us only made it more precious.”

“And even its transience is transient,” says Günter, hoping to anticipate Freud’s point, and thereby hasten the end of this interview.

The Professor waves away the interruption. He is standing now, pacing in front of the bed, his feet bare and veiny, his toenails thick, in need of clipping. “Yes. Of course,” he says. “I made that point, too. But my main argument was that beauty is structural, a particular configuration of color, form, texture—and thus independent of both the beautiful object and the mind that perceives the beauty. And if the configuration is beautiful once, it is always beautiful, and so eternal, conceptually at least.”

“What did he say?”

“Oh, he was as contemptuous of me as I was of him. He thought I was blinded by scientific pragmatism. I came away from that conversation thinking I had wasted my time. But, in my mind, I have been arguing with Rilke ever since. Every time I contemplate a beautiful idea. Whenever I think there might be something redemptive in the life drive, or the death drive—as the force of conscience, I mean—I always wonder if Rilke would think me vacuous. Self-deceived. And tonight, it came to me in a flash. Rilke was right! I am vacuous! I’ve been living in a fantasy!” Freud stops pacing, his emaciated arms stiff at his sides, his hands in tight fists, his old man’s face constricted, yellowed, insectlike. “There is, in fact, no beauty apart from the eternal, which is the opposite of existence. A void. A nothingness. Airless, endless, dark and dead. In the midst of which, existence, especially human existence, is a senseless accident. And when we encounter the eternal, we encounter only its absolute and implacable indifference to us, which our flesh-bound minds can conceive of only as cruelty. It is nothing of the kind, or course. It is unconditionally itself, and so magnificently heedless of any idea we might have about it that it feels like pure freedom. And so it is awe-inspiring and profoundly beautiful—the only thing in all of creation that we can truly love. But still, the most important thing about the eternal is that we can’t help but perceive it as cruelty. And so the love it inspires in most people takes one of two forms: Either we make ourselves abject before the eternal, in the hope that it will not destroy us—which is to say that we worship it—or we attempt to take the eternal into ourselves—which is to say that we make ourselves the agents of its cruelty.” Freud has stopped speaking. His eyes inside the round lenses of his glasses are fixed on Günter. They glitter. They do not move. Günter looks away. His mouth has gone dry. He cannot imagine that Rilke’s idea of the eternal could have been anything like this, and so doesn’t know how to respond. When at last he draws a breath to speak, Freud’s arm flies out, palm flat, upraised. “Stop! No words!”

GÜNTER IS AT a party in a palace ballroom. The women are dressed in ankle-length gowns of muted floral colors. Most of the men wear tuxedos with silk waistcoats, though some are in military uniforms, with chin-high collars and heavy medals arrayed across their chests. A string quartet is playing, while overhead, naked men and women float amid the gold-tinged clouds of a summer sky. Günter holds a glass of wine and is talking to a woman who looks like a little girl in her mother’s clothing. The sleeves of her yellow-and-green satin gown are rolled up at her wrists and its skirt rumples against the polished floor. She, too, holds a glass of wine, but she is weeping. When Günter asks what is wrong, she tells him, “You shouldn’t be here.” “Why?” he asks. “Because you are dead.” And now it seems that he is walking beneath an umber sky, the palace a heap of smoldering rubble behind him. He crosses its ruined terrace and descends a set of steps into a gully, where a gray dog lies on its belly in long grass—it is Schatzi, the Weimaraner Günter’s family owned when he was a child. “Hey, girl!” Günter crouches and holds out his hand. The dog stands. It slinks toward him, sniffs his fingers, then bares its fangs and lunges. Günter leaps back and kicks, feeling the impact of his foot against the dog’s skull. The dog yelps, reels, and runs. It has something in its mouth—a piece of bloody meat. Günter looks at his sleeve, which seems to have been brushed with red paint. He wonders if the sleeve has been ripped, but he cannot tell. Another dog is slinking out of the grass, head lowered, fangs bared, and now another, then several more. Günter is surrounded. The dogs are closing in. He has no choice but to fight.
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THERE ARE THREE rust-speckled bicycles lying on the floor of the storage room Günter has to pass through to get into and out of his apartment. He asks his landlord if he can borrow two of them. Also the air pump. As Josine rides over the disorderly cobblestones of Miesbachgasse, she clutches the handlebars with white-knuckled fists, her pink tongue tip visible between her clenched lips, her pedaling determined and strong. When a plumber’s pipeladen truck rattle-slams past, she cries, “Aiiiii!” without lifting her gaze from the road. Once her tires are rolling on the golden sand and pebble paving of the Augarten’s tree-lined lanes, she sits up, her eyes wide, her mouth open. Sunbeams fall between the dark trees, transforming scattered clumps of leaves into brilliant emerald flares. She leans forward, pumping her pedals so hard, her tires grind against the paving and fling up small billows of dust. She coasts, her hands and her feet stretched out to either side. Her eyes meet Günter’s. “What a glorious day!” He laughs.

IT IS MORNING. Josine has spent the night and Günter wants to make her an omelette for breakfast. He whips spices and cheese shavings into six eggs while a solid handful of spinach boils. But he lets it boil too long and doesn’t drain it enough before pouring it into the eggs. When he puts the plate down in front of Josine, he says, “I’m sorry. This looks like something a giant sneezed out.” He drops into his own seat, his face crumpled and unhappy. “Oh no!” says Josine, getting up and putting her arms around him. “It doesn’t matter what it looks like. Anyway, it looks fine!” She swallows a forkful, smiles, and tells him the omelette is delicious. He taps her nose with his index finger, saying she is a liar. But he is smiling. And when she looks up after having finished the omelette, he is still smiling.

THE BALLS OF Josine’s feet jut out and her big toes bend inward. This is because her dance instructor started her on toe shoes too young. The point of Günter’s right canine tooth is missing. This is because his best friend gave him a sugar almond that turned out to be a white pebble.

ONE NIGHT when Günter and Josine are taking a postprandial stroll, she tugs his hand and says, “Come.” “Where are we going?” he asks. “You’ll see,” she says, and then: “I just think it is time for you to see my place.” After she has slipped her key into her building’s door lock, she whispers into his ear, “We have to be very quiet. The old woman next door would not think highly of my bringing a man into my apartment.” Josine both opens and closes the street door so that the loudest sound is the clicking of the lock. Günter places his feet gently on each step, in the hope that his footfalls do not sound masculine. Halfway up the second flight, she stops abruptly, turns, and kisses him on the lips. Then she pulls away with a mischievous smile and continues climbing. Her apartment is immaculate. Against one wall is a plush camelback settee that could be from the eighteenth century, though it is newly upholstered and finished. Above it are three framed Japanese prints, two of women in kimonos, their elaborate hairdos supported by long, tapered sticks, and one of an old man carrying a bucket of fish. The curtains are sage-green silk. There are Persian carpets on the floor and silver candelabras on the sideboard. Her double bed fits into a shallow alcove, bordered by another pair of sage-green curtains. On the small bamboo night table are an empty glass, a bottle of aspirin, and a copy of Die neue Rundschau. “There’s a great story by Thomas Mann in that,” Josine says. Günter has never read Mann. Later, when the lights are off and Günter is waiting for Josine to finish in the toilet so that he can use it himself, the main thing that strikes him about her apartment is how good it smells, like a soap shop that also sells exotic spices. He has never been in a home that smells so good.

WHEN JOSINE was a child, she decided it would be fun to roll down the sloping garden of her Alpine house in a barrel. But she did not expect the barrel to roll so fast, nor that it would burst the rotten wooden fence at the foot of the garden and careen ever more rapidly down through the grassy meadow beyond, coming to a stop only when its bottom was knocked out by a rock and the arced slats came loose from the hoops. She crawled out of the wreckage and found that, apart from scuffed knees and elbows and a whirling head, she was entirely uninjured. She was, however, sitting in the grass not two meters from the edge of a cliff, beyond which there was nothing but open air and, far below, the pointed tops of spruce and fir trees and a rushing mountain stream. Günter’s eyes are wide, his mouth agape. “I know!” says Josine. “I was such a stupid little girl! So stupid that my first thought, after I saw what had happened, was to wish that my barrel had kept on rolling and I had soared through the air and landed in the stream. I imagined it carrying me down to a lake, where I could have drifted along in my barrel like a pirate in a galleon.”

GÜNTER AND JOSINE are looking straight into each other’s eyes. They are making love—or fucking, which is the word Josine prefers. Günter has had sex with only three other women, and never looked into the eyes of any of them at such moments; often he kept his eyes shut, the better to focus on the sensations arising from that splendidly turbulent place where their bodies conjoined. But now, as he stares fiercely into Josine’s fiercely staring eyes, he feels more intimately connected to her than he has to any other woman; that they are not, in fact, two people, but one—in body, mind, and soul—that she is exactly his Platonic other half; that neither of them is complete without the other.

IT IS A WARM DAY in June. Günter and Josine have taken a bus out of the city and are walking along a country road to a vineyard, famous for its delicious lunch and wine tasting. Goats in a field bleat in the voices of babies and old men. Invisible birds make liquid tweets and trills in the treetops. Josine is talking. “Mostly, they were stupid. Boring. I would brush my teeth with turpentine. Or I would have to spend a day answering ‘No’ to every question I was asked. Or I would dab my cheek with menstrual blood and have to wait until five people asked about it before I could wash it off.”

Günter looks thoughtful and sad. “What made you think you should do these things?”

“I don’t know. They just took me over. I used to call them ‘challenges.’”

“Challenges?”

“Yes. I was proud I could pull them off. They made me feel stronger than other people.”

“But what did you make of the fact that you were also humiliating yourself?”

“That was the whole point. That’s what made them so hard to do. And why I felt strong. But, yes, you are right. It was all so stupid. Horrible.” Josine’s eyes open wide. “There was this one time—maybe the very worst! I had decided I had to leave every place I went by a different door than the one I had entered. That sounds easy, but it was terrible. I accidentally went into this dress shop with only one door, and then—” She shakes her head. “It was ridiculous! My heart was pounding. I was so dizzy that I could only get out of the shop by crawling through the door on my hands and knees.”

Günter takes her hand and gives it a squeeze. “Oh, Josi!”

“I hate them.” She squeezes his hand, then pulls hers away. “They completely take me over. I can’t resist them.”

“They’re classic compulsions.”

“That’s what Freud says.” Her brow crumples with something halfway between worry and irritation. “He thinks they’re Oedipal. But …” She sighs. “I don’t know. I really don’t know why they happen. I said before that I was proud of them, but that’s not completely true. Because I always fight them. I try so hard, right up to the last second, not to give in to them. And then … Well, all I can say is that when I finally do give in, and I am doing … the thing I can’t stand, that so embarrasses me, or worse—sometimes I do truly terrible things. Really terrible!” She winces. “I can’t even bear to think about them.… But, anyhow, when I am actually doing the thing, I am finally at peace. Not just because of giving up the struggle but also because the terrible thing, when I am finally letting it happen, drives every other thought out of my head. I feel free.”

Günter is struck by her use of the present tense. “Do you still suffer from them—these compulsions?”

Josine looks stung by this question, then hurt. “No,” she says softly. “They’re over with, thank goodness. A thing of the past.” She smiles but can only meet his eye for half an instant. Günter experiences something between belief that she has told him the truth and desire to believe that she has. He knows that compulsions like the ones she describes are not easily surmounted. But he doesn’t dwell on that fact, because the mere thought of her suffering fills him with a nearly unbearable ache, and an overwhelming desire to help her—with whatever tools psychoanalysis has put at his disposal, of course, but mostly with his love. He takes her into his arms and pulls her head against his chest, hoping to infuse her with his own conviction that she is an entirely wonderful and profoundly lovable human being. And when she, too, lifts her arms, wraps them across his back, and pulls him close, he tells her for the first time, and with all of his heart, that he loves her. There is a moment of silence, during which she seems to have frozen solid. Then softly, almost inaudibly, her lips moving ever so gently against the material of his shirt, she says, “Me, too.”

ONE EVENING, Günter returns from work and finds a small box of sugar-coated almonds lying on the floor of the storage room, just in front of his apartment door. There is a note: “I know you love these. (Not stones!)—J.” A mouse has chewed through a corner of the box. There are flecks of sugar and a couple of gnawed nuts scattered in the dust. Günter doesn’t eat the remaining nuts, and never says a word about the mouse to Josine. “That was so sweet of you,” he tells her the following day. “They were delicious!”

JOSINE’S NOSE is red, her cheeks puffy. When she speaks, her voice is off-key and has an aquatic resonance. She is sitting in a wingback chair in her parlor. “What are you talking about?” she says. “That doesn’t make any sense!” She covers her nose with a crumpled handkerchief and blows. Günter is sitting in front of her, on her settee, his legs crossed, ankle on knee. “All I mean,” he says, “is that the id is not something separate from the self, nor is the superego. And, for that matter, the self is not remotely confined to the ego.”

“So what?” says Josine. “That’s all obvious! What makes you think that’s such a radical idea?”

“Because, when you divide the self into three parts, the supposed conflicts between them seem natural. Whereas, when the self is a unit, of which, ultimately, all parts have the same goals—to survive, to be happy, to propagate—then the fact that we constantly choose to subvert these goals becomes a profound mystery.”

“A mystery!” Josine says. She blows her nose again. She dabs tears from her eyes with the corner of her handkerchief. “What’s the point of a theory that makes clear things mysterious?”

“Because the clarity is false, a creation of language and not an attribute of the real world. It is in mystery that we discover what we don’t understand. And the most essential mystery that the psychoanalyst and the patient must get to the bottom of is why the patient chooses to subvert his own best interests and make himself miserable.”

Josine shakes her head so violently that it seems to knock her off-balance. “I don’t know,” she says. “I feel so terrible. I can’t even think.” She staggers out of her chair and flings herself onto the settee. She rests her cheek on Günter’s thigh. “Oh, sweet doctor, make me feel better!”

GÜNTER WAKES in the middle of the night. Josine is a dark silhouette against darkness, like forested hills against a starless sky. He hears the low susurrus of her breath flowing in and out of her open mouth. He feels how the mattress inclines at differing angles toward her pelvis, ribs, and shoulders. He feels the heat of her all along his left side, even though their bodies are not touching. When he draws closer, he smells the atmosphere that surrounds her: lush, meaty, sweet-and-sour, with the faintest hint of brine.

GÜNTER AND JOSINE are lying in his narrow bed. The room is so dark that they can’t see each other, or anything else, apart from the city glow filling the sub-sidewalk well outside the basement room’s only window, but the glow is so dim that the well seems less physical object than brownish phosphene adrift in the void. Earlier this evening, while they were having a drink at an outdoor restaurant, they had their first fight. Josine suggested going skiing next winter and Günter said he didn’t really like to ski. “What!” she cried. “You grew up in the Alps! How could someone who grew up in the Alps possibly not like skiing?” Günter said he just didn’t. He preferred snowshoeing, ice-skating. She accused him of having no sense of adventure, of being cowardly, closed off to life. “Why are you saying all this?” he asked. And she said, “I’m just expressing my opinion! Don’t I have a right to my own opinion? Why are you trying to control me?” She went on in a similar vein for more than a minute. Günter told her he was sick of her. She said she was sick of him. They both stared fiercely across the street. He sighed heavily and said, “We’re being ridiculous!” She hung her head. She took his hand. After a long silence, she asked if she could spend the night. Günter answered by kissing her. She didn’t want to turn on the lights when they arrived at his apartment. They undressed in the total darkness and then fell onto his bed. It had been nearly two weeks since her period, but they decided to chance it. As Günter’s orgasm receded, he realized Josine was crying. He could smell her tears. He can still smell them now, even as she talks about “him.” “The man.” The lover who hurt her so badly she sought out Sigmund Freud so that she wouldn’t end her own life. “The thing is, I never loved him,” she says. “I know that now. I know that because …” She puts her hand down flat at the center of Günter’s chest and presses lightly. “Because of what—you know: we have … Us … This is all so different. I didn’t even know this was possible. But he didn’t love me, either. I don’t think he has ever loved anybody. Maybe his wife; he did go back to her. But me—he didn’t care how much I … what I … I …” Her voice is suddenly loud, off-key. “It was just so hard when he was with her! I couldn’t stand it! He wanted me to put up with everything. Be happy. Never complain. But all he really wanted was … to … you know, do things to me.… That was all he cared about. I was nothing to him. Just that. I … I don’t know why I ever … But I couldn’t stand to be without him. When he said he had to go back to her … his wife … I didn’t see how I could go on living. But he didn’t care.…” After this, there is a long silence. Günter has been waiting out her silences, not asking questions because he doesn’t want to influence her, only to let her say whatever she needs to. But this silence lasts so long he finally asks, “Is there anything else?” “No,” she says. “I don’t want to talk about it. Sorry. I just …” She falls silent once again. Günter rolls onto his side and pulls her against his chest. He kisses her cheek. He tastes her tears.

“DO THINGS TO ME.” Those words repeat in Günter’s mind again and again for days, weeks, months. While he knows nothing at all about what Josine was actually referring to when she uttered these words, he imagines a string of horrific possibilities, all of which fill him with sorrow on her behalf, but also jealousy, and, sometimes, shame-filled desire—as he can only suppose that she must have liked at least some of what this man did to her. How else to explain her passionate attachment to him? And her suicidal sorrow when he went back to his wife? Günter asks her only once what the man did to her, and her expression darkens. After a long silence, she says, looking down into her own lap, “I try not to remember that time.” “I only want to know one thing,” Günter says, and when she fails to look at him or acknowledge that he has spoken in any way, he decides that her prolonged silence is a form of permission. “Did he ever hurt you? Physically?” She winces and crumples her lips, as if stung by his words. “Yes,” she says. “He did. That was part of it.”

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Perhaps the most complex, mysterious, and potent form of self-erasure is experienced in the midst of that emotional phenomenon oft considered the greatest joy of human existence—a joy seen by some theologians and philosophers as the foundation of morality: love. When we are ‘in love,’ we commonly want to merge with our beloved—to become ‘one’ with her, and thereby extinguish our independent existence. This merging is thought to be literal in sexual intercourse, and it is certainly possible that part of the ecstasy of orgasm, especially when it is simultaneous with that of the beloved, is exactly the extinction of our independent existence. Orgasm erases the distinction between lovers’ bodies, both through erotic delirium and the ways in which the pleasure one derives from one’s own body is inextricably intertwined with the pleasures one derives from the beloved’s body, just as her pleasure is derived from both her body and one’s own.”

A YEAR AND A HALF have passed since Günter moved to Vienna. It is September 1925, and he is addressing some 150 attendees at the Ninth Congress of the International Psychoanalytic Association at a spa in Bad Homburg, Germany. As he finishes reading his case history of a suicidal Great War veteran, whom he is calling Sergeant Fischer, he lifts his hand to brush his hair out of his eyes and the knuckle of his little finger grazes the plate-size microphone mounted on the lectern, sending an electric crackle whiplashing through all four corners of the Gothic Revival auditorium. “Sorry,” he says, his voice rolling over the crowd and coming back to him as a low echo with pops and hisses attached. This is the first time he has ever spoken through a microphone, and the echo of his own voice has distracted him throughout his presentation. He scans the auditorium to make sure that Professor Freud is not in the room, then continues: “Given how determined Sergeant Fischer was to destroy himself, and that he confessed to having killed thirteen people in the course of combat, including the infant and the elderly widow, and given that, at the most crucial decision points in his dreams, he invariably chose to subject himself to terrifying, humiliating, and painful experiences, you might be surprised that I have not referred to the death drive.” Günter’s heart is making a dull thunder inside his chest and head. When he opens his mouth to speak, the click of his dry tongue detaching from his palate hisses back at him from the far corners of the room. “Let me clarify my thoughts on the matter by asking some questions.” He grips the podium with both hands and continues. “How would you feel if you found you couldn’t breathe? Or if your limbs were bound so tightly you couldn’t move at all?” He waits a beat, then asks, “Instant panic?” Uncomfortable laughter rumbles throughout the auditorium. “Should that be the case, what you are actually feeling is the terrific power of that instinctual desire to live and to create life that Professor Freud refers to as the ‘life drive’—and to which he opposes what he calls the ‘death drive.’ And I am sure you would feel the same way at the prospect of being deprived of water, food, sleep, sex, and many other basic human necessities.” Günter scans the room one more time, but still can’t be sure his mentor is not there. He continues: “Freud anchors his argument for the existence of the death drive in the assertion that, because all cells die, a drive toward death must exist, not just within our bodies but in our minds. While there is no arguing with the Grim Reaper, saying that our ineluctable mortality means we have a psychological drive toward death is like saying that the existence of tooth decay means we have a psychological drive toward toothache. That is, in short, a false analogy. Were any of you told you had become immortal, would you fly instantly into panic?” No laughter this time, only a faint rustling of shifting feet, coughs, and throat clearings. “Possibly, after a bit of thought, you might remember that death does serve a purpose, that if every person who had ever lived were still alive, the world would be so crowded that life would be unending hell. But nevertheless, wouldn’t you still rather find another escape from such misfortune than your own extinction? Even would-be suicides would happily go on living if they could find some other way to eliminate their misery. And given such facts, then what is the empirical grounding for the death drive? It is true that Professor Freud primarily deploys the concept in regard to guilt, which he views as an attack on the life drive, but here, too, the Professor is not taking into account the complexity of actual experience. We have all, of course, encountered patients whose guilt is neurotic and irrational, but even in such patients, the need for punishment is partially an expression of the life drive—for what is admitting guilt and accepting punishment other than a means of regaining one’s good graces within society and thereby increasing one’s chance of survival?” Günter’s fingers are trembling and their sweaty tips are making dents along the margins of his notes. Unable to derive any sense of his audience’s opinion from their fixed expressions and silence, he moves straight into his conclusion, in which he discusses Sergeant Fischer as a paradox, a man whose drive toward life (in the form of his deep need to be in harmony with the mores of society) is the source of his desire to die. As Günter says “Thank you” and backs away from the lectern, applause passes through his audience like the pattering of raindrops through a forest. He knows that this response is neither the uproarious appreciation accorded Carl Jung and Karl Abraham nor the scattered satirical claps granted an American who delivered his address in unintelligible German, but he has no idea as to where, between these extremes, his ovation might fall. He descends a short staircase onto the floor of the auditorium and takes a seat at the end of a row near the stage. An instant later, he is on his feet again and rushing out a side door to the men’s room, where he vomits into a toilet.

THE DAY’S LECTURES are over, and the spa’s grand salon is loud with rumbling conversation, clinking glasses, and intermittent laughter. Günter goes straight to the bar, orders a cognac, then heads across the salon toward the alabaster fireplace, where he thinks that, should he be unable to muster the courage to speak to any of the other analysts, he might still convey an impression of dignified contentment by simply gazing into the fire. The ceiling of the room is several times higher than he is tall, and supported by Gothic-style arched wooden beams. The floor is crowded with men in rumpled suits, holding glasses and talking. There are only a few women, some clearly wives attending with their husbands; others have attached themselves to the edges of masculine conversations or are standing in twos and threes, talking, sipping their drinks, and casting variously wary, resentful, and hopeful glances at the male shoulders and backs surrounding them. But one slender and notably attractive young woman holds the attention of some half a dozen men, all of them laughing at a remark of hers, of which, from her broad, closed-lip smile and radiant eyes, she herself seems decidedly proud. Günter takes a sip from his glass, then heads across the room. Before he is even halfway to the fireplace, he is stopped by two men about his age, both redheaded, with sparse orange mustaches. They must be brothers, though he forgets their names the instant they say them, so he isn’t sure. They thank him for his presentation and tell him they were just remarking to each other that psychoanalysis’s great failure is that it addresses only the mind and entirely neglects that most essential of human organs, the soul. “How is it possible to talk of mental health without also talking about morality?” one of them asks. The other says, “Can one truly be sane without also being good, at least in the sense of ordinary Germanic decency?” “Well, that’s the main issue, isn’t it?” says the first one. “Psychoanalysis has been entirely dominated by Jews, so of course it is devoid of morality.” “Indeed,” says Günter. “And thank goodness we have those Bavarian Brownshirts to stand up for Germanic decency.” As he walks away, he hears one of the men say, “You don’t suppose he’s Jewish, do you?” Günter can’t make out what the other says, but his tone is derisive. Günter is quivering with rage. He has not gone two steps before he notices Karl Abraham, the president of the International Psychoanalytic Association, looking at him over the shoulders of a trio of men with whom he is talking. Günter instantly glances away and takes a deep sip from his cognac. When he dares look back, Abraham is staring fixedly at him while apologizing to the men. Shaking their hands, he strides in Günter’s direction. Abraham has the bearing of an athlete, but his face is flushed in patches around his mouth and at the top of his forehead and a jaundiced yellow everywhere else. (He will be dead by Christmas.)

“Zeitz!” he proclaims as he comes to a stop in front of Günter. “I’ve been looking for you! Wanted a few words!”

“Yes,” Günter says. “Glad you tracked me down!” He blushes at his lame quip.

Abraham makes a mirthlike noise without ever ceasing to look Günter straight in the eye. “Your paper,” he says. “It was elegantly argued. Coherent and down-to-earth, while also possessing an element of poetry.”

“Thank you,” says Günter.

Abraham makes an almost imperceptible bow from the waist, then frowns and speaks in a low voice. “But I am afraid that I have something of a bone to pick with you.”

Günter smiles weakly and waits.

“The one shortcoming of your argument is that you seem to think God is sane!” Abraham bends from the waist again, smiling clownishly. But before he can elaborate, a fiftyish woman with a twist of sliver in her short, wavy hair, strides over and links her arm with his, saying, “Dr. Abraham, we have an urgent matter to settle!” She gives Günter a twitch of a smile and mouths Sorry! An instant later, she and Abraham have vanished into the crowd. Günter is making his way, once again, toward the corner near the fireplace when he feels a tap on his shoulder. A slight, balding man with a globular forehead, wire-rimmed glasses, and a neat dark brown mustache is standing beside him. “Dr. Zeitz,” he says, fastidiously articulating each syllable. “Professor Freud has urged me to make your acquaintance.” He holds out his hand. “Max Eitingon.”

Taking the little man’s hand, Günter says, “Very pleased to meet you!”

“I presume that Dr. Abraham has already spoken to you about our proposition?”

“No,” says Günter.

“Ah!” Eitingon blinks and lifts his chin in surprise.

“Well then, it’s good I came over.”

Günter nods vaguely.

“As perhaps you already know, Dr. Abraham and I are associated with the Berlin Psychoanalytic Institute.”

“Of course,” says Günter. Eitingon and Abraham are, in fact, the founders of the Institute. Eitingon is its president, and funds it almost entirely out of his own fortune.

“For quite some time now, Professor Freud has been suggesting that you might be a worthy addition to our staff. And I must say that after hearing your carefully reasoned and precisely articulated case history of the poor sergeant, Dr. Abraham and I agreed that you have the intellectual qualifications and, perhaps more important, the sympathetic understanding to make an excellent teacher of psychoanalysis.”

Günter can’t help but wonder if he isn’t being set up for a joke. “Thank you,” he says.

“Would you care to join Dr. Abraham and me for lunch tomorrow?”

“Gladly.” Günter is smiling.

So is Eitingon. “Excellent! And on a marginally related matter, I’m very much looking forward to hearing your thoughts on the relationship between war trembling and epilepsy.”

Günter has no thoughts whatsoever on this topic, but he keeps that fact to himself.

JOSINE WENT to visit a childhood friend in Salzburg while Günter was in Bad Homburg, and she returns to Vienna an hour and fifteen minutes after he does. He waits for her at a café in the railroad terminal, and he is standing at the gate, suitcase on the floor beside him, when her train arrives. He spots her as soon as she steps onto the platform, but she walks with her head down, so she doesn’t see him until she has practically reached the gate. He waves and, in the instant before she returns the wave, discomfort flashes across her face. Once she is through the turnstile, he flings his arms around her and gives her a full-body hug, which she consents to more than returns. “Everything all right?” he asks after he has let her go and they have started walking across the concourse. She groans, then says, “I’m fine. Just tired. Hellish trip. Had to stand the whole way.” Günter is pretty sure she is not telling him the whole story, but he decides not to press her on it. They are both starving, so they head to a restaurant near the station. As they walk, he tells her about giving his address and about Eitingon and Abraham’s offer.

“Are you going to take it?” she asks.

“I don’t know. I’m flattered, of course. But … maybe it’s too soon. I’m not sure I’m ready.”

“Talk to Freud,” Josine says.

“That’s exactly what I’m planning to do! Tomorrow morning.” They get through almost the whole of their meal without her saying one word about her visit. So, finally, he asks how it went.

Again, she groans. “It was absolutely awful! Lotte didn’t tell me her brother would be there. He’s such an egotist. I hate him! He ruined everything.” Josine’s expression is so dense with emotion that Günter wonders if she is about to break into tears. Instead, she gives him a tight-lipped smile, reaches out, and squeezes his forearm. “You’re so much better than he is!” she says. “I’m so glad to be home!”

AS PLANNED, Günter hurries over to Berggasse 19 first thing in the morning. He is no longer in analysis, but he and Freud meet twice weekly after breakfast to discuss their practices and psychoanalysis more generally. Although Günter has never kept his opinion regarding the death drive secret from his mentor, he has also never fully articulated it, nor did he tell Freud that he was planning to criticize the theory in his paper at the congress. Günter finds the Professor at his desk, wearing a dressing gown and slippers, with a silk scarf wrapped several times around his neck. It is only five days since he has had a new cancerous growth removed from his palate, and he is still in constant pain, not just in his mouth but, unaccountably, in his throat, which was not even touched during the operation. The scarf, Freud explains, is meant to ease the pain, though it is not very effective. He is also having a great deal of difficulty speaking. His prosthesis no longer fits snuggly into the cavity inside his mouth, and he can’t get a new one until the swelling has gone down and scar tissue has formed. Indeed, Günter is often unsure whether he has completely understood the Professor, but he is afraid to irritate him by asking too frequently for him to repeat what he has said. When at last Günter mentions that he wants to make a confession, Freud says, “I’m not interested in your paper.”

“You know?”

“Of course I know!” Freud exclaims, then proceeds slowly and with deliberation. “Do you think any of my supposed admirers would pass up the opportunity to humiliate me with news of my public condemnation? And to snitch on one of their rivals in the bargain?”

“It was not a condemnation,” Günter says softly.

The Professor has taken a handkerchief out of his pocket. His last words propelled a stream of drool onto his beard. He wipes it away and utters an unintelligible sentence, ending with “I don’t want to talk about it.” There is a moment of silence. A magpie’s laughlike rattle echoes in the courtyard. Günter wonders if he should make his excuses and leave. Freud inserts his index finger into his mouth and presses upward on his prosthesis. He winces. He wipes his beard again. “I am used to the father complexes of my students,” he says. “It is inevitable that, once you have learned all you can from me, you should want to take my place.” He laughs, then utters an incomprehensible assemblage of vowels and fluid snaps. When he sees Günter’s confusion, he says slowly, “Patricide is the sincerest form of flattery!” He laughs again. Günter is silent—out of shame. Freud pulls a cigar from the pocket of his dressing gown, lights it, and puffs until the tip is glowing. He holds up the cigar. “My most trusted friend!” He squints mirthfully and makes another unintelligible remark, then leans forward. “What I do want to talk about is Eitingon and Abraham’s offer. What are your thoughts?”

Günter is surprised that the Professor should know so much about what happened at Bad Homburg, and he wonders if Eitingon himself is the informer. “It’s a very tempting opportunity, but I’m not sure the time is right for me to leave Vienna.” Günter intends this last remark to imply that he has more to learn from Freud.

The Professor’s expression becomes fiercely serious. “Go,” he says. “You’ll learn a lot from Abraham and Eitingon. And Frau Horney, too. You’ll also have a lucrative practice. Even with your duties at the Polyclinic, you’ll still have more paying patients than you can handle. And Berliners are richer than we Viennese.” He takes a puff from his cigar, enveloping his face in a cloud of smoke that he waves away, then speaks with particular emphasis. “Besides, we all know that I’m not going to be around much longer. And when I’m gone, the Berlin Institute is going to be the vanguard of the psychoanalytic movement. It would be good for you to be well established there when that time comes.”

Uncomfortable hearing Freud talk of his own death, Günter sighs heavily. “That all makes perfect—”

Freud raps his desk hard with his knuckles. “There’s one more thing!” Once again, his expression turns fierce, his voice determined. “And this is of consummate importance. We are living in a very bad time. One that is only going to get worse. If the psychoanalytic movement is to resist the malign current of this era, Gentiles are going to have to feature prominently in its leadership. That is the main reason I want you in Berlin.” As Freud awaits Günter’s response, a dribble of tobacco-stained saliva descends from the corner of his mouth. He dabs it with his handkerchief.

THREE DAYS have passed. Günter and Josine are sitting side by side on a bench in the rotunda of the Kunsthistorisches Museum. “Art is exhausting!” he says.

“Only if you actually look at it.”

“Ah, yes.” He frowns comically. “I’ll avoid that in the future!”

They laugh. This has been an afternoon of laughter. They talk about what they have seen. Günter remarks on the fact that in Bruegel’s painting of Christ carrying the cross to Calvary, the Savior is almost lost amid a crowd of people going about their own business, drinking, playing music, picking pockets—most of them hardly noticing Him. “I love that,” Günter says. “It shows how history mostly happens in secret.”

Josine crinkles her nose skeptically. “Secret?”

“You know …” Günter pauses, suddenly unsure if what he just said makes sense. “I mean, think about the Great War. Since the dawn of time, events, great and small, happening all over the world, each determining the next, were making that war inevitable. But until the very end we were entirely oblivious.”

She swats his knee. “You’re such a pessimist!”

“I’m not a pessimist.”

“The war wasn’t inevitable.”

“Well, I don’t know,” he says. “Isn’t anything that actually comes to pass inevitable?”

“There, you see: helpless before fate!” She pokes his chest. “Pure pessimism! I rest my case!”

“That’s not pessimism. Pessimism is believing only bad things are inevitable.”

Josine stares at him for a second, then smiles. “There’s actually nothing original about Bruegel’s placement of Christ. Nor about the crowd. That’s all completely conventional in Flemish painting. In fact, that’s one of Bruegel’s least original paintings.” She goes on to talk about Northern Mannerism, Pieter Aertsen, and a host of other artists, schools, and events, of which Günter has never heard. She knows so much—especially for someone who has never attended university. But as she speaks, a part of his mind detaches from her words and simply admires her. She is so avid, so joyful; her knowledge and ideas are just pouring out of her. He watches the white darts of light flickering in her eyes, the way her slender fingers seem to sculpt her words in the air, the faintly freckled skin of her cheeks and nose—so smooth, so pure, so healthy that it seems luminescent. And her off-kilter chin—the imperfection that makes her beauty capable of wounding his heart.

“Oh, Josine!” He takes her hand again. “I don’t know how I am going to bear it!”

She falls silent. He is talking about his job in Berlin, which he has come to think of as an irresistible opportunity, a step that might propel him into the highest ranks of the psychoanalytic movement. “Ah, well,” she says. “There’s no point in talking about that. It’s such a long way off.”

It is still early September, less than a week after his talk at the psychoanalytic congress, and Günter won’t begin working in Berlin until the new year. Feeling on the verge of tears, he takes her hand, looks into her eyes, and tells her that he loves her. “I do, too,” she says. “Love you, I mean.” They kiss, then kiss again, for a long time. Eventually, Günter wrenches himself away, swivels on the bench, and faces the center of the room. “This is stupid!” He puts both hands down flat on his knees, then turns to her again. “Listen, why don’t we just get married?” These words seem to spring from Günter’s lips entirely of their own volition. He and Josine have discussed the possibility of marriage from time to time, but never seriously. “I mean it,” he says, though partly to see if he actually does. Josine’s face has gone dead. She doesn’t speak. He takes her hand again. “I do.”

“I know.” She is not looking at him.

There is a long silence, during which he concludes that he has just made a terrible mistake. He lets her hand go. “I’m sorry,” he says at last.

“No. That’s all right.” She glances at him for half an instant, then looks away. “I’m flattered. It’s just … it’s …”

“Maybe I’ve been premature.”

“No. Not at all.” There is another long silence. She stares fixedly at the floor.

“You can think about it,” he says. “You can tell me tomorrow. Or whenever you like.” She neither looks up nor says a word. He casts about for a new topic of conversation. Just as he draws his breath to speak, he is silenced by her intent gaze and frightened smile.

“Yes,” she says. “I accept. Yes.”

He takes hold of her hand, which is cold and damp. He kisses her. Her lips are immobile beneath his. “I love you,” he tells her again, though he is no longer sure he does.

“Yes,” she says. “Yes.” Her smile grows. Then she looks down. “I love you, too.” She gives his hand a fierce squeeze with her cold fingers.
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GÜNTER AND JOSINE are in a yellow rowboat at the middle of Hallstättersee, where they have come to celebrate their engagement. Granite cliffs and steep wooded hillsides plunge straight into the water, which is dark and mirror-smooth. The day is unexpectedly warm and the air unnaturally still. To the south and east, the sun is shining on snowy peaks, but to the north low, deep gray clouds hover over the lake, obscuring the mountaintops. Günter’s oars hang motionless, at skewed angles above the water. He is looking at the sunlit mountains, near and far, and at the scintillating striations of their reflections in the tranquil lake. There is great kindness in grandeur, he thinks. A moment passes. He lowers his oars and pulls hard, resuming the journey from the village of Hallstatt to a low-lying wooded point, now a half kilometer distant, where he and Josine plan to have a picnic. She is sitting in the boat’s stern, wearing nothing but a navy blue woolen bathing suit, her long, pale legs drawn up and her knees touching the gunwale as she looks down at the deep green water, occasionally breaking the surface with one finger and creating a small, silent wake. Günter asks her whether they should have their picnic on the shore or in what looks like a meadow. “Let’s just wait until we get there,” she says. A little later, he wonders aloud whether they will have enough stamina tomorrow to climb to the waterfall in the Echern Valley. She sighs, then says she is not sure her boots are good enough. He asks if she would like him to take a look at them, but she doesn’t answer; or possibly didn’t hear him. Günter is just about to ask if she is feeling all right, when she releases a heavy sigh, slips down sideways, and, sliding her legs under his seat, rolls facedown onto the boat’s bottom. “Josi!” he cries. “What’s the matter?” She doesn’t answer. He pulls his oars up through the locks, leans across them. With three fingers, he touches her back just above her pelvis. “Josi?” She still doesn’t answer. He is just beginning to think she might have fainted, when she shifts her shoulders and adjusts the position of her head atop her forearm. “Are you seasick?”

“No!” Her voice resonates against the bottom of the boat. “Leave me alone.”

Günter sits back up. He doesn’t know what to do. There is a thin reddish line along the side of Josine’s right thigh, where it was pressed against the edge of her seat. He is angry, and sure that this whole scene is a response to their engagement—something he has been expecting all along, never having forgotten the stunned uneasiness with which she accepted his proposal. Once again, he leans across his oars. He runs his fingertips gently along her side and asks in a low near whisper, “Do you want to go back?” He strokes her side once more. “We can go back, if you want.” She neither moves nor speaks. Leaning to one side, he sees that her eyes are open, looking fixedly at the boat floor. He sits up, sighs heavily, then shoves the oars down through the locks and resumes rowing toward the far shore. Maybe a bit of food and wine in a beautiful place will cheer her up. He can’t bear the idea of going back to their hotel. The gray clouds looming over the northern end of the lake might be drifting closer, but the sky overhead remains clear, and the sun is hot. After a while he asks, “Do you think you would feel better if we talked about this?” He rows a few more strokes. “Is there anything you’d like to say?” Then another few strokes. “I understand completely that … I mean, given our decision, that this should be—”

She heaves herself up and, saying, “I can’t live like this!” rolls over the gunwale into the water, nearly overturning the boat. All this happens so quickly that Günter can do nothing but watch in stupefied astonishment as she starts swimming back toward the village—some kilometer distant. Eventually, he shouts at her to come back; the village is too far. “Josine, really!” he says. “It’s too dangerous!” But she gives no indication of hearing. He puts his face into his hands, then lifts his head suddenly and starts to row again, thinking he will go to the far shore on his own. He stops immediately. He can’t leave Josine alone on the water. She is a graceful swimmer but not a strong one. And the whole reason he wanted to cross the lake was to be alone with her, thinking maybe they could find a secluded spot and make love. His oars are up, droplets falling from their blade edges onto the lake’s dark surface. The boat rotates slowly. Looking north, he sees that the storm cloud is definitely moving in his direction. A brilliant lavender lightning bolt drops to the lake’s surface. After a moment, a massive rumble passes overhead and echoes back from mountain slopes in every direction. He reels around, terrified that Josine might have been killed by the electric charge passing through the water, but she is still swimming steadily. He drops his oars, yanks the boat in a half circle, and heads after her. As he draws up beside her, he shouts, “Josi! Josine! Lightning! Get out!” She stops, looks him right in the eyes, her face a mask of geological indifference, then puts her head back in the water and continues swimming. When he catches up with her again, he is so angry that he has to fight the urge to strike her with his oar. The mirror surface of the lake is riffling in wind gusts. A towering cloud moves in front of the sun. A faint whiteness flickers on the southern mountains and a fragmented rumble crosses the sky. Günter pulls hard on one oar and swings the boat across Josine’s path.

She lifts her head and shouts, “What are you doing?” A slick hank of hair completely covers one eye and clings like seaweed to her cheek.

“Lightning!” he tells her. “It’s dangerous! Get in the boat!”

She plunges her head back into the water, then dives, her white legs turning pale green as she passes beneath the boat. Surfacing on the far side, she resumes her journey. By the time she reaches the dock, dark clouds have entirely covered the lake. The thunder has stopped, but chilly, chaotic gusts sweep down out of the sky and cuff the surface of the water. She climbs the wooden ladder and, without even glancing around, makes her way barefoot, on weak legs and with a hanging head, up the rutted lakeside road to their hotel, leaving Günter to unload their belongings, and argue the rental agent into giving him a partial refund. The first raindrops pelt the road’s yellow dust as Günter strides up the hill to their hotel. Josine is not in their room. The roar of a filling tub sounds behind the bathroom door. He drops the picnic basket onto a chair and throws his clothes, Josine’s, and a folded blanket onto the bed. He takes off his bathing suit and puts on trousers, a shirt, and a sports jacket suitable for a stroll along the lakefront in the rain. An umbrella is resting in a tall wicker basket beside the door. He picks it up, opens it, closes it, tucks it under his arm. He has to escape. The idea of being trapped in this room with Josine makes him frantic. Just as his hand touches the knob of the door to the hall, he hears a faucet screech, then silence, a breathy sigh, and the swirl of displaced water. He hesitates. Hearing nothing but the drip, drip of the leaking faucet, he turns the knob. His intention is to leave without a word; instead, he calls out, “I’m going!”

“What?” Josine shouts. Water churns. Flesh squeaks against porcelain.

“I’m going!”

“No!” she cries. “No! Don’t!” Her knees groan on the tub bottom; water sloshes and splatters. “Please wait!” Her feet thump onto the bathroom floor. A towel flutters. The lock rattles.

Günter pulls open the door to the hallway, then pushes it closed, lets go of the knob. Josine emerges from the bathroom, a white towel draped unevenly across her shoulders. Clutching it closed over her breasts, she hurries across the room and falls against Günter’s chest.

“I’m sorry!” she says, her voice breaking. “I’m so sorry! I know I shouldn’t have done that. I just couldn’t—” She begins to sob. “I tried.” She can no longer speak. Water from her hair seeps through his shirt.

Only now, with a flush of embarrassment and guilt, does Günter realize that Josine was in the grip of another of her compulsions to humiliate and hurt herself—her “challenges.” To the best of his knowledge, she hasn’t had any since that afternoon she first told him about them, and he allowed himself to believe foolishly that their love had made them unnecessary. He puts his arms around her. He strokes her back. “That’s all right. Don’t worry. It’s over. Finished. Done.”

She huddles against him and he can feel shivers passing through her shoulders and back. “I’m cold,” she says. “I got so cold.”

Keeping his arm around her, he steers her to the bed and pulls back the blankets and sheet. She crawls under, the towel still around her shoulders. He covers her, toes off his shoes, and lies down beside her, on top of the blankets. She curls into a fetal position on her side and shoves the blankets up high enough to cover her cheek and the top of her head. All he can see of her is the red oval of her face and a shock of wet, disheveled hair. She looks at him as if she is waiting for something to happen. When she speaks, her voice is low and resigned. “I’m sorry. There’s something broken inside me.”

“No,” he says. “Don’t talk. Just rest, warm yourself up. We can talk later.”

He kisses her forehead, even though his stomach muscles are still tense with fury.

“Thank you,” she says.

First they are silent, waiting, exhausted. Then they are asleep. Afterward, when they are both awake but still lying in the positions in which they slept, she tells him, “I started thinking about it as soon as you suggested we come here. I thought I had to wait until I was far enough out that I would surely drown if I tried to swim back. I was thinking about it the whole time. There was no way I could stop myself. I just had to.”

He presses his lips firmly together, then sighs. “But you didn’t drown. You swam the whole way.”

“Yes, but there were several times I was so tired that I thought I would just slip under.”

“But you didn’t.” He thinks of adding that she must have known he would rescue her if anything happened, but then he remembers the lightning. After a long moment, he asks, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I hated you.” When she says these words, he thinks that she still hates him. “I hated you because I thought you would try to stop me.” She draws a breath to continue speaking, but holds it. “No, it was more than that. The whole time I was swimming, I kept thinking that I wanted to drown. Before your eyes. So that you would hate yourself for the rest of your life.”

Günter cannot speak or move.

She slips her warm hand out from under the covers to take his. “I’m sorry.” Her voice is tender, but her gaze is unrelenting. “I am so sorry.” They talk. She does not argue when he suggests that this has all come about because of their engagement. They agree that they love each other but that they should not marry. She tells him that he is the only man she has ever truly loved, that she didn’t even love her father. “But love is not enough for marriage.”

“No,” he says.

“Sometimes love is a curse.”

“Yes,” he says.

“Sometimes love makes you want things that only make you miserable.”

He sighs. He is thinking, “Him.” “The man.” The one who used to hurt her. Was she drawn to him because of her compulsion to hurt herself, or was he the source of that compulsion? Günter drives these thoughts from his head. That terrible man is the last person on earth he wants to think of. “You have to want to be married body and soul,” he says. “If not …” He doesn’t finish.

“I thought you didn’t believe in the soul.”

“I don’t,” he says. “But it’s a good metaphor.”

She smiles. He runs the tip of his index finger down the back of her hand. Her skin is so smooth. They make love. It is tender, slow, and an expression of their pure delight in each other, such as Günter has always wanted their lovemaking to be, and it never actually was. He is not sad anymore. This seems exactly how their love should end. And it only makes him happier he met her. That night, after a dinner, during which they consume a bottle of wine and then several glasses of sherry, they make love in the manner of people who have agreed to abandon each other, and so need no longer be restrained by any notion of building an acceptable life together. Their lovemaking is a succession of fierce, fast gestures; grunts, moans, cries. The things they each do and enjoy make it hard for them to look each other in the eyes the next morning. But at the same time, they are both, secretly, thrilled by what happened. They feel as if they have become members of a select society of the daring, those who have plumbed the depths of passion and will never be satisfied with any socially sanctified simulacrum of love and desire. They cry when they say good-bye on the crowded concourse of the Vienna train station. As they set off in opposite directions, they stop simultaneously to look back. They smile and wave, then disappear into different crowds.

TWO DAYS PASS. Günter finds a box of sugar almonds resting against the door to his apartment—this one untouched by rodents. He eats the almonds all in one go, and at the bottom of the box he finds a note: “Please come see me.”

“Thank God!” she cries as they embrace at her door. “I was sure you would never come!”

“I was miserable without you!” he tells her. “I didn’t know how I could stand it.”

Thereafter, their relationship is virtually indistinguishable from what it was before their trip to Hallstatt, except that they are no longer engaged—a state of affairs that both find less easy to enjoy than they think they should. Day follows day. Günter notices Josine giving him worried and reproachful glances, though they are never translated into words. Then one night, a week after their reunion, when they have just begun to make love, she pulls away and takes hold of both his hands. “I’m pregnant. I was pregnant when all that happened at the lake. I just didn’t know it.”

“Oh,” says Günter. “Oh my.”

GÜNTER AND JOSINE are married at the Alsergrund Municipal District Office on Friday, 30 October 1925. They stand shoulder to shoulder in a dim room containing a university-style podium and two rows of chairs. An Austrian flag, its red pinkish, its white yellowed, dangles from a pole propped in a corner. And on the wall just behind the podium hangs an ornate wooden cross. The chairs are empty. Günter’s parents stand to his right. Josine’s brother, Josef, and his fiancée, Herta, stand to her left. Josine’s parents never even answered her letter informing them of the marriage and their incipient grandchild, and she has decided to erase them from her life. The only other member of the wedding party is Günter’s best man, a colleague from the Ambulatorium, slight, tall, and blond, like a wheat stalk in August. Josef is convex, gently expanding from shoulders to waist, then contracting. He has a short, dense beard, close to black, with twists of red on either side of his mouth. His bristling black hair is kept off his forehead only by the application of a waxy pomade, his starched shirt collar crowds his chin, and a gold watch chain crosses his waistcoat. He has the affable self-confidence of someone entertaining at home, yet he gives the impression of being in a hurry to get on to some other business. Herta has the outline of a stretched pyramid balanced on its point—broad at her shoulders and bosom, attenuated below. Her jaw is mannish, but her eyes are attentive and kind. She has agreed to be bridesmaid, though she has only just met Josine. Minutes pass. No one comes into the room. Glances are exchanged, puzzled, half-humorous grunts. “Have we been jilted?” asks the best man. Finally, an official from the Vital Records Bureau walks briskly through a door, steps up to the podium, and begins to recite, rapidly and under his breath, an amalgam of bureaucratese and quasi-religious pronouncements. After seven minutes, the newlyweds step out into the District Office’s central hallway, dazed, finding it hard to believe that anything of consequence has transpired, and yet possessed by a lush and imponderable fervency. Their reception is held in the back room of the Donau and Tiber, where they ate the night they first kissed. Sigmund Freud is one of the last guests to arrive. Günter has already had enough champagne that, shaking Freud’s hand, he has trouble coordinating his eyes, with the consequence that the Professor looks as if he is standing at the bottom of a well. A waiter taps a three-barred xylophone, and the twenty or so guests sit down at a long table draped in heavy linen. Freud has been given a place of honor, directly opposite the bride and groom, and right next to Günter’s parents. There is an empty chair on Freud’s other side, meant for Anna, but it seems that she has been called away by some emergency involving the children of her dear friend Frau Burlingham. Frau Freud and Fräulein Bernays were also invited, but they declined, expressing their deep regrets. When the waiters bring around heaping plates of spaghetti Bolognese, Freud holds up his hand and asks that his table setting be removed, but he accepts a glass of champagne, from which he takes intermittent birdlike sips. When it is finished, he declines a refill. Günter is embarrassed by his father’s Alemannic accent, even before the old man says one word to Freud. Over the din of voices, clinking cutlery and glassware, Günter can’t hear most of what the two men are saying, but at one point he understands, from his father’s gestures and facial expressions, that he is telling Freud an old story about a cow born with a large hole in its side, into which, once the cow was fully grown, Günter’s father was able to insert his arm all the way to the shoulder. “I could feel the peristalsis of her stomach wall rippling like waves,” he says. Freud nods to indicate he is impressed. Later, Günter’s father asks Freud if he believes in spirit possession, but Günter can’t hear the Professor’s response. When the main course has been brought to the table, Freud dabs the corners of his mouth with a handkerchief, stands, and, taking the knife from Anna’s still-vacant seat, taps on the side of his empty champagne glass. All heads turn his way, variously alert and smiling—everyone knows who he is. The room is silent. Günter, too, looks alert, but more anxious than eager. With a jerk of his chin and a wet click, Freud sucks his prosthesis into place and speaks. “As this dear couple’s matchmaker, I feel it my duty to be the first to pay tribute to their love.” He smiles, but there is a sharp edge to his gaze as he surveys the table from one end to the other. “When I speak of love, I speak also of the life drive—that collection of instincts impelling us to seek pleasure and do everything necessary for the propagation and survival of our species. But, of course”—Freud’s smile brightens—“as some of you may be thinking, nothing causes more pain than the desire for pleasure—a fact attested to by countless love songs and religious texts.” Gentle laughter rises all around the table. Freud’s next sentence is unintelligible. He jerks his chin, sucks; there is another wet click. He dabs his mouth with his handkerchief. “And, indeed, the life drive is patently absurd, given that it encompasses both love and jealousy, generosity and greed, selflessness and vanity, and a host of other incompatible impulses. Even so, I believe this concatenation of contradictions represents humanity at its very best.” Freud pauses, glances at his champagne glass, as if he is not sure why it is in his hand. “Lately, I have come to think of the life drive as an inverse Quixote, who might seem to be tilting at windmills but is, in fact, doing battle with monsters. Real monsters. These monsters—its antitheses—constitute that part of our nature that urges us to be sensible and strong, and that inclines us to see the life drive as trivial, weak, sentimental, and immoral. And it is certainly true that our impulse to maximize our own pleasure must constantly be examined and restrained—for our own sakes and for other people’s. But while pain may be an inevitable consequence of the life drive, it is always inadvertent and unwitting. Whereas pain is a primary mode of these antithetical impulses, as are hate, fear, anger, and shame. At their most extreme, they drive us toward destruction, not just of the loathsome or dangerous but even—” Freud makes a hacking noise. Brows furrow around the table. He touches his cheek, jerks his chin. He smiles. “Ourselves,” he says. “The destruction even of ourselves.” The guests exchange glances. Feet stir restlessly. Freud smiles again. “If it is possible to rank catastrophes, I would argue that unrestrained indulgence of those impulses antithetical to the life drive is by far the worse of the two alternatives. However chaotic and foolish the life drive may be, it not only represents all those qualities designated by the word humane; it is, in fact, the life force, as it exists within us and operates in human society. And when we fail to recognize its consummate importance, we fail to recognize the sanctity of human life.” Freud lifts his glass to his lips. Perhaps a solitary drop spills onto his tongue. “The impulses antithetical to the life drive are manifestations of the death drive, and there is a good reason for their being called by this name—one that is, perhaps, particularly obvious during the present era, when an ever-growing number of people, inspired by a fanatic, are animated only by hate, fear, anger, and shame. We are fortunate that, thus far, these would-be agents of the death drive seem unable to take their collective neurosis to its logical conclusion. But we would be fools to imagine them incapable of doing so. And I fear, gravely, that our ability to avert such a catastrophe may be rapidly diminishing.” Günter’s mother lets out a low groan. Josine’s landlady whispers tersely, “Can you believe this!” Freud smiles. “I am sorry,” he says. “Please forgive my gloomy digression. I will now return to my proper topic—our dear Zeitz and his beautiful Josine! We all know that love is a delusion! Isn’t that what we mean when we say love is blind? But when a man and a woman arrive at the absurd belief that they share an emotion with fairytale princes and princesses, and when, in the grip of that delusion, they decide to spend the rest of their lives together, are they not the champions of all that is best in humanity: our hopes, our faith in one another, our belief in the reality of good and beauty? Are not Zeitz and his dear wife, by virtue of their simple happiness, undermining all the forces seeking to reduce human existence to a vortex of fear, destruction, and revenge? And are we not lucky, then, to be able to celebrate the happiness of these two good people—who, not incidentally, happen to be Gentile and Jew, and see no reason why they cannot be one in their love, under the law, and in the blood of their children? Is this not something justly to be celebrated in an era as bigoted and hate-filled as our own? And so”—Freud lifts his empty glass—“I raise a toast to our dear friends, these happy, good, and hopeful people, our own Quixote and Dulcinea!” With relieved and weary expressions, the seated guests raise their glasses and cheer. They bring their glasses to their lips as Freud puts his own down on the table. Günter’s colleague from the Ambulatorium stands, glass in hand, and begins to speak. Freud gives Günter and Josine each a curt nod, one eyebrow lifted, as if to indicate he has a question to ask them on another occasion. He backs silently away from the table, leaves the room and then the restaurant.

THE WEDDING GUESTS on Freud: “Don’t we hear enough bad news?” “I thought that would never end.” “At least it wasn’t boring.” “Why did he keep stopping like that?” “Crazier than his patients.” “Cancer.” “Dying.” “Jewish pessimism.” “Such bad taste.” “A time and a place.” “I have nothing against Josine, of course, but really, these people!” “Do you think he was joking?” “Gentile and Jew, Gentile and Jew—what was he thinking?” “Deluded! He kept saying they were deluded!” “I didn’t understand a single word.”

GÜNTER ZEITZ on Sigmund Freud: “He’s had his revenge. That’s all. I was waiting to hear what he thought of my talk, and now I know. It’s his way of saying ‘Good-bye! You’re on your own!’”







PART IIIMAGINARY LIFE
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IN ADVANCE of his arrival, Günter imagines many Berlins: a buzzing hive of commerce and art; sidewalks aflutter with the footfalls of ambitious men and dynamic women, enviable as much for their debaucheries as for their accomplishments; dark, beer-fragrant bars where he might share a table with philosophers, writers, scientists, discussing the unity of space and time, the nature of unconscious choice, the role of the League of Nations; parties in palatial apartments where he and Josine drink Albertines and dance to jazz until the night sky is infused with slate blue and rose; parks where they picnic on a moist and radiantly green lawn, while their baby crawls back and forth between their laps and puts its sweet and salty fingers into their mouths. But now that they are actually living in a one-bedroom apartment on Grossbeerenstrasse, found for them by the Psychoanalytic Institute, Berlin has become the soot-blackened limestone facade outside their sitting room window, the mutter and whine of traffic, a barking dog, the smells of burned onions, old wood, and decades of insecticide. After a mostly sleepless night and a morning of unpacking, Günter and Josine walk out of their building onto a street of leafless trees stretching off arrow-straight, in both directions, into bleary distances and under a bleary sky. Their plan is to walk down to Viktoriapark to see the artificial waterfall, but they haven’t gone to the end of the block before raindrops begin to pock the sidewalks, tap their heads and shoulders, and chill their cheeks. Their eyes meet, Josine’s expressing weariness at fate’s eternal perversity. Günter opens his umbrella. “Let’s just see what happens.” The raindrops drum the stretched oilcloth. He moves the umbrella to his left hand and wraps his right arm around Josine’s waist, drawing her close. She is four and a half months pregnant, her belly now distinctly globular and hard under his hand. He flattens his palm and spreads his fingers, hoping to feel the prod of a tiny elbow or foot. The drumming intensifies. Pea-size hail pellets skitter on slick paving stones. The rain rebounds skyward in spikes. “Oh God!” says Josine. “At least we tried,” says Günter. They head back toward their apartment, each feeling anticipatory claustrophobia at the thought of having to spend the whole day inside. But they are friendless in Berlin and so have no alternative. And now, a week has passed and they are in a cab on their way to have dinner at the home of Max and Mirra Eitingon. There will be other people there, but Günter can’t remember who they are. Snow is falling, the heavy flakes rocking as they descend through cones of streetlight. He is rehearsing in his mind what he might say about his theory of decision point analysis should Eitingon ask what he is working on. Günter is anxious but also excited. It occurs to him that this dinner signifies his real arrival in Berlin. Outside the window, the snow has settled ankle-deep on the sidewalks and the roofs of parked cars. The cab has stopped at a traffic light. On the corner, a little girl in a red scarf and boots several sizes too big bends, pats together a snowball, and smashes it on her brother’s head. He shouts in joyful outrage and gathers his own snowball, while she runs away, shrieking. Günter laughs. He takes hold of Josine’s hand and squeezes it. “I’m happy,” he says.

She tells him, “You are a sweet and silly man.”

“Maybe.” He lifts her hand and kisses it. “But this is good.”

She smiles with crunched-together lips. “We’re on a big adventure.” She lifts his hand to her mouth, then kisses it.

As he draws his hand back to his lap, Günter feels the tiny coolness of her saliva on his knuckle, but he doesn’t wipe it away.

FRIEDA TRAUTWEIN. Maybe seventy, won’t give age. Widow. Brought in by her son, Johann. Shipping-receiving clerk at Hammer Gasworks, shop steward, Communist. Reports she is “losing her mind,” talks to herself. This morning he was summoned from work by a butcher on Ulandstrasse because his mother came into the shop wearing nothing but her nightgown. Trautwein took her home, where she dressed without complaint, then took the bus with him to the clinic, where he told her the doctors would bring her “back to her senses.”

Günter jots this information down on a notepad in a consultation room at the Polyclinc of the Berlin Psychoanalytic Institute, where he sees patients free of charge from nine to noon every morning. Following lunch on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, he sees private patients in his office upstairs until four, then teaches classes to analytic students; on Tuesdays and Thursdays, he spends the whole afternoon and early evening writing and doing research. Most nights he is so tired, he drops into a blank sleep the instant his head touches the pillow. Frau Trautwein is sitting in the chair beside his desk. Her son is waiting on a bench outside the door. In the light from the window at Günter’s back, her eyes are the pale blue of a hazy summer afternoon sky, her skin soft and powder pink, wrinkled around her eyes and mouth and at the center of her cheeks, where perhaps she once had dimples. Her gray hair has been pulled back hastily into a bun. Loose strands waft about her face, giving the impression of silver radiance. “I’m sorry for all the trouble,” she says gently.

“What trouble?”

“My son,” she says. “He worries about me too much. Ever since my husband died.”

“Why do you say he worries too much?”

She sighs. “He just does.”

“Can you give me an example?”

She smiles unhappily. “Well, I mean, all those lies.”

“What lies?”

“What he said. Everything he just told you: all lies.”

“You didn’t go to the butcher shop?”

“Of course, I did. I just mean the rest of it.”

“What specifically?”

“All of it. I told you. Nothing he said was true.”

Günter looks down at his desk and aligns the bottom of his notepad with the edge of his blotter. “What were you wearing when you were in the butcher shop?”

Her eyes widen, as if she has just glimpsed something horrific out the window. She frowns and tugs unconsciously at the material of her dress, just above her knees. “How am I supposed to know? I get up. I get dressed. I don’t pay attention to every little thing.” Irritation flashes across her face. She gives the material of her dress a jerk. “This, of course!” She lets the material go. “Why would I be wearing anything but this?”

“But why would your son lie about such a thing?”

“He doesn’t like me talking to my mother.”

“Why?”

“He’s jealous. You know how children are. They want all your attention. All your love. Even when they’re adults.”

“Your mother must be very old now.”

“She would be ninety-seven.”

“Would be?”

“I mean, she’s dead. She’s been dead for thirty years, forty years. But just because she’s dead doesn’t mean I can’t talk to her. One thing I have learned is that when people die, they are still alive inside your head.”

“Yes,” says Günter. “I am sure that is true. In a way.”

“Everybody knows that. We’re not all crazy.”

“What does your mother talk to you about?”

“It’s sad. Very sad. Sometimes I can’t stop crying afterward. Maybe that’s the real reason Johann doesn’t like me talking to her. He can’t stand it when I am sad.”

“Can you give me an example of what your mother says?”

“Oh, you know. Life is a vale of tears. Nobody loves you. They’re just trying to get something from you. And when you die, people pretend they are sad, but really they’re happy to see you gone.”

“Is that what makes you cry?”

“Sometimes. But mostly I try to console her. Try to get her to think about the good things. I tell her I love her, and … Well, that sort of thing. But it doesn’t do any good. She tells me that a child’s love isn’t enough. That in this terrible world, a child’s love is nothing. Garbage. She tells me I’ll understand someday. That everything I believe is a lie.” Frau Trautwein falls silent. She looks down at the skirt of her dress, picks at it.

“How does that make you feel?” asks Günter.

When Frau Trautwein looks up, her face is weary, but her eyes are dry. “Well, it’s hard to hear such things. Especially from your mother. Especially when you live all alone.”

11 MAY 1926. As a physician, Günter is allowed in the operating room while the doctor conducts the cesarean section, but, having sat at Josine’s side for thirty-six hours as she screamed and writhed during her futile contractions, watching her be cut open is more than he can bear. When he was an intern, he had, in fact, sliced open a mother’s belly himself, and watched a tiny foot pop out through the blood and glistening tissue. But, partly as a result of that experience, he knows all the things that can go terribly wrong, and he does not want to suffer jolts of anxiety at every twitch of the doctor’s elbow, or his every grunt or gasp. So Günter paces the hall outside the operating room, feeling entirely useless. An hour passes. Maybe more. Then there is a strange noise, like a duck attempting an aria. The noise continues without interruption for what seems an eternity. Then there is a thump on the door, and a nurse shoulders her way into the hall, carrying a small bundle in a swirl of cotton blankets—the source of the duck-voiced wailing. “Here is your beautiful baby girl.” Günter is surprised by the lightness of the bundle the nurse puts into his arms. How is it that an actual human being should possess such insignificant mass? The battered liver-colored face at the center of the swirl winces at the hall’s lights and twitches weakly from side to side, its thumbnail-size tongue trembling as cries emerge from its glossy open mouth. “Hello, my little Hannah,” Günter says. “Welcome to the world.” At these words, his daughter falls silent. For a long moment Günter cannot believe the silence is real, because the only explanation for it is that the tiny girl recognizes his voice, and that is impossible precisely because he wants it so desperately to be true. He speaks again, or babbles, saying anything that comes into his head in the hope of prolonging this impossible silence. “I’m so happy to meet you. I’ve waited for such a long time. You are so beautiful! So wonderful! I don’t know what kind of a father I will be to you, but I promise I will always do my best. I promise.…” As long as he speaks, little Hannah remains silent, listening to him—or so it seems—until finally his calculus flips, and the only possible explanation for her silence has to be that she does, indeed, recognize his voice. And at this thought, he, too, becomes silent. Tears blur his vision and spill down his cheeks. There is such a thickness in his throat that if he attempts even one word, he will burst into sobs. The nurse is still standing beside him, watching, waiting. He wants to turn to her and shout, “What are you doing here? Can’t you leave us alone?” But this, too, is impossible.

NOT TWENTY MINUTES after holding newborn Hannah in his arms for the first time, Günter walks out of Charité Hospital and heads east, looking for somewhere to buy flowers for Josine, who is still waking from general anesthesia. Having spent a day and a half massaging her back, clutching her hand, and kissing her forehead as she groaned and gasped and cried, and having not glanced out the window for many hours, he is astonished to find that the sun has not merely risen but is high in the sky. His legs wobble. He feels as if he is looking at the world from inside a bubble. Maybe he should get something to eat, but his throat squeezes shut at the thought. Flowers. Flowers first. Then, maybe, food. As he nears Friedrichstrasse, he notices a middle-aged woman in an ankle-length coat lift her arm and jab her flattened hand toward the rooftops across the street. The man walking with her stops and does exactly the same thing, both of their faces lit by an excitement close to delirium. Across the street, Günter sees half a dozen construction workers standing perfectly still, all making the same abhorrent gesture, their eyes fixed on a crowd of men in dark suits, with unnaturally expressionless faces, walking toward them along the sidewalk. At the front of the crowd strides a man in white tights, black knee britches, a bulky tan jacket, and a collapsed rain hat. Günter is aghast even before he has recognized the man by the black square under his nose. Having never laid eyes on this repulsively familiar figure before, Günter can’t help but feel that his doing so now is a bad omen. On Hannah’s birthday! he keeps thinking. On the day my first child comes into the world! He turns and hurries back to the hospital, feeling—irrationally, but with all his being—that the mere sight of this pontificating thug in rumpled clothing is enough to infect him with some malevolent contagion that he might transfer to this tiny person whom he already loves more than he has ever loved anyone.

THE FOLLOWING morning, Maurice Katzenstein invites Günter into his office at the Institute, opens the bottom drawer of his desk, pulls out a bottle of schnapps. Taking two small glasses off of his bookshelf, he fills them and hands one to Günter. “To your beautiful daughter!” Katzenstein is well into his seventies but is as energetic as a thirty-year-old. He has three daughters, and five grandchildren, all of them girls. “You’re lucky you’ve had a daughter,” he tells Günter. “Girls are sheer delight!” When Günter tells him about spotting Hitler walking down from Friedrichstrasse, Katzenstein laughs and says, “That buffoon! I’m amazed he’d dare set foot in Berlin!” When Günter tells him about all the people raising their arms in that preposterous salute, Katzenstein says, “They must have been out-of-towners.”

“Most of them were construction workers,” Günter says.

Katzenstein laughs again, saying, “Ah, well—construction workers!” as if their occupation explains everything. “That man is hated in this town!”

Günter looks dubious.

“Ask anyone at the Institute!” Katzenstein says. “There’s not a single person here who takes him and his gang of toothless throwbacks seriously. It’s the same with the whole of Berlin.”

“I don’t know,” says Günter, though in his heart he wants what Katzenstein is saying to be true.

“Well, of course, he has a few supporters”—Katzenstein shrugs, as if he is only being polite and doesn’t actually believe what he is saying—“among the lumpen proletariat and … well, you know. But with everyone else—not a chance! He’s just a barking dog. Once people start paying attention to what he is saying, he’s done for! We Germans have our drawbacks, of course, but we’re not stupid!”

Günter thanks Katzenstein for the schnapps, then heads upstairs to the office he shares with Karen Horney, where he is relieved to discover she is not present. A founding member of the Institute, Horney is insulted that Eitingon had a desk moved into her office for Günter, and so far, she has primarily communicated with him via irritated sighs and contemptuous glances. The office windows look out onto Potzdamer Platz and a corner of Leipziger Platz, both crowded with cars, delivery trucks, bicycles, horse carts, and bright yellow trams, between all of which pedestrians advance en masse when they have the light, and in solitary mad dashes when they don’t. The building facades, even of the grand hotels, are blackened with soot and there is a faint ocher tarnish at the horizon, but the trees and lawns of Leipziger Platz are the luminous pale green of early spring, and the scattered clouds are brilliant white on their sunlit tops and slate gray beneath. As Günter stands at the window, he wonders if Katzenstein might be right after all. There is no city on earth more filled with hope, striving, and the polymorphous joys of simply being alive than this one. It is a good place. His home now. And it is entirely possible that the fascists don’t stand a chance here. And if they can’t get a foothold in this, the most important of all German cities, then maybe they really are nothing to worry about. Or fear.

FOR MONTHS after Hannah’s birth, Günter lives within a haze of sleeplessness and worry. Josine’s recovery from her interminable labor and her cesarean section is complicated by severe listlessness and a loss of appetite. When he brings Hannah for her midnight feedings, the only emotion he can detect in Josine’s expression is resentment. When he exclaims at the cuteness of their daughter’s minute fingerand toenails, she says, “She just looks deformed to me.” One morning, Hannah asleep in her arms, Josine turns toward him and says, “I can’t feel it.”

“What?” he asks, though he already knows.

“The love. I’m trying, but it’s useless. I can’t feel anything.”

Günter is afraid. Over and over, he remembers her saying, “I wanted to drown before your eyes,” and that she came to Freud because she wanted to kill herself. But to her face, he maintains a charade of professional equanimity. Many women experience depression after giving birth, he tells her. They are filled with completely natural fury at all the suffering they have had to endure, their loss of freedom, and all the new burdens imposed on them, but society’s aggressive sentimentality about motherhood makes it impossible for women to express their rage, so they turn it inward, against themselves, and become depressed. Josine dismisses Günter’s consolations as simpleminded. She tells him that she is not depressed, that she is not filled with fury, that nothing he is saying has anything to do with what she is feeling. “Well, what is it, then?” he says. “Tell me. You can say anything to me. There is nothing you can tell me that I wouldn’t understand!” She tells him he doesn’t understand anything at all, that she is fine, that all she wants is to rest and be left alone. Thinking it might be easier for her to talk to someone other than him, he suggests she see an analyst at the Institute, but she categorically refuses. One day he tells her that he has spoken to Hanns Sachs and Ernst Simmel about her condition and that both have said they would be willing to visit her at home. Her only response: “I spent a year and a half babbling narcissistically with Freud, and a fat lot of good that did me!” In the end, Günter decides that, since she won’t do anything to help herself, his only hope is to ameliorate the source of her rage by making her life easier. Perhaps the most important thing he does is arrange for them to move into a slightly larger apartment in their building, one with a maid’s room off the kitchen, which becomes Hannah’s bedroom. But he also helps care for Hannah as much as he has time for. He is always the one who gets up when Hannah cries in the night. He changes Hannah’s diapers whenever he is not at work, washes them every evening after dinner. And even before Josine gave birth, he hired Frau Lichtenberg, the wife of their building’s porter, to do housework and otherwise help Josine while he is away. Eventually, in the light of his wife’s intensifying depression, he discontinues his Tuesday and Thursday afternoons of research and writing at the Institute so that he is away less often, an action that, despite occasional faint praise, his colleagues clearly believe far beyond the call of duty. The truth, however, is that taking care of his daughter is not remotely the labor most of his colleagues believe it to be. Günter is astonished at the intensity of his love for this tiny, helpless being who has come into his life. He spends so much time staring at her perfect little face that he is disgusted by the gaping pores, mottled skin, and bristling hairs of adult faces. He also discovers that he does not have to give up his research entirely, not merely because Hannah’s sleeping schedule leaves him at least an hour for reading during his afternoons with her but also because he discovers that he can read with terrific concentration while wheeling her baby carriage through the Viktoriapark. One sunny afternoon near the end of August, just as he is passing the park’s statue of Heinrich von Kleist, Günter hears the buzzing of what would seem to be a very large insect. Lowering the academic journal he had been holding open with one hand, he looks left and right, expecting to see an airborne grasshopper or beetle, but the buzzing has stopped, and all is normal—sun-dappled bushes and vines beneath a canopy of tremulous beeches. No sooner does he resume his stroll than the buzzing starts up again. He lowers his journal a second time and finds Hannah looking right at him, blowing spit bubbles between her glossy lips, clearly very pleased with herself. “Look at you, you little silly!” he says, leaning over the carriage. “Aren’t you the most amazing songbird!” Lowering his face to within a dozen centimeters of hers, he attempts to imitate the noise she is making, but with no great success. Eventually his imitation evolves into “buh-buh-buh, buh-buh-buh.” Seeing her eyes widen with delight, he starts rocking his head forward and backward, saying, “buh-buh-buh” every time his nose is about to touch hers. Her happy smile grows ever broader as he continues this routine, until, all of a sudden, her mouth opens and she lets out a high-pitched, pulsating cry, which, after an astonished instant, he realizes is a laugh—the first laugh of her life! Utterly delighted and feeling so lucky to have witnessed this landmark (was it Aristotle who said a baby has no soul until its first laugh?), he slips his journal into his briefcase and repeats his routine again and again, her laugh growing ever more hearty and extended, until finally she is cackling helplessly. Günter senses a presence to his left and spots two men his own age, in homburgs and woolen three-piece suits (bank tellers on their lunch break?), looking at him with puzzled expressions. “My daughter is laughing!” he cries. “This is the first time! It’s just happened!” But the men seem to disapprove of his public display of enthusiasm, and they move on without a word. When he glances again at Hannah, she is clearly waiting for him to resume the funny game they have invented. And when he does, she laughs more heartily than ever. Günter pushes the carriage as fast as he can, continuing to raise and lower his head and go “buh-buh-buh,” hoping to keep her laughing until they are home and Josine can hear. How could that tiny chortle not fill her with joy? It’s the most beautiful sound in the world!

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Love is, of course, also known to inspire literal acts of self-destruction, and, perhaps paradoxically, this is when the emotion is most closely identified with virtue. Lovers are commonly willing to endure great hardship for their beloveds, and will sometimes be willing to die for them—although I suspect that this most radical form of self-erasure is generally the result of despair at having lost the person’s love. All parents make enormous sacrifices for their children, and no small number have gone to their deaths so that their offspring might survive. Likewise, many a soldier has given his life for love of country, and martyrs will happily go to the stake for love of God.”

MAURICE KATZENSTEIN gives Günter two tickets to The Adventures of the Good Soldier Svejk at the Theater am Nollendorfplatz, saying, “It’s meant to be very good. Funny. My son-in-law’s brother is putting it on. He’s very clever, I hear. A Communist. But I’m a bit too old for this sort of thing. You know, all that shouting! Politics! I thought you’d enjoy it more.” Günter knows nothing about the play, but he thinks a comedy might be just the thing for Josine, who, even though Hannah is now two, is still not quite her old self. Only once the two of them are actually sitting in the audience do they realize, from the excited chatter all around them, that this is the play’s opening night. Günter understands immediately what Katzenstein meant by “shouting”; the actors proclaim their lines as if they are all hucksters competing for the same crowd. But Günter has never seen a play remotely like this one. The actors and props (including a wheelchair) arrive and depart via a pair of conveyor belts, one upstage, the other down, while jarring line drawings and silent films are projected onto screens behind and beside the actors. There is so much to look at that it is almost dizzying, but also delightful. And the play, about a good-natured idiot who escapes from one jam after another during the Great War, is indeed hilarious. After the curtain falls, Günter and Josine trade accounts of their favorite scenes with the man sitting next to them. He turns out to be a critic, and invites them to the cast party backstage. The actors are as raucous in real life as they were when they were performing, although now the noise is mostly laughter and good-natured heckling, all fueled by the drinks everyone pours from a table crowded with bottles of beer, wine, and schnapps. As soon as Günter and Josine step through the door, she immediately spots someone she knows and hurries across the room. The critic pours Günter a glass of schnapps and then slips off to talk to a tall man with a dramatic effusion of wiry orange hair. Günter surveys the crowd, glass in hand, for several minutes, not spotting anyone he dares approach. But then he catches sight of a slight dark-haired man about his own age, whose thick eyebrows, spectacles, and downturned mouth make him seem thoughtful and shy. Günter walks over and asks the man what his connection to the play is. “Oh,” he says, seeming to find the question amusing, “I helped a bit with the script.” “Are you the playwright?” The man pinches his brow and smiles unhappily. “No, no. I just sorted hares from rabbits.” Günter is mildly affronted by the vagueness of this metaphor, but having noticed the man has a southern accent, he asks where he grew up. Augsburg, it turns out, which happens to be where Günter’s father went to university. The man responds to this bit of information only with silence. Günter spots Josine on the other side of the room, laughing at something said by the man she went over to. He is laughing, too, but, given the hank of thick black hair practically covering his left eye and the way he holds his cigar between his index and middle fingers, Günter concludes he is homosexual, so nothing to worry about.

“I don’t suppose,” Günter says to the man standing beside him, “that the fascists have much appreciation for this play.”

The man makes a barklike laugh. “I certainly hope not!”

“Have they given you any trouble?”

“I make a point of not being troubled by people I despise.”

“Excellent strategy!” says Günter.

Both men make mirthful grunts, but more to fill the silence than out of any amusement.

Seeing Josine making her way through the crowd, Günter holds out his hand and introduces himself.

“Brecht,” the man replies, shaking Günter’s hand.

“THAT WAS an absolutely fantastic evening!” Josine says as soon as they are in the taxi. “From start to finish! Thank you so much for thinking of it!” She kisses Günter on the cheek.

“It wasn’t my idea,” he says. “Katzenstein’s the one who deserves the thanks.”

“Well, please thank him when you see him! Tell him your wife loved the play!”

Günter smiles and squeezes her hand. There is a moment of silence.

“You’ll never guess whom I was talking to!” she says.

“Who?”

“Kurt Mayer!” The name means nothing to Günter.

“Lotte’s brother,” Josine says. “You remember Lotte? In Salzburg?”

“I thought you hated him.”

“No. Well, just that one time. I always liked him when we were kids. And he apologized the instant he saw me.”

“Good.”

“He knew he’d been terrible. He clearly felt awful.”

“Good.”

“Anyhow, he’s just moved to Berlin to join the Neue Kunst Theater company! He’s an actor. I’m so happy for him. He’s wanted to be an actor ever since he was a little boy.”

“That’s wonderful,” says Günter, though in a voice devoid of enthusiasm.

AFTER THE SUCCESS of Svejk, Günter and Josine make a point of going out together at least once a week. Sometimes they go to plays, sometimes to concerts or movies. But tonight, they have only had dinner at a celebrated French restaurant in Mitte, where they finished off many glasses of wine. As they head home in a cab, Josine looks straight at Günter, her eyes filled with a wicked mischief. She lifts herself slightly off the seat and pulls her skirt and slip up over her hips. She gives Günter another mischievous glance. As they pass a streetlight, he can see that she is not wearing underpants. “In the restaurant,” she says quietly, then reaches into her purse and pulls out a wadded-up ball of silk. Günter returns her smile but doesn’t say a word. She tucks her underwear back into her purse, then reaches over, tugs on Günter’s hand, and places it between her legs. She is extremely wet, although he is too far away to do more than slip the very tip of his middle finger into her. Shoving herself slightly closer, she says, “Don’t you just love the French language? Vichyssoise, saucisson—don’t you just love those words?”

“Bouillabaisse,” he says, sliding his finger deep inside her. “Crème brûlée. Just saying those words makes me hungry.”

“Mmm,” she says. “Me, too. I’m starving!”

The cab arrives. Günter pays. Josine laughs as he counts out bills, his fingers still glossy and slick from having just been inside her. Günter gives her a conspiratorial glance and has to hold back his own laugh. As he crosses the sidewalk toward their front door, he is literally trembling with desire. Josine leans up against him as he takes his keys from his pocket. And as he slips the key into the lock, he cups her buttock through her skirt with his other hand. He half noticed people walking down the sidewalk as the cab stopped, but he paid them no attention. Now he hears their footfalls just behind him, and one of them calling out, “Who’s the Jew?” Günter turns and sees three teenage boys staggering in a clump, probably drunker than he and Josine. “Who’s the Jew?” the biggest of them calls out again, then flings his arm around the neck of the smallest and gets him in a headlock.

“Stop it!” the smaller boy cries out.

“You’re the Jew, Bruno!” the biggest boy says. “You have to lick the sidewalk.”

“No!” cries Bruno as the bigger boy wrenches his head downward. “No! Stop it! I’m serious, Karl! Stop!”

Günter leaves the key in the lock and steps toward the boys, shouting, “Hey! Stop that!”

The boy called Karl ceases pushing Bruno down, but doesn’t let go of his neck. The third boy, who hasn’t said a word the whole time, just stands to one side, frightened, though it is not clear whether of Karl or Günter.

“I’m not doing anything!” Karl protests.

Günter, who is more than a head taller than the boy, steps right up to him and speaks in a low, firm voice. “I said let him go.”

Karl gives Bruno’s head a yank, as if to force him down again, but then lets go and steps away, saying, “I was only joking.”

Bruno lifts his head, rubbing his neck and sniffling—maybe he has been crying.

“That was not a joke!” Günter tells Karl. “That was disgusting! What makes you think you can treat Jews like that?”

“It is a joke!” Karl insists in a childish whine. “He’s not even Jewish. Right, Bruno? Tell him! Tell him you’re not a kike!”

Bruno gives his friend a hard stare, then speaks in a thick, off-key voice—clearly, he has been crying. “He’s right. I’m not Jewish. It was just a joke.”

Günter looks Bruno straight in the eyes and speaks softly. “Is that really true? Tell me.”

“Yes,” says Bruno, the tears now gone from his voice. “I’m not Jewish. I hate Jews!”

Günter steps backward and waves his hand at the boys. “Get out of here! I don’t ever want to see any of you again!”

They also take a step backward, and then, making derisive noises, turn and walk away, all three of them laughing.

Josine is still standing by the front door, holding the knuckles of both hands against her mouth.

“That was horrible,” he says.

“Yes,” she replies. “You all right?”

Günter turns the key in the lock. The door opens. “What a bunch of shits!” he says, then steps into the dark foyer.

Josine follows.
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IT IS MARCH 1931. Günter is thirty-nine. Josine is a month away from thirty-three. Hannah is four. Josine has been sick with pneumonia for two months, the first three weeks of which she spent in a sanitarium, where she slept in an oxygen tent and was treated with a serum created by incubating her sputum in the body of a mouse. Nine days after she returned home, her fever spiked to 40.3 and her coughing became so bad (to Günter, it sounded like nothing so much as the ripping of already lacerated lung membranes) that Dr. Löwendorf told him, in a low voice at Josine’s bedside, that she had to return to the sanitarium immediately. “No!” she cried, startling both men, who had assumed she was asleep. “I’d rather die!” Dr. Löwendorf argued with her. So did Günter. But she was implacable “I’m getting better,” she said. “I can feel it. The crisis has already passed.” And, indeed, the following morning her temperature was 38.4, where it remained, with minor fluctuations, for the next two and a half weeks. She couldn’t read. She spent her days lying on her back, looking up at the ceiling, sometimes turning her head and gazing blankly out the window, though daylight bothered her eyes. She was so weak that she had to hold Günter’s hand to make it to and from the toilet. Taking a bath was impossible. At night, after he had put Hannah to bed, Günter would spread a towel beside Josine, help her roll on top of it, and wash her body with a sponge that he would dip into a bowl of warm soapy water. Herta and Josef were married now and had moved from Hamburg to Berlin. They were childless. Herta visited Josine every day to make lunch for her and to read to her from Frankfurter Zeitung and Die Rote Fahne. “I don’t understand a single word of those papers,” Josine told Günter. “I’m afraid my brain is damaged.”

“No, no, no,” he said. “Don’t worry. It’s just that you are still not getting enough oxygen. But you’re improving. Soon you will be back to normal.”

“I am worried,” she said. “I don’t like this. I don’t like it at all.”

Günter was worried, too. He didn’t say anything. He was waiting for her temperature to spike again. He smiled. He patted her hand. Hannah was not allowed into the room with her mother. But every day after school, Günter put a surgical mask on her, placed a chair for her outside the bedroom door, and left her to talk to Josine while he prepared dinner. During the whole of Josine’s illness and convalescence, Günter reverted to the routines of the first months of Hannah’s life. He shopped, cooked dinner and breakfast every day during the week, and lunch, too, on the weekends. He also took Hannah to school weekday mornings, while Frau Lichtenberg picked her up and looked after her with her own children until Günter got home from work at seven-thirty. He slept on the couch, but never long enough. He woke from bad dreams every night at one and at fourthirty, and was out of bed at six, feeling his exhaustion as a hot pressure on his eyes and temples and as a lead bar in his brain, blocking thought. Every day he worried that he would come down with pneumonia. But finally the lacerated-flesh sound went out of Josine’s coughing. She appeared in the bedroom doorway, smiling, and walked, entirely on her own, to and from the toilet and bathroom. She could dress herself. She could take baths. When Günter and Hannah got home each evening, she was sitting in the parlor, listening to the radio, a book on her knees. And now she is standing beside the apartment’s front door, wearing two sweaters, a long woolen skirt, a coat, boots, hat, and scarf. Günter is hatless but is wearing his sports jacket and overcoat. It is Saturday morning, and he is taking Josine outside for the first time since she returned from the hospital. He tells Hannah to stay in the parlor, where she is sitting over a copy of Struwwelpeter, half trying to read, half pretending, but mainly looking at the pictures. (Why does he have fingers like tree roots?) “Mama wants to go out and breathe the fresh air,” Günter says. “We’ll be back in fifteen minutes. Don’t move.” They descend the stairs and exit the street door. Josine takes a breath of fresh air and coughs three times, but they are only ordinary coughs. She rolls her fist in front of her mouth and breathes slowly. There are tears in her eyes. “This is good,” she says. “I’m just not used to it.” The temperature is only just above freezing, the sky is a deep translucent blue, and cloudless. Günter can sense the vast, dark universe behind the shell of illuminated air. He and Josine link arms. By the time they reach the small park around the corner, she is leaning against him, her footsteps shorter than her feet are long. “Do you want to go back?” he asks. “No, I’m fine.” She nods toward a bench. “I just need to rest.” They sit side by side, as they did in the park behind Votivkirche seven years ago. Günter remembers her newness and mystery then, how her every word, expression, and gesture could send electric jolts through his body that were equal parts joy, desire, and fear. Now she exists within a cloud of memories and associations that softens her and makes most things she says and does entirely predictable. She still has her mystery, though. What had once seemed raw and vulnerable now seems the hard core in which she preserves secrets she will never reveal to him. And she still has her particular beauty. Even now, her skin pallid, her eyes and cheeks hollowed by months of illness, she still possesses that soulful dignity made just slightly comic by her off-kilter chin. She takes a deep breath. “I’m happy!” she says.

“I am, too.” He takes her hand, pats it, and wonders if they might make love tonight, for the first time since she fell ill.

“God! How I’ve hated being locked up. It was like being dead. For weeks and weeks, I was more dead than alive.”

He sighs heavily. “I was very afraid for a while there.”

“I know. I’m sorry.” She lifts his hand to her lips and kisses it.

“Don’t think about it. It’s not your fault. What could you have done?”

“But still. You’ve been so good to me. I know I didn’t always show it, but I appreciated it.” She kisses his cheek. “Really. So much!”

“In some ways this has been a good time. I mean, before—” He looks into her eyes. “Before things were … Things are better now.”

Her eyes dart away. “Yes. They are.” She doesn’t look back.

“That’s something to be grateful for.”

She is still not looking at him. “Yes, it is.” She extracts her hand from his. “Listen, let’s go back. I’m getting worried about Hanni.”

“Right!” He stands, and so does she. They link arms again and walk back to their building without talking.

GÜNTER WALKS up the sidewalk, briefcase in hand. The sky is overcast, the invisible sun nearly down. Gloom is accumulating, and it seems as if all the things of this earth are sucking the scant remaining light into themselves, creating a bleak and beautiful dimness. The central passage of his building is illuminated by a single lightbulb, shedding an ocher glow and creating looming shadows. He knocks at a door on his left, which is opened by Frau Lichtenberg, a small, sturdy woman with a newly lit cigarette between her lips. She rocks her head back and blows a stream of smoke toward the ceiling. “One second,” she says as she turns to fetch Hannah from the central garden, but then she turns back, squinting at him as if in response to an insult. “I hope Frau Zeitz hasn’t taken a turn for the worse.”

“No,” says Günter, mildly astonished. “She’s almost better. Better every day, in fact!”

Frau Lichtenberg continues to squint at him as she takes another drag of her cigarette.

“Why do you ask?” he says.

“Only because the doctor is always coming.”

“The doctor?”

“Yes. Every day. In the afternoon.”

“Oh.” Günter can’t make sense of what Frau Lichtenberg is saying. He has continued to have her pick up Hannah from school because Josine is still weak after her illness, but she is not truly ill … not so ill that she … needs … He aborts this train of thought by speaking. “That’s not the doctor. That’s—” He glances at his feet. “Someone else.”

Frau Lichtenberg’s squint yields to an open-eyed expression of somber recognition. “Ah,” she says in a low, neutral voice. “Well, good.”

While Frau Lichtenberg fetches Hannah, Günter feels a complex of insistent emotions building up inside him. He doesn’t know what to do with them. He decides to do nothing. He will wait.

IT IS 8 MAY 1932. Hannah will turn six in three days. She is sitting beside her father in the plush seat of the Unter den Linden State Opera, wearing a pale blue dress with puffy sleeves and a full skirt. She calls it her “princess dress.” Her coffee-black hair is in stiff ropelike braids, which brush her shoulders every time she shifts her head. She keeps turning around in her seat and getting up onto her knees so that she can look at the people filling the seats in the three levels of balcony behind her. “My dear Hanni,” her father says to her. “Remember your promise to be a young lady.” The little girl is not paying attention. “The opera is not a place for children,” he says. “So, if you want to be here, you have to behave like a young lady.” She is too fascinated by all the well-dressed men and women swarming onto the balconies to have heard even one word he has said. The air is filled with that breathy murmuring that is actually composed of hundreds of small exclamations of greeting, humor, and excitement as people settle into their seats. It is possible Hannah is the only small child in the huge room. Günter surveys the heads massed in front of him and the people sitting and standing in the boxes. He sees three adolescent girls and one boy, but otherwise the audience consists entirely of adults, at least half of them silver-haired. No doubt the people around him are irritated that he has brought such a small child. A month ago, Günter presented Josine with two tickets to Der Rosenkavalier as a birthday gift, but the day before yesterday, Josef called to say that their mother was dying of ovarian cancer. Josine and her brother took a train to Hamburg that very night, and she saw her parents for the first time since before she’d fled home for Vienna. Günter had intended simply to forgo the opera, but the thought of spending the night alone at home with Hannah took on such a weighty sorrow over the course of the day that, after picking her up at Frau Lichtenberg’s, he gave her a supper of cheese and bread, hurried her into her “princess dress” and then a cab. Now he is presented with the complex task of getting an overexcited five-year-old to behave, but without provoking her to tears of righteous fury. “Oh, look!” he says. “One of the singers just peeked out through the curtains! The opera is about to begin!” In fact, no one has peeked through the curtains, but the stratagem has its desired effect. Hannah turns around and sits down in her chair. If Günter can distract her by talking, perhaps she will stay in her seat and be calm enough to watch the opera. “Everybody is going to be jealous that you have seen Der Rosenkavalier! I’m sure none of your friends have been to the opera. I bet even Fräulein Goretsky hasn’t seen an opera.”

Hannah looks up at him with her large green eyes and says, “I don’t want to go to school anymore.”

“What!” he exclaims. “Don’t be silly! What would you do if you didn’t go to school?” But then he notices the unusual seriousness of her gaze and the melancholy pucker of her rosy lips. “Why don’t you want to go to school?”

“Am I a Jew?” she asks.

A falsely mirthful expression of surprise comes onto his face. “Why are you asking such a question?”

“Fräulein Goretsky says I’m a Jew.”

“Well, Fräulein Goretsky is a ridiculous person!” Hannah takes this assertion in, but Günter is not sure whether it comforts or disturbs her. “In fact,” he tells her, “you are not any religion. It is true that Mama’s mother and father are Jews. And my mother and father are Christians. But Mama and I don’t believe in God, or in religion, so we are not anything. And you are not anything, either.”

“Am I Catholic?”

“No,” he says. “But if you want to be Catholic when you grow up, you can do that. Or you can be Protestant. Oma is Protestant. And Opa is Catholic. Or you can be Jewish like Mama’s parents. Or you can just be nothing, like us.”

“I don’t want to be Jewish.”

“Why not?”

“Because Jews always have to go to the end of the line at lunchtime.”

Just as Hannah is making this statement, the lights in the theater dim and the audience goes quiet—except for the old man and woman behind Günter, who make reproving grunts, clearly aimed at Hannah (or in response to their discussion?). Günter puts his finger to his lips. Hannah sits up straight in her seat, her hands folded in her lap. Halfway through the overture, she leans her head against his upper arm. Not long afterward, her head lolls forward, then jerks back up. He slips his arm out from under her head and puts it across her shoulder, drawing her closer so that she can rest her head against his ribs. By the end of the overture, she is fast asleep and doesn’t wake until the opera is over. Günter thought that the lively music and silly story about the triumph of instantaneous love would lift his spirits, but instead he is disgusted by Hofmannsthal’s facile and implausible plot and the fatuous emotionality of Strauss’s music. In this dark room filled with breathing bodies and assaulted by unnatural vocalization, he feels that love is too mysterious and important to be addressed through such banality, and that works like this are not harmless fun, but a corrosion of the soul and a cheapening of human intercourse in every form. But most of his thoughts concern what Hannah has just told him. If Fräulein Goretsky really is making the Jewish students wait until the Christians have been served before getting their lunch, he is going to give her a strict talking-to. It is not tolerable that the platitudes of heinous politicians should be given credence in the classroom. And how is it that Fräulein Goretsky even knows Hannah is Jewish, or half Jewish? Has somebody told her? Why would anyone say such a thing? As soon as this question comes to mind, Günter realizes it is the wrong one. The real question is how could so many apparently intelligent people have buckled under to the rhetoric of this heinous thug—a question that evokes no response apart from an unsettling amalgam of contempt, incredulity, and terror. In the middle of Sophie and Octavian’s final love duet, he feels his whole life collapsing.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “Half an hour ago, while I was waiting for the long-faced clerk at Räume’s to find me a tin of brown shoe polish, it came to me in a flash that my idea of love as a spectrum is completely false. No love ever occupies a single place upon a spectrum, but always multiple places simultaneously. Not only does even the most strengthening love have its bad moments and negative aspects but the very fact that it makes us happy and strong simultaneously makes us dependent on it, and so both weaker (in our dependency) and more vulnerable to pain (at the loss of, or just fear of losing, this love we can’t do without). And, of course, as has been the theme of countless melodramas, love’s very ability to make us feel deliriously happy and alive can lead us to destroy everything good in our own lives and in those of the people who love us, and that is true even when the love in question is a ‘good’ love. So rather than seeing love as a spectrum running from good to bad, it would be better to see it as a swirling cloud through which we are constantly moving without ever knowing where we actually are.”

GÜNTER IS SITTING on the toilet, bent over and reaching into the small cabinet where the spare toilet paper is stored. As he pulls out a roll, a glass, resting on the paper’s loose end, topples to the tile floor but, miraculously, does not break. He picks it up. An ordinary water glass. How did that get into the cabinet? He sniffs it and detects a faint but astringent odor—some sort of cleaning fluid, perhaps. But why in a water glass? And why was the glass hidden? When he has fastened his trousers and flushed, he picks up the glass and sniffs it again. Definitely cleaning fluid. He carries it to the kitchen and puts it in the sink. A couple of days later, it occurs to him to check the cabinet again, and he finds another glass, but this one carefully hidden behind stacked toilet paper. Again, he sniffs. The same astringent odor. He opens the cabinet above the toilet, finds a bottle of toilet cleaner, and twists its cap off: the exact same smell—but strong enough to burn his nostrils. His heartbeat accelerates. His fingertips sweat. He puts the bottle back into the cabinet and the glass where he found it. That night, when Josine uses the toilet, he uses it right after her. The glass is dry, the astringent odor almost undetectable. He puts it back. In the morning, he once more goes into the toilet immediately after his wife. This time there is a thin layer of greenish fluid at the bottom of the glass. The following morning, when Josine sees him walk out of the toilet with the glass in his hand, she looks as if she has been slapped. She and Hannah are at the dining room table, measuring Hannah’s doll, Fräulein Bunny, for a ball gown that Josine has promised to make. Günter doesn’t speak, only lifts the glass as if making a toast, then goes into the kitchen and puts it into the sink. A few minutes later, he is sitting on their bed, tying his shoes. Josine comes into the room and closes the door. “What was that supposed to mean?”

Günter pulls the knot tight and sits up. “I’m just wondering if you would like to talk.”

“About what?”

“Whatever seems significant to you.”

She sighs impatiently. “What are you being so mysterious about?”

“I think you know.”

She doesn’t respond. She only faces him, her rust brown eyes twitching right and left, as if she is searching for an escape.

“The glass,” he says at last. “This isn’t the first time I’ve found it.”

“This is nonsense!” she says. “I have no idea what you’re talking about!”

“Mama! Mama!” Hannah is banging on the door. “Where’s my shoe?” Günter will take her to school in ten minutes.

“Let’s talk tonight,” he says, standing up and buttoning his waistcoat.

“I can’t believe this!” says Josine. “You’re treating me like a criminal!”

She leaves the room, slamming the door behind her.

DINNER IS POT ROAST and cabbage, cooked by Josine. The meat is splintery and dry, but Günter says it is delicious. Josine is worried about the upcoming elections. Günter says, “He’s an utter barbarian, but I’m begining to think we’ve been more worried about him than we need to be”

“I don’t know,” says Josine.

“He rants like a street-corner maniac. Nothing he says makes sense. I can’t believe he’ll win a majority anywhere outside of Bavaria.”

“But so many people are unemployed! Millions!”

“He’s got no economic plan,” says Günter. “He blames everything on the Jews, which is sheer nonsense. And he is alienating the British and the Americans.”

Josine shakes her head and half groans. “I don’t know.”

“Who’s Hitler?” says Hannah.

“A bad man,” says Josine.

“You know Charlie Chaplin?” says Günter. “That funny little man with the mustache?”

Hannah smiles.

“He’s like Charlie Chaplin, only real, and not as funny,” says Günter.

“He’s a very bad man,” says Josine.

“And a very bad man,” says Günter. “And a sick man. He’s a man who is so filled with hate, it has made him sick. But he’s also a fool, so we don’t have to worry about him.”

While Josine puts Hannah to bed, Günter does the dishes. He hears music from the radio in the parlor. At first, he thinks it is Beethoven, but then realizes it is Brahms—the First Symphony, a piece that usually makes him feel as if he is drifting on the tranquil surges of a full river in springtime. But not now. He dries his hands and leaves the kitchen. Josine is sitting on the couch beside the radio with a fat book in her lap—Anna Karenina. She has been reading it for the last week—or rereading it, as she has read it twice before. Günter sits in the chair opposite her. “So?” he says. She acts as if he is not even in the room. He drawls her name out mournfully to indicate disappointment. Without looking up from her book, she says, “What?”

“I’m just wondering what you have been thinking.”

Now she is looking at him, her eyes fierce dots. “This is ridiculous! I can’t talk to you when you are like this.” She looks back down at her book. She seems to be attempting to swallow a powerful emotion.

“I’m only worried,” he says, “that you are caught up in another—” He doesn’t finish.

She closes her book, marking her place with a coaster. The fierceness of her gaze has been mitigated by uncertainty. “This is absurd,” she says, more to herself than to him.

Günter waits for her to continue, and when she doesn’t, he says softly, “Josi, look, I know what you have been drinking every morning, and I think it would be good for you to talk about it.”

“You don’t know anything!”

“Yes, I do.” He is leaning forward, elbows on his knees, and speaking emphatically, but still in a soft voice. “I know that it is a poison. And that if you keep it up, you’ll make yourself very ill.”

Josine frowns, her lips so tightly clenched, they are crinkled and yellow. She says nothing.

Günter says, “I also know how hard the last couple of years have been. Your illness. Being trapped in the house. And, of course, with so much to worry about, there would be nothing to stop your mind from going into its obsessive circles.”

“That’s not it.”

“All right.” He straightens his shoulders. “What is it, then?”

She is silent for a long while, looking as if she has been overtaken by deep grief. But when she speaks, it is with taut fury, her consonants snapping in the air. “I’m sick and tired of living in this cramped apartment, where we can’t even turn around without bumping into something.”

“But Josine—”

“Don’t get started with that again!” Her voice is loud. She flings her book—wham!—onto the table.

“Oh, come on. You know we can’t—”

“Yes, we can! We can easily afford a three-bedroom in Mitte or Charlottenburg. Or a four-bedroom. We could have enough room for you to have a study. And for a maid. And a dining room big enough to have real dinner parties.”

Günter huffs in frustration. “But you know I can’t take your money. My job is to provide for you and—”

“Who says that’s your job? What kind of nonsense is that? You’re just talking about your own pride! Your job is to make your wife and child happy. And why do you think we should be happy living in this pig barn, when it would be nothing for us to move into a truly beautiful apartment or even a whole house?”

“But Josine!”

She stands up. “If you don’t care enough about us to sacrifice your pride, then I’ll take Hanni and find us the sort of apartment we actually deserve to live in.”

She picks up Anna Karenina, strides out of the parlor and into the bedroom. The door slams. Brahms’s symphony has reached its third movement, which Günter can’t help hearing as a saccharine homage to Beethoven’s “Ode to Joy.” He twists the radio off so violently, the knob pops into the air. He sits with his head in his hands and breathes heavily. On the waxed walnut floorboards, the knob looks like an ivory nose. He leans over, picks it up, and slips it onto its brass core, then goes to the cabinet against the far wall and pours himself a glass of schnapps. A little later, he returns for a second glass. Later still, he undresses in the toilet, carries his clothes into his dark bedroom, drapes them across a chair, and carefully slides under the covers beside his wife. Just as he is falling asleep, he feels her fingers twitching on his thigh. “Günter,” she says in a sleep-deepened voice.

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not going to leave you. I was just angry. I didn’t mean a word of that.”

“Good,” he says. “Good. Thank you.”

“And I have been drinking toilet cleaner. But I am going to stop. I promise.”

And she does stop.

“BUT HE’S A LAUGHABLE anachronism!” says Günter, a silver fork in one hand, a knife in the other, and a half-chewed bite of potato lodged in his cheek.

“Not so laughable,” says Herta.

“And not so anachronistic,” says Josef.

Günter tongues the potato into the center of his mouth, chews, takes a sip of his wine.

Josef says, “They’ve just gotten forty percent of the vote, and he’s the most important politician in the country now. Hindenburg’s the anachronism! A ghost!” Josef is the millionaire son of a millionaire. He spends his days managing the American division of his father’s shipping empire, and yet he has a bookshelf in his study entirely devoted to the works of Marx, Engels, Lenin, and Trotsky. Photos of all four men are interspersed among the photos of his parents and grandparents on the wall behind his desk. Günter likes Josef. He is passionate, informed, and funny, and has an intelligence equal to his sister’s, though without her neuroses. But still, he is afflicted by an all-too-German incapacity to recognize incompatible loyalties, so not someone to be taken entirely seriously.

“He’s a troglodyte!” says Günter. “His entire program is based upon lies, so it is guaranteed to fail. Just because his rhetoric appeals to the more credulous members of the Protestant petit bourgeoisie doesn’t mean he knows how to get factory workers jobs or help farmers produce enough to feed the nation. And if he ever follows through on these antisemitic proclamations of his, the nation will be engulfed in chaos. There’ll be rioting in the streets. A stock market crash worse than anything we’ve already seen. People won’t stand for it!”

Josine is being strangely silent. When she notices Günter glance at her, she gives him a quick, nauseated smile, then reaches across the table for the wine and refills her glass.

“What worries me,” says Herta, “is the SA.”

“They’re a gang of thugs!” says Günter.

“They may be thugs,” says Herta, “but they could well be the beginning of a revolutionary army.”

“But that’s just what I’m talking about,” says Günter. “If the only way the Nazis can stay in power is through brutality, that completely undermines their legitimacy. People won’t stand for such treatment.”

“Perhaps they won’t have a choice,” says Josine.

“Right,” says her brother.

Josine holds her glass crookedly in front of her mouth with the fingertips of both hands, and so loosely that it looks as if it will drop. Her eyes, turned toward Günter, are somber, tired, unfocused. “You’re assuming that people will have the freedom of will,” she says. “Or freedom, I mean. That people will have the power to—you know, that they’ll actually be able to do something. And I’m not sure you can say that.” Her expression grows increasingly pained as she talks. Finally, she looks at her glass, puts it down on the table, then picks it up again, takes a sip, and puts it back down.

“What I think Josine means,” says Josef, “is that for the Nazis, this is a revolution, and revolutionaries make a point of crushing their opposition. Crushing it absolutely.”

“Yes,” says Josine.

Josef continues: “And if you are dead, in jail, or just terrified, there’s not much that you can actually do to oppose whoever wields the power.”

Günter is tempted to chide his brother-in-law for his support of Communist brutality in the Soviet Union, but he decides not to. Yet again, he feels the blend of irritation and anxiety that contaminates large parts of almost every day now, the one emotion stemming from his desire to crush Hitler, the other from his fear that the Führer is unstoppable. “Well, we’re just going to have to hope that doesn’t happen,” he says. “And do all we can to be sure it doesn’t.”

“Well, yes,” says Josef. He makes a small noise in his throat, indicating that he has something significant to say, but then remains silent, as does everyone else at the table.

After a long moment, Herta says, “Are you going to tell them?”

Josef hesitates, then says, “You do it.”

“Well,” she says, “it is just that Josef is making preliminary arrangements to move his office to New York, which is the home port of the American fleet. We’re not sure it’s going to happen yet. And if it does, it will be temporary.”

“We hope,” says Josef.

“Yes, we hope it will be temporary.”

“But if it should turn out not to be …” says Josef. “That is, if things should turn out so bad here that it would not make sense to return … Well, then, if you would like, we would be in a good position to help both of you come to America, too. And Hanni of course.”

At these words, Günter feels a sudden sinking in his stomach. He has no idea whether Josef and Herta are being paranoid or wise, but either way, their news fills him with sorrow and dread. He opens his mouth to speak but doesn’t know what to say.

ON THE WAY home in the cab, Josine seems to share Günter’s uncertainty about her brother and sister-in-law’s plans. “Josef’s a bit hysterical,” she says. “His reactions to things are always extreme. Which is why he is drawn to the Communists. They, you know, took dramatic action.”

“And killed millions of people,” says Günter.

“Yes. They killed a lot of people.” But after that, Josine says she doesn’t want to talk. She has a headache, she says. She is tired. Günter thinks she is only drunk. The ride passes silently. They are home, undressing for bed. Josine sits in a chair to take off her shoes, breathing heavily, as if the task requires great effort. When her shoes are side by side on the floor, she takes a deep breath and says, “Günter, I have something to tell you.”

Günter is sitting on the bed, one shoe in his hand, the other still on but untied. He looks at his wife, thinking he knows what she is going to say, but then thinking maybe he doesn’t. Later on, it will be impossible for him to determine whether he knew or he didn’t.

“I thought I needed more time,” she says, “but there is no point. I’ve made up my mind.” Her mouth remains open, but no sound comes out.

Günter waits, then speaks. “Just say it.”

She takes another deep breath. “I’m in love with someone else.”

Günter looks at her a long time, trying to determine from her expression whether he has heard her correctly. Eventually, he utters one short syllable: “Who?”

“Kurt.”

Günter’s head is whirling. Briefly the room is obscured by a hurtling darkness. Kurt. Kurt Mayer. Lotte Mayer’s brother, the one who showed up so unexpectedly when Josine went to visit Lotte in Salzburg, and whom Josine said she hated, but who then turned up at that play about Svejk, and taught that acting class Josine took when Hannah was two. Bony-faced. Gray streaks in his black hair. Older than Günter. Maybe fifty. Unmarried. “That faggot?”

“Don’t,” says Josine. “That’s beneath you.”

“Sorry.” He takes off his other shoe. Tosses it into the corner. Looks down at his feet in their black socks. He takes a deep breath. “How long?”

“From the very beginning.”

“Oh.”

“I tried to stop. We both did. We called it off many times. But I was so depressed when I didn’t see him. I couldn’t stand it. It was bad for my health.”

“Are you saying you got pneumonia because you couldn’t see him?”

“Yes. Maybe. I don’t know.” She stands, steps hurriedly toward the door, then turns around abruptly, her face crumpled in pain. “I’ve never loved anyone the way I love him.” She puts her hand to her mouth. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

Günter looks at his wobbling reflection in the dark window, then down at his feet. “That’s all right. I need to know it.”

“I loved you, too. I still love you. But it’s different. I loved you because … I don’t know. It seemed right. Good. But with Kurt, it’s like we’re the same person. We both felt it. From the first time we set eyes on each other.” She stops. “I’m sorry.”

Günter feels nothing at all. His body has gone rigid. “So he’s the one?” he says.

Josine is silent. He looks over at her. Her eyes are wide, glinting. Her mouth is open, the corners turned down, in the manner of the classical mask of tragedy.

“The one who came here,” Günter says.

Josine remains silent but seems perplexed.

“Frau Lichtenberg asked me about him after your illness. She asked if you had suffered a relapse. Because there was a doctor coming. Every afternoon.”

“She said that?”

“Yes.”

“That’s so strange.”

“Why?”

“Because she knows him. She’s known him for years.”

Now Günter is the one who doesn’t understand.

“I’ve been paying her,” says Josine. “Not … I mean when Hannah—” She doesn’t complete her sentence. “To keep quiet. I’ve been paying her the whole time.”

“Shit!” Günter looks at his feet again, lifts both his big toes, then presses them down. “I’ve been living an imaginary life.”

“I’m sorry, Günter.” Josine is sitting beside him on the bed. One hand gripping the other, both plunged between her knees, her face gnarled with sorrow. And something else.

“So, what are you really saying?” asks Günter.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re not confessing this great love merely for my edification. So, what does all this really mean?”

“Oh.” Josine stands, goes back to the chair where she was taking off her shoes, and sits down. Once again she plunges her clasped hands between her knees. “Well, I guess you already know.”

“Say it.”

Tears come into her eyes. Günter suddenly thinks that she is the most beautiful woman he has ever seen, that he loves her more than he would have thought possible.

“He wants to marry me. We already have an apartment where we both can live. And Hanni.” Her face goes red. She begins to blubber.

Günter leaps across the space between them, throws his arms around her. “Don’t worry, my love. It’s all right. It’s all right.” He kisses her neck. Her cheek. She puts her arms around him and lets out a cry of grief. He kisses her lips, and for a while she kisses him back. Then she turns her head and pushes him away.

“No. We can’t give in to sentimentality.”

Günter is on one knee in front of her, the other foot flat on the floor. “It’s not sentimentality. We can’t help ourselves.”

She pushes him aside, stands, and takes a step way. “Yes, it is! It’s stupid. There’s no point. There’s nothing between us anymore. Tomorrow I am taking Hannah, and I am moving in with him. That’s all there is to it. I will allow you to visit Hannah on weekends. And sometimes you can take her to stay with you. But there will be nothing else between us. Our marriage ended years ago.”
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IT IS 15 JULY 1932, a Friday, nine days since Josine and Hannah moved out. Günter is standing in a dim hallway in front of a closed apartment door. Pale light passes under the door, transforming the dings, declivities, grit, and dust of the threshold into a centimeter-wide lunar landscape. From deep within the apartment, Hannah calls out, “No!” Nearer and louder, Josine says, “Just this once!” After a period during which Günter hears only the noises from neighboring apartments, Kurt Mayer says something that sounds like “Is this my last motor bucket?” Günter knows he has to knock on the door. But he can’t.…

Not yet …

Not yet …

Not yet …

TWO DAYS PASS. Günter and Hannah are standing outside the door. As the lock clicks, Hannah flings her arm behind her father’s back and presses her head against his belly. She squeezes him and lets him go. The door is open, Mayer standing just inside. Skeletal. Dark hollows beneath his eyes. A faint smile on his lips. His hair mostly gray. He glances at Günter, then at the floor. His faint smile fades. Hannah steps away from her father without giving him a glance or saying a word. As she slips past Mayer, he lifts his hand to give the side of her head a light caress. Mayer is smiling again. Faintly. Awkwardly. “I hope you both had a good time,” he says. It is all Günter can do to keep from punching him. “Bye, Hanni!” She doesn’t respond. He hears her footsteps recede into the apartment. The door closes.

11 NOVEMBER 1932. Gert Hausmann, a plumber and Communist Party member, is lying on his back on Günter’s kitchen floor, his head under the sink. “He’s finished!”

“You think so?” says Günter.

“It’s a done deal!” Hausmann twists his torso to one side so that he can peer out at Günter with one eye. “What did they lose since the last election—three million, four million votes? And now he has to do the bidding of the conservatives. Hindenburg’s a criminal, but he’s no fool. Hitler’s done for!”

WATER IS SPILLING in long, sheer blades through a crack in the ceiling and, as it hits the floor of Günter’s bedroom, it makes a noise such as might be made by the random strumming of angel harps, although at times it seems like a voice—singing, or crying. Perhaps the voice belongs to the pink hairless monkey Günter sees out the window in a bare tree, brilliantly illuminated in the midst of total darkness. The monkey’s chest is heaving, but sometimes it seems not to have a mouth. If the monkey is making the noise, then the monkey is speaking, for the noise consists of words, or rather one word repeated over and over again—although Günter can’t tell what that word is. But then he can: Papa!—emphatically. “Papa! Papa! Papa!” He is sitting up in bed, and from the far end of the apartment, he hears Hannah calling in terror. As he leaps to the floor, the middle toe on his right foot gets caught in a sheet and is wrenched so violently to the side that a burning pain shoots through his entire body. The toe is broken. He knows it! Broken! Except it hardly hurts as he runs through the apartment, so maybe it isn’t broken. As he passes through the kitchen, his knee slams a chair back, and the intense pain all but hobbles him. Shit! What am I doing to myself? Why does this always happen? Hannah is still crying for him over and over when he enters her room. “Hanni! Love! What’s the matter?”

“Papa! Papa! Papa!”

He extends his hands into the cloud of darkness over her bed, his fingers colliding with hers. She clenches them, knotting her fingers with his, and pulls him down toward her. “I had a dream!” she says. “It was so scary!” As he falls to his knees beside her bed, sharp pains shoot up from his right knee and middle toe. He cries out and lifts his right leg so that his foot is flat on the floor and both toe and knee are relieved of painful pressure. “Papa’s here,” he says. “Everything’s all right. Papa’s here. You don’t have to worry.” Hannah still clutches the fingers of his left hand, but his right hand is free to stroke her hair and squeeze her upper arm. He kisses her forehead. “I’m here, little mouse.”

“It was so scary,” she says. “There was a lady. I was in an old house. And there was a lady. It was dark. She was outside the door, looking at me. She had a raincoat on and she just kept looking at me! I wanted her to go away, but she wouldn’t. She just stood there, looking right at me!”

Günter is interested in the static nature of this nightmare. It has only one decision point: the woman’s appearance. “Did she do anything?” he asks.

“No. She just looked at me. It was so scary!” Hannah flips out from under her covers and throws her arms around him. She is sobbing. “I hated it!”

“It’s all right, my sweetest, my love.” He eases her back down onto the bed and pulls the covers over her. “I’m here! Your papa’s here. Everything is fine. I’ll stay with you until you fall back asleep.”

“No!” she cries. “Don’t go! Don’t go!”

“Don’t worry. I’ll stay. I’ll stay as long as you need me to.”

“Don’t go,” she says, her voice already breathy, as if she is half-asleep. He pulls the desk chair over to her bed so that he can sit there without putting weight on either of his knees, or his throbbing toe. He lets her clutch his hand in her two hot and sweaty ones. She seems to fall asleep instantly, but every time he attempts to extract his hand from hers, her grip tightens. He sits in the darkness for more than an hour, his back aching, both feet growing icecold. He is desperate to return to his own bed. But at the same time, he is filled with love for his little girl, and is so happy that he can comfort her and perform this little vigil for her benefit. In the morning, he asks her to tell him the whole story of her dream, but all she remembers is that a lady was looking at her. “Young? Old?” Günter asks. Hannah doesn’t remember.

THE PHONE RINGS. It is Josine. “I know what happened,” she says.

“What?” he says.

“She told me.”

“What?”

“She’s traumatized. It frightens her, being with you.”

“What are you talking about?” he says.

“She has nightmares. She can’t sleep. She told me all about it.”

“She’s a child! Children have nightmares. We all have nightmares.”

“She’s traumatized,” Josine says. “Ever since she came back, she’s been running around the apartment, breaking things. She can’t sleep. She’s afraid of you. Afraid to go to your house.”

“Josine,” he says. “What’s the matter? Has something happened?”

A long moment of silence. “Stop patronizing me! You have to face the facts! Your daughter is frightened of you.”

“Josine, are you actually listening to what you are saying?”

Silence.

“You know Hannah,” says Günter. “You know me. How can you possibly say what you’re saying?”

“Stop trying to turn this around. It’s you she’s frightened of. I’m not having my daughter go anywhere that makes her afraid.”

Now Günter is the silent one. As their marriage deteriorated over the last seven years, a host of explanations passed through his mind and sometimes crowded it all at once: that he is the victim of Josine’s displaced rage at her unloving father; that because she had so little love in her childhood, she finds anyone who loves her contemptible; that he is, in fact, contemptible, an abject failure as an analyst and theoretician; or simply that, over time, Josine has come to behave ever more like the rich girl she is—one whose parents gave her anything money could buy, though never what she most wanted and needed. But what she is saying now sounds delusional. Could she be drunk? Or do her charges signify a transformation of her mental life, the emergence, perhaps, of psychosis? Günter cuts this suspicion off at the root. He is angry. He can’t let his anger warp his judgment.

“Call her to the phone,” Günter says.

“There’s no point in your speaking to her.”

“I don’t want to speak to her. I want you to ask her, where I can hear, if she wants to come visit me. If she says no, well, fine. She doesn’t have to come this weekend. And then we’ll see how she feels when it is my turn again.”

“I’m not going to put her on trial.”

“I’m not asking you to put her on trial. I just want to know how she feels.”

“Do you really think she will speak honestly when she knows you are on the phone?”

“Don’t tell her I’m on the phone.”

“How can you even think of subjecting her to that kind of pressure? Don’t you see how cruel that is?”

“Josine!”

“I’m sorry. I’ve said all I’m going to say.” She hangs up and won’t answer when he calls back. Five hours later, Günter is standing in the bathroom, in his underwear, brushing his teeth. The phone rings. He hurries to the parlor, his mouth still full of toothpaste, a dollop spilling down his chin. He wipes his mouth on the back of his wrist before picking up the phone. “You can come get her tomorrow,” says Josine. “As usual.”

“Good.”

“Well,” she says. “Good-bye.”

“Wait a second!”

“What?”

“What happened?”

“Nothing happened.”

“Why did you change your mind?” he says.

“I didn’t change my mind.” She makes an impatient noise. He thinks she is going to hang up, but she doesn’t. “It’s just that, at bedtime she asked if this was your weekend, and when I said no, she … Well, she’s been on the edge of hysteria ever since she last saw you. So I asked her if she would like to see you, and when she said yes, I decided to give it another try.”

“Good,” he says. “I’m glad that’s settled.”

“It’s not settled!” She hangs up.

SPIEGEL, THE BAKER, greets Günter by snapping up his arm and saying, “Heil Hitler!” Günter has always liked Spiegel, and so is embarrassed for him. How can he be so willing to embrace such an absurd and offensive pseudotradition?

23 JANUARY 1933. Ever since the Ninth Congress, Max Eitingon has pegged Günter as the Institute’s resident expert on war neurosis, a topic regarding which he has so little interest that he almost finds it contemptible. Even at the time he gave his address at the psychoanalytic congress, war neurosis only interested him as a vehicle for refuting the death drive and for introducing what he privately considered his greatest contributions to psychoanalysis: decision point analysis and unitary self theory. And yet every year, Eitingon insists that Günter give a presentation to incoming students on the etiology and treatment of war neurosis. The walls of the lecture hall are fog gray and devoid of decoration. The thirty or so audience members take up about half the seats in the room. A couple of minutes into Günter’s talk, a bony young man in the front row, whose pomaded black hair has been swept into a swirling crest, raises his hand and says, “I’m afraid I don’t understand this concept of the ‘decision point.’ Isn’t it obvious that dreams come to us from the unconscious, and that the conscious mind plays no role in their formulation?”

“And what do you imagine the unconscious actually is?” says Günter, his voice low and rigid with an anger that he hopes nobody notices. “Is it the voice of God? A visitation from the spirit world?” A young woman with chestnutbrown hair, full cheeks, and very blue eyes, sitting just beside the young man, is looking straight at Günter, one side of her mouth lifted in a bemused smile.

“Of course not,” says the young man. “I only mean that the word decision implies conscious choice—”

Günter cuts him off. “Why do you say that?”

“Because …” The young man shrugs, as if his rationale is obvious, and says nothing more. But he is clearly on the defensive, losing confidence.

Günter’s rage subsides, and he is able to speak to the young man with avuncular consideration. “Perhaps the easiest way to clarify the matter would be for you to tell me one of your own dreams.”

The young man’s eyebrows shoot up, then dive toward the center of his brow. He snorts derisively. “I hardly think anyone would be interested—”

“The dream doesn’t have to be interesting. The more ordinary, the better, in fact. And you don’t have to tell me the whole dream. Just a few contiguous images or events would do.”

The young man clenches his lips, shrugs, makes a noise like steam escaping a valve. His expression freezes; he is silent a long moment. Then he speaks. “Well, I do remember one dream. From my childhood. I am in a house. In the country. A mansion, really. It is very beautiful, filled with sunlight. But the walls are all hanging on rolling tracks, and the people who live in the house are constantly moving the walls around, so it is impossible to know which room I am in, or how to get from one room to another.” The young man stops talking, but his mouth remains open, as if he has more to say.

“That’s excellent!” says Günter. “A rich situation. Is there anything else?”

The blue-eyed young woman meets Günter’s gaze, smiles, then glances away.

“I want to find my mother,” says the young man, “but I don’t know where she is. Then I see her in the kitchen. She is lying on a table, and a group of bakers are covering her with flour. I try to get to her, but the rooms keep changing and the kitchen disappears over and over again. But then I am in the kitchen and there is no one else there but my mother. She is still lying on the table, flat on her back, covered with flour. There is so much flour on her eyes that if she opens them, she will be blinded. She doesn’t move as I walk up to her. But when I am standing beside her, her lips part, and flour falls into her mouth. Then she says in a low voice, not at all like her own, ‘I’m dead.’ And that’s when I woke up.”

“Thank you,” says Günter. “That’s a perfect dream!”

The young man is blushing. His eyes fall to the floor and he folds his arms tightly across his chest. The smile of the woman with the very blue eyes now extends across her whole mouth.

“So, the first thing to remember,” says Günter, “is that while the unconscious may be exterior to the conscious mind, it is not exterior to the self. In fact, if there is any physical distance between the parts of the brain occupied by the conscious and unconscious minds, it can most likely only be measured in fractions of a millimeter, and very possibly there is no organic separation whatsoever. The second thing to remember is that a decision is only the mind’s determination to do one thing rather than another, and we make countless decisions unconsciously every minute of the day. We don’t consciously choose where to place our feet when we walk, nor to take every next breath. We don’t consciously decide to like or dislike a person—in fact, such a choice is probably impossible to make consciously. Nor do we consciously sort through all of the reasons for liking or disliking a person before deciding which emotion to feel. That immensely complicated calculation is conducted almost entirely outside of our awareness, sometimes in mere seconds, and, remarkably, even instantaneous evaluations of character frequently turn out to be correct.” Günter glances at the woman with the blue eyes and notices that her smile has faded; a slight vagueness has come into her expression. He also notices that her legs are tucked back under her chair, crossed at the ankle, and that her ankles are very slender. “So, let us look at the decision points in your dream,” he says. “At its beginning, your mind, which is indistinguishable from you, your self, places you in a beautiful country house. At that point, you—or your mind—could have chosen to continue the dream in a manner consistent with the pleasant environment you had created … but you didn’t. Instead, you chose to introduce those sliding walls. Now these could have been a mere curiosity, or source of amusement, but again, you chose to make them unpleasant, disorienting. And then you chose to accent the disorientation by having the walls keep you from your mother.… How old were you at the time?”

The young man shrugs. “I don’t know.”

“Younger than ten?”

He shrugs again. “Maybe. Possibly. I suppose.”

“So, possibly at an age where being separated from one’s mother is a very serious proposition. Which makes the fact that you made that choice even more significant. But the most interesting thing in the dream is that, at the point when you might have been reunited with your mother, you chose the worst-possible outcome: Your mother is dead—although, of course, there is a complex ambiguity to her death, since she herself informs you of it, though in a voice not her own.” The woman with the blue eyes is smiling again, but there is a tension in the set of her face. “The decision points in dreams and in ordinary life are absolutely crucial to psychoanalysis,” Günter says. “It is by considering the rationale for and consequences of each decision that we get the clearest sense of who the analysand is and the nature of his desires and fears.”

THE PEOPLE in the lecture hall stand, put on their coats, make jokes or plans to see one another. They say their goodbyes. Günter trades his bifocals for his distance glasses and puts the bifocals into his briefcase, along with the notes for his talk. He is aware of a presence to his right: the woman with the chestnut-brown hair and very blue eyes. She is broad-shouldered, but her waist is trim. There is a pink oval on her right ankle, where it was crossed by the left. She has the full face and flushed cheeks of a farm girl, and she is smiling so fiercely that she seems about to laugh, yet she also seems anxious.

“Hello,” she says when his eyes meet hers. “I just want to thank you for your lecture. It was”—now she actually does laugh—“so interesting.”

“Thanks,” he says. “You’re very kind.”

“Well …” she begins, then falls silent. Her smile fades; her anxiety increases. “I don’t want to bother you.”

“Not at all.”

“It really was a very interesting talk. Especially that part about decision points.”

“Thank you.”

“Actually …” She falls silent again and her eyes seem momentarily disengaged from her surroundings, as if all of her attention is focused on some interior struggle. “I was just wondering …”

“Yes,” says Günter encouragingly.

“I can see how looking at a decision point’s context, goals, and consequences can tell us so much about an individual’s inner nature. But I am wondering what you think about doing the same thing with a culture. Or nation.” Her gaze meets his for a split second, during which he understands—its being the same for everybody nowadays—that she is trying to evaluate whether it would be safe to express what she has in mind. “Because it seems to me that we are in the midst of making a very big decision about the fate of the country. And when I apply decision point analysis to it, I … Well, it seems …”

She has reached that point where she has to reveal herself, and while Günter is not sure what her opinion actually is, he suggests a word that could enable their discussion to continue in the only way that would interest him: “Frightening.”

Relief suffuses her whole face. “Yes. I’m terrified by what might be on the verge of happening.”

Günter feels the weight of his every word as he speaks. “We are, this very minute, struggling for the soul of our nation.”

“Yes. And when I think of what the results of that struggle might end up saying about the psyche of the German people, about our hearts and minds …” She glances around the room to see if anyone is listening.

Günter does, too. Almost everyone has gone, and the remaining people all seem involved in their own conversations. But even so, maybe this is as far as they should go in public. He looks straight into her eyes and says in a low voice, “Not good.”

“No.” Again she looks relieved, but also unsure about what to say next.

Günter shifts the conversation in a safer direction. “I have never actually thought of employing decision point analysis in regard to the behavior of groups, but that’s an excellent idea.”

She smiles.

Günter thinks of suggesting that they meet at some point to continue their conversation, but he doesn’t dare go that far. He blushes.

They are both silent; then she says, “Well, I’d better be going. Got to—” she gives her head a comic shake “—you know: be in the Polyclinic”—she glances at her watch—“in five minutes.”

“Of course,” he says.

“Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, too!”

“Good day,” she says.

“Good day.”

As she turns to leave, she gives him one last glance over her shoulder. She strikes him as being so open to life, so filled with youthful curiosity and optimism. Yet he also senses a sadness in her. Or loneliness. Maybe because of the way she looks back at him one last time just as she passes through the door. His own gaze lingers on the empty doorway, on the off chance of her coming back. She doesn’t.

GÜNTER AND HANNAH are crossing the Tiergarten on their way back to Mayer’s apartment on Hannoversche Strasse. They are holding gloved hands, their cheeks are the red of strawberry stains, and shreds of steam drift from their mouths as they speak. A light snow coats the leaf- and branch-littered terrain beneath the barren trees, and the white sky is pink around its edges. Günter is forty-one. Hannah is nearly seven. Neither has spoken for most of a minute. “It is so beautiful now,” Günter says. “Hard to believe we are in a city.” He looks down at her and squeezes her hand. They walk a bit more in silence; then he says, “This is making me think of a poem. Have you ever read ‘The Wanderer’s Nightsong,’ by Goethe?”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s very short,” says Günter. “Everyone had to memorize it when I was a child. Sometimes it’s called ‘Above the Peaks.’ You’ve never heard it?”

“I don’t think so.”

“It’s such a simple poem, but … Well, I don’t know; I’ve just been thinking about it. Remembering it. Would you like to hear it?”

Hannah casts her father a sideways glance and makes a small sigh. “All right.”

He recites:


Above the peaks

All is still.

Amid the trees,

You barely feel

A breath.

The birds in the forest

Fall silent.

Soon, you too

Shall rest.


Günter smiles down at his daughter. He lifts her hand and squeezes it so hard, her knuckles rub together. “So, what do you think?”

“It’s all right,” she says. And then, sensing she has hurt his feelings, she adds, “It’s nice.” Her smile is forced.

“It’s beautiful,” he says. “Goethe is giving us this one moment of life. There’s nothing special about it, but he believes that even such tiny experiences matter. Because that is all life is—one tiny experience after another. And if we don’t pay attention to them, we’re not really living our lives.” Hannah doesn’t say a word. Everything about the poem profoundly irritates her. She hated the mournful, quavering voice her father recited it in. She has never heard him speak like that. It made him seem like a very old man. Or a ghost. She thinks the poem is boring. She thinks it is stupid to pay attention to tiny experiences. All she likes are really big, exciting experiences. And she feels bullied into pretending she likes the poem and into thinking of it the way he does, which she doesn’t understand anyway. But she tells him none of these things, because she knows her parents get angry and sad if they think she isn’t having fun with them.

EVERY NIGHT, just as he is about to prepare his own dinner, Günter pours himself a glass of wine. He sees no reason why he should forgo this pleasing ritual just because he is on his own. Usually, he finishes a second glass before he sits at the table, and so he pours himself a third to accompany his meal, and opens a book or journal on the table beside his plate so that he might enjoy something like conversation. Occasionally he pours himself another glass over the course of the meal, and sometimes one more. If he finds that the wine has made it impossible for him to fully grasp what he is reading, he will put his dishes and tableware into the sink and go out for a walk. He keeps his head down as he proceeds along the sidewalk, and his hands in his pockets. Sometimes he sings softly to himself, and doesn’t care if people hear him. His goal is to walk until he is tired enough to sleep, and sometimes this can take hours.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “I speak of self-erasure as if the self were a distinct thing—and factual, with boundaries as clearly demarcating its separateness from all other things as the spherical ‘edge’ of my daughter’s ball distinguishes it from the air, the floor on which it rests, and the couch just behind it.” He stops writing, pen in hand. Out the window, a pigeon standing in the gutter of the building across the street flies away. Günter puts down his pen. His chair makes a reverberant rasp as he pushes it back from his desk. He crosses the room to the couch and picks up Hanni’s rubber ball, which fits comfortably into his open hand. He carries it to her room, his footsteps resounding on the bare floors of his empty apartment, and puts it in the chest at the end of her bed. Back at his desk, he transforms the period after the phrase “just behind it” into a comma and writes, “whereas, while the self might be described as the sum total of all our capacities and incapacities, our actions, emotions, memories, desires, fears, and so on, we primarily experience it as a concept, or fantasy …” He puts down his pen. He leans back in his chair and looks at the pantile roof of the building across the street, which manages to look summery, even in winter light. His hand falls into his lap. With two fingers he presses through the material of his trousers to separate the shaft of his penis from the lump of his scrotum and testicles. Inside his trousers, his penis, alert to human touch, thickens and, within the folds of material in which it is nestled, moves ever so slightly on its own. Günter places a comma after the word fantasy, looks off into empty space for a moment, and then writes, “an ideal that we aspire to …” Once more his hand falls into his lap, and he runs one finger several times along the sensitive and semi-inflated shaft of his penis. He adds another comma and writes, “or an object of despair, or even of loathing.” He puts down his pen and gets up from his desk, not returning for close to twenty minutes. And when he does, he cannot bring himself to write a single word.

IT IS 9:30 P.M. Günter raises his index finger and positions it vertically in front of his lips. Josine’s expression is something between confusion and exasperation. He holds his hand out flat beside his cheek, tilts his head, and closes his eyes. “What are you doing?” asks Josine, still irritated but whispering.

Günter mouths Where’s her bed?

Still whispering, Josine says, “You can’t indulge her like this!”

Günter scowls. Josine backs away as he enters the apartment, Hannah in his arms, her head on his shoulder, her hand dangling beside the arm holding her against his chest. “Let me just put her in bed,” he whispers. Still affronted, Josine turns and leads him down the long hall into the apartment. Mayer is standing inside the door of an unlit room, holding a saucer in one hand and a cup in the other, looking as if he has just been caught doing something shameful. The dining room table is covered with papers—bank statements, maybe, and typed letters. A green enameled coffeepot rests on a cast-iron trivet. Josine’s Rembrandt etching of Abraham and Isaac is on the wall over a buffet. On the opposite wall is a large framed poster of a man who might be Mayer, in pantaloons and a ruffled collar, gazing somberly at the skull he holds in his extended hand. Josine crosses the room and continues down a second hallway lined with photographs: one of herself at four, another of Josef, a series of uncomfortable-looking people in frock coats and high-collared dresses, and, at the very end, a photo of Josine and Mayer sitting side by side on a pebble beach, smiling contentedly. She is wearing a bathing suit that wore out before Hannah was born. “From the very beginning,” Günter remembers her saying. “Here,” she says, opening a door. The room is dark and smells of boiled cabbage. Light from the hallway falls across the rumpled, unmade bed. As Günter bends and, supporting his daughter’s head with one hand, lowers her onto her bed, his whole body is trembling. His fingers have become uncoordinated. He has to pluck several times before he can grasp the lapel of Hannah’s winter coat and ease her out of it; the same thing happens when he attempts to grasp the covers and pull them over her. Thoughts rocket through his mind: “From the very beginning.” He always interpreted that as meaning when Josine joined the amateur theater group. That was when? He can’t remember. But Hannah had already been born. Had she? Yes. He distinctly remembers her sitting at the table the night Josine told him, as if it were nothing at all, “You’ll never guess what I’ve decided to do!” The bathing suit. Definitely the one she wore at Hallstättersee. So the photo was taken that summer. When she visited Lotte? She has already admitted that he was there during that visit. “I hate him,” she said when she came home. “I hate him.” But the two people in that photo do not hate each other. Theirs is the languid contentment of close friends. His knee is touching her thigh, which is clearly natural for her. For them. Lovers. Josine has known Lotte her whole life. And her brother just as long. “You’re so much better than he is!” Josine’s hand was on Günter’s arm as she spoke these words, and he had almost yanked his arm away. That’s not what she meant, he told himself back then. But … No … No … I was lying to myself. Mayer is “him.” “The man.” The lover whose return to his wife made Josine want to kill herself. “I never loved him.” “He didn’t love me.” “All he really wanted was to do things to me.” Shit! But Mayer was never married. Is that true? Perhaps in Hamburg? Maybe he left his wife when he moved from Hamburg to Berlin. Is that possible? “I hate you!” Josine said at Hallstättersee. “I wanted to drown before your eyes.” She was already with him then. Yes. Somehow. “All he really wanted was to do things to me.” Oh God! She didn’t visit Lotte. It was him. And she was pregnant then—at Hallstättersee. “From the very beginning.” Shit. Christ. Oh God! As Günter looks down at sleeping Hannah, he thinks that she has his eyes. Definitely. And his mother’s lips. He tries to remember Mayer’s eyes and lips, but he can’t summon them up. No. Hannah has his own eyes. And that expression, the instant before she smiles—his father has exactly that expression. Günter resolves to examine Mayer’s eyes and lips before leaving the apartment. He can’t look at Josine when they are back in the hallway. She closes Hannah’s door carefully. “She fell asleep in the taxi,” he says, though less to inform than to deflect his intensifying fury. He cannot look at the photograph as they walk back toward the living and dining rooms.

“Oh,” says Josine.

“We had a very busy day.” The door to the unlit room where Mayer was standing is closed. He is nowhere in sight.

“I’m sure you did,” says Josine. And when they are standing beside the front door, she says, “Of course, you know she was faking.” Günter cannot answer. He feels as if he is falling backward into an abyss. “From the very beginning,” she said. Could Mayer have been the reason Josine was suddenly so eager to move to Berlin? “I will leave my wife. I will move to Berlin.” Could Mayer have said that? “She wasn’t asleep,” Josine says now. “That was just a charade.” Günter feels weak. Parts of his field of vision are blotted out by brownish black clouds, yet he is so filled with rage that he could grab Josine by her throat and slam her head against the wall. “She’s in a big regression,” Josine says. “She wants to be a baby again.” Günter turns away from her. For an instant, he touches his forehead to the wall to keep from fainting. He doesn’t remember opening the door, but he is holding the knob in his hand. “I have to go,” he says. Alone on the dark landing, he bends over until his eyes are level with his knees. He covers his face with his hands.

NEVER AGAIN does he see that expression of his father’s just before Hannah smiles.

HE EXAMINES his eyes in the mirror. Yes, he thinks. Absolutely! But as he turns away from the mirror, he is afraid.

“COME HERE, Hannahchen. I want to see something.” He crouches, pulls Hannah by the shoulder until she is directly in front of him, and holds a photograph of his mother beside her face. He can’t tell about the lips, partly because, in the photo, his mother is so intent on holding still that her expression is entirely unnatural, but also because Hannah’s are a child’s lips, always slightly puckered and fuller than they will be when she is an adult. Still, they are not dissimilar to his mother’s, and, as he looks at their faces side by side, he is struck by the similarity of their features—the same high forehead and high cheekbones, the same long jaw and pointy chin—allowing for the difference in their ages, that is. And her eyes! Suddenly he sees that her eyes are exactly the shape of his mother’s eyes. “You’re like twins,” he says. “It’s so amazing! You could be sisters!” He holds the photograph so that she can see it. “What do you think? Doesn’t she look like you?”

Hannah glances at the photograph, then pushes it away.

“She’s an old lady. I’m not an old lady.”

“Your eyes are exactly the same as hers!” he says. “You’re twins!” Then he remembers that Josine’s eyes are also large and almond-shaped, just like his mother’s.

IT DOESN’T MATTER if Hannah is not his daughter. She loves him; he loves her. Only this one thing is significant: their love.

MAYER’S EYES are small and narrow, like chinks hacked into his bony face. And they are dark brown, not green. Günter cannot bring himself to look carefully at Mayer’s lips. He tries, but his eyes keep glancing away. Hannah is the only person in his family to have green eyes. No one else.

THERE ARE THINGS we can never know. For the most part, certainty is a lie we tell ourselves so that we might feel stronger and safer than we actually are. The ideal is to believe and disbelieve simultaneously.

BUT HE DID know Josine had been with someone in Salzburg. He knew it for a fact the instant she put her hand on his arm. He didn’t know Mayer’s name, but he knew she was lying. That was why he wanted to wrench the arm away. (“You’re so much better than he is!”) But then, a second passed, and he didn’t know anymore. He had told himself a lie that he believed for years. How is that even possible? For so many years! How?

HANNAH’S BEST FRIEND told some of the other girls in their class that she eats with her fingers. “That was so mean!” Hannah says, her voice wobbly, her cheeks slick with tears. “She’s always being mean to me! Why did she say that?” Hannah is sitting in Günter’s lap, her head against his chest. He strokes her hair and says, “Most people are not who they think they are.” She lifts her head and looks at him, perplexed, intrigued, no longer crying. He sweeps aside a lock of hair that had been stuck to her sweaty forehead. “If you want to know who your real friends are,” he says, “don’t listen to what they say; pay attention to what they do. So if someone says she’s your best friend, but she doesn’t act like your best friend—”

“But she is my best friend!” Hannah insists, and then bursts into heartfelt sobs, even more miserable than before.

Günter wraps his arms around her and murmurs, “I’m sure she is, my sweet little mouse. I am sure she is.”

“YOU’RE TOO CLOSE TO HER,” says Josine. “It’s unnatural for a father to be so close to his daughter.”
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30 JANUARY 1933. Günter hears the loathsome and familiar barking coming from the sitting room opposite the kitchen on the ground floor of the Institute. By the time he walks through the door, the radio has been turned down to a murmur and is drowned out by the ten or so people in the room—mostly students—talking all at once: “So much for Schleicher keeping him on a leash.” “Hindenburg’s to blame.” “A buffoon!” “Manipulated from the very beginning!” “Maybe this is not such a bad thing.…” “It’s up to the Communists now.” “The Communists are powerless!” “The Social Democrats.” “Even worse!” “… No, really, Hitler is a capable man.…” “They’ll all be in prison inside of a month.” “… a strong leader …” “Don’t be ridiculous!” “… doesn’t mean what he says.…” Ernst Simmel, who has been a member of the Institute since Eitingon and Abraham founded it, is standing just inside the door, his arms folded so tightly across his chest, he seems to be clutching himself, a worried fold at the center of his brow. “What’s happened?” Günter asks.

“Hitler’s chancellor.”

“Shit.” Günter shakes his head. “Unbelievable!”

“It’s not official yet, but—” Simmel shrugs.

“This is terrible.”

“I don’t know what we’re going to do.” Simmel puts his fingertips to his temples and speaks without looking at Günter. “This is not going to end well. I can’t imagine a Nazi government tolerating ‘the Jewish science.’ And Eitingon can’t possibly keep bankrolling us. We may all be out of work in a few weeks.”

“Well, we just have to fight,” says Günter.

“How?”

“The conservatives are in total disarray. This only shows how desperate Hindenburg is. And confused. People simply won’t put up with this barbarian—this clown—for long. And in the meantime, the power is in the hands of the Communists and Social Democrats—at least if they can learn to work together.”

Simmel’s face has gone wax pale. Tiny lenses of sweat tremble on his upper lip and forehead. “I hope you’re right,” he says. Without another word, he hurries from the room. The young woman with very blue eyes who spoke to Günter after his talk appears in the doorway just vacated by Simmel. Her chestnut hair no longer hangs loose, but is set in a high roll at the front and a neat bun at her neck. She looks anxious, as if she is not sure she is welcome—although, in fact, the sitting room is primarily intended as a place for students to socialize. As soon as she spots Günter, a faint smile appears on her lips. He steps toward her as she enters the room. “Have you heard?” he asks.

“Yes. Horrible.” Her smile is gone. She looks depressed, as if she might leave.

Gunter decides to change the topic. “I’ve been thinking a lot about our conversation after my talk.”

She blushes, and smiles again, but only weakly. “I have, too.” Her smile vanishes, as if sucked down a drain. “I’m sorry.… This … I was just thinking …” She falls silent.

Günter waits for her to continue, then finally asks, “What?”

“This is just what we were talking about. And … Well—” She looks him straight in the eyes. “I’m frightened. Things are changing so fast.”

Günter opens his mouth, but can neither affirm nor contradict what she has said.

“And I think this is going to be far bigger than anyone imagines.”

“It’s overwhelming,” he says. “Terrible …” He falls silent. The optimism with which he spoke to Simmel has entirely deserted him. And yet this beautiful young woman is waiting for him to continue. He is a professor; she believes him possessed of wisdom. “We just have to take it one step at a time,” he says. “As it comes. And then …” Once more he has no idea what to say, but he speaks anyway. “I suspect that … what we have to do … will become obvious.”

“I hope so.”

“Me, too.”

Her brow wrinkles. She gives her head a quick shake. “The thing is,” she says, “that’s what I am most afraid of.”

“What?”

“That we’ll know exactly what we have to do, but it will be too much. More than we can bear.”

Günter cannot respond. Despair has taken complete possession of him.

The young woman sighs, shakes her head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be so gloomy.”

“Not at all.”

“Anyway”—she gives him a tepid smile—“I really loved your talk. I’ve been thinking about it constantly. The decision points! That concept has had a huge influence on my thinking.”

“Thank you.”

She holds out her hand. “I’m Elke Weber, by the way.”

He takes her hand—so warm, so very soft. “Günter Zeitz,” he says absently.

She laughs. “I know!”

He is about to let go of her hand, but he lifts it instead and gives it a firm squeeze. “Fräulein Weber, don’t apologize. What you just said—about what frightens you. That’s so important. Will we have the courage? That is what we must all think about. Every one of us.”

For a moment she looks disconcerted, then weary. “Thank you.” She returns his firm squeeze and looks into his eyes. They hold each other’s gaze a moment longer.

28 FEBRUARY 1933, the day after the Reichstag fire, Günter takes the U-Bahn to Französische Strasse on his lunch break, then walks north toward the smoke still rising through the charred remains of the Reichstag’s cupola. A light snow is on the ground. Ashes, cinders, broken glass, wet paper, and chunks of exploded stone litter the front steps. The air is dank, the sky deep gray, the temperature below zero. The motionless police standing guard at intervals along the whole front of the building have the pale, perturbed faces of the very cold. Their lips are blue; their breath emerges as a cloudy plume. At a roasted chestnut stand in front of the Bismarck Memorial, Günter runs into Hausmann, the plumber. “Nobody believes that van der Lubbe started the fire,” Hausmann says. “Even the Nazis don’t believe it. It’s useless propaganda. Hitler and Goebbels are shouting that the Communists did it, but who is going to believe such a ridiculous story?” While Günter and Hausmann are talking, Hindenburg issues an emergency decree granting the government the right to incarcerate political opponents and suspending both due process and freedom of speech.

22 MARCH 1933. “I am sorry, Dr. Zeitz,” says Herr Keller, “I have never had one single complaint from a parent about Fräulein Goretsky.”

“Well, now you have, and you had better take it seriously.”

Herr Keller, the headmaster of Hannah’s school, is sitting behind a mahogany desk that is as big as a bed. Günter sits on a straight-backed wooden chair directly in front of him. On the wall behind Keller are two framed photographs of equal size: one of Paul von Hindenburg in a military uniform, his chest bestrewn with medals; the other of a smiling young Hitler embracing a smiling, chubby-cheeked girl with pale blond hair.

“I assure you that I do take it seriously,” says Keller, “but I fail to see why you waited more than a year to make your charge.”

“That’s beside the point. Let’s get back to Frau Kretschmer.”

“If it is beside the point, then why are you wasting my time with it?”

Günter’s legs are shaking with fury, and he is glad that they are out of Keller’s sight, beneath the horizon of his enormous desk. “Because Fräulein Goretsky’s prejudice makes the pattern of behavior of the teachers at this school clear, but my primary concern is Frau Kretschmer.”

“I must confess,” Keller proclaims impatiently, “that I utterly fail to understand why the notion of a teacher being concerned for your daughter’s welfare should cause you even one instant of distress!”

Günter leans forward. “First of all”—he slams his open hand on the desktop—“my daughter is not in need of anyone’s concern!”

“My good Doctor, you of all people, a healer of heart and soul, should know that every one of us is in need of—”

“Let me finish!” As these words hiss between his clenched teeth, Günter realizes that he must regain control of his temper. He forces himself to speak slowly. “The point I am making is that it is an unconscionable affront to send the three Jewish children in the class out into the hall and then induce their classmates, their friends, to see them as problems.”

“Nobody induced anyone—”

“Well, whose idea was it, then? Not the children’s!”

“Again, my dear Zeitz, I fail to see how an expression of compassion—”

“My daughter is not in need of compassion!”

“Then what is your complaint?”

“My complaint is that Frau Kretschmer had no right to imply that there is anything wrong with the Jewish children, nor to exclude them from any aspect of school life, or treat them as if they are different from the other children.”

“But they are different.”

“Not in any way that matters.”

“Dr. Zeitz, I am afraid that you entirely misunderstand the actual situation.”

“I doubt that.”

“First of all, what makes you think that the class discussed your daughter, or either of the other children?”

“My daughter’s friends told her exactly what happened in class while she was out in the hall. Frau Kretschmer said they were ‘foreign’ and ‘ignorant.’”

“I’m sure she said nothing of the kind.”

“She did.”

“You mean that you would take the word of seven-year-old children over that of their teacher? Or, in fact, of their headmaster?”

“In this case, yes.”

Keller places his elbows on his desk and leans forward. “What you don’t know, Dr. Zeitz, is that there has been serious concern among the faculty about the Jewish children, especially during this era of passionate discourse.”

Günter glances at the photograph of the kindly Hitler, then stares hard at Keller without saying a word.

“It will, of course, be Easter next month,” the headmaster continues. “And I am entirely sure—because this is something we have been discussing—that Frau Kretschmer needed to talk to the Aryan students about our celebration of the holiday, and didn’t want to bore or possibly upset your daughter and her two friends.”

“So Frau Kretschmer banished them to the hall with nothing to do and not a word of explanation, leaving them to think they had done something terribly wrong—that’s how she shows her consideration?”

“She meant well.”

Günter pushes back his chair and stands. “Herr Keller, you and I both know that everything you have said is absolute rubbish.” As he rises to his full height of nearly two meters, he cannot help but feel a certain satisfaction looking down at the seated and much smaller man. Keller shoves back his own chair and also stands, but even so, he is a head shorter than Günter. “You know, of course,” Keller says, “that if you are unhappy with your daughter’s education, you are entirely free to withdraw her from this school.”

“Is that a threat?”

“No, it is a choice.” Keller looks down at his desk and picks up a stack of papers. “And you should also know that you are far from the only parent to speak to me about the Jewish students at our school, and I am by no means obliged to place your concerns above everyone else’s.”

IN FACT, Günter is aware of the slight puffiness of Josine’s cheeks, and the mild rash, like an abrasion, along her jawline, but his awareness never rises to the level of conscious thought. He and she are sitting catty-corner at her kitchen table, where two cups and a full pot of coffee wait untouched. Hannah has been told to remain in her room with the door closed. Josine says, “Did you tell him that Hannah was so frightened that she couldn’t stop crying?”

“Yes, of course!”

“Doesn’t he understand how terrifying all of this is for Jewish children?”

Günter lets out a heavy sigh and is silent a moment before speaking. “Josi, he’s got a framed photograph of Hitler on the wall behind his desk.”

“But he’s a human being, for God’s sake! Doesn’t he have any feeling for the children in his own school?”

Another heavy sigh, another pause. “Listen, this is the way things stand: We can either take Hannah out of the school—”

“But where could we put her? Is there anyplace—”

“Please!” Günter looks Josine straight in the eyes; she turns her whole face away. “We can either take Hannah out of the school,” he repeats, “or we can leave her there and hope that this madness stops before it gets unbearable.”

Josine is looking at him again, her eyes bullets of rage. “I can’t believe this is legal! Did you tell him you would call the police?”

“Jesus!” Günter flings himself back in his chair. “Are you serious? The police? The attack dogs of the antisemites? Come on!”

“It’s just that you’re too soft. You never stand up for yourself.”

“Stop!” he says. “Just stop!”

Josine looks at him with hate-filled eyes but doesn’t say a word.

“If you think you can do better,” he says, “go talk to him yourself.”

She is silent a moment, then lowers her face into her open hands. She was the one who suggested he go alone. He had thought that they should go together, but she said that Keller would be more likely to listen to a fellow Aryan.

“I’m sorry,” she says, lifting her head. “This is all just so upsetting.”

“I understand.” He reaches out his hand.

She takes it and gives it a quick, firm squeeze.

“It’s hard to believe any of this is happening,” he says.

She smiles sadly. Her lips crumple. She lets go of his hand.

“Ah, well,” she says. “I suppose … Well, what can we do? … Let’s just wait and see.”

“Yes.” He sighs, smiles. “This can’t go on forever.”

Josine’s expression goes blank, then thoughtful; then she looks at Günter as if a funny story has just occurred to her, but she never gets all the way to a smile. “Listen,” she says. “I have something important to tell you.” She pauses. Her expression becomes anxious. She licks her lips. “Hannah is going to have a little brother,” she says. “Or sister.” Now she smiles. Tears glisten in her eyes.

“Oh God,” Günter says softly.

“I just found out yesterday.”

His head is spinning. He feels as if he is going to vomit. “That’s such wonderful news,” he says, not knowing if he sounds remotely as if he means it. “Congratulations.” He has to get Hannah from her room. He has to get Hannah and leave. This very second.

“I HOPE THE BABY isn’t Jewish,” Hannah says.

“Why?” asks Günter.

“Because I don’t want it to be Jewish.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being Jewish.”

“But Vati isn’t Jewish.” (Günter finds it almost intolerable that Hannah calls Mayer “Vati,” but there is nothing he can do about it.)

“Well, actually, he is.”

“Oh.” Hannah is silent a moment. “But I’m only half Jewish, right?”

“Well …” Now Günter is silent; there are too many answers to this question. “Yes. In a way, yes.”

“So that means I’m not really Jewish.”

Günter takes a deep breath and blows it out through pursed lips.

“You know what?” he says. “We’re people. We’re all just people. That’s the best way to think about it. Don’t listen to that stupidity. We’re people. We’re all the same.”

ON THE CORNER of Wichmannstrasse and Keithstrasse, a dark-haired woman is squatting with one foot flat on the pavement, her burgundy coat and sage-green skirt both resting on the sidewalk. Her shoulders jerk and her head trembles. It is Elke Weber. At first, Günter thinks she is having some sort of fit. Then he realizes she is tying her shoe. Because she faces the street, she does not see him as he approaches. He begins to formulate a greeting but then decides to leave her be, as she would no doubt be embarrassed to be observed at such a moment. Also, he does not want her to mistake his feelings. She is a student, after all, at least a decade younger than he is. And he is still a married man—at least technically; Josine hasn’t brought up the topic of divorce since the night she told him she was leaving and planned to marry Mayer. While Günter can hardly bear to think about divorce, he considers it inevitable. So much is happening! His life and the world are falling apart simultaneously. It’s too much! Too much! Fräulein Weber pulls at her shoelace, and the knot she has just tied unravels. Then she picks up the two lace ends and recommences tying, the movements of her hands and shoulders abrupt and determined. Günter, suddenly feeling better, quietens his footsteps as he passes, and adopts the expression of someone deep in thought. He will pretend to be startled should she call his name. “Oh, Fräulein Weber!” he will exclaim. He imagines her saying, “Dr. Zeitz, I was just thinking about you!” But she remains entirely absorbed by her task. Even as he partly wants her to look up and see him, the fact that he can come so close without her even noticing does give him a certain thrill. If he chose to, he could reach down and touch her shoulder. But he walks past and turns the corner onto Wichmannstrasse. Halfway down the block, he stops and looks back. She is standing now, swatting her skirt and the tails of her coat. Her briefcase is lying flat on the sidewalk. She bends, picks it up, and walks straight across Keithstrasse—so determined, so deeply immersed in the story of her own life.

1 APRIL 1933. A man clothed entirely in black leather, with goggles around his plump, ill-shaven neck, addresses Günter as if they are in the middle of a conversation. “I mean, look at these clowns! Do you think they have any idea what they’re actually doing?” The man is also wearing a leather aviator’s hat. His cheeks and chin are golden brown from the sun and road dust; the skin around his eyes is crinkled and pink. Günter looks for a parked motorcycle. None in sight. The man returns his attention to the three brown-uniformed storm troopers standing in front of a dark, gated shoe shop—two of them barrel-shaped and in their forties, one clean-shaven, the other with a black mustache that looks like a pair of upside-down eyebrows. The third member of the group is a wan, emaciated boy, no older than sixteen. He holds a sign:

GERMANS DEFEND YOURSELVES AGAINST JEWISH ATROCITY PROPAGANDA

“Hey, tough guy!” the man with the goggles says to the boy. “What propaganda are you talking about?” The boy keeps his eyes fixed on the middle distance. His only response to the question is the rise and fall of his walnutsize Adam’s apple. Now the man with goggles is talking to Günter again. “I bet none of these idiots even knows what propaganda is!” When the man first spoke to him, Günter intended to keep walking. There are sign-carrying storm troopers standing in front of at least a dozen shops along Kurfürstendamm. The sight so appalled him that all he wanted to do was get onto residential streets as rapidly as he could. But he seems to have come to a stop. The man is looking straight at him, waiting for a response. Günter grunts, shrugs. The man turns to the storm troopers again. “I have to admit that you make an excellent impression in those shit-colored shirts of yours and those train conductor hats! Your mamas must all be proud of you!” The man with the eyebrow mustache draws down the corners of his mouth. Neither of the others budges or even blinks. “Do you think they’re real?” the man with the goggles says to Günter. “Maybe they’re just mannequins in fancy dress!”

A gray-haired woman in a coat with a fur collar stops on the sidewalk and glares at the man with the goggles. “You should be ashamed of yourself!”

“I’m terribly sorry, kind Frau,” he says. “I’m just worried that these good men are doing a disservice to the Fatherland.”

An irritated crinkle appears at the center of the woman’s forehead, but she says nothing.

“You know what I am talking about, don’t you?” the man says to Günter, who flushes, feeling a total failure in his response to this situation, yet not having a clue what he might do. The man turns back to the young storm trooper. “I mean, what is this Jewish propaganda we have to defend ourselves against? Are you talking about all those stories of Nazis harassing innocent Jews?”

“Get out of here!” says the woman.

Two men have stopped, one in the uniform of a telegram delivery boy, the other in a fedora and immaculate black overcoat. “Jew lover!” says the first. “Traitor!” says the second.

“You’d better hope that there are no foreign reporters with cameras nearby,” says the man with the goggles, now addressing all the storm troopers. “What you fellows are doing could make some pretty effective atrocity propaganda!”

“That’s enough!” says the clean-shaven storm trooper, taking a step forward. “One more word from you and …” He raises his fist but says nothing. Neither he nor the other two seem to have any weapons.

Before Günter is even aware of the impulse to speak, he is shouting at the clean-shaven storm trooper. “This man is a German citizen! With as much right to speak as any German citizen!”

“Yes!” says a man standing behind Günter. “Let him speak!”

“Are we living in a country where men of conscience must remain silent?” shouts Günter. “And the laws are made by criminals and thugs?”

“What gives you the right to call him a traitor?” cries the man behind Günter. “Did you spend one day in the trenches? Did you give your arm in defense of your country?” Günter looks over his shoulder and sees that the man is, indeed, waving his empty sleeve in the air with the stump of his arm. There is a moment of silence, during which Günter can hear the fragmented clap of dozens of marching boots. Looking east, he sees the glossy black helmets of a detachment of police rocking left and right over the heads of the crowd. He and the man with the goggles lock eyes. The man with the goggles nods, and without a word, they push through the crowd on the sidewalk, turn onto Wielandstrasse, and keep walking without looking back until they reach the corner of Mommsenstrasse, where they stop and turn toward each other. “That was a dirty business,” says the man in the goggles, pulling off his aviator hat, his sparse hair drenched with sweat.

Günter holds out his hand, “Thank you.”

The man stares at Günter’s hand a moment before taking it. “For what?” he says.

“I would never have spoken if it wasn’t for you.”

The man lets go of Günter’s hand. “Perhaps you’ll live to regret it.” He combs his fingers back through his sopping hair.

“I don’t think so,” says Günter.

The man glances down Wielandstrasse toward Kurfürstendamm, where hundreds of voices have just risen into a disorderly roar. “This country is doomed,” he says. He gives Günter a snapping two-fingered salute, turns, and heads west along Mommsenstrasse. Günter heads east.

JOSINE’S SKIN is sallow, bloodless. There are dark hollows under her eyes, and a sheen of grease on her nose and forehead. She is barefoot, dressed only in a nightgown and bathrobe. “You can come in,” she says, pulling the door fully open and backing up flat against the wall.

“Thanks.”

Günter turns slightly to the side as he walks into the apartment, reluctant to get too close to her, or even to meet her eyes.

“I don’t know what she’s doing,” says Josine. “I told her you were coming, but … Well, I don’t know. Come in. Come in.” She walks ahead of him down the hall. As he follows, he can smell her body, that deeply familiar essence of her being, such as would be dense beneath the covers of their bed on Saturday and Sunday mornings. She calls out ahead, “Hanni! Papa’s here!” but is answered only by silence. She gestures through the kitchen door. “Would you like some coffee?”

“No. Thank you. I’ve …” He doesn’t finish his sentence.

Josine is looking straight at him, and seems about to scream. Or wail.

“Josi,” he says softly. “What’s happened?”

“Oh …” She shrugs.

“What?”

“I need to sit down.” She walks into the kitchen and sits at the table, her bare feet flat on the floor. Her bathrobe, loosely belted, falls to either side of her legs, and her nightgown sags between her thighs.

Günter has followed her into the room, but he stands beside the wall just inside the door. “You’re not looking well,” he says. “Has something happened?” He thinks he knows.

“I’ve had a bad few days.”

“Oh …” Now he is sure, but he wants to let her tell him herself. But after she has sat there silently for most of a minute, looking exhausted, a nauseated sneer on her upper lip, he finally says, “A miscarriage?”

She sighs. “Early Wednesday morning. The cramping woke me. But it was already over. Blood everywhere.”

Günter pushes off the wall, falls to one knee beside her, and takes her in his arms. “Oh, you poor thing! I’m so sorry!”

She puts her arms across his back and grips his shoulders weakly. He thinks he hears a small sob in the hollow space between his chin and his shoulder, but then she pushes him away. “It doesn’t matter,” she says. “It’s for the better. I’m a terrible mother.”

Günter remains kneeling on the floor in front of her, not knowing how to respond to what she has just said. Finally, he asks, “Where’s Mayer?”

She shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe buying a new bed.”

“THERE’S NO STOPPING these people!” says Fritz Keitel as he and Günter walk from the Psychoanalytic Institute, where they have neighboring offices, toward the U-Bahn station on Wittenbergplatz. “No sooner does that boycott of theirs fail than they’re passing laws saying that you’re unfit for civil service if you’ve got a Jewish grandmother.”

“Yes. And it’s going to be the same for physicians,” says Günter. “Have you heard that?”

“That’s insane! That could mean hospitals losing something like a quarter of their doctors!”

“More like a third, I suspect.”

“But it’s hitting everybody,” says Keitel. “My cousin—he’s a twenty-two-year-old bicycle repairman, not a single Jewish grandmother to his name, or great-grandmother. He got arrested last week because a letter from him was found in the home of someone the SD suspected of being a Communist.”

Günter stops walking. When he speaks, his voice is low and trembling. “This can’t go on! I never thought anything like this was possible in Germany. Our leaders may have been incompetent blowhards, but we’ve always been a law-abiding people. But now—for these thugs and hypocrites, the law is only a charade to justify their brutality.”

Keitel has also stopped, but there is something apprehensive in his expression, as if he has suddenly become afraid that they shouldn’t be discussing such topics on the street, where anyone can hear. At the mere thought of self-censorship, Günter is seized by a righteous indignation that makes him want to shout his opinions loudly enough for the whole block to hear, though when he actually speaks, his indignation is expressed more in the forcefulness of his vocabulary than by the volume of his voice. “We’re on the verge of catastrophe. And I am coming to believe, more and more, that these fanatics will not be stopped without fierce, uncompromising, and even violent resistance. I hate the idea of violence. Never in a million years did I think I would ever consider it. But I truly think that very soon we may not have any choice. That the only way by which we might preserve our ideals and save our souls—to say nothing of our lives and livelihoods—will be to take to the streets.”

Günter feels exhilarated and relieved expressing these sentiments, as if through them, all the shame, fear, and despair building up inside him ever since Hitler became chancellor has been expelled from his body and left him pure and free. And when Keitel’s only response is “I hope you are wrong. I hope you are wrong,” Günter is so contemptuous that he half resolves—even though he has enjoyed casual hallway and sidewalk conversation with Keitel for years—to have nothing more to do with him or with cowards like him. Günter has already resisted SA storm troopers, after all. He knows it can be done and that he is capable of doing it. But once he has bid good-bye to Keitel and boarded an eastbound train at the Wittenbergplatz U-Bahn stop, he notices a man, who got onto the train just behind him, peering at him under the brim of his fedora. As soon as their gazes meet, the man looks away, but there is something reptilian in the set of his thin-lipped mouth and jaw that makes Günter wonder if this man was eavesdropping on his conversation with Keitel and is now following him home—a possibility that fills him with a heart-pounding, knee-trembling fear that doesn’t begin to recede until he changes trains at Gleisdreieck and sees that the man in the fedora has remained on board and is standing with his back to the window.

HANNAH IS SITTING cross-legged on the bottom step of the staircase when Günter walks into the building from the street. She looks bored but not unhappy. As soon as she sees him, she stands up, smooths down the back of her skirt, and picks up the small wicker picnic basket that she uses as a suitcase. “Mama said I should wait for you here,” she tells him.

“Why?” he asks.

“She’s sick. She thinks she’s getting pneumonia again.” Hannah takes her father’s hand and waits for him to lead her out the door.

“Maybe I should go upstairs and see if she’s all right,” he says.

“I think she wants to be alone,” Hannah replies.

Günter puts his hand on his daughter’s head and strokes back her hair, proud of how mature she is becoming. “Still, it’s better to be sure. Pneumonia is a terrible disease.”

“Vati says she’s just in one of her moods. She doesn’t even have a temperature.”

“Oh.” Günter is silent a moment, tapping his foot rapidly on the cobblestone paving. “Is she coughing?”

“No.”

“All right.” He strokes Hannah’s head again and smiles. “Well, maybe I’ll see how she is when I come back.”

WHEN GÜNTER returns with Hannah on Sunday evening, Josine does not look remotely ill. In fact, she has used the weekend to get her hair cut into a chin-length, finger-waved bob. She is wearing a figure-revealing dress Günter has never seen before—yellow, speckled with red flowers, its neckline descending nearly to her solar plexus. “Come in!” she says cheerily, standing back from the door and sweeping her hand down the hall. Hannah walks in, carrying her wicker basket. Günter remains in the hall. When Josine turns to look at him, her eyes seem to expand to twice their normal size. She smiles broadly, wearing bright red lipstick. “You, too!” she says. “There’s nobody here. We can have a glass of wine! Or schnapps!”

“No, thank you,” says Günter.

“Oh, come on!” She reaches out to take his hand. “It’s been such a long time.”

“No, really!” He takes a half step backward but also removes his hat from his head and holds it with both hands.

“Why not?”

“I have to meet somebody,” he says. “A friend.”

“Ooooh!” Josine raises one eyebrow, a stagy wickedness coming into her smile. “Not a lady friend, I hope!”

Günter only clears his throat, which she seems to take as an affirmation.

Her smile fades. “Well then, maybe the next time.”

“Sure,” says Günter. “Yes, certainly.”

Her face goes blank. “All right, then.”

“Sorry.” He lifts his hat, as if it is somehow germane to what they are saying.

“Not at all,” she says, her expression now distinctly disappointed.

Günter puts his hat on his head. “Good-bye.”

“Good-bye.”

As Josine closes the door, Günter thinks he sees a black spark of hate in her eyes, but the door is closed before he can be sure. Out on the sidewalk, he discovers that his heart is pounding. He walks down the block to the café on the corner, where he orders a glass of schnapps, and then another. On his way to work in the morning, he realizes he has a hangover.

GÜNTER HAS JUST bid good-bye to his last private patient of the day and has left the door to his office open. He is sitting at his desk, pulling patient files from a drawer so he can review them at home. He hears a knock, looks up, and sees Fräulein Weber leaning her head and shoulder through his doorway, her hand in a fist and lifted, as if she froze after knocking. As soon as his eyes meet hers, she steps into the room. “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“Not at all.” Günter places the files he has just extracted on top of his desk and leans back in his chair. “I’ve just finished for the day.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely!” He gives her a reassuring smile and gestures at the chair in front of his desk. “Come in!”

“Thanks.” She steps in his direction, then stops and puts her hand on the edge of the open door. “Do you mind if I …” She mimes closing the door. “There’s something I …”

Günter has always found Fräulein Weber attractive, but in the instant she asks about the door, a sweet, erotic ache courses through his entire body. “By all means,” he says.

She closes the door and turns toward him, her face flushed, intensifying the blue of her eyes. She crosses the room quickly, as if there is something dangerous about the floor she traverses, and settles into her seat with an anxious smile. “Thank you,” she says, picking up a pen from a little tray on his desk and instantly replacing it. She leans forward and slaps her hands down on her knees. “I’m wondering if you can help me with a patient. I think she is lying to me and has no interest in getting better. In fact, I think she is lying precisely to sabotage her treatment.”

Günter makes a meditative noise. “Can you give me an example?”

“Well”—Fräulein Weber grimaces—“she’s told me at least three times that she’s never let a man put a finger on her. ‘I’m too smart for that!’ she always says. But then one day she told me her ‘husband’ was ‘a saint’ who always gave her roses on her birthday and died at Amiens—or so she says—and was so brave, he got the Iron Cross posthumously. When I asked her why she’d never mentioned him before, she said, ‘Of course I’ve mentioned him! How could I not mention him? He was the most important man in my life! The only one who ever truly loved me! Don’t you listen to anything I say?’ Then, maybe a week later, I mentioned the husband, and she said, ‘Husband! What are you talking about! You must have me confused with some other patient!’”

“Had you recorded her mentioning her husband in your notes?”

“Yes.”

“Very good.”

Fräulein Weber smiles, sending a joyful pang through Günter’s abdomen, but then her smile yields to something like a wince. “The thing is, this is not the first time I have heard a story about a sainted man who got a posthumous Iron Cross, but in the first version, the man was her father.”

“Ah.” Günter nods.

“Of course, that got me wondering if there wasn’t something Oedipal at the heart of her neurosis. So, this morning, I suggested she talk about her parents, and she became outraged. ‘Why should I do that? What’s that got to do with anything?’ Then she accused me of telling her mother everything she said, and told me I was a terrible doctor, who didn’t care about her enough to show up at our appointments—which was an utter fantasy! She was actually screaming by the end, and threatening to report me to Eitingon, Müller-Braunschweig, and you.” As Fräulein Weber speaks this last sentence, her voice breaks and she turns her head away.

“Well, you don’t have to worry about that.”

“Thank you.” As she faces him again, she runs her knuckle along the rim of one eye.

Günter wants to take hold of her hand, but he only smiles sympathetically. “You’ve got notes for all the sessions, right?”

“Yes.”

“And they back up what you say?”

“Absolutely!”

“Then you’re fine.”

“Good. That’s such a relief. But how am I to handle this woman? And how do I stop myself—” She takes a deep breath. “I hate to admit this, but I intensely dislike her. It was almost impossible not to scream back at her this morning.”

Günter leans forward, resting his elbows on his desk. “I had a patient like that once. Terrible! His life consisted of nonstop feuds, but he was always the innocent victim. The solitary paragon of virtue in a world of cheats and fools! There was no way I could shake his confidence on this point. He ended up leaving analysis, and frankly, I don’t think it did him a bit of good.”

Fräulein Weber’s eyebrows lift in surprise. “Really?”

“Psychoanalysis can’t help everybody, especially those who don’t bother to distinguish between truth and falsehood. They may not suffer full-blown hallucinations, but, in their extreme narcissism, they ascribe no value to fact, so are incapable of insight.”

“That is so interesting!”

“Some people just aren’t cut out for ‘the talking cure,’ so if their analysis fails, it’s not our fault.”

“Thank you!” Fräulein Weber’s whole face is radiant with appreciation. “Thank you for being so honest. Hearing that even you have trouble with patients is such a huge relief. Thank you so much!”

“You are more than welcome.” Günter looks her straight in the eyes. Smiling, she holds his gaze long enough that he feels time has stopped. She looks away, then stands and apologizes for having interrupted his work. As she leaves, she closes the door behind her. Günter remains motionless behind his desk, suddenly feeling unbearably lonely and that his life has no meaning.

HANNAH IS SITTING on the steps again, her wicker basket beside her. Günter asks if Mama sent her down. “No,” she says. “She and Vati were having a discussion and I didn’t want to be there, so I came down.”

“Does Mama know you have left the apartment?”

“She heard the door slam.”

Günter thinks about climbing the steps to make sure that Josine really does know that Hannah is gone and that she is with him, but then he decides to trust his remarkably mature daughter.

WHEN JOSINE answers the door, her brow is furrowed and there is an odd steadiness to her eyes that makes it seem she doesn’t actually see anything in front of her. All weekend, Günter felt guilty for not having gone upstairs to tell her that he was taking Hannah, and he now braces himself for rebuke. Josine turns sideways in the door, saying, “Inside, Hannahle! Vati’s got dinner ready for you.” Hannah scoots past her mother and down the hall without looking back at her father.

Josine turns to Günter and, her brow still furrowed, says, “I’ve got something to say.”

“I’m sorry about not coming up to tell you I had taken Hannah.”

“What?” She scrunches her nose in perplexity. “No, that’s not what it’s about. But thank you. You should have come up.”

Josine takes a deep breath.

Günter waits.

“You know that the Neue Kunst Theater has dismissed all of its Jewish staff?” she asks.

“Yes,” says Günter. “Terrible.”

“Well, Kurt’s been talking to everyone he knows in theater, and no one will take him on. They’re all afraid.”

Günter sighs heavily. “Everybody’s buckling under! I can’t believe it!”

“It’s disgusting!” Josine says. “Every day, some new horror! It’s driving me crazy! I can’t even look at the newspapers.”

“So what’s he going to do?”

“That’s what I want to tell you. His university friend, Berend Ziegler, wants him to manage the Rhineland Theater in Cologne, so … Well, we’re moving there. This week, in fact.” Josine falls silent, her eyes searching Günter’s. “I’m sorry. I know this is sudden. But Ziegler says we need to move fast. He wants Kurt in the job before anyone on the board can think to object.”

“Wait a second!” Günter shakes his head as if to clear it. “This week? You’re going this week?”

Josine’s whole face knots with tension. “Yes. Of course.”

“But what about Hannah?”

“I’m sorry. It’s only temporary. This madness can’t last forever. Everybody’s saying the government will collapse by September.”

“But what about her school? You can’t just take her out of school! Why can’t she stay with me?”

“I hate that school!”

“But what are you going to do in Cologne? It’s so late in the school year.”

“Ziegler’s already found her a place in a good school,” says Josine.

Günter feels as if all the air has been sucked out of his body. He can’t move or speak.

“She’ll be able to visit you on school vacations,” says Josine. “She can spend a month with you in the summer.”

Rage and despair battle inside Günter’s chest. He doesn’t know how to express either.

“What else are we going to do?” says Josine. “I don’t want to leave Berlin. I hate this. I hate everything that’s happening. But we have no choice. And I’m her mother! You can’t ask a mother to leave her only child behind.”

Günter recognizes that a mother’s pain at being separated from her child takes precedence over a father’s—though the intensity of the pain he is feeling this very moment makes him wonder if this universally recognized priority is fair or psychologically accurate. He wants to protest, but he doesn’t, because he remembers that Hannah has just been defined by Nazi authorities as a second-class citizen, subject to whatever persecutions they can dream up, and so it would be safer for her to be farther from the center of power.

“How has this happened?” is all he is able to say. “What is happening to this country?”

GÜNTER HAS JUST turned onto Wichmannstrasse, when he hears a voice behind him. “Zeitz!” Looking over his shoulder, he sees Felix Boehm shambling down Keithstrasse, tilted slightly to the left by the weight of his leather briefcase, glasses askew. Günter stops, his expression going rigidly neutral. Boehm has made a name for himself as an expert in homosexuality, positing that men are driven into other men’s arms by polygamous women—a notion that strikes Günter as the raving of a sidewalk lunatic. Across the street, a huge Nazi flag hangs from the sills of two abutting windows. It is so long that it covers the top half of the windows just below. Günter wonders if the tenants of the lower apartment have dared complain.

“I’ve been looking for you all day!” Boehm announces as he comes to a stop beside Günter, panting as if he has been running. He pushes his glasses up the bridge of his nose, straightening them. “Saw your piece in the Zentralblatt—absolutely brilliant!”

“Thank you,” says Günter, continuing down Wichmannstrasse.

Boehm falls into step beside him. “No, really. I’ve been a skeptic of this decision point idea of yours, but the way you analyzed the aversions and aspirations of the young mechanic’s every decision point—even in his dreams—was so elegant, especially when you showed how they linked his morbid obsession with drowning to his mother’s death. The technique is so simple, yet it yields such insight. I’m an absolute convert! Going to use it myself from now on!”

“Thank you. I very much appreciate that.”

With the openmouthed smile of a happy infant, Boehm pats Günter on his shoulder. “You’ve done our side proud, my man! Good job! It’s a real vindication!”

Günter is tempted to ask what Boehm means by “our side,” but all he says is “Thank you.”

The two men have reached the corner of Burggraffenstrasse. Günter nods in the direction of Wittenbergplatz. “I go this way.”

Boehm pats him one more time on the shoulder, smiles, and says, “See you tomorrow!”
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3 MAY 1933. Ten months after Josine left him and nine days after she and Hannah moved to Cologne, Günter, arriving home from work, opens the door to his apartment and hears a whispering whoosh, like air across the wing of a gliding bird. An instant later he hears the clink of a spoon on a saucer. “Hello?” he calls, but gets no answer. He walks straight down the hall to the kitchen, where he finds Josine at the table, holding a cup of tea. Smiling crookedly, as if she has bad news, she lowers her cup and says, “We’re back.” Hannah comes running out of her bedroom, off the kitchen, and flings her arms around his waist. “Papa!”

THE GLOOM BETWEEN their faces and the ceiling is like a faintly scintillant black powder. They are lying side by side in bed, naked, under the covers, but not touching. The air smells of sex and Josine’s anxious sweat. Günter makes an amused grunt. “I suppose this could be worse.”

Josine touches his hip with the knuckle of her right index finger, then draws her hand back to her belly. “You’re taking this much better than I thought you would.”

“Well,” he says, but then his mind goes blank.

“Thank you,” she says.

“I guess I’m not really sure what this is.”

“What do you mean?”

“This. The ‘this’ that I seem to have taken well.”

Her pillow rustles. He can tell that she is now looking his way, though her face is only an indistinct darkness against the larger darkness. She doesn’t say anything.

“What were you imagining,” he continues, “when you decided to come here? What were you hoping for?”

“I had no—” She cuts herself off. “No, that’s not true.” He feels her fingers on his wrist. They slide down and take hold of his hand. “I never stopped loving you.” She squeezes his hand hard. “I mean that. I know I’ve been awful. I don’t expect you ever to forgive me. But even at the beginning, even when I left, I knew that you were better than him.”

“Then why did you leave?”

“I don’t know. That … just … It didn’t seem enough at the time. I don’t know why. I don’t know why I do half the things I do.”

“You’re a deeply sick woman, Josine.”

She sighs heavily and gives his hand another squeeze. “I won’t argue with you on that point.”

“Sometimes I think all you really want is to destroy yourself.”

“Please,” she says.

“But I’m not going to let you destroy me at the same time. Or Hanni.”

“Please.”

“All right. Not now.”

“I know you’re angry. You have every right to be angry. But …”

His voice is harsh. “What?”

“I’d just like it if we could wait a little bit. Tomorrow, maybe.”

“And tonight?”

She rolls onto her side, placing her thigh over his, her hand on his chest and her head on his shoulder. “I guess I’d just like tonight to be whatever it is.”

“And what is that?”

“I don’t know.”

He is silent a long time.

“All right,” he says. He pushes his hand down flat against the mattress, while, in a practiced movement, she lifts her ribs and shoulder, and his arm slips under her, then across her back. He hugs her. She sighs. He rests his hand in the hollow between her pelvis and her ribs. “This is good,” he says. “I have to admit that I missed this.”

THE FOLLOWING DAY, Günter cancels all of his appointments and his class. He and Josine take Hannah to her old school and ask the headmaster to readmit her. Keller clenches his lips, a knot of irritation at the center of his brow. “Haven’t you heard the Führer’s decree about overcrowded schools?” he asks.

“That only applies to state schools,” says Josine.

Günter glances at her. They had agreed he would do all the talking.

“The main consideration,” Günter says, “is that we have already paid the tuition for the whole year, so you are contractually obligated to give her the education we paid for.”

“But you withdrew her.” The headmaster looks at Josine.

“She’s only missed six days,” she says.

“And you didn’t refund the unused tuition,” says Günter.

In the end, the headmaster agrees to readmit Hannah, but only for this year. “We don’t know what the future may bring,” he says. “Everything may be different.” All three leave the office. Hannah is waiting on a bench outside the door. A briefcase containing only a pen, an ink bottle, and some pencils is lying across her lap. Keller takes her hand and escorts her to her old class. Günter and Josine go to a café and sit outside. All the other tables are empty. There is a chill in the air, but the brilliant sun warms their clothing and cheeks. Robins twitter in the budding trees. Günter lights a cigarette.

“Overcrowding!” Josine says mockingly. “What overcrowding?”

“Things are really getting intolerable,” says Günter, feeling a mix of embarrassment and despair at how many times he has repeated these exact words.

Josine flips up the collar of her coat. “Josef is in New York.” She folds her arms across her chest. “He’s looking for an apartment.”

“Is that what you want to do?”

Josine squints at Günter without speaking.

“Move to New York,” he says.

“God no! I could never live there! What a primitive country! I’m German. I couldn’t bear it!”

“What about Paris?”

“Let’s wait,” she says. “So far nothing absolutely intolerable has happened. I mean, these Aryanization laws are appalling, and, on a day-to-day basis, we have to put up with atrocious behavior, all these garish flags, but … Well, we’ve always lived with antisemitism.” She sighs. “And I absolutely cannot bear the idea of giving in to the fascists. This is my country too! I’m as German as anybody! So let’s see what happens.”

The waiter brings their coffee. Günter stubs out his halfsmoked cigarette, flicks the remaining ash off its tip, and puts in into his pocket. “I was talking to Lessing yesterday. He told me the farmers are practically in revolt. Even in Bavaria. He says everybody hates Hitler in Bavaria.”

“And the unemployment—” Josine doesn’t finish her sentence. She puts her cup down abruptly and looks Günter straight in the eyes, a faint, sad smile on her lips. Silence.

“Was it Cologne?” he asks.

“No.”

“What, then?”

She looks suddenly weary. “I don’t know. I just couldn’t stand it anymore.”

“Why?”

She sighs. “Well … the truth is, I don’t think I ever really liked him.”

“Then why were you with him?”

“That’s what I’ve been asking myself.” She shrugs and gives him a wry, knowing look. “I suppose because, if I didn’t care about him, I was—I don’t know: safer. Less likely to be hurt.” For a moment, she seems to have gotten very sad. Then she makes an irritated exhalation through her nose. “But, of course …” She pauses. “Well, never mind.” She puts her hand on Günter’s and smiles. “I loved fucking last night. I love being with you.”

“I have one question.”

Josine looks at him as if he has just pulled a gun on her, but she doesn’t speak.

“Was Mayer the one who … went back to his wife?”

Josine places her index finger against the handle of her coffee cup and pushes, swiveling the cup one quarter turn counterclockwise. She doesn’t speak.

“The one who made you want to …” Günter falls silent. “Was he the reason you needed to see Freud?”

“Yes,” she says. “But he was—”

“Don’t tell me anything else. Just that one thing. That’s all.”

Josine’s lips and forehead crumple. She looks sad. And afraid.

THE DOOR to the Psychoanalytic Institute is locked, and a notice tacked just below the door’s frosted glass window reads “Closed for special meeting. All programs canceled today.” Günter uses his key to get inside, where he finds the central corridor utterly deserted. Even the chair behind the receptionist’s desk is empty. Hearing a hinge squeak, he turns, to see Edith Jacobson hurrying out of the ladies’ room, wiping her hands on the back of her skirt.

“What’s going on?” he asks.

She hardly glances at him as she dashes to the stairs.

“The meeting.”

He falls into step beside her. “What meeting?”

“Didn’t you hear?”

“No. I’ve been in Cologne.”

“Eitingon called the meeting because we have to decide on Aryanization.”

“Christ!” says Günter. “I can’t bear this!”

Jacobson casts him a sharp glance. “This is no time for the faint of heart.”

The meeting room is stifling, dense with the breath and sweat of some two dozen psychoanalysts, slightly over half of whom are seated at a long table, with the rest sitting on a few scattered chairs or leaning against the walls. Max Eitingon is seated at the head of the table, with Felix Boehm just to his right and Carl Müller-Braunschweig just beside Boehm. Edith Jacobson rushes to her vacant seat at the table, while Günter finds a place against the wall beside the door. Boehm is speaking, and clearly struggling to restrain irritation. “Well, at the very least, we can agree that Wilhelm Reich must go. Is that correct?” There is a low grumbling around the room. “Shall we have a vote?”

Ernst Simmel says, “I have no love for Reich. In fact, I consider inviting him to join the board the biggest mistake of my life.” Otto Fenichel laughs grimly at this remark. “But nevertheless,” continues Simmel, “I can’t bring myself to submit to these loathsome beasts, even for this!”

Jacobson leans forward to look Simmel in the eye. “We’re talking about the fate of psychoanalysis in Germany. If we don’t make any concessions to the Council, that’s it—we’re done for!”

“I don’t know why we’re even dignifying this issue with discussion,” says Therese Benedek. “Psychoanalysis is already finished in Germany. The Nazis will never allow it. That’s what Professor Freud has said, and I see no reason to doubt him.”

“I am sorry,” says Boehm, “but that is an entirely unrealistic assessment.”

“I don’t think so,” says someone at the back of the room. Günter glances around but can’t figure out who spoke.

“Do we even want it to survive?” asks Heinrich Meng. “Psychoanalysis after Nazism would be like a virgin after a lifetime of prostitution.”

“Please, Dr. Meng!” says Boehm. “Don’t waste our time with such melodramatic claptrap!”

Meng’s face turns bright red. His eyes open until their whites are radiant around his black irises, but he doesn’t say a word.

“Listen, Müller and I”—Boehm nods toward Müller-Braunschweig—”actually attended a meeting of the German Medical Council to argue on behalf of the Institute, and it was clear that nobody there bears any ill will toward our discipline. They only want to be sure that we are not a front for the Communist Party, and that we can dedicate ourselves to the mental health of the German people. I think that discontinuing Reich’s association with the Institute will be enough all on its own to satisfy the first requirement, and I don’t see how any of us might object to the second.”

At these last words, the room erupts in protests and counterprotests. Eitingon bangs a small wooden gavel on the tabletop. “Gentlemen, ladies! Quiet, please! We cannot have a meaningful discussion if we all talk at once.” He turns to his right. “Dr. Boehm, I think it is obvious that a good many people here are not satisfied with your rendition of the Council’s opinion. We all know that, in the mouths of Nazis, communist is just another word for Jew. But more to the point, there is the Hitler regime’s explicit decree banning Jews from any medical society.”

“This is exactly what I have been talking about!” says Meng. “If we give in to his delusional bigotry, we will destroy our profession.”

“Dr. Meng,” says Boehm, “obviously Aryanization is a serious issue. But there is another serious issue, quite independent of our own needs and desires: Do we have the right to deprive the citizens of Berlin of the benefit of psychoanalytic science, even if temporarily—and that is a very important word, temporarily—we must provide that aid in an altered fashion?”

“Dr. Boehm!” Günter calls out. “Dr. Boehm!”

Sándor Radó, who is seated just opposite Boehm, leaps to his feet and shouts, “Temporary! Temporary! Hitler claims the Reich will last a thousand years!”

“Dr. Boehm!” Günter calls.

Eitingon starts banging his gavel again, calling out, “Please, gentlemen! Please!”

The point Günter wants to make is that it is grossly offensive to suggest that Meng or anyone else’s objection to Aryanization is mere selfishness. Aryanization is a policy directed not only at men and women in this room but also at the hundreds of thousands of Jews living all over Germany, and so a massive criminal injustice. But once Eitingon has finally restored the room to order, he makes the same point in almost the same words. When he has finished, Carl Müller-Braunschweig asks if he might speak.

Eitingon nods.

“Thank you, Dr. Eitingon.” Müller-Braunschweig lifts his head and surveys the whole room. “My dear friends, as I am sure every one of you knows, there are very good reasons for tempers to be running high today. The issues we are discussing are very complex and urgent, and our situation is dire. But there is a factor we absolutely must bear in mind if we are to make a wise decision. It concerns the harsh reality of power. Whatever we may think of the Nazis, they are determined and well organized. As we all know, the Reichstag has granted Hitler the power to do absolutely anything he wants, and he has the backing of a substantial proportion of the German people. What this means is that if we refuse, absolutely, to accommodate his agenda, we will be crushed. Hitler is ruthless. We all know that. He won’t hesitate one second. Our only hope—our only hope—is to find a way of making a compromise with the German Medical Council that will do the least amount of harm and allow us to grant our patients and the citizens of Berlin the maximum benefit, and”—people have started shouting again; he raises his voice—“and preserve the essence of psychoanalysis until we are free, once again, to practice as we deem best.”

“But if we bow to such demagoguery,” cries Günter, “we lose all moral authority!”

“Zeitz is right!” says Therese Benedek. “If we compromise, we are nothing!”

Eitingon starts banging his gavel once again. “Ladies and gentlemen! Ladies and gentlemen …”

The meeting lasts another four hours, alternating between deafening pandemonium and a charade of academic discussion. Every voice grows hoarse; every shirt becomes drenched with sweat. Even in the quieter moments, there are speakers with clenched fists, only a twitch away from leaping onto their opponents. Max Eitingon’s face grows so pale and sweat-stippled that Günter worries he is on the verge of a heart attack. Eighty-four-year-old Maurice Katzenstein begins talking about psychoanalysis as a shimmering lake and Hitler as a demonic goose, and he has to be led from the room by Therese Benedek, who gives him water, induces him to lie down on her couch, and eventually puts him in a cab home.

In the end, a majority of the assembled analysts agree to expel Wilhelm Reich, but only Boehm, Müller-Braunschweig, Keitel, and five other analysts vote in favor of the Council’s Aryanization program; fifteen psychoanalysts, including Eitingon, Edith Jacobson, and Günter, vote against it, and five abstain. By the time Günter exits the room, he is staggering with exhaustion. The hallway is crowded with worried-looking analysts in training, including Fräulein Weber, who asks him what has happened. “Nothing,” he tells her. “Or almost nothing. I think we may be in the midst of an absolute catastrophe.”

GÜNTER AND JOSINE celebrate Hannah’s seventh birthday with a picnic in the Viktoriapark. She blows out all the candles on the cake with one breath but has to surrender her first piece to a Saint Bernard, who ambles over and gives her shoulder an imploring shove with its sloppy muzzle. She shows her parents how good she has become at turning cartwheels, and soon the whole family is rolling from hand to hand to foot to foot across the moist grass, Josine having tied her skirt into a bulky knot between her knees. On the way home, they stop to watch a chimpanzee in a tiny straw boater banging on a jazz drum set. Hannah falls asleep on the bus and Günter has to carry her up to their apartment. In bed that night, Josine says, “I want another child.” Günter rolls over and says, “Well, there’s no time like the present.”

GÜNTER IS HAVING a drink at the Hotel Apollo with Gustav Meinhof, a colleague at the Institute. who has just joined the Nazi Party.

“Why?” asks Günter.

A nauseated smile twitches onto Meinhof’s lips. He takes a deep sip from his beer. “It was my publisher’s idea,” he says. “Of course, I can’t abide any of that Nazi nonsense, but my Hebphrenia will be out in six months, and my publisher says I can’t take the risk.”

“No,” says Günter. “I will never do that. No. No. Absolutely not.”

“It doesn’t mean anything.”

“No,” says Günter. “I simply couldn’t do it.”

Meinhof looks down at a ring of condensation on the table, which he smears with two fingers. Looking up again, he opens his mouth but doesn’t speak. His expression is vacant.

“Sorry,” says Günter. “I’m sure everything will be fine.”

It is dark when he leaves the hotel, thinking he may have just lost a friend and wondering how he might have handled Meinhof’s declaration differently. As he walks along Unter den Linden toward the Französische Strasse U-Bahn station, he passes the University of Berlin’s library, where, not a week earlier, tens of thousands watched while fascist students set fire to a heap of books by Jewish authors—including Sigmund Freud—that they had ripped from the library shelves. Again and again, as Günter hurries toward Französische Strasse, he imagines a massive torch-carrying crowd surging out of the plaza in front of the library and chasing after him. It is all he can do not to run along the dark and mostly empty street.

“THIS WILL BE your study,” says Josine. They are alone in the vacant apartment, their voices hissing off bare walls. The room is long and narrow, most likely meant as a child’s bedroom, but Günter can already see a desk in the corner by the window, a Persian carpet on the floor, and the walls lined with crowded bookshelves. A flowering chestnut tree fills the space outside the window. He looks down into the garden, which, apart from the huge tree, four trash cans, and a fringe of weeds along a fence, is little more than a square of damp earth. He turns back to Josine, smiling. The apartment is in Charlottenburg, on Pestalozzistrasse, not far from Savignyplatz, and an easy walk to the Psychoanalytic Institute. “You see!” says Josine. “I told you.” Günter was worried that she had picked out something palatial, which would have embarrassed him, not in the least because everyone would have known she was the one paying for it. But this apartment, despite its three bedrooms and maid’s room, is modest enough for people to imagine that he could afford it himself, although they might assume he is being paid slightly more than he actually is—a not entirely unwelcome side benefit. “It’s beautiful,” he says. They walk back into the hallway and down to the living room, which is slightly wider than it is deep, with three-meter-high ceilings, a modest crystal chandelier, and two windows looking out onto the street. There is something about the proportions of the room that Günter finds profoundly comforting. He takes a deep breath and, for the first time in weeks, feels at peace. He grasps Josine’s hand. She looks at him with a happy, expectant smile. “You were absolutely right!” he says. She laughs.

THEIR FIRST NIGHT in the new apartment, Josine cuts her finger while slicing veal. When she drops the knife, some blood splatters onto the meat, and when she lifts her hand, the blood dribbles across her palm and down her wrist in two crooked streaks. Günter and Hannah, unpacking in Hannah’s room, rush into the kitchen to see what all the noise is about, and find Josine standing by the sink with a bloodstained dish towel wrapped around her hand. “Mama!” cries Hannah.

“It’s all right!” Josine says. “Just a little blood!” When Günter starts to unwrap the towel, she says, “Really. I’m fine.”

There is a two-centimeter-long slice on the side of her left index finger, running from the tip past the first joint—blood oozing, beading, dropping.

“Not so bad,” Günter says. “Come with me.” He leads her to the bathroom. Hannah follows, but, seeing that Josine’s face has suddenly gone deathly pale, Günter tells Hannah to stay out in the hall. When she protests, he simply closes the door in her face. Josine sits on the edge of the tub. While Günter rifles through a pair of unpacked boxes, her face becomes more waxen by the second. “You all right?” asks Günter.

“Yes, I’m fine! There’s no need to go to all this trouble.”

Giving her a skeptical smile, he says, “If you feel dizzy, lean your head forward.”

“I’m fine!” she insists. But a few seconds later, she lowers her head to her knees.

Günter washes her finger with soap in the sink. She shrieks once, when he pours alcohol over the cut. “That was entirely unnecessary!” she says.

“Nonsense!”

He dabs the cut with Mercurochrome and wraps her finger in a strip of gauze, which he fastens with adhesive tape. On her way back to the kitchen, she says, “I need a glass of wine.”

“Me, too!” Günter strokes her lightly at the center of her back.

Her finger starts to bleed again when she tries to twist the corkscrew into a bottle of Müller-Thurgau, so he takes over, pours them each a glass. Then he and Hannah go back to setting up her room.

“Why wouldn’t you let me into the bathroom?” Hannah asks as they walk.

“Sometimes mothers and fathers have to be alone,” he says.

“Why?”

“Because,” he says, as if this one word were all the answer she needs. But then he rubs his hand over her head and says, “Mama’s finger was hurting, and I think she wanted to be private.” Apparently satisfied by this explanation, Hannah pulls a red-and-yellow wooden horse that once belonged to Günter out of a box and puts it atop her dresser. He hangs a framed poster of “The Land of Make-Believe” over her bed, and a lithograph of a sleeping Pre-Raphaelite princess on the opposite wall. Then he takes Hannah’s nightgown out of her dresser, lays it across the foot of the bed, and puts her blue silk Chinese slippers on the floor, just where her feet would be were she actually in the nightgown. “That looks like the ghost of me,” she says. Günter kisses her forehead, opens the bedroom door, and they return to the kitchen.

GÜNTER AND JOSINE share the bottle of wine over dinner; then he opens another and pours himself an extra glass. Josine puts her hand over her own glass when he tips the bottle in her direction, but as soon as he pulls it away, she takes her hand off and says, “Just a little!” He smiles at her and winks; she smiles back. Hannah won’t eat her veal because she says it tastes like blood. Josine tells Günter it’s his fault for making a joke about “Mama’s special red sauce.” Günter tells Hannah that since she is behaving like a baby, he is going to have to treat her like one. He spears a piece of her veal with his fork and makes a train noise as he steers it toward her mouth. She laughs but then clamps her lips shut. He taps the piece of meat against her crinkled mouth and says, “Please let me in! I promise I’ll be delicious!” but she keeps her lips firmly shut until her mother says, “Stop, Günter! She’s too old for that!” at which point Hannah’s mouth springs open and she accepts the gray nugget of veal. Günter manages to get half of her serving down her throat before she refuses to eat any more.

GÜNTER AND JOSINE are lying side by side, looking up into the darkness of their new bedroom. “We’ve earned our sleep today,” he says. She acknowledges the remark with a hum-grunt. “I’m glad we’re here,” he says, “I think moving was the right choice.”

Josine is silent for a long moment; then she sighs.

“What?” he says.

“Nothing. I’ve just been feeling strange all day. I don’t know why. There’s just … something.” She falls silent again before continuing. “This just feels so permanent—you know what I mean? Permanent. I feel like I’m locked in a safe.”

Günter doesn’t speak for a full twenty seconds. “It’ll pass. You’re just tired.”

“Yes. Tired.” She turns away. “I want to go to sleep.”

GÜNTER IS AT the annual spring party for the psychoanalytic students at Max Eitingon’s palatial apartment. Eitingon, however, is not present, nor is his wife, Mirra. Therese Benedek and Otto Fenichel are serving as the hosts, neither of them actually knowing where the Eitingons are or why they can’t attend. All they have been told is that the couple is “out of town.” When Fenichel speaks this phrase to Günter, he frowns. Günter is waiting his turn by the punch bowl in the parlor, when he feels a light tap on his shoulder. “Dr. Zeitz!” He turns around, to see Elke Weber, her full lips bunched into an embarrassed smile. When he arrived, Günter spotted her instantly, largely because of her brilliant red-yellow-pale-green-and-black floral-patterned dress. Josine would dismiss the dress as garish, but Günter likes it, if only because it seems an expression of Fräulein Weber’s joie de vivre.

“Well, hello!” he says. “You certainly look in a festive spirit!”

“Thank you.” She already has a glass of punch, which she lifts to her lips. “I’m going to another party after this—a birthday party!”

Günter’s turn with the ladle has come. “Busy day!” he says as he fills his glass. “But fun!”

“Yes.”

Günter and Fräulein Weber look at each other, neither knowing what to say. Günter takes a sip from his glass to fill the silence.

Fräulein Weber speaks first. “I just want to thank you for all your help this semester.”

“Nonsense! You weren’t even my student.”

“No, but that day I came by your office to talk about my patient—that was so helpful!”

Günter smiles. That encounter possesses a warm radiance in his memory, but it is also tinged with yearning and sorrow. “I’m glad I could help.”

“It was so important for me to hear, especially from someone as accomplished as you, that one can’t expect to cure all patients. That was truly liberating!”

“Well, good. Thank you.” Günter has mixed feelings about his main contribution to Fräulein Weber’s education being his confession of failure. “Whatever happened with that patient?”

“I’m still seeing her!”

“Really!” He lifts his glass as if in a toast. “That’s a victory all by itself!”

Fräulein Weber lifts her glass and says “Clink!” when it touches Günter’s. “But I still can’t stand her!”

Günter laughs. “Alas, neurotics are rarely endearing!”

“At least that gives us an incentive to cure them!”

As they clink their glasses a second time, they exchange a glance that brings an erotic urgency to Günter’s chest and throat. Fräulein Weber looks away. Günter changes the topic. “Do you have any plans for the summer?”

For a moment, she looks as if she is swallowing an overlarge bite of food. Then she is smiling again. “Oh, yes! Very big plans!”

“What?”

Another silence. When Fräulein Weber finally speaks, she is still smiling, but as she looks straight into Günter’s eyes, her own eyes are sad. “I’m getting married!” she says. “In June.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” cries Günter. “I’m so happy for you.” And for a brief moment, he is able to believe he actually is.

IT IS GÜNTER’S TURN to read Hannah a bedtime story. He comes to her room holding a leather-bound copy of One Thousand and One Nights, but immediately puts it down on her dresser and takes her hand. “Come with me, young lady!” He leads her to the bathroom, where the tub is still full of gray water, a platter-size puddle is on the floor, a wet towel lies in a heap in the corner, and the toothpaste tube is capless and oozing on the sink. “What is your explanation for this?” Hannah, barefoot and in her nightgown, looks at her father as if she has no idea what he is talking about. He points out each of her indiscretions. “Do you think your mother and I have been put on earth to be your servants?” Hannah knows well that she needs to clean up after her baths, and has often been scolded for not doing so. But what brings tears to her eyes on this occasion is Günter’s tone of voice—flat, loud, and very angry. He knows that he is far angrier than the situation calls for, but he doesn’t moderate his tone. “You’ve got to fulfill your responsibilities as a member of this household!” Tears run down Hannah’s cheeks and her voice breaks. “Papa!” Günter shouts, “You’re not going to win any sympathy with tears!” He steps out the door. “I’m coming back in five minutes. If this mess isn’t all cleaned up, no story!” He slams the door behind him.

IT IS A SATURDAY afternoon. Günter comes out of his study and sees Josine in her raincoat, belt pulled tight, standing beside the apartment door. The end of the hallway is dim, and he can’t quite make out her face, but she has frozen with her hand on the lock, and one foot half lifted, as if in midstep. “I need to go for a walk,” she says.

“Where’s Hanni?”

“In her room.”

Günter is surprised that Josine would seem to have been planning to leave the apartment without saying anything to him, but he doesn’t think it wise to bring this up. “Everything all right?” he says.

“Yes. Fine. I just need a little fresh air. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

“Don’t get wet!” The sky outside his study window is deep gray.

“Right.” She opens the door; it slams shut. Three hours later, Günter is making an egg dinner for Hannah and himself when he hears the creak and bang of the apartment door. He steps out of the kitchen and sees Josine opening the hall closet door. Her hair is drenched and in tangled twists all around her face. “Sorry,” she says. “I had to buy something!” She waves a small soggy paper bag in the air. “I got caught in the rain.”

Günter is both angry and disconcerted. All he says is, “I was worried about you.”

“I’m fine.” As she removes her coat, she repeats automatically, and under her breath, “I’m fine. I’m fine. I’m fine.” She puts her coat on a hanger and takes the paper bag to the toilet. When she comes out, she dashes to the bedroom, clutching the bag, and closes the door. Günter never sees that bag again, and never learns what was inside it.

GÜNTER IS STANDING by the wardrobe, where he has just hung the shirt he has been wearing all day. Josine, in a pink slip and underwear, is sitting up in bed, her bare legs crossed at the ankles atop the covers. She is reading a newspaper that she has folded in half lengthways. Her expression is immobile, her lips pursed. Her habitual dent of tension is now a gnarled mound between her eyebrows. Günter asks gently, “What’s wrong?” When she shows that she has heard him only by squinting more intensely at the paper, he speaks her name. She lowers her newspaper so rapidly, it makes a slapping noise against her knees.

“What?” she says angrily. “What are you talking about?”

“I’m just concerned.”

“About what?”

He sits down on the end of the bed and puts his hand on her foot, which she pulls away. “I don’t know. You just seem depressed.”

“I’m not depressed!” She slaps the newspaper with the back of her hand. “Of course I’m depressed! In the last week, Jews have been banned from owning land, working for the arts or the government, and now”—she slaps the paper again—“as newspaper editors!”

Günter is taken aback by her sudden fury. “Yes. Yes. That’s terrible. Disgusting.” Just that morning, Fenichel told him that Eitingon and Simmel are both emigrating—one to Palestine, the other to the United States. “Auto-Aryanization,” Fenichel called it. Günter has been waiting all day to tell Josine this shocking news, but right now he doesn’t want to be distracted. “Are you sure that’s all that’s wrong?”

“Why are you even asking such a question?”

“You just seem—”

“Do you really not care about what is happening to this country?”

“Of course I care.”

“And to your own wife and your daughter?”

“Please, Josine!” he says. “You know that’s a ridiculous question. What is happening is terrible, and I hate it. But that doesn’t mean something else isn’t wrong.”

“Don’t be absurd!”

Günter takes a deep breath. When he speaks, he does all he can to sound sympathetic and reasonable. “Josine, practically since we moved to Berlin you have been saying that we would all be happier if we lived in Mitte or Charlottenburg. You found this place and you seemed to absolutely love it. But we have lived here more than three months now, and I don’t think I’ve seen you looking anything but morose for more than two minutes in a row.”

“Günter, you say you care, but you don’t really care. How is anybody in this country supposed to be happy now? How is any Jew? What are you asking of me?”

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “One distinction between a stone and a living thing is that the stone cannot take action. And, indeed, as we learn in school, the most basic way of distinguishing living things from all other existing entities is by what they do (digest, excrete, reproduce, etc.). Likewise, while living things can be distinguished from each other by physical characteristics (bipedal, quadrupedal, multipedal, etc.), they can also be distinguished by the particular actions they take, both as members of categories (fish swim, birds fly, mammals nurse their young) and as individuals (those who can solve complex problems are said to be intelligent; those who can use brushes and paint to render images of the world are said to be artistic). Difference is the key. Although the members of any particular category all have at least one trait in common, the category wouldn’t exist if it didn’t also identify the difference between its members and all other living things. And, at least among animals (as opposed to plants), the smaller the category gets, the less its members are distinguished by physical traits and the more they are distinguished by their actions. Mallards can be distinguished from Mandarin ducks by size and coloration, but two flocks of mallards are primarily distinguished by their social relationships and the particular pond they favor. By the time we get down to the individual (the category with only one member), physical distinctions are almost never enough to clearly distinguish the individual from all other living things (we all have our doppelgängers). What we like to think of as the “uniqueness” of an individual human being—the quality that gives meaning to such words as I, me, and myself, as well as the person’s name—is an immense and fantastically complex concatenation of facts that consist almost entirely of actions, some physical (kisses, punches, running, writing), others more abstract (things said, thought, desired, hated). What this means is that unless we have autonomy—the freedom to act in accordance with our particular natures—we cannot distinguish ourselves from the mass of humanity, which is to say that we cannot lay claim to having a unique self.”

GÜNTER CALLS Gert Hausmann, his Communist plumber friend. They talk for a bit about the similarity of dentists and torturers (Hausmann has just had a tooth removed); then Günter says, “So, any wisdom to impart on the state of our nation?”

Hausmann makes a curt, cruel laugh. “You must be joking.”

Puzzled, Günter says, “I wish! Not much to laugh at?”

“Maybe. I wouldn’t know.”

Günter grunts in puzzlement.

“You must have me confused with someone else,” says Hausmann.

Having no idea what Hausmann could mean, Günter remains silent.

After a stretch of inarticulate noises, Hausmann speaks with emphatic clarity. “By the way, I’ve finished your wife’s pot.” Hearing no response, he adds, “The one with the broken handle.”

All at once, everything comes clear to Günter. “Oh, yes. Thanks so much!”

“I’ll be working at Albert’s tomorrow morning, if you want to stop by and pick it up.”

Günter recognizes this as a reference to Café Albert, where they have met for drinks more than once. “Sure. What time will be best for you?”

“I break for lunch at twelve-thirty.”

“Perfect.”

Günter takes three trains to get to a place he could have walked to in ten minutes. During their previous meetings there, he and Hausmann sat at a table outside. Although it is raining, people are sitting at tables under the café’s forest green awning, but Hausmann is not among them. Günter finds him at a table in a corner at the very back of the café. “People have been disappearing,” Hausmann tells him once his coffee has arrived.

“What do you mean?”

“They’re gone. They never come home. They don’t show up at work.”

After a troubled glance, Günter asks, “Does anyone know what’s happening?”

Hausmann leans in close and speaks in a whisper. “Word is, they’re being taken to the water tower in Prenzlauer Berg.”

“Water tower?”

“The pump house. They go in but don’t come out—at least not …” Hausmann looks Günter straight in the eyes, affirming the obvious.

“Christ!” says Günter. “Who?”

“Communists, Jews, homosexuals—anyone the SA doesn’t like.”

Günter has been holding his cup in midair throughout this exchange. He lowers it without taking a sip and the cup rattles as it settles into the saucer.
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JOSINE IS WEARING her yellow dress with the deep neckline—the most beautiful of all her dresses, Günter has come to think. They have left Hannah in the care of Fräulein Himmelfarb, the daughter of their downstairs neighbors, and are walking down Schlüterstrasse on their way to have dinner with the Wozinskis, a couple they recently met at the home of one of Günter’s colleagues. Caspar Wozinski is a pianist who has played with both the Berlin Philharmonic and the Vienna Philharmonic, and is also a well-known soloist. His wife, Margarete, was a member of the corps de ballet at the Staatsballett until she became pregnant with their first child. They are a beautiful couple, who seem deeply in love, even though Caspar’s performances all over Europe and in the United States keep him away from home at least six months out of every year. Margarete says that once both her children are in school, she wants to study psychoanalysis at the Institute. When Günter and Josine get to the corner of Kantstrasse, they are discussing where Caspar is from. For the most part, he sounds like an upper-class Berliner, but there is an elasticity to some of his diphthongs that is hard to place. Günter thinks he is simply from Vienna, but Josine insists he has the remnants of a Polish accent. Because Günter tends to cross streets more rapidly than Josine, he does not notice that she has fallen behind until he realizes that she has not responded to his last remark. Hearing the chaotic tocking of her heels on the street paving, he turns, to see her dash in front of a truck speeding down the eastbound lane. For an endless instant, he watches, utterly paralyzed, as she stands motionless in front of the hurtling vehicle. There is a screech of brakes, the truck veers left, and Josine leaps to her own left. The truck shoots past, the driver shouting out the window. Some dozen pedestrians, who have also been paralyzed in astonishment, now look on in silence as Josine approaches Günter, who is standing just shy of the curb. Her eyes are wide, but she doesn’t seem to focus on anything. Her shoulders jerk forward again and again, and she keeps crying out, “Oh! … Oh! … Oh!” as if the air is being forced from her lungs by convulsions. Günter takes her hand and pulls her toward him. “Are you all right?” he asks.

She yanks her hand away and a huge smile appears on her face. “Oh my God!” she says. “Oh my God! My whole life has changed!”

“What are you talking about?”

She puts both hands to her temples and shifts her head back and forth slowly. “My whole life has changed!”

“What?” he says. “Why are you saying that?” He tries to put his arms around her, but she shoves him away, steps briskly onto the sidewalk, and heads off down Schlüter-strasse as if there is someplace she must get to immediately. Günter catches up and keeps pace with her for several steps. At first he is speechless; then he says, “You have to tell me what just happened.”

She stops, faces him, her every feature animate with exhilaration. “Up until this moment,” she says, “my being alive was only an accident, a matter of mere inertia. But just now, I chose to live. I faced my death and I said, No, I will live. Now, for the first time in my whole life, my existence is an expression of my own will. Of my desire. Everything has changed.” She turns and continues striding down the sidewalk.

Günter asks if she wants to go home. When she doesn’t respond, he says, “I think we really should go home.”

“I feel fine!” she says. “I’ve never felt better in my life!”

Josine enters the Wozinskis’ apartment with big steps, sweeping gestures, and a loud voice. Her first words are “I’ve just had the most amazing experience!” She tells them about the truck and making the choice to live. The Wozinskis look to Günter for clues as to what they should do. Günter tries to calm Josine with light touches, glances, and a joke about her being in an operatic mood, but these only provoke more strident proclamations and gestures. During dinner she pours down glass after glass of wine, while Günter hardly touches his own. She talks with great animation and almost incessantly, while he can never muster more than a few words, speaking them almost under his breath, uncertain if they make any sense. Josine repeats the story of her faceoff with death several times. She announces that the Hitler regime will never be able to resist “the wrath of the German people.” At one point, she turns to Frau Wozinski and says, “Of course you know your husband is an extraordinarily handsome man! If I had met him before he met you, I would have leaped right into bed with him.” The Wozinskis make excuses about needing to rise early in the morning. Josine is so drunk, Günter has to call a cab for a ride of only a few blocks, and hold her upright with both arms as they descend the stairs. Back in their own apartment, she goes straight to the toilet without even taking off her coat. Günter pays Fräulein Himmelfarb for babysitting, lets her out the door, then looks into Hannah’s room to make sure she is asleep. He hangs his overcoat in the hall closet, then waits outside the toilet door. Hearing repeated gasps and the sound of ripping paper, he lifts his hand to knock, then decides to let Josine be. During the twenty minutes he stands outside the door, he concludes, many times, that a chapter of his life has just come to an end. When Josine emerges from the toilet, she puts her arms around him and speaks into his ear. “I am sorry. I will write to Margarete in the morning. To apologize. I will tell her that I had a high fever, which caused the wine to drive me mad.”

JOSINE LIES on a towel with an open copy of Döblin’s Mountains Oceans Giants covering her face. Her hands are folded atop her belly, rising and falling with her slow breathing. Another towel covers her long candle-white legs, though her toes are exposed to the sun, as are the tops of her thighs, her throat, and her chest. Günter worries she might get burned, but he doesn’t want to disturb her sleep. He is sitting up, barefoot in his bathing trunks and swim shirt, his folded arms resting on his knees. Hannah crouches on the edge of the lake, piling flat, wet chunks of rock into a wall, or castle. Two groups of children about her age are playing just down the shore, one of them all girls, but she keeps to herself. Hannah has always taken naturally to playing with other children, even total strangers, so Günter is surprised by her shyness, and wonders if it is a sign of distress at her mother’s recent behavior. He takes off his glasses, stands, and walks toward the water, self-conscious about his torso in his tight trunks and swim shirt. For the first three decades of his life, he was lithe and muscular—the heritage of a childhood in the mountains. His Heidelberg classmates called him “Ibex,” mainly for his habit of trotting up steps three at a time. But over the last decade, his muscles have grown stringy and soft, and his belly has steadily thickened. Thanks to his height, he still appears rangy and strong in clothes, but looking down now, there is no escaping the domelike bulge between sternum and groin that jiggles as he walks. He imagines Elke Weber, lying on a towel nearby, casting him a disappointed glance. But Elke is married now. Is she? Yes, she is. It is August; she was having a June wedding. From now on, he will have to think of her as Frau Havekost. Hannah does not notice Günter standing right behind her until he asks, “Is that a castle?”

She looks up at him over her shoulder, surprised but not startled. She squints one eye against the sun, which is hot upon his back. “It’s a palace.”

“Oh!” He smiles at her answer. “Who lives in it?”

“The Snow Queen.”

“Is it an ice palace?” He crouches beside her.

“No.” She looks over and speaks as casually as if she is describing last night’s dinner. “She lives in a stone palace, but it’s on a frozen lake.”

“But wouldn’t it fall through the ice?”

“No. The ice goes all the way to the bottom.”

“That’s too bad.”

She looks at him curiously but doesn’t say anything.

He smiles. “Because I was planning on swimming in the lake.”

“Oh.” She thinks a moment. “Well, it is not frozen all the time. And the palace is built on pontoons.”

“Pontoons! I’ve never heard of a palace on pontoons!”

“The Snow Queen does everything her own way.”

Günter gives a small, surprised laugh. He loves this answer—is even proud of it. He thinks of asking Hannah why she is not playing with the other children, then decides not to. “I’m just going to get wet,” he says. “It’s hot out here.” He stands and holds out his hand. “You want to come?”

“That’s all right. I’m still working on the palace.” She reaches underwater, picks up a small triangular stone, and places it on her structure, aligning its longest edge with the sides of the rocks below. Günter steps carefully as he wades through the gravel- and stone-strewn shallows. He manages to avoid stubbing his toes but can’t evade the sharp gravel. A nasty jab causes him to lift one foot out of the water and totter upon his opposite leg, keeping his balance by waving his arms and kicking his elevated leg gracelessly in the air. He closes his eyes when he dives, and so feels as if he is shooting through darkness, caressed by undulations of icy silk. There is a ringing zip beneath the water, the motor of a distant speedboat. He surfaces and, through the water sluicing down his face, looks back toward Hannah, who is still crouching next to her palace, not paying him the least attention. He lowers his head and swims straight out into the lake, pulling himself swiftly through the cold water. He keeps his eyes closed and only looks up every eight or ten strokes to take his bearings. After close to a hundred meters, a raw tiredness filters through the centers of his muscles and his stroke weakens. He looks back again toward what, without his glasses, seem only blurry patches of color, though he knows them to be blankets, baskets, and pale human bodies on the grassy shore. Hannah is only a pink dab at the lake edge, but she seems to be sitting now, rather than crouched, and to have stopped working on her palace. Josine is still flat on her back, her book a gray blob where her face would be. The return swim is leisurely, and he doesn’t stop when his fingertips begin to brush the bottom. He switches to the breaststroke and heads straight toward Hannah, pushing himself to his feet only when he is in danger of scraping his belly. “Palace finished?” he asks.

“Yeah.” She looks up, still squinting one eye, even though the sun is behind her. “The Snow Queen got bored with having a palace on pontoons.”

Günter gives a monosyllabic laugh, then holds down his hand. “Come on. I’m going to teach you to swim.”

Hannah pulls both hands out of her lap and sits on them.

“Oh, come on!” he says. “We’ve been talking about this for months.”

“It’s too cold!”

“Nonsense! Just keep moving and you’ll stay warm.”

“I’m too tired!” She grins mischievously.

“Oh, really?” he says. “Then I guess I have no choice but to”—he lunges and grabs her around the waist—“kidnap you!”

“Papa! No! No!” She kicks her legs wildly and laughs as he lifts her into the air. She pummels his chest with her elbows and fists. “No! Papa! No!”

“Time for mermaid lessons!” He churns through the water, no longer worrying about jabbing his feet or stubbing his toes. When he is up to his waist, he lifts Hannah over his head and flings her out into water too deep for her to stand. She disappears, then rises, puffing and swimming the dog paddle. He swim-wades over to her and she clambers onto his shoulder, wrapping her legs around his waist.

“I’m too cold,” she says.

“You’ll warm up in a minute.”

He wriggles her off his shoulder and lets her slip down his arm into the water again, where she resumes her dog paddle.

“You’re more than halfway to being a real swimmer,” he tells her. “I only want to teach you one thing today.”

“I’m cold.”

Her lips have gone blue. He decides to stay far enough away that she will have to keep swimming to stay afloat and so eventually get warm. The one thing he wants her to learn is the sweeping arm movements of the breaststroke. She refuses to even try, proclaiming over and over that she is much too cold. Her lips go purple and her skin becomes mottled pink and blue. When she is not complaining, her teeth clatter. “All right,” he says at last. “We’ll have to wait for a warmer day.” He takes her in his arms and carries her out of the water, only putting her down when he can lower her feet to the sun-warmed grass. She hobbles, with bent knees and arms clenched tight against her chest, over to where her mother is sitting up and holding out a towel. “Come here, my little icicle mouse! What has your Papa done to you?” Josine wraps Hannah in a towel and Günter drapes his own towel across the little girl’s shoulders. Hannah sits between her parents while Josine tells her the story of the Snow Queen for perhaps the hundredth time. But this version is set on a tropical island and the Snow Queen lives on an iceberg that has drifted down from the North Pole. Ice is an entirely unknown phenomenon on the island, and it chills the heart of anyone who touches it. Josine has only gotten to the part when Kay is carried to the iceberg by a sea witch when a girl slightly older than Hannah races by, rolling a shoulder-high hoop by banging at it with a flat stick. Without a word to either parent, Hannah flings off both towels and runs after the girl.

“Guess she’s not cold anymore,” says Günter.

Josine folds up the towels and puts them down on their picnic blanket. In a firm but low voice, she tells Günter: “You’re too close to her.”

Günter looks Josine straight in the eyes. “What did you say?”

“You’re too close to her. It’s not natural.”

These words so infuriate Günter that he doesn’t know how to answer.

“It’s not natural,” she repeats. “A father has to keep a respectable distance from his daughter.”

“We will talk about this later,” says Günter.

Josine makes a small and dubious noise as she smooths the surface of the topmost folded towel. Günter stands, strides back to the lake, and dives beneath the surface. As he swims, he contemplates Josine’s assertion that his closeness to Hannah is “unnatural.” While that notion still infuriates him, he has come to see most of Josine’s bizarre words and actions as manifestations of her pathology, so they have less power to disturb him. But he does wonder if what she has said might reflect something her own hated father had done to her—and so possibly explain her attraction to men she claims to hate. No way to know, at least not yet. But he will watch out for other indications. When Günter walks out of the lake, two young women—possibly teenagers—rush past him, splashing, shrieking, and laughing until they are thigh-deep in the water, where they call out to two SS enlisted men sitting at a table on the lakeside. The men could be anywhere between thirty and forty, and it is not clear if the women are their daughters or girlfriends. Both men have their coats unbuttoned. One is wearing his field cap; the other has his hat resting on the seat beside him. The man wearing the cap is smiling, but not the smile of a father. “Don’t drown!” he says. Both women laugh, and one calls back, “Ah, you never let us have any fun!”

IT IS NIGHT, moonless. Most stars have been erased by a scrim of clouds that moved in at sunset. Günter and Josine are sitting on the small balcony outside their hotel room, each wrapped in a woolen blanket provided by the hotelier precisely for their postsunset outdoor comfort. Gunter’s nose and shoulders are burned—his shoulders simultaneously generating warmth within the shell of his clothes and making him more susceptible to the jets of chilly air that intermittently penetrate his collar and sleeves. The broad lawn descending to the lakeshore is now only a lesser darkness, distinguishable from the water primarily by the absence of the fragmenting needle reflections of the lights on the far shore. When Günter takes off his glasses, those reflections disappear and he is plunged into deep blackness. He hears the plaintive bleeping of the tree frogs, a goose honk, the hiss-rustle of wing feathers skimming overhead. He puts his glasses back on. “I’m done with analysis,” says Josine. “I’ve read everything—Freud, Adler, Jung; you, too,” She gives a bitter laugh. “Sorry! You are all just making things up to suit your own neuroses.”

Günter’s voice is weary. “Josine, please!”

“I’m sorry, but it’s true. You call it science, but it’s no more based on fact than astrology. It’s just a party game, a very elaborate and pretentious party game.”

Günter stretches his hand into the darkness between them and finds one of hers. He grips it and squeezes. “Josine, listen. Please just listen.”

“Why should I listen?”

“Because you are depressed, and I am worried about you.”

She pulls her hand away. Her shoulders shift in the darkness and her arms fold across her chest. “What makes you think you know more about what is going on in my mind than I do?”

His voice is low, almost a sob. “You stood in front of a truck! Half a second longer—”

“But I didn’t let that truck hit me,” she cries. “When are you—”

Günter makes a fierce shushing noise and jerks his hand toward the room behind them, where Hannah is asleep on a divan.

Josine lowers her voice. “I didn’t let the truck hit me. Why is that so hard for you to grasp? I chose to live. I chose not to die. I don’t know why you should think that makes me mentally ill.”

Günter gasps with exasperation. “Many reasons! One of them being that you should even feel the need to make that choice.”

“Well, I pity anyone who doesn’t. You don’t even know why you’re alive!”

Günter slumps in his chair and is silent for a long moment. He and Josine have already discussed that terrifying moment on Kantstrasse dozens of times, and the results are always the same: complete intransigence on both sides. His new thought about what her father might have done makes analysis only seem more urgent, but there is no way he can force her to go. “Well, if you won’t go into analysis,” he says, “why don’t you try to do something with your day?”

“I do plenty with my day!”

“I mean something that will get you out into the world, something useful. You could volunteer—”

Josine leans forward and puts her hand down firmly on Günter’s knee. He feels her fingertips digging into muscle and bone. “Stop right there!” she says. “You know nothing about my day. I am not bored for one single second during all those hours you are at the Institute. I love my days. My days are incredibly rich. I can’t tell you how rich my days are!” She slaps his knee and sits back in her chair. Günter doesn’t know what to say.

21 NOVEMBER 1933, 4:30 P.M. Günter is sitting at his desk, annotating his notes from the morning’s Polyclinic sessions, when he hears a knock on his office door. He calls out, “Come in!” The door opens just enough for Gertrude Winkler to stick her head into the room. Her gray hair is pulled tight into a bun about the size of a bed knob, and she looks as if she put on her crimson lipstick by gnawing at the tube, but she is extremely intelligent and never wastes words. “There’s a meeting,” she says.

“About what?”

“I think it’s about to become official.”

“Christ,” he says.

“Shit,” she says.

“When?”

“Ten minutes.”

THERE ARE ONLY fourteen people in the meeting room. One of the three long tables has been placed crosswise to the other two, making an elongated T shape. The two chairs at the single table are empty. The fourteen analysts, students, and support staff who have come to the meeting take seats at the tables forming the stem of the T. Frau Strauss, Eitingon’s secretary since the very first day of the Institute, holds a crumpled handkerchief in her hand. Her eyes and nose are red. As Günter drops into a chair near the crosswise table, he sees Elke Havekost and two other second-year students enter the room. Elke meets his eye and they express their forebodings to each other through their sustained gazes and clenched lips. He and she have hardly exchanged a word in the three months since they each returned from vacation, and have not had a solitary discussion since before her wedding. She and her friends take seats next to Frau Strauss, at the very foot of the T. The only way for Günter to look at her during the meeting would be to crane around entirely in his seat—something he resolves not to do. Felix Boehm and Max Eitingon appear in the doorway. Boehm is a step ahead, but at the last instant he moves aside and holds out his hand, indicating that Eitingon should go first. Although both men are fifty-two and were born a day apart, Eitingon looks much older, not so much physically (his skin is unlined; his mustache and scant hair still substantially dark) as in his sudden frailty, and the somnambulistic sluggishness with which he moves. He is carrying a single folded piece of paper. When he and Boehm take their seats, he opens the paper on the table and smooths it flat with both hands. The room has been utterly silent since the two men appeared, and so their footsteps, the floorboard creaks, the dull scraping of their chair legs, and even their breathing and the whisper of Eitingon’s hand smoothing the paper seem electronically amplified. Eitingon looks into his lap for a long moment, then lifts his head and speaks. “Thank you, everyone. I am sorry to interrupt your work, but …” He purses his lips and gives his shoulders a dismissive shrug. “Well, it just seemed better that this happen publicly.” He lifts the piece of paper. “This, as I am sure you all know, is my letter of resignation. And”—he slides the page across the table to Boehm—“I have just officially submitted it to my esteemed colleague, Dr. Boehm.”

Boehm refolds the letter without bothering to look at it. He, too, smooths it flat upon the table with both hands.

Eitingon continues: “When Dr. Abraham and I first opened the doors of our tiny clinic on Potsdamer Platz—that was on Valentine’s day, thirteen years ago—“it was pouring rain. We didn’t think we would get a single visitor. And, in fact … Well …” Another dismissive shrug. “In any event, I never expected that anything like our present state of affairs would come to pass, that one day we would have to contend with such a moral catastrophe, such an abject failure of civilization, and that I”—he falls silent a long moment, his eyes tremulous—“not so much for my own well-being as for the preservation of this revolutionary science to which we have all dedicated our lives … For its preservation here, in Berlin, I mean … this city where Professor Dr. Freud once envisioned that his work might achieve its fullest flower …” Another silence. Eitingon’s eyes suddenly redden; tears tremble on their lower edges. There is a sob from the rear of the room. Günter looks around and sees Frau Strauss with her handkerchief over her face. Frau Havekost is holding the older woman’s upper arm with one hand and stroking her back with the other. Eitingon speaks again. “I’m sorry.” Boehm hands him a folded handkerchief, which he dabs under his left eye. “All I really want to say is that, like so many of you in this room, I could not bear the idea of compromise with the ignorant barbarians who have seized our country. But over the last six months, I have come to see the wisdom of Dr. Boehm’s position, and I now believe that my continued presence here will only be detrimental to the future of our discipline. And so … I have made arrangements to relocate to Jerusalem, where I will immediately establish a new psychoanalytic institute, so that I might remain your colleague and continue our good work there. And I will do so with complete confidence that, under the guidance of Dr. Boehm and Dr. Müller-Braunschweig, and with the help of their brilliant colleagues”—Eitingon glances directly at Günter—“psychoanalysis will continue to thrive within these walls, and that one day, when these barbarians have met their inevitable fate, the Berlin Psychoanalytic Institute will reclaim its place as the vanguard of the international psychoanalytic movement.” Eitingon falls silent for another long moment, then abruptly stands and leaves the room. Boehm remains motionless for as long as Eitingon’s footsteps can be heard retreating down the hallway. Then he stands and says, “My dear friends, Dr. Eitingon has given us our marching orders. Our mission is nothing less than to save psychoanalysis in Germany!” At these words, Günter lowers his face into his two hands. It is all he can do not to vomit. Within a year and a half, all of the Jewish analysts will have left the institute, most of them also leaving the country.

“I HOPE you gave Boehm your own resignation letter the instant Eitingon walked out of the room.” Günter looks at Josine as if he has not understood a word she has said. They are sitting side by side on their bed, both in their underwear. “You have to!” Josine insists. “How could you bear to spend another minute at that institution?”

“But what else could I possibly do?” he says.

“Anything! You can save your soul!”

When he asked what he could do, he had truly been at a loss as to how he might continue to lead the one and only life he has imagined for himself since he was eighteen years old. Now he understands the weakness of that position—both morally and tactically. “I mean I can’t give up. I have to stay and fight.”

“For what?”

“Psychoanalysis.”

“Don’t be ridiculous!”

“I’m not being ridiculous,” says Günter. “Psychoanalysis is the polar opposite of Nazism. It is compassionate, while Nazism is hate-filled and cruel. It seeks to free people from the chains of their neuroses, while Nazism only wants to enslave them. It is founded on the principle that all received wisdom should be questioned, especially that deemed unquestionable, while Nazism demands slavish obedience to hypocritical dogma and lies. And it is the champion of the life drive, while Nazism is the purest product of the death drive.”

“Are you listening to your own words? Do you actually believe that pompous, self-congratulatory rhetoric?”

“Josine! This is what I live every day. You have no idea what it is like. Every day I listen as miserable people tell me about their shame, their fears, their tragedies and hopes. And I can help them! Little by little, I make their lives better. I see it every single day. How can I stop doing that? And what else could I do anyway?” Josine doesn’t answer. She gets up from the bed, holding her stockings in her hand. As Günter resumes talking, she crosses the room to her dresser, opens the top drawer, rolls her stockings up, tucks them in. Then she takes off her garter belt and deposits it in the drawer, as well. “But it’s not just my own work,” says Günter. “It’s the Institute, and all of the other people who work there, every one of them entirely dedicated to helping people, and, of course, to their research and to the evolution and refinement of theory. Boehm and Müller-Braunschweig may be a pair of self-serving toadies, but that is not true of the rest of us. In a way, every single thing we do at the Institute undermines the intellectual foundation of Nazism!” Josine is not looking at him. She doesn’t speak. She reaches around behind her back to unfasten her bra. “But it’s not just the people,” he continues. “It’s what I said before. It is psychoanalysis itself—an idea that is bigger than any of the minds through which it passes. And as an idea, it has its own integrity, its own resistance—and so its own inherent virtue.” Josine has folded her bra and put it in the drawer with her stockings. She closes the drawer. She pushes her underpants down and lets them fall to her ankles. She kicks them off, picks them up, and throws them into the hamper. She turns to Günter, her face hard with something like boredom. “Well, it’s your life.”

SHORTLY BEFORE Christmas 1933, Günter comes home from the Institute and finds a water glass standing upside down in the middle of the hallway, and, underneath it, a note.



Dear Günter,

I am sorry. I have tried as hard as I can, but I simply cannot live within our marriage. As you may have suspected, I have been seeing another man, with whom I fell in love even while I was still living with Kurt. At the time, he was himself married, and it seemed that there was no way for us to be together, and so I left Kurt—whom, as you know, I never loved—to see if I could once again make a life with you. I was so grateful that you found it within yourself to forgive me, and I tried as hard as I could to return your love, but not a single day went by when I didn’t suffer agonies of longing for my one true love. Indeed, there were many times when I thought my only hope of escaping my pain was suicide, and, as you know, I came very close to that desperate act. But I chose to live. And not long afterward, I discovered why I had made that choice, for my man contacted me and told me that he, too, could not bear to live without me, and that he had left his wife. So now he and I and Hannah can finally live the life meant for us.

I know that this must come as a shock, and that for a while you will miss Hannah dearly. I am sorry for that, but please understand that it is better this way, for you and for her, as well as for me and Franz—there, I have used his name! Franz is the most brilliant, compassionate, and strong man I have ever known. He will make a far better father for Hannah than you could ever hope to be, and there is no better man with whom I might spend the rest of my life. I hope that in your love for both of us, you will find the strength of character to let us live in happiness. That would certainly be the best for us all, yourself included.

But should you not be able to summon up such strength, you will be the only one to suffer, for by the time you read this note, we will already have left Berlin, and you will not be able to find us.

I truly wish you the very best and happiest life that you are capable of living.

—J




ON THE TELEPHONE that same night:

“Alas,” says Josef, “I simply don’t know where she is.”

“Don’t you understand how serious this is!” says Günter.

“Stop shouting.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. It’s just that I’m—”

“I wish I could help you, but there’s nothing—”

“Josef, listen.”

“There’s nothing I can do.”

“Do you know that she tried to kill herself this past summer?”

Josef is silent.

“We were on our way to visit friends and, right in the middle of Kantstrasse, she intentionally stepped in front of a speeding truck and only leaped out of danger at the last instant.”

“What?”

“She threw herself in front of a truck, Josef! She wanted to die!”

“It must have been a mistake. She wasn’t paying attention.”

“She told me that she wanted to kill herself. It’s in her note. You can read it yourself.”

“God … I’m … I’m …”

“That’s why I’m so worried.”

“I can hardly believe …”

“This is very serious. I love Josine. I love her more than my own life. But she suffers from mania and depression, and I’m afraid it has risen to the level of psychosis.”

“But why? Why is this happening to her?”

Günter is silent.

“You’re an analyst,” says Josef. “You must have some idea.”

“Well, yes.”

“What?”

“I don’t know … Well, something has recently occurred to me …” Günter falls silent.

“What?”

“Never mind. I can’t be certain … but I do know about her symptoms. The first were those compulsions of hers.”

Josef makes a perplexed noise.

“Crazy ideas,” says Günter. “Things that she felt she absolutely had to do. She called them ‘challenges.’ You must have noticed.”

Josef’s response is barely audible. “Yes.”

“Dabbing blood on her cheek. Setting fire to her teddy bear when she was a girl.”

“Aggh!”

“And—as you know, she first came to see Freud because she was suicidal. But recently, her depression, her absolute contempt for herself, has evolved into its opposite, into mania, a sense that she can do anything, that she’s omnipotent, which is much more dangerous. Also, there is an element of repetition compulsion in it, because her mania is expressing herself through her attachment to married men. Mayer, and now this man Franz.”

“Franz?”

“Do you know him?”

“What’s his last name?

“I don’t know.”

“I only know one Franz and … No, it can’t be him.”

“She describes this Franz as superhuman—smarter, stronger, braver than any man who’s walked the surface of the earth. I’m afraid that he is manipulating her, that he understands her vulnerabilities and uses them for his own ends.”

“Shit!”

“And she’s got Hannah with her. That’s what frightens me the most. People in the grip of mania can be as dangerous to other people as they are to themselves. In her letter, she told me that I will never see Hannah again, that this Franz will be a much better father.”

“I …”

“That’s just … I mean, that’s why I’m so … I mean, Hannah! Anything might happen!”

“Oh dear! Oh dear! This is … Have you called the police?”

“Of course not. Not now. Not these police. Not anymore.”

“Of course. Absolutely. You’re right. God! I can’t believe this world we are living in! I cannot believe it!”

“Do you know anything? Has she called you?”

“No. No. Nothing. But I’ll let you know if anything happens.”

“Thank you. I … if … if anything …” A long silence follows. “I just don’t know what I would do.”

THE NEXT MORNING:

“We have to talk.”

“Where are you?”

“Never mind. We have to talk about something.”

“For Christ’s sake, Josine! What’s the matter with you? I’ve been terrified!”

“That’s not my business.”

“It damn well is your business! Do you realize how crazy that note of yours was?”

Josine is silent.

“How is Hannah?” asks Günter.

“She’s fine. She’s happy.”

“You can’t just take her away from me like that! Do you realize what a crazy thing it is to say that some man she has never even met will be a better father to her than I am?”

Josine is silent; then she says, “You’re a bad influence on her.”

“What?”

“You’re a bad influence. I know you don’t mean to be, but you are. And I have to protect her.”

Günter is silent for a long while.

“You have no moral foundation,” she says.

Günter can hear his own heartbeat thumping in his ears. He speaks very slowly, trying to reveal none of what he is feeling. “Josine, I want you to think very carefully about what you’ve just said. I want you to think about what evidence you have that might justify such claims.”

“I have thought about it.”

“Very well, on what evidence do you base those claims?”

“I don’t have to justify myself to you.”

“You absolutely do have to justify taking a child away from her father.”

“I’m her mother! She’s my child! I bore her out of my own body in blood and pain!”

“Damn you!”

“You see! You’re out of control! That’s why you’re a danger to her.”

Günter takes a deep breath. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. You have to understand that I am more than a little upset by all of this. I didn’t get one second of sleep last night.”

Josine is silent.

“If you want to leave me, that’s fine. I don’t care. If you were here right now, I’d spit in your face.”

“Good.”

“Good?”

Josine is silent.

“But you can’t just take my child away like that,” Günter says. “And you can’t treat me like—”

“I want to talk to you about something.”

Günter takes a deep breath. He is incapable of speaking.

“There’s something we have to discuss,” she says.

“What?”

“I want a divorce.”

Again, Günter cannot talk.

“I will accept the full blame,” she says. “I am the one who committed adultery. I won’t contest your accusations.”

“What accusations?”

“The divorce. You’ll have to accuse me of adultery. That’s the only way. I won’t fight it.”

“But why?”

“Why what?”

“Why divorce?”

Josine is silent.

“I mean …” Günter begins. “I just don’t see … We didn’t before. I mean, are you really sure?”

“Günter, there’s been nothing between us for years.… There’s never been anything between us.”

“That’s not true.”

“It’s all been wrong from the very beginning.”

Günter is silent.

“It has, Günter. That’s a simple fact.”

Günter sighs heavily. His breath is trembling.

“We can do this very quickly,” she says. “Franz is a lawyer. He can take care of everything.”

“I don’t want to have anything to do with him!”

“You don’t have to have anything to do with him. It’s just paperwork. You can hire your own lawyer.”

“Why should I do this? What have I got to gain?”

“Resolution. Peace of mind.”

“Damn resolution! Damn peace of mind! Whose peace of mind? I’m not going to do you any favors! You think you can just tell me what to do!”

“You see? That’s just what I was talking about!”

“What?”

“I knew you’d be like this.”

“Like what? Jesus! You kidnapped my daughter!”

“I did not kidnap her!”

“You absolutely did!”

“Anyway, she’s not your daughter.”

Günter is silent.

“I’m sorry, Günter, but it’s true.”

Günter’s reply is just above a whisper. “It’s not true.”

“It is. I’m sorry.”

Günter is silent.

Josine says, “There’s something I’ve never—”

“You don’t have to explain. I saw that photograph. In your apartment. You and Mayer. On that beach. I did the math.”

“Oh.” Josine is silent.

“But she is still my daughter.”

“Oh, Günter. This—”

“I mean, how do you know? You can’t possibly know. You don’t know! There’s no way you can know.”

Josine is silent.

“You don’t know. That’s all there is to it. And anyway, she’s got my mother’s eyes.”

“Günter, please don’t—”

“You shut up! Nothing you say matters. Even if she is not my child, she is still my daughter. I’ve been with her since the moment she was born. I have loved her since the instant I saw her. And she loves me. She’s always loved me. That’s just how it is, and there’s nothing you can do to change that.”

Josine is silent.

“And I’m not going to help you ruin my life! And hers!”

Josine’s voice is barely audible. “I just want to make everything right.”

“Right? What do you mean, ‘right’?”

“I want to stop living a lie.”

“Goddamn it! The lie is that Hannah is not my daughter. You can’t know that. There is no way you can prove it. And even if you could, there’s still no way that she is not my daughter. I simply won’t accept that. I love her and she’s my daughter, and that’s all there is to it.”

“Oh God …”

“I’m not going to help you hurt Hannah, or hurt me. I just won’t do it!”

Josine is silent.

“Even though I wish I’d never met you. And I wish I could cut the day that we married right out of my life.”

“Günter—”

“Only Hannah. Hannah’s the only good thing.”

“Günter, please—”

“No! No.” Günter is silent a long moment. He sighs heavily. He sighs again. “All right, this is what I’m willing to do. As long as I can continue to see Hannah, I will give you the divorce. As long as she is my daughter. The same as before. Every other weekend. And a month in the summer. August. Every August—”

“No. I can’t do that. That’s not right.”

“Why is that not right?”

“I’ve already told you.”

“You want Hannah and me to suffer so that you can pretend you never made any mistakes in life. You can’t do that. I won’t go along with that.”

“Günter, please!”

“No. You agree to what I’ve said. Also, you move back to Berlin. You must move back to Berlin, or none of this will work. And if you don’t do what I say, I’ll fight you. I’ll go to court if I have to. I’ll have you declared an unfit mother.”

“Stop it, Günter. I’m only trying to make things right.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, damn you! Goddamn you to hell!”

He hangs up.

Two HOURS LATER:

“All right. Franz tells me I’m crazy. But all right.”

Günter is silent.

“Günter? … Günter? … Are you there?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

“Did you hear what I said?”

“Yes. That’s good. That’s …”

“What?”

“I just hope that we can … you know … do what’s best for Hannah.”

“Yes.”

“And not, you know …”

“I know.”

“Good. Good. That’s important.”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“So I’ll be able to see Hannah? Every other weekend? And August?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Good. I’m glad.”

THE NEXT DAY:

“I just want you to know that we’ve seen her.” Herta is speaking.

“Josine?”

“Yes.”

“And Hannah?”

“Yes. And they’re fine. They’re both fine. There’s nothing to worry about.”

“Where did you see them?”

“On Dorotheenstrasse.”

“Dorotheenstrasse?”

“At Kleinholtz’s apartment.”

“Kleinholtz?”

“Kleinholtz. Yes. You know.”

“Franz?”

“Yes. And they’re fine.”

“In Berlin?”

“Yes …”

Silence.

Günter says, “It’s just that … Well, she told me she had left Berlin.”

“Oh.”

“In her note.”

“Oh … Well …”

“Never mind. I’m not all that surprised. I mean …” He doesn’t finish.

“Also, Günter, I just want to tell you that however much she might be … upset? … she is not insane. She’s a troubled woman trying hard to be a good mother. Although, this Kleinholtz—I don’t know. He’s way beneath her. He’s a clerk for an insurance company.”

“I thought he was a lawyer.”

“That’s right. A lawyer. He sues people when they make a claim. Or he finds legal reasons why they can’t be paid. I don’t remember. Anyhow, he’s a shifty character. Way beneath her.”

Günter grunts. “She says he’s her one true love, that she was in love with him when she was with Mayer.”

“I don’t know. Maybe there’s more to him than meets the eye. But the main thing is that Josine does not come off as remotely insane.”

“Good.”

“Not unhinged.”

“How’s Hannah?”

“She’s … you know, clearly a little confused. She misses you. That’s obvious. But she’s fine. She’s got a lovely big room in Kleinholtz’s apartment. Josine’s already set it up so that it looks like she’s been living there for years. That ‘Land of Make-Believe’ poster is on the wall. All her stuffed animals. It’s lovely.”

A moment of silence.

Günter speaks. “Well, good.”

More silence.

“Anyhow, you don’t have to worry,” Herta says. “Josef and I are on your side, especially when it comes to Hannah. And we completely understand why you’re so concerned about Josine. She’s a troubled woman. And always will be, I suppose. One of those people who needs a lot of help from her family.”

Günter sighs.

“We’re going to keep an eye on her,” says Herta. “And Hannah. So, you don’t have to worry. And if there’s anything you need to be concerned about, we’ll be sure to let you know.”

“Thank you.”

“And if you ever have any questions, you can always give us a call.”

“Thank you, Herta.”

“As far as we’re concerned, you’ll always be a member of the family.”

Günter wants to thank Herta yet again, but all at once he realizes that if he even opens his mouth, he will begin to sob. A long silence follows.








PART IIIA MAN WHO HASN’T LIVED
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FRAU HAVEKOST hands Günter a large envelope. “May I look?” he asks.

She shrugs; a faint blush colors her cheeks. “If you want.”

Günter undoes the eight-shaped twisting of twine between the two reddish disk fasteners, then slides out a carbon-copy manuscript of Frau Havekost’s first article: “Goddess and God: Women as the Creators of Men.” “That’s quite a title!” he says.

Her forehead puckers. Her fingertips touch her cheek. “Do you think it’s too much?”

“No, it’s intriguing! It’s good!”

She does a quick dancelike shift from foot to foot, which Günter experiences primarily as an electric flux within his own body. She stops. “You don’t have to write anything on it. Just tell me if it is coherent and interesting.”

“I’m sure it is.”

She looks him in the eye, smiling. Her gaze falls away. “I’m nervous. I’m afraid you won’t like it.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

She meets his gaze again. “I don’t know.”

“I’m serious.”

She holds his gaze for an instant, then looks away.

13 OCTOBER 1935. The man standing at the door says, “You want to come in?” He is much smaller than Günter, although possibly broader in the shoulders—square-shaped, solid. His eyes are the color of a smoky sky, his hair sand brown, but so thin on top that his scalp gleams in the daylight filling the room behind him.

“Has something happened?” asks Günter.

The man makes an amused noise and steps aside. “It would seem so.”

Günter enters the apartment. “What?”

“I was hoping you could tell me.”

The man is Franz Kleinholtz, although he hasn’t bothered to introduce himself. Günter has come to this apartment every other Saturday morning for the last year and a half, and this is the first time anyone apart from Hannah or Josine has answered the door. The closest he ever came to seeing Kleinholtz was to smell his cigars. “Where’s Hannah?” Günter asks.

“That’s something else I was hoping you could tell me.” Although Günter is wearing a suit and overcoat, a sudden chill comes over his whole body. As he follows Kleinholtz through the foyer into the sunlit parlor, he feels a whirling lightness inside his skull. Kleinholtz stops beside a small cabinet just to the right of the archway leading into the parlor. “You like vodka?”

Günter doesn’t, but he says, “Sure.”

“Good.” Kleinholtz gestures toward a wingback chair, upholstered in forest-green velvet. Günter takes off his overcoat, drapes it on a neighboring chair, and sits. Through the windows opposite, he can see the Brandenburg Gate, the ruined Reichstag, and a corner of the Tiergarten. “Here.” Kleinholtz hands Günter a full shot glass, then lifts his own. “Here’s to that bitch!” They both drink. Günter puts his glass down on the coffee table in front of him. Kleinholtz does the same as he sits down on the couch perpendicular to Günter’s chair.

“What happened?” asks Günter.

“What else? She’s a goddamn lunatic!”

“She left?”

“Of course.”

“With Hannah?”

“Of course.”

“Do you know where they went?”

“Not a clue.” Kleinholtz leans forward, gathers both shot glasses, and goes back to the cabinet beside the archway.

“Do you know why?” asks Günter.

“Because she’s a crazy woman.” Kleinholtz pulls a bottle out of the cabinet, its label entirely in Cyrillic characters. “One minute she acts like she worships the ground I walk on; the next, the mere sight of me makes her want to puke. If I touch her—even just my fingertip on her elbow—she starts to tremble.” He crouches slightly to see the glasses as he fills them. “And, as you know, she was in this big rush to divorce you, right? So it happens—and then what? The whole time we had been talking about how we would get married, but the moment that’s actually possible, she loses all interest. It’s just gone. I thought maybe it was just, you know, some kind of phase. But now—well …” He shrugs, sighs, shakes his head.

Günter is not interested in this man’s sorrow. “So when did she leave?”

“A week ago—no, Tuesday. So five days.” He pushes the cork stopper back into the bottle.

“Do you know where she went? Did she leave you a note?”

“No, nothing.” Kleinholtz puts both glasses down on the coffee table. He sits. “I came home from work and—you know those Japanese drawings of hers? The Rembrandt? Gone, vanished! And her closet—empty. And her dresser. I looked into Hannah’s room—same deal. Everything gone.” He lifts his glass in Günter’s direction, then swallows.

“That’s how it was for me.” Günter picks up his glass and drinks. “Except she left a note.”

“The old woman downstairs said a couple of Jews loaded her stuff into a van and they all drove away.”

“How did she know they were Jews?”

“I don’t know. They looked like Jews. Anyhow, that’s what she told me. And that’s all I know. Nobody else saw anything. I tried to talk to her friends, but … Well, she’s been telling lies about me, so nobody would say a word. They all hate me. But I don’t think they knew anything anyway, because they were all surprised when I told them she was gone.”

Günter is silent, contemplating what he has just heard. As he does so, the vodka rushes through his brain, back to front, like a surging wave.

“But I don’t care anymore,” says Kleinholtz. “I’m done with her. I really loved that bitch. I did everything I could to help her. Kept her comfortable, gave her nice clothes. Although, to be perfectly honest, the main thing I did was try to talk her out of being so crazy. Because that is one woman with no idea how to get through life. Zero. But all she ever gave me was misery. So I’m done with her. If she walked in the door right now, I’d tell her to get the hell out!”

ELKE HAVEKOST returns from the toilet, hangs Günter’s dressing gown on the back of the bedroom door, and, entirely naked, slips under the covers and kisses him on the cheek. Then she plumps her pillow, so that she can lie on her side and see him clearly.

“I was just thinking,” she says. “Perhaps you could get a private detective.”

Günter sits up, looking at her with astonished appreciation. “What an idea!” He gives her shoulder a squeeze. “Maybe that’s it!”

She sits up, too, puts her pillow between her back and the headboard, and leans against it, her legs straight out. Günter sits cross-legged, facing her. “You’d have to find a good one,” she says, “One who didn’t—you know: have the wrong sort of friends on the police force.”

“That’s true.” He looks thoughtful. “Though private detectives are famous for hating the cops.”

“And vice versa.”

“If I could just know that everything’s all right!” Günter’s voice is full of hope. “If I didn’t have to worry! If only that. Oh my God!”

Elke puts her hand on his knee and gives it a brisk, happy shake.

“But how can I find a detective?” he says. “I don’t know anyone who has actually used one.”

“They must advertise.”

“How would I know if they’re any good?” Günter’s brow goes dark with consternation. “Or if I could trust them? Anyhow, maybe we only think detectives hate the police because of all those movies. Maybe that’s not true.”

“Maybe.” Elke shrugs. “But it makes sense. They’re competitors, after all.”

Günter shakes his head in exasperation. “All I want to know is that Hannah is safe! I hoped Josine’s old school friends could tell me where she’d gone. But nothing. It’s terrible not knowing anything.”

“Herta seems to think she’s fine.”

“But Herta’s in New York, so all she’s got to go on are Josine’s letters.”

Elke leans over and gives Günter’s back a long, slow stroke. “Yes, but the mere fact that Josine is writing is a sign that she’s stable. It’s not like she’s raving, or delusional.”

“That’s what Herta says. Josine’s letters are ‘sensible and clear.’ She says that all the time. But, of course, that’s what she’d like to believe.”

“Look, I’m sure that if Herta were ever even a little bit worried, she’d give you Josine’s address in an instant. She’d want you to go straight over.”

“Yes, that’s true.” Günter takes hold of Elke’s hand and gives it a squeeze. “I wouldn’t be half so worried if Hannah would just answer one of my letters.”

“She will.” Elke returns the squeeze. “It takes time for your letters to get across the ocean, and then Herta has to forward them all the way back here. And then, of course, Hannah is only nine. Nine-year-olds don’t like to write letters. They need a lot of encouragement.” Seeing Günter grow more and more miserable as she speaks, Elke rocks forward onto her knees and gives him a hug. “You poor thing!” He returns her hug with such force that it hurts her. He lets her go.

“The more I think about it,” he says, “the more I think a private detective is not such a good idea. They’re suspicious, mercenary, indifferent to the rights of the people they surveil—that’s the quintessential Nazi profile, isn’t it?”

“And, of course, they’re not known for being averse to violence.”

“Yes. That, too.” Günter sighs.

“But on the other hand, the police already know who the Jews are in their precincts. So would there really be any harm in—”

“No!” Günter gives his head a violent shake. “Absolutely not! It’s way too dangerous to give any authority a reason to associate a Jew with crime. You never know what might happen. Hannah could end up in some kind of orphanage or—I don’t know: one of those work camps.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry. You’re absolutely right.”

He covers his face with his hands. “I’m just going to have to wait until I hear from her. Or Josine.” He sighs. “It’s been weeks! … But … I don’t know … Maybe that means I could hear any day.”

“And then, of course, Josef is bringing them to New York. So, when that happens, you’ll know they’re safe. Maybe you could even visit.”

Günter looks at her sadly, shrugs.

Elke leans over and picks her watch up off the night table. “Oh no!” She leaps out of bed. “Ernst will be home in half an hour! I completely lost track of the time!”

THIS IS HOW Günter remembers it: They were sitting at a marble table in a Konditorei, she sipping a cup of verbena tea, he with an empty espresso cup in front of him, crumbs of a stollen on the thick ceramic plate resting between them. They were discussing her article. He was telling her how much he liked it. What she says is true: Boys are brought out of nothingness by their mothers. Men rule the world, but the world is given to them by women. And so their mothers are the closest thing to God boys will ever know. Günter remembers having exactly that feeling when he was little, though he would never have put it into those words. He remembers realizing that his memory only went back so far and no further, because not long before his earliest memory, he had seen nothing, felt nothing, thought nothing, done nothing, and that was because he had not existed. That realization had a dark radiance when he was little, and when he contemplated it, he was possessed by awe. His mother had brought him out of nothing. Inside her body, she had made him into himself and then she had given him everything: this good and beautiful world of wind and sun and trees and animals and fun and friends and the people he loved—chief among them his mother herself. The stupendous fact of his own creation was almost as hard to imagine as his previous nonexistence, and he didn’t see how he would ever be able to equal it. Elke’s blue eyes were so alive when he told her all this, and her farm-girl face was all happiness. He remembers the way she held the pages of her manuscript between her thumb and forefinger as he talked, and how she would rest her pen on her lower lip until the instant an idea occurred to her; then her arm would shoot out and she would jot a few words in the margin of her article, in blue ink, only a slightly deeper blue than her eyes. Her fingers were so slender and rosy-tipped. Her pale pink lips so delicately crenulated, yet also conveying her wit, her engagement in life, her vital and original mind. “What do you think of this?” she would say. “Did I get it right?” “And this?” “And this?” And he would say, “Yes, yes, it’s all wonderful, brilliant, a masterful piece of writing.” And he was entirely sincere. He did point out the occasional awkward sentence, or an idea insufficiently developed. But these were all minor problems. And so he was able to add brilliance to her beauty, and to the way she filled him with happiness. And desire. He wanted to take hold of those slender fingers and bring them to his lips. After a while, his feet began to shift restlessly under his chair, and he found it harder and harder to pay attention even to what he himself was saying. So finally, he said, “Frau Havekost, there is one more thing I want to talk to you about, but I don’t think that we should do that here.” “Oh?” she said, her voice dropping into a low register, indicating surprise. Or shock. No doubt he had just made a mistake. But it was too late—and did it really matter? He was all but certain of what she would say, and all he really wanted now was get it over with, get it settled, so that he could finally dismiss the radiant possibility that was practically all he could think of. “Why don’t we go for a walk?” he said. By the time they had paid their bill and gotten out the door, it was already dark. They turned left on Kurfürstenstrasse, then left again onto a small street. He waited until the glow of the traffic, shops, and streetlights had fallen behind and it was hard to see each other’s faces; also hard for other people to see or recognize them. Then he said, “I just want you to know that my feelings for you have developed beyond … well, the bounds of friendship. And I’m wondering if you might be feeling the same way.” There followed a silence long enough for him to feel anticipatory despair. When she said “Yes,” he was so surprised that he said, “Really!” And she laughed, though with some uneasiness in her voice, and she said “Yes” a second time. Then he laughed, too. But it was a moment before he was able to speak. “I’m so happy,” he said, and then: “What do you think we should do?” She stopped walking and took hold of his hand. “I think you should kiss me.” The way Günter remembers it is that, with that one kiss—which lasted a long time—his soul became irrevocably connected to the soul of the most wonderful woman he had ever met, a woman of such wit, beauty, kindness, curiosity, intelligence, and sanity. She seemed so eminently sane to him, so stable and strong. This woman was meant to be his partner in life, the mother of his children.… And yet, of course, she was married to someone else—someone she loved, or didn’t love, or loved, but not enough. She didn’t know. Neither did Günter.

IT IS A WEDNESDAY, shortly before ten in the morning. As Günter walks down Wichmannstrasse, the sun is blue-tinged and blinding amid clotted silver clouds. He can see his breath; his fingertips are stinging. He loves this weather. It reminds him of those mornings in Wetzenbach, when it was his job to stop by the Brükemanns’ farm on his way to school, open the gate to the fold, and drive the sheep out into the upsloping field. Even as he walks along the flagstone pavement, he hears again the dulcet cacophony of the sheep’s bells as they scattered across the lush grass. He turns onto Keithstrasse and sees Edith Jacobson, maybe twenty meters ahead, talking to a man in a dark overcoat and homburg directly in front of the Institute. She is small, sturdy, her back stiff and straight, her chin lifted so that she might look into the eyes of the much taller man, and she is jabbing her finger at his chest repeatedly. Günter cannot hear what she is saying, but the tone and rhythms of her voice are angry. All at once, the man grabs her forearm in his gloved hand and two other men cross the street to stand on either side of her. “Hey!” Günter shouts. “Hey, stop that!” Only after he has started running toward the men does it occur to him that what he is doing might not be wise, but he doesn’t stop. He will be reasonable but speak firmly. He is bigger than any of them. They will listen—why wouldn’t they? “Leave her alone!” he shouts. “What are you doing?” Just as he comes within arm’s reach of Jacobson, a black car screeches to a stop in the middle of the street and four men in military uniforms with red armbands leap out—one of whom, as he steps up onto the sidewalk, raises his left arm and brings it down hard, causing light to flash inside Günter’s head and an extraordinary pain to explode in the vicinity of his cheekbone. As Günter falls to the sidewalk, he can see that the hand of the man who just has struck him is clutching a black pistol. There is blood in Günter’s mouth. He touches his cheek—blood on his fingertips. The four men who got out of the car have surrounded Jacobson and are shoving and dragging her toward the car’s open door. “Stop it!” she shouts. “You can’t do this!” Then she cries, “Somebody help me! Help! Stop these criminals!” She is so powerless before these men that she is in the car exactly as rapidly as she would have been had she been running to it for rescue. As the man who struck Günter gets into the car beside her, he points his pistol at Günter’s face and says, “Next time we’re coming for you!” The door slams, the car roars off. The three men who accosted Jacobson while Günter was running up the sidewalk wrench open the Institute’s door and charge in. Günter is still lying on the ground, entirely unable to understand anything that has just happened. He knows that there is blood on his fingertips and more blood in his mouth, that the whole side of his head has been absorbed by a throbbing disk of pain, and that there is more pain in the elbow on which he is leaning to keep his shoulders and head off the paving stones. Maybe keeping his head up is unnecessary; maybe it would be best just to lie down. He lowers his head ever so slowly, so that he doesn’t add to his agony. A two-millimeter disk at the back of his skull rests on two millimeters of flagstone. He is looking up at deep blue and gray-mottled white. It is the sky. He knows this. And he knows that the arched, tapered brownish rods crossing the blue and white are tree branches, and that the irregular yellow shreds attached to the rods are leaves. It is autumn. It is morning. He knows all of this. But for the moment, nothing else inside his mind rises to the level of knowledge. Those men in dark coats and homburgs. Edith Jacobson shouting. Did any of that happen? Or is it only the fading vestige of a dream that will soon vanish … from consciousness … from memory … and cease to matter?

GÜNTER IS LYING flat on his back in bed, an ice pack full of cold water resting against the side of his face. His cheekbone was bruised by the pistol, but not broken—or so he was told by Otto Licht, who escorted him home from the Institute and is an orthopedist as well as a psychoanalyst. They agreed that it would be better for him not to go to a hospital or to return to work for several days. “Keep your head low” was how Licht put it, though neither articulated why this was the wisest course. The right side of Günter’s face, from temple to jawbone, is so swollen that when he sits up or stands, it is an effort to hold his head straight. Most of his cheek is purple, red, and mauve, but at the center of the swelling, in its most tender part, there is a long oval where the skin has gone the color of black current preserve, and at one end of the oval, like the iris of an eye with a black sclera, there is a red-brown scab, marking the place where the pistol barrel split the skin. Günter got only a couple hours of sleep last night, and so has been staying in bed all day, sleeping intermittently for stretches of two minutes to, at most, twenty. It is shortly after 2:00 P.M. He knows that he should get up and put more ice in the pack resting against his head, but he is also certain that were he to stir his head even slightly, he would feel as if a hatchet blade had been slammed into his skull. There is a click at the end of the hallway, then an elongated metallic sob. A bang. “Hello!” Elke calls.

“In here.” Günter’s voice is barely above a whisper. Raising it even slightly causes a surge of pain.

Elke appears in his bedroom door, holding up a stuffed shopping bag. She has gotten him food and a big bottle of aspirin. She reaches into the room and puts the aspirin on his dresser. “Let me just put the rest of this in your kitchen.”

Günter carefully removes the pack from the side of his head. “Could you put some more ice in this?”

Shopping bag in hand, Elke crosses the room and takes the pack. After she leaves, he hears the tapping of hammer on ice pick, the hiss and clack of fragmenting ice. A few minutes later, she is back with the pack, which she places gently against his cheek. Günter is struck that despite the pain, her replacement of the ice pack feels like a caress. When he does the same thing himself, he experiences only bursts of agony. He and Elke talk about his injury and recovery, then about her work. She is sitting beside him on the bed and has slipped her hand through the neck of his sleeveless undershirt, her fingers lightly stroking the skin just below his left pectoral. She says, “I stopped by the Institute on my way over here.”

“Oh?”

“Jacobson was all anybody talked about, of course.”

“What did they say?”

“It’s pretty amazing. Hardly believable, really.”

“What?”

“It turns out that she’s a member of this Leninist resistance group called New Beginning.”

“Jacobson?”

“She’s been in it for years, maybe. Nobody knows how long. But she’s given them lots of money and holds meetings at her home. She also lets members use her apartment as a safe house.”

“Incredible!” Günter shakes his head to express astonishment, but he immediately regrets it.

“You poor thing!” Elke leans over to give him a gentle kiss on the forehead, then slides down in the bed, lies on her side, and rests her hand on his belly.

Günter says, “I’m so surprised—or in awe of her, really. I mean, I’ve always thought resistance is the best strategy, the only strategy … well, at least until it isn’t possible anymore.” He laughs. “No. That’s not what I mean. It’s always the best strategy. I’m so out of it!”

Elke laughs, too. She flips up the bottom of his undershirt and rests her hand on his bare belly.

“But I haven’t told you the most important thing,” she says. “The reason the Gestapo went after Jacobson is that she was treating this Communist—this kid, really … maybe twenty—who’s been organizing former union members who despise the Labor Front.”

“Who? What’s his name?”

“I don’t know. Nobody knows. But that’s what the Gestapo agent told Boehm, so it would seem to be true. It seems the Gestapo mainly wants information about this kid. And so, I guess, they’re—you know: interrogating Jacobson. But they also broke into her office and confiscated all of her files.”

“Christ.”

“I know,” says Elke.

“I’ve been worrying about that.”

“I have, too. Braun says they’re going to go through her files and arrest every single Communist she’s ever treated.”

“Shit.”

“He says we can’t keep records like that anymore. We’ve got to destroy them all. Communists, homosexuals, and, of course, Jews—everybody’s in danger!” Elke is silent an instant, then taps Günter’s belly with her fingertips. “I can’t do that now, but I will when I get back from Italy.”

“Oh my God,” says Günter. “I can’t get rid of my records! I need them for my book!”

“Maybe you could copy them over in some kind of code, or black out their names.”

“That would take forever. I’ve got hundreds and hundreds of pages. Thousands! And many of my patients could be identified just from what I record about their lives. Christ! I don’t know what to do.”

Elke is looking him straight in the eyes, smiling.

“Günter,” she says. “I have to go now, and I’m not going to see you for two weeks.” The corners of her mouth turn down in a mock sadness that is also distinctly lewd. She slides her hand beneath the band of his underpants. “And I am wondering if you might be interested in a quick”—she is stroking his penis—“good-bye.”

“Oh God!” says Günter. “I would love to … but”—he puts his hand to his ice pack—“I think it would kill me!”

“Oh, come on!” She pushes herself up onto her knees, lifts her skirt, and straddles his thighs. “I could do everything!” She has pulled his penis out of his underpants and is holding it vertical, gently moving her hand up and down. “You could just lie there and enjoy yourself.” She looks so happy as she says this, so filled with lusty delight.

Günter loves her expression, and the words that form in his mind are “I love her!” But the words that come out of his mouth are “I would love to, but I just don’t think it’s possible.”

“Sure it is!” She laughs. “You can do anything if you put your mind to it!”

His penis is growing hard. She strokes it more energetically. He thinks, Why not? Why not just do it? You can do it! But he says, “No, I’m sorry. I can’t. I really can’t.”

Elke’s lusty delight is replaced by perplexity, and surprise, which gradually yields to disappointment.

“I’m sorry,” he says.

“That’s fine.” She pushes herself off him and steps onto the floor. “Don’t worry about it.” She pulls down her skirt and swats the wrinkles out of it. She stands tall, squares her shoulders, looks him in the eye. “I just thought it would be fun.”

SOME FIFTEEN minutes after Elke departs, Günter is asleep and dreaming that a crow as large as a man has hopped up onto his bed and is pecking at his face. He wakes with a gasp, only to be overwhelmed by a burst of pain that radiates from the wound on his cheek down through both arms and the center of his chest. He lies flat on his back, immobilized by fear of causing himself yet more pain, even as echoes of the original burst continue to surge through his torso and along his limbs to his fingers and feet. Sweat streams off his forehead and drenches the sheets. He stares up at the ceiling, feeling as if he is being cursed by a malevolent deity. And now he is at a party where laughing men and women are pushing him into a huge cloth bag. “No!” he cries. “I can’t breathe! Please! I’ll die in there!” But they think he is joking and the edge of the bag rises over his head like a huge wave. Sometime in the middle of the night, he wakes in darkness, filled with hatred of himself for having been so stupid as to have attempted to rescue Edith Jacobson. How could he have so underestimated the brutality of the Gestapo agents? How could he have imagined they would have paid attention to anything he said? It is a miracle that he himself was not taken down to Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse. Or that he is not dead. But then, half a minute passes and he is overwhelmed by shame. It was absolutely his duty to have tried to rescue Jacobson. To have done nothing would have been criminal. And then, after another half minute, even these assertions have come to seem mere foolishness. Weakness. The fantasies of a child who knows nothing about life. When he wakes in the morning, and is capable of edging out of bed, going to the toilet and then the kitchen, he keeps the lights off and stays away from the windows, worried that the Gestapo are outside and will shoot the instant they catch sight of him. Days pass before he dares go into the dining room or parlor, which look out onto the street. He can’t bring himself to go shopping until there is black mold on the remains of his cabbage and his last crust of bread is so dry, it will shatter if it falls to the floor. He has nightmares every night, and he never wakes without wondering if there are Gestapo agents waiting outside his bedroom door.

GÜNTER DOES NOT return to the Institute for a week, at which point his right cheek is still a variety of shades from yellow to a liverish brown, and still tender, though it no longer hurts every time his right heel hits the ground or he turns his head. Through the glass panel in the front door, he notices five people standing in the lobby—one of them Ulrich Braun, who has his back to the door, and is talking to a bony man of about fifty, whose thin, graying hair, a mass of frizzy curls, trails off the top of his head like smoke from a chimney. As Günter yanks the door open, he hears several voices, but by the time he has stepped into the lobby, everyone has fallen silent, even Braun, who still has his back to the door. No one glances in Günter’s direction, except the receptionist, who gives him a nervous smile and says, “Hello.” Günter nods and makes his way toward the staircase. A voice calls, “Zeitz?” Günter turns. Braun is looking at him.

“Yes,” says Günter.

“Will you be free in five minutes?”

“Sure.”

“All right. See you then.”

Günter continues upstairs to his office, and he has hardly had time to sit at his desk and open his briefcase when there is a rap at his door, which opens immediately. Braun is lean and forty, with an entirely bald head and a long face ending in a chin like the square toe of a boot. He is panting, so he must have run up the four flights. He strides into the room and drops into the chair in front of Günter’s desk, smiling like a boy who has just accomplished an impressive gymnastic feat. Pleasantries are exchanged, then Braun says, “First of all, I have to thank you for trying to help Edith. That was incredibly brave of you. And noble.”

Günter makes a dismissive grunt.

Braun smiles and shakes his head, clearly thinking Günter falsely modest. “I also want you to know that there are many people here who deeply appreciate the risk you took. As you can probably imagine, there is much concern in certain quarters”—he glances to his right, toward Boehm’s and Müller-Braunschweig’s offices—“that a communist was being treated here, and by a Jew, no less, and that this Jew was also active in a subversive organization. So no one is going to be giving you champagne toasts, or a gold watch. But you have plenty of admirers and friends.”

“Thank you,” says Günter. “That’s very kind. It means a lot.” Günter asks Braun about his twin seven-year-olds and their celebrated facility for math. Apparently, they can already do equations involving sines and cosines. Also, his wife is pregnant again. Due in May. Günter sits on his hands throughout the conversation. When, at last, he is alone again, he pulls out his hands and holds them in front of his face. They are visibly trembling.

FRAU STRAUSS is waiting in the hallway when Günter walks out of the room where he has just given his lecture on war neurosis and psychosomatic disorders. Her face is a cloud of worry. “Dr. Boehm needs to speak to you immediately,” she says. Günter thanks her and pats her shoulder lightly. He wants to say something consoling, but his mind goes blank. “Ah, Zeitz!” says Boehm as Günter walks in the door. He holds out his hand. “Sit down! Sit down!” Günter takes the rightmost of the two wooden chairs in front of the desk. He doesn’t say a word. Once Günter is seated, Boehm folds his hands on top of his blotter and leans forward. “I am so sorry to see that you are still suffering. I hope it’s not too painful.”

Günter shrugs. “I’m managing.”

“Good. Good.” Boehm unfolds his hands and leans back in his chair. “I just want to tell you how much your colleagues understand your desire to help poor Jacobson, and respect you for your compassion. We all do. What you did was a perfect example of the esprit de corps—or, really, the brother- and sisterhood that the Führer wants to encourage among all … good Germans.”

Günter shrugs and nods simultaneously, hoping that the gesture will not be interpreted negatively.

Boehm leans forward again and lowers his voice. “But I also want you to understand that what Dr. Jacobson was doing has put us all in grave danger. What is worse, she has imperiled psychoanalysis itself. As you probably know, there are many good and powerful people in the National Socialist leadership who feel that our science is overly tainted by … foreign ideas. And sentiments. Alas, Dr. Jacobson’s behavior and associations confirm all their worst predispositions. We have our defenders, of course, but there is a limit to what even they can do, especially if members of the Institute continue to behave as she did, or even show sympathy for her. Dr. Jones, in London, has hired a lawyer to defend Jacobson, and wants to get her out of the country as soon as possible. But I have asked him to desist in these efforts, because we cannot, as a science, as an institution, and as individuals, appear to have the slightest sympathy with Jacobson’s treason. Do you understand the seriousness of what I am saying?”

Günter nods.

“If anything remotely like this incident should occur again, that would almost certainly spell the end of the Institute, and therefore of psychoanalysis in Germany. And please bear in mind that such an event could have disastrous consequences for absolutely everyone working in this building—yourself included. And I do not use the word disastrous lightly.”

Günter is silent, motionless.

“Do you understand?” asks Boehm.

Günter nods.

“Excellent!” Boehm smacks both hands down on his desk. “It’s good to have you back, Zeitz! You’ve been missed.”

Günter stands. “Thank you.”

“Heil Hitler!”

Günter nods and backs toward the door.

HENRIK VOGT. At first, the name means nothing. Then Günter remembers a pale young man with light brown hair, wire-rimmed glasses, and pulsing muscles at the corners of his jaw. Günter sees Vogt standing in the lobby of the Polyclinic, looking lost. He remembers how Vogt’s eyes met his, then darted away. Günter had been thinking of asking where he wanted to go, or whom he was looking for, but he walked past without a word, deciding it was more respectful not to presume helplessness. He sees Vogt on a bench along the Landwehr Canal, one hand holding a pocket notebook, the other a pen, and writing rapidly in tiny, very regular script, his mouth screwed up in fierce concentration. A poet, Günter thought as he walked past, or a philosopher. He sees Vogt standing with Edith Jacobson in front of the Institute, talking about nothing of consequence—the weather, perhaps, or a mutual friend whom they both like. He sees the nonchalance of their postures, the lank arcs their hands describe in the air as they talk, and the ease with which they part—only faint smiles on their faces, their handshake brief, light; then they simply turn away. They like each other, he thought as he watched them walk in opposite directions. They had no doubt that they would see each other again, soon and often, that their relationship would last. Günter never imagined they were analyst and patient; aunt and nephew accorded more with his impression, or just friends. He has no idea when or how he learned Vogt’s name, but he must have known it, for these images and others less clear begin to coalesce in his mind once everybody starts talking about Henrik Vogt, the communist, the labor organizer, Jacobson’s patient, who was dragged from his apartment before dawn by a team of Gestapo and helmeted police and taken down to Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse, where he endured a week of torture before he was finally murdered; some say beaten to death, others strangled.
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GÜNTER KNOWS this is the day Elke returns from Italy, but before she left, they failed to make plans about when to see each other—and this trivial uncertainty has somehow morphed into an irrepressible fear that he might never see her again. He knows this worry is absurd, only another manifestation of the terror and despair he has struggled with ever since the Gestapo agent’s pistol shattered his sense of safety. But even so, he has endured stretches of fretful sleeplessness every night Elke has been away, seeing her and Ernst in gondolas, on sandy beaches, and on restaurant patios, renewing their love via fond and lustful gazes. He waited all day, hoping to hear her knock on his office door. Three times, just in case, he opened the door and looked up and down the hall, but she was never there. And now, as he stands outside his apartment, his nerves so jangled that he can’t get his key into the lock, the door simply drifts away, and there is Elke, smiling with such delight that there is no need for either of them to speak. First, they are kissing; then, still clinging to each other, they are hurrying down the hallway. Their lovemaking is athletic, hard. They are like animals wrestling. But they laugh often—at the joy of simply being together, and at the manifold pleasures afforded by the linking of their bodies. Eventually, they grow quiet and lie intertwined in their sweat and pasty secretions. They talk about how hard it was being apart, and about what a hypocrite Elke felt the entire time she was with her husband. Italy was beautiful. Especially Naples, with its bright and somber earth colors, and its streets paved with black volcanic rock. She so wants to travel there with Günter. But how might they do that without Ernst or any of their friends guessing? They discuss plan after plan, but none seem workable. Günter tells her about his conversations with Braun and Boehm. He tells her about Henrik Vogt. The young man. The communist. “It gets worse every day!” says Elke. “I simply can’t stand it!” She hugs Günter hard with her arms and her legs. She kisses his neck, his cheek, his lips. “I’m so glad you’re all right. I kept thinking of what that awful man said after he hit you. I was so afraid. And so relieved when I got here and saw today’s newspaper on the kitchen table. And your coffee cup and plate. I actually cried!”

“I left a note in your box,” Günter says.

“I didn’t go to the Institute. I came straight here.” She makes a despairing gasp, then looks him in the eyes, her voice grave and low. “How are we going to get through this?”

“I don’t know.” He kisses her forehead. He lays his head on her chest.

“We just have to go on with our lives,” she says. “We can’t give up. We can’t let them defeat us. We must live our lives exactly as we always have. Work on our books, treat our patients, and simply be good to each other and to our friends. That’s the best we can do! And anyhow, this insanity can’t last forever!”

GÜNTER CAN’T WRITE his book without frequently consulting a decade’s worth of patient files, but he decides that he can no longer keep them at the Institute, where they are particularly vulnerable to being seized by the Gestapo. Over a period of weeks, he smuggles them all home in his briefcase, then stores them at the back of his bedroom closet in four boxes, labeled “Family Correspondence,” “University Papers,” “Miscellaneous,” and “Mementos.” But as he works on his book, the files gradually migrate from their seclusion in the closet to his office, where they are arranged in piles (on top of the desk, on the shelves behind it), according to a constantly evolving system of categories that gradually becomes too complex for him to remember. His plan is to destroy the files as soon as he finishes his book, but its scope and conclusions are also in constant flux. He begins with the intention of writing a clear and concise outline of his unitary self theory of analysis, but then a chapter about his use of decision points in dream interpretation becomes two chapters, then four, and gradually threatens to take over the whole book. But even as he devotes so much of his writing time to dream interpretation, his work with his patients gradually convinces him that decision point analysis is more therapeutically useful when applied to patients’ lives rather than to their dreams. And so he writes new chapters, and these, too, begin to expand, while his chapters on dream interpretation dwindle to three pages illustrating one use of decision point analysis. While all of this is going on, the files remain out in the open, frequently migrating from desk to shelves, and vice versa, and sometimes to the floor, with none of them ever being destroyed and with Günter’s labors never seeming any closer to being completed.

4 FEBRUARY 1936. A compact man with wire-rimmed glasses and a gray beard long enough to conceal his tie knot stands alone at the center of the Institute’s lobby. He holds his half-closed hands just in front of his chest, the tips of his fingers touching. Günter is frozen by fierce loathing the very instant he steps through the street door and spots this man—who can only be Matthias Göring, the Institute’s new director, and the cousin of Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring. A slight shift in Göring’s head would seem to indicate that he has noticed Günter, but he keeps his gaze averted, thereby avoiding the need of social interaction. All at once, Göring’s eyebrows shoot up and his entire body becomes animated. Felix Boehm has just emerged from the secretary’s office, holding his fist outstretched as he hurries across the lobby. “So sorry!” he says, opening his fist and dropping a set of keys into the hand of the new director. “The silly woman forgot where she keeps them!”

“Not at all.” Göring’s voice is soft and low, his accent exactly that of certain Heidelberg students who worked desperately to convey the impression of an erudition they could never achieve. Slipping the keys into his pocket, Göring glances first at Boehm and then at Günter.

“Ah, Zeitz!” Boehm calls out, raising his arm as if in delight and surprise at discovering a colleague in the room.

Günter nods and, after a half second’s hesitation, walks toward the two men. Formal introductions transpire. As they shake hands, the new director leans toward Günter’s ear and says, in a low voice suggesting a deep understanding between them, “I’m very interested in your work on war neurosis. We must talk!”

“Of course,” Günter says.

As he walks upstairs to the meeting room with Göring, Boehm, and three other newly arrived analysts, he is afflicted by an electric nausea at the knowledge that he might have an advantage with this man who has the capacity to shape the whole rest of his career but whom he finds politically and morally repulsive. In his address to the assembled analysts and Institute staff, Göring never mentions Freud, but he talks continually about his cousin, who he claims sees the Institute as critical to improving the productivity and emotional well-being of the Aryan people and is therefore prepared to increase its funding substantially. Göring also announces that, as a part of an effort to “cleanse” their discipline of “non-Aryan elements,” the Berlin Psychoanalytic Institute will henceforth be known as the German Institute for Psychological Research and Psychotherapy.

GÜNTER HAS ASKED Herta repeatedly for Josine’s address and every time she has responded that she cannot give it to him unless Josine grants permission, an eventuality that never comes to pass. Günter has also asked her to broker a meeting between him and Josine and maybe Hannah, but Herta’s attempts to fulfill these requests are met only with intransigent refusal. She does send Günter news about Hannah and Josine every two or three weeks, but the reports are never more detailed than telegrams. Then one day—intentionally? absentmindedly?—she sends a letter that makes it clear Hannah and Josine are still in Berlin. “Josine seems to be in particularly fine form recently,” Herta writes. “She is taking a course in eighteenth-century philosophy and has fallen in love with Hume, of all people, and remains as addicted to Hartmann’s crumb cake as ever.” Hartmann’s Konditorei is on Friedrichstrasse, not six blocks from the University of Berlin, and a short U-Bahn ride from Charlottenburg. Figuring that Josine will most likely be taking her course during the hours Hannah is at school, Günter cancels all of his appointments the day after getting Herta’s letter and, at 10:00 A.M., is sitting in Hartmann’s, a coffee, a crumb cake, and an open book on the circular table in front of him. He wants to appear engrossed in his reading, so that, should Josine actually step through the door, he can lift his head as if lost in contemplation, and manifest a convincing display of surprise. But, in fact, he can hardly even glance at the book, and when he does, he reads the same six words over and over again: “the stony ground beneath their feet.” He is aware that he is exercising the very strategy that Josine herself employed back when he routinely encountered her sitting on a bench behind the Votivkirche. His motives, however, are entirely different than hers. He has no interest in any sort of reunion; in fact, his aversion to her is close to hatred. His hope is that, once they have finished expressing surprise at having run into each other, they might fall into ordinary conversation, during which he could ask for news of Hannah, appear to be happy at whatever he hears, and then, ever so casually, suggest that if it’s not too much trouble, he would love to see her. This would be dangerous territory, because one dismissive glance from Josine could start Günter shouting and gesticulating. More than once, as he contemplates such a scene, he sits up straight, clenches his fists beneath the table, and tenses every muscle in his body, as if to encase himself in a garment that might seal up his rage. Josine never appears. The coffee sets off an acid burn at the center of his stomach and the crumb cake nauseates him. At the table next to his, an extraordinarily beautiful young woman with hair as thick and radiantly black as a horse’s tail is so obviously in love with the man sitting opposite her that Günter cannot help but feel bereft and an abject failure. With an urgency he worries looks maniacal, he summons the waiter, pays his bill, and dashes out onto the sidewalk. Over the next two hours, he paces the streets between the Spreekanal and Friedrichstrasse without once catching sight of Josine and feeling ever more pathetic, worthless, and neurotic. At one point, while crossing the rear courtyard of the university’s main building, he comes to a complete standstill, thinking that he should just assert his privilege as an Aryan and have his daughter taken away from her Jewish mother. No sooner does this possibility flare up inside his brain than he is overcome by shame and fear. His whole body trembles; his hands and temples are chilled by a slime of sweat. Günter vows never to return to the University of Berlin neighborhood, and yet again and again over the next six weeks, he finds himself pacing those same streets and rehearsing the same four or five possible scenarios for luring Josine into conversation and convincing her to let him see Hannah. One such afternoon, he is walking down Mittelstrasse and catches sight of a slender, dark-haired woman who walks with Josine’s odd blend of inattention and determination. He races to catch up with her, hoping he might be able to make his glance at her face seem purely accidental. All at once she stops, half turns, and stares with growing consternation at her wristwatch. There follows a brief moment during which this woman’s entirely ordinary features are made grotesque by the revelation that she is not Josine.

IT IS PAST FOUR in the morning. Günter is sitting at his desk in his underwear, writing in his journal, his script meandering, wobbling, “I’ve been woken from dreams by thoughts about a person with no self, someone who, through inaction, inattention, a failure to make connections between significant facts, never achieves his true nature, and remains only a potential, a soul without a body—no, a body without a soul, an infant refusing to be born. No. That’s all metaphor. What is he in real terms? A man without passion. A frightened man—afraid of life. Fear. Yes—fear is the key. A man who hasn’t lived. Must come back to this. Much to clarify.” Günter puts down his pen. Bare-legged, bare-armed, with winter outside the window, he is shivering; his teeth are grinding. He turns off his light and makes his way with whispering footsteps through the varieties of darkness and depth that comprise his apartment at night. He finds his bed still warm. Drawing the covers up to his chin, he rocks his head against his pillow until he has formed a comforting hollow, then closes his eyes. He is happy with what he has written. I have lived, he thinks. Through my work, through Elke, and Hannah. Even Josine. Yes. Even with Josine, I was so richly alive. I have lived. I am alive in this world.

23 MARCH 1936. The meeting is mandatory, the room crowded with analysts. No one is speaking. Matthias Göring sits alone at a table at the front of the room. He has just run up the steps, so he pants as he withdraws a thick folder from his leather briefcase, and then a book (the Bible? Göring has turned out to be a passionate Christian), carefully positioning the former just to his left and the latter to his right. Depositing the briefcase against his chair leg, he slaps both hands down flat on the table and proclaims, “My dear colleagues, I bring you good news! Our Führer’s revolution has come at last to our hallowed institution!” This assertion is met by soft applause from various parts of the room. Günter suppresses the habitual impulse to join in by pushing his hands down between his knees. As Göring explains it, the “revolution” consists of extirpating the “non-Aryan concepts” that have “deformed” their profession from its very beginning. The folder he placed on the table contains a stack of multipage documents. Extracting one of them from the folder, Göring announces, “This is a dictionary that I have devised in collaboration with my esteemed colleague and friend, Professor Carl Jung. Or, more precisely, it is a foreign-language dictionary, for what Professor Jung and I have done is translate the Jewish terminology of the Viennese school into language better suited for the Aryan people and culture. We will no longer use the term ‘psychoanalysis’ for example. From now on our practice will be referred to only as ‘soul medicine.’ The ‘Oedipus complex’ is now the ‘developmental complex,’ ‘individual psychology’ is now ‘applied characterology,’ and so on. I want you to study and memorize every single one of these terms, as they are the only vocabulary that anyone connected with this institute will be permitted to use in writing or in speech.” Göring stops speaking and surveys his utterly silent audience. After a long moment, he says, “I assure you that this is not an arbitrary exercise. Once you have made this new language your own, you will discover that it opens a world of truth to you, one that will dramatically clarify your thinking and thus be of enormous benefit to your patients and to the Reich.” Göring puts his “dictionary” back down on the desk, gives it an affectionate pat, then picks up the book that he placed to his left: Mein Kampf. “This book is the key! In our Führer’s account of his own struggles and of his vision of the very world that we are now in the process of building, you will find the essence of our own mission as healers of the soul. Out of your love for your people, you must study this book in all scientific seriousness and recognize it as the basis for your thought. Whoever reads the Fuhrer’s book—and also his speeches—and takes what may be learned there to heart will discover that he has acquired something that most of us lack; Jung calls it ‘intuition.’” Göring thrusts the arm holding the book up and forward. “Heil Hitler!” As Günter walks out of the meeting room, he is handed his copy of Göring and Jung’s “dictionary,” which he crams deep into his coat pocket. His feet flutter so rapidly down the central staircase that he is all but running as he crosses the lobby and shoves through the street door. Ten minutes later, he is sitting at a bar on Kurfürstenstrasse, an empty glass in front of him. He pushes the glass forward with his fingertips, glances at the bartender, and the glass is refilled from a bottle of schnapps. His body is rigid with rage. He feels as if Göring and the piece of trash in his pocket are forcing him to live a life that is not his own. For the first time he thinks seriously about leaving Germany for London, Paris, or New York. But what would that gain him? He can’t speak English or French well enough to get a job above the level of elevator operator. And while there is a possibility of his being reunited with Hannah, should he move to New York, that would mean losing Elke and all of his friends, to say nothing of the social and remunerative benefits that his years of hard work have won him. There are moments when his rage is so intense that he imagines storming into Göring’s office with a gun—though this fantasy always comes to an abrupt end after he has burst through the door. But then, in the middle of his third glass of schnapps, he is granted a revelation: There is no reason on earth why he has to do anything differently. He can refrain from speaking at meetings, drop one or two examples of the new vocabulary when required to speak, and otherwise do as he wishes. He pours down the last of his drink and signals the bartender for the bill. As he waits, he realizes that a man at the end of the bar is staring at him, and perhaps has been for quite some time. Hoping to keep the terror that has suddenly taken hold of him from becoming obvious in his movements, Günter places four coins on the counter and leaves without waiting for the change.

GÜNTER WRITES in his journal, “While the unconscious mind does employ fact and logic as it struggles to ensure survival, its most potent influence is emotion—which is to say that its primary goal is pleasure. There is, of course, a significant relationship between pleasure and wise decision making. It almost never makes sense to choose a life of misery over a life of happiness. The problem is that, in the short term at least, pleasure can be derived as readily from fantasy as from fact, which is why so many apparently strong and beautiful loves end in misery, and why the Hitler regime, which only troubles with logic and fact for technical decisions, is sure to be led by its fantasy of Aryan superiority to what may well be the most abject catastrophe in all of human history.”

“GERMANS DON’T understand the beauty of sin,” Elke says. She and Günter are sitting on a bench beside a pond in the Tiergarten. The air smells of sun-warmed grass and rotting algae. A pair of ducks and their six fluffy gray offspring trouble the mirror surface of the pond, causing the inverted reflections of the trees to shimmy and intermingle. “That’s why we’re so susceptible to demagogues.”

“It’s not our empty wallets?” asks Günter. “Our wounded egos?”

“Oh, that’s all beside the point!” Smiling, Elke gives him an ironic elbow in the ribs. “I’m talking about the way the Italians actually live. They love life, so are indifferent to dogma. Even the Church! They’re passionate Catholics, yet they fornicate like nymphs and satyrs. Sin is everything! And passion! Ideas are only excuses for giving in to passion. That’s why Italians don’t even notice when they contradict themselves. They may love Mussolini now, but soon they will hate him, and venerate someone else. They’re the most faithless of lovers but also the most joyful!” She laughs. Her eyes are filled with delight. Günter glances around, then kisses her. And kisses her again.

He taps her thigh. “Let’s get going!” They walk off along a path through a wood that feels more like a forest than a small plot in a huge city. Günter takes her hand. It is safe enough here. There’s no one else on the path, neither in front of them nor behind. His words come out in a sigh: “Oh, Elke!”

“What?” She squeezes his hand, looking up.

He returns the squeeze and says sadly, “What are we going to do?”

This is a conversation they have had many times—about how they will negotiate their love in the midst of her marriage. They both hate having to lead false lives, always hiding, always lying—even to their closest friends, always worried about exposure and scandal. Many, many times they have lamented that they didn’t reveal their mutual attraction (which they both believe they felt the instant they set eyes on each other) in time for Elke to have avoided the great tragedy of marrying Ernst Havekost, silver importer. Part of that tragedy, Elke freely admits, is that Ernst is the kindest of men, and so deeply in love with her. She is tortured by the thought of how her infidelity would hurt him. But she also worries about the more general response, were her affair to become public, especially during this era when a woman’s only officially sanctioned function is to fill a nursery with Aryan children. Could her career survive the scandal of exposure and divorce? Would she be considered morally fit to practice “soul medicine”? There are so many obstacles to their love that discussing the topic only depresses them, and yet they can’t stay away from it—with the cruelest irony being that the topic almost always comes to mind when their joy at being together is most intense. This afternoon, Elke is silent a long time before she finally responds to Günter’s question. “We have to wait.”

“Wait?”

She looks up at him with an expression he can’t quite read. “Yes. We have to wait.”

“What for?”

She squeezes his hand. They stop walking and turn to face each other. She lets his hand go. “Well—you know: This is one of those questions that’s too complex to be solved by the conscious mind, so we have to wait for the unconscious to decide, situation by situation, choice by choice.” She laughs. “Decision points, right? Decision point by decision point we will come to a conclusion far wiser than we could ever make consciously.”

“Yes,” he says, and then again: “Yes. Let’s hope.”

She sighs and takes hold of his hand again. They continue walking and, after a moment of silence, begin talking about nothing in particular (what they might have for dinner, the foods they loved and loathed as children) until they reach the end of the path and step out onto a broader and more populated avenue, where they must let go of each other’s hands.

AS A RESULT of the Institute’s new mission to help Aryans to live happier, more productive lives and fulfill their destiny as the “master race,” the analysts have been given substantial raises, even as the working-class patients of the Polyclinic are now required to pay a fee. There is much talk about the injustice of this new arrangement, but none of the analysts turn down the extra money. All that happens is that their shrugs become more eloquent, their laughs increasingly start out as winces, and there is a general but unspoken agreement that “reality” is a force too perilous to resist. The Institute also goes on a hiring spree, via which existing staff members turn friends and friends of friends into paid colleagues. On the evening of 10 October 1937, Werner Nissen, himself one of the new hires, holds a reception at his apartment for the most recent analyst to join the Institute, his former analysand John Rittmeister. As it happens, Ulrich Braun also knows Rittmeister—from their days at the Burghölzli psychiatric hospital in Zurich—and confides to Günter that, despite Jung’s ostensible change of heart about Hitler (expressed in an essay that compares the Führer to Wotan—god of war, fury, and chaos—but also declares him an inspiring visionary), Rittmeister despises Jung and considers him an unmitigated fascist—which fact Günter interprets as a very good sign about the Institute’s future, since it is highly unlikely that Göring could be unaware of Rittmeister’s opinions. Despite weeks of eagerly anticipating Rittmeister’s arrival, not even a minute after Günter walks into Nissen’s apartment, he is struck by a headache so intense that it dims his vision. Institute functions are the only events he and Elke feel comfortable attending together. They spend most of their time on opposite sides of the room, and when they find themselves in the same conversation, they make sure not to reveal that each of them has already heard almost everything the other is saying. They never touch and never meet each other’s gaze for more than an instant, but they relish talking, joking, and gossiping about the receptions afterward, largely because that enables them to feel like a “normal” couple. Günter intentionally arrives at Nissen’s apartment a half hour late, in the hope that Elke will already be there. The parlor is dense with chattering analysts, but small enough that it takes only seconds for him to survey every face in the room, and it is exactly the instant he realizes Elke is not present that the bolt of pain shoots through his skull. Last night was his forty-sixth birthday and Elke made him dinner at his apartment—Ernst having gone to Sheffield and Birmingham to meet with suppliers. When the meal was through and the candles on the cake were smoking, she reached into a carpetbag she had placed beside her chair and pulled out a dark, heavy object, which she lowered ceremoniously onto the table just in front of Günter.

“Ah!” he said, though in a tone that expressed no particular emotion.

The object was a bronze of a recumbent Aphrodite, about the length of his forearm.

“Do you like it?” Elke asked.

“It’s beautiful.”

“It’s the real thing!”

“How do you mean?” asked Günter.

“It’s Greek! An authentic Greek antiquity!”

“Ah!” Again, his exclamation expressed no particular emotion.

“What?”

“Nothing. It’s beautiful!”

“What?” Elke insisted.

Günter saw the worry in her expression, and he puckered his lips sadly. When he finally spoke, he regretted his words before they were even out of his mouth. “It’s just that it’s highly unlikely this is authentic.”

“It is!” Elke insisted. “I’ve got the papers!”

“Don’t worry. I love it! It’s beautiful!”

“No,” she said. “I want to know why you don’t trust me.”

“I do trust you. Why are you saying that?”

“You don’t!” She banged her hand on the table. “You have no respect for my opinion. You always treat me like a student, like I don’t know anything at all!”

“That’s not true!” Günter didn’t want to be angry. Elke’s dinner had been delicious; they had been talking about traveling together to a conference in Nice.

“It is! I’ve got the papers that prove this is authentic, but still you doubt me. It’s like this all the time.”

“I’m sorry, Elke. The statue’s beautiful! I love it! It’s just that …” He sighed heavily, then pulled the statue closer. “Look, the color of this is good—the verdigris. But the metal isn’t pitted enough. It doesn’t look aged. And look … He turned the statue so that one end was facing Elke. “I saw this right away—”

“What makes you think you are such an expert! I bought this from a real expert! This is his life’s work!”

Günter threw himself back into his chair and flung up both hands in exasperation.

“You always think you know more than anybody else!” said Elke.

“I don’t. But I do know some things.” He leaned forward again and pointed to a vertical ridge on the end of the statue. “This is the seam between the two halves of the mold this was cast from. You never see seams like this on ancient Greek sculpture. They always file them—”

“Oh, come on! Do you really think every Greek sculptor was a perfectionist?”

Günter was in danger of becoming truly furious. “I’m not saying that. I’m just citing evidence. I may be wrong, but still, there is evidence.”

“You are so pompous! Do you know that? You are so full of yourself!”

Angry as Günter had become, he was aware that he did sometimes treat Elke as if she were still a student, but he found it hard to understand how such a modest failure could spark such intense outrage. “Elke, please! This clearly isn’t what’s really upsetting you.”

“There! You see? You’re doing it again! You won’t even credit me with knowing my own feelings!”

“No, no—really—”

“You are such a narcissist! You don’t give a thought to my feelings! I can’t take this anymore!” Elke stood so rapidly that her chair toppled and skittered across the floor. She ran out of the room. The front door slammed. Günter was speechless and paralyzed. He wouldn’t have been more astonished if she had disappeared in a puff of smoke. He looked at the Aphrodite. He did love it. It was so kind of Elke to have bought it for him. His vision went wobbly and tears ran down his cheeks. This morning, he left a letter for her in her box at the Institute, telling her he was sorry about what he had said, that he loved her, wanted to talk, and hoped they might have a moment together after the Rittmeister reception. He stopped by the mail room on his way to Nissen’s apartment, and found the note exactly as he had left it—its top-right corner touching the box’s side. And now, standing with a throbbing head at the center of a noisy crowd that does not contain Elke, he thinks of leaving, but in the end, he walks over to the punch bowl, serves himself a glass, and drinks it as if it were water. He fills a second glass, in the hope it might give him the strength to face the other guests, only some of whom he knows. At the exact instant he turns away from the punch bowl, a slight auburn-haired woman turns away from the window. Their eyes meet and they take sips from their glasses simultaneously. She lowers hers and smiles. Günter’s first impulse is to go find Braun, but then he thinks that talking to a beautiful woman might be the best way to distract himself from the aches in his heart and head. As he crosses the room, the woman’s smile broadens. “That was funny,” she says. “It’s like we were mirror images.”

“Or doppelgängers!”

“Doppelgängers!” She laughs. “That’s much better!”

“Why?”

“Because a mirror image is only an illusion. But a doppelgänger is oneself existing in a whole other life.”

“Except we are opposite,” says Günter. When she looks confused, he adds, “Male and female.”

“Ah, yes! But that makes it even more interesting, since you are me as I would be if I were a man.”

“And what sort of man would you be?”

She raises one eyebrow and smiles. “Well, as my masculine doppelgänger, you ought to know.”

A light sweat breaks out on Günter’s brow. He has very little confidence in his ability to be funny, especially in front of a beautiful woman. “Of course,” he says, then takes a sip from his drink. “It’s just that it would be interesting to hear what my feminine doppelgänger imagines.”

“Well, then …” She smiles slyly. “If I were a man, I would be a very bad man indeed.” With that, she nods farewell and strides across the room to join two women, both of whom laugh as she steps up beside them. Günter hears his name called from a corner opposite the punch table. Nissen is looking at him and smiling. As soon as their eyes meet, Nissen raises his glass as if to make a toast, and so does the gaunt dark-haired man standing just beside him. Both men watch expectantly as Günter approaches. The gaunt man is wearing glasses with dark circular frames. He is one of those people who can seem rigorously alert and analytical, even in the most casual of circumstances. Günter’s headache, forgotten during his conversation with the auburn-haired woman, surges back with new force. “Zeitz!” Nissen declares, raising his glass toward Günter, then toward the man at his side. “Rittmeister!”

“Ah!” says Günter. “Very happy to meet you!”

The two men shake hands.

“Very happy to meet you, too,” says Rittmeister.

A moment of silence. All three men smile and swirl the melted ice chips in their glasses.

Nissen says to Günter, “I see you’ve already met Fräulein Knieper!”

It takes Günter a second to figure out to whom he might be referring. “Oh, yes!” He laughs uneasily. “An amazing woman! Who is she?”

“My fiancée,” says Rittmeister.

Günter blushes. “Ah, I see … Well, you’re a lucky man!”

“Thank you.” Rittmeister smiles, but with only one side of his mouth. “Did Eva tell you she was born in Zeitz?”

“No! Though we did joke about being doppelgängers!”

“You’re not from Zeitz yourself, are you?”

“No, no. Maybe my great-grandfather was. I don’t really know.”

Nissen gives his glass another swirl. “Well, I think it’s time to get a refill.”

As Nissen retreats to the punch bowl, Rittmeister looks down at his empty glass, and momentarily seems at a loss. Worried that he is on the verge of making excuses, Günter leans in closer and says in a low voice, “Actually, I’ve been wanting to talk to you for some time.”

“And I’ve been wanting to talk to you.”

Günter smiles, assuming Braun has said something to Rittmeister. “Our mutual friend tells me that you are no great fan of Jung.”

Rittmeister lets out a loud hah. “What a blowhard!”

“Do you actually know him?”

“He gave regular seminars at Burghölzli when I was a student, so I ran into him every now and then. He’s one of those people who whispers when he wants his audience to think he’s profound. And when he is proud of himself, he actually twiddles his fingers”—Rittmeister dances the tips of his ten fingers together—“like Oliver Hardy!”

Günter laughs. He and Rittmeister talk about Jung’s spiritualist roots, his belief in ghosts, his discomfort with the mere thought that the human psyche inhabits a physical body.

“Shit terrifies Jung,” says Rittmeister. “And sex. He’s bourgeois to the bone, and much happier thinking of the unconscious as an opera in which the wisdom of the ages is sung by men in horned helmets and women in flowing gowns!”

“What never ceases to amaze me is how such a sentimentalist should be so comfortable with”—Günter glances around the room, then continues in a low voice—“well, this era of ours.”

“All demagogues are sentimentalists,” says Rittmeister. Then he looks Günter straight in the eye, his expression growing more serious. “But perhaps this is a discussion we should reserve for another time.”

Günter gives the room another glance, then continues in the same low voice. “I suppose you’re right.”

“But more important, I want to talk to you about an effort you took on behalf of a very dear friend of ours.”

Günter feels his mouth go dry. He can’t think of how to reply.

“You know what I am talking about?” says Rittmeister, his gaze unbroken.

“Yes, of course.”

“Not many people would have been so courageous!” Rittmeister smiles and knocks Günter’s upper arm with his knuckle. He holds up his glass. “Let’s go get refills and find our mutual friend.”

10 NOVEMBER 1937, a month after the reception at Werner Nissen’s apartment. “I’m afraid I can’t be specific,” says Rittmeister. “At least not yet.” He and Günter are walking along the Landwehr Canal. It is 7:00 P.M. and they have just left work. The sun is down, but everything seems to radiate a faint, granular light—the gray-blue sky especially, but even the cinder path beneath their feet. Rittmeister’s voice is low, slightly breathless. His frequent glances toward Günter reveal both seriousness and anxiety. “Some friends and I have been meeting lately,” he says. “We talk about literature, philosophy, art—sort of like seminars, although they can involve plentiful quantities of beer.” A tense smile flashes in the dimness. “But fundamentally our goals are political. Or revolutionary. We want to change the course of history, especially here in this country. We’ve only been at it a few months, but even in that short time, the stakes have gotten so much higher—which makes our work all the more important, of course. Also dangerous.” He glances at Günter, as if to be sure his words have been comprehended.

Günter has, consciously, to force air through his vocal cords. “Yes, of course.” He doesn’t meet Rittmeister’s eye.

“I’m telling you all this because we want to bring in more people. Braun speaks so highly of you, especially of your having risked your life to help Jacobson.”

Günter grunts but doesn’t say anything.

“We both think you would be ideal for our group.”

Günter is struggling with paradoxes. On the one hand, the notion that a bunch of beer-drinking intellectuals might change the course of history seems preposterous and grandiose. On the other, exactly such meetings got Edith Jacobson thrown into jail and her patient Henrik Vogt brutally murdered—although Jacobson herself escaped to London, thanks to Ernest Jones. Günter also knows that his disdain for these meetings is at least partly a manifestation of fear. Worries that Gestapo agents have crept into his apartment still wake him many times a night, and, this very instant, the scar where the Gestapo agent’s pistol struck his cheek is suffused with new pain. Such phenomena make the insistence of so many people on his courage seem absurd, and yet he wants so much to be exactly the man Rittmeister and so many others think he is. “Thank you,” Günter says, giving Rittmeister a half glance and a nervous smile. “I’m flattered.” He licks his lips, then wipes them on the back of his hand. “But, of course, you know my life is extremely busy, not just with my work at the Institute but also with a book I am writing. And then there are other demands.…” Günter clears his throat. “I have a daughter, I mean. She’s eleven.”

“Of course,” says Rittmeister, making no effort to conceal his disappointment. “This sort of work is not for everyone.”

“No, no,” Günter says. “I didn’t mean that. I just mean that there are … that I have a lot … to consider. So … I completely understand your need for discretion, but if you could talk a little more specifically about what you do, that would help me decide whether I could—you know: do what I would need to do.”

Rittmeister stops. He looks at his feet, then resumes walking. “You understand that you should repeat nothing I am about to tell you to anyone?”

“Of course.”

“It’s just that we can’t ever be—”

“I understand,” says Günter.

“Good …” Rittmeister takes a deep breath. “For the time being we are writing letters to influential people, explaining what the Nazis are actually doing, and asking for help. But our plan is to write exposés of the Reich’s criminality and distribute them to ordinary people—through leaflets, posters, underground newspapers. And that requires our gaining access to printing presses, mimeograph machines, and paper, and finding safe ways of getting what we print to as many people as possible. We spend much time at our meetings discussing purely practical matters.”

All of this sounds perfectly doable to Günter, and for that very reason, something in which he ought to participate. And yet, the notion that mimeographed flyers might seriously undermine the NSDAP’s prodigious propaganda machine seems the clueless fantasy of intellectuals who want to imagine themselves virtuous and brave.

“That all sounds very interesting,” Günter says.

“You should come to a meeting—see what it’s like.”

“I’d love that!”

“Good.”

“Also, I need to think.”

Once again, Rittmeister stops walking. Günter cannot see his expression, but he feels tension radiating through the darkness. Rittmeister is silent for a long moment. Then he speaks two words: “Yes. Think.”

SOMETIMES THEY KNOW where they are, or at least they know they are somewhere they have already been—a piazza surrounded by alabaster saints with soot-dusted heads; an echoing arcade beneath the facade of a crumbling palazzo; the edge of a canal, where the air is faintly fecal and the chugging vaporetti constitute the only incursion of the modern world. But most of the time they are lost, wandering down shoulder-wide passages, dim as basement corridors, that lead them to blind courtyards, hardly bigger than a bedroom, or to stone steps that descend, emerald-furred, into water, and always to instances of extraordinary beauty, perfectly balanced between art and accident, aspiration and decay. Being lost becomes a sort of religion for them. They let go of all expectations and surrender to each moment as it comes, caring about everything and nothing. They keep telling each other they have never felt more alive, that this is the perfect way to live. They drink coffee at tin tables, sheltered by umbrellas, on piazzas where the loudest sounds are the whisper of footsteps, the murmur of other people’s conversations, and, occasionally, the frenzied squeaking of hurtling swifts. They eat grouper, octopus, and monkfish, and drink bottles of soave, cleansing their palates with glasses of lemon sorbet spiked with vodka and Prosecco. And in their tiny pensione overlooking Rio de la Romite, they make love, feeling shameless and transgressive, but so aware that their erotic delirium, their wet grappling, their gasps, shudders, and cries are not just this thing called “sex” but also a dance, a conversation, a manifestation of their generosity and greed, their fears and hopes, their entire being, separately and together. And now they are standing in a corner of the Scuola Grande di San Rocco, looking at a small painting attributed to Giovanni Bellini—a portrait of Christ after he has been taken down from the cross. He is represented from mid-torso up, and close to life-size, and so seems only inches away. Delicate streams of blood flow from the wound in his right hand (which is resting atop his left at the center of his chest) and from the spear wound between his ribs and the not quite visible wounds of his crown of thorns, which is still on his head. He is lying on his back but, at first glance, seems to be standing. He is dead but appears only asleep. His eyes, ever so gently closed, express the immense weariness of a man who has been pushed beyond his limits in every possible way. And yet, there is a faint tension in his closed lips that may be the ghost of his determination, or of his strength, or simply of his belief, at the very end, that his ordeal had not been in vain. “No painting has ever given me such a strong feeling for what he went through,” says Günter.

Elke takes hold of his upper arm with both hands and leans her head against his shoulder. “Beautiful.”

“He was willing not merely to sacrifice his life but to endure extraordinary pain, and so became the man he was born to be. It’s almost enough to make me a believer.”

Elke pulls away. “Come on! I’ve got to get something in my stomach. I’m starving!”

“Me, too!” He puts his arm around her waist. They walk away. But as they stroll through the brown dimness of the huge room, Günter breaks out in a cold sweat and, his heart beating like a drumroll, feels he can’t get enough air. He draws Elke closer, hoping the familiar solidity of her body will calm his building panic.

WHILE ERNST is abroad once again—this time to Lyon—Günter and Elke are free to spend a whole week together. They are having dinner in his kitchen, and Günter is holding out a new bottle of wine, giving Elke an interrogative glance. She pulls her glass back, but he pours anyway, the cool yellow wine splattering off the table and onto her lap. This is the third bottle he has opened this evening. Of the first two, Elke has had three glasses. She did not want a fourth. “Günter!” she cries.

“Why did you do that?”

“Why did you do that?” she replies, looking straight into his eyes. With a mocking sneer, she answers her own question: “You did it because you are drunk.” She jams her crumpled napkin furiously against the spots on her skirt, then flings it onto the splattered tabletop. The bovine dullness in Günter’s gaze gradually resolves into a slow-motion form of shock.

“I’m sorry,” he says. He twists the cork off the corkscrew. “You’re right.” He hammers the cork back into the bottle with the side of his fist. “I’m sorry.”

Later that night, when he is still lying on top of her, his breaths still heavy in the space between her shoulder, ear, and the pillow, she says softly, “That was good.” She pats his back. “That was just what I needed. Thank you.” He rolls onto his side but keeps his arms around her. She squeezes him hard with both of hers. “Everything’s better.”

He lets go of her and rolls onto his back. “I don’t know what’s the matter with me,” he says.

“I think you should join Rittmeister’s club.”

“It’s not a club.”

“Well, discussion group. Whatever. I think you need to get out more. You spend too much time working. It’s not good for you.”

“I don’t know.”

“You need more friends.”

Günter thinks the notion of joining Rittmeister’s group for the sake of making friends is borderline preposterous, but he doesn’t want to discuss it. Instead, he sighs heavily and reverts to a topic they discuss endlessly. “It’s just that everything is so unstable.”

“I know! I know!” She turns toward him and hugs him hard. “I wish things could be different.”

“All I want is to be with you.”

“I know. It’s the same for me, but”—she squeezes him again—“I don’t know what to do.”

“But it’s not only that. It’s Hannah. It’s been two and a half years, and I still have no idea where she is.”

Elke’s face crumples with sympathy. “Of course!” She kisses his cheek and strokes his head. “Maybe you should try writing directly to Josef.”

“What’s the point? I’m sure he’s the one forcing Herta to abide by Josine’s wishes.”

Elke sighs. “I suppose.”

“Then there’s the book. Sometimes—”

She squeezes him so hard, his spine cracks. “It’s a beautiful book! A brilliant book! You’re going to revolutionize psychoanalysis!”

He sighs heavily. “We shall see.”

3 JULY 1938. Günter is standing in the hallway in front of apartment 7. He hears footsteps coming up the staircase and, as they draw nearer, a woman’s heavy breathing. Not wanting to appear to be waiting for her, he knocks again on apartment 7’s door, waits a moment, then glances over his shoulder just as the woman—not Josine—emerges from the dark stairway into the glow of the skylight. She is looking right at him. “Excuse me,” he says, backing away so that she can step onto the landing. She is broad-shouldered and broad-hipped, more sturdy than stout, and she stares at him intently as she sidles past with her net shopping bag, her hazel eyes radiant in the skylight glow. He wonders if she sees any resemblance to Hannah. “Hello,” he says. “Do you, by any chance, know when Frau Zeitz might be in.”

The woman’s voice and expression are brusque. “What’s your business with her?”

“I’m … a friend. An old friend—though I haven’t seen her in a while.”

The woman puckers her lips as if pondering something unpleasant.

He tries another tack. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have … I’m Dr. Zeitz. Her ex-husband and Hannah’s father.”

“Oh,” the woman says. “Yes.” She clearly knows about him, but nothing that predisposes her to be friendly.

“I’m here because her brother, Josef Rosen, wrote to tell me that they will soon be joining him in New York. He’s the one who gave me this address. So that I could say good-bye.” He smiles, then worries his smile comes off as insincere. When the woman only continues to look at him, he adds, “And help in any way I can.”

“When did her brother say she was leaving?”

“In a month. The fourth of August.”

The woman puts her bag down on the floor, then rubs her right hand, grooved from the bag handle, with the left.

“As you may know,” Günter says, “I haven’t been able to … spend as much time with them—Hannah, I mean—as I would like.”

Still holding one hand in the other, the woman takes a deep breath and says, “I’m afraid you’re too late.”

Günter doesn’t know what to make of this statement.

“They’ve moved,” the woman adds. “They’re not here anymore.”

“When did they move?”

“Oh …” The woman looks up at the ceiling as if the date is written there. “A week ago—maybe ten days.”

“Do you know where they went?”

“Afraid not. We weren’t really friends.” She shrugs. “Just neighbors.”

Günter doesn’t believe her. He takes his wallet out of his jacket pocket, opens it, and withdraws a business card. “If you should hear from her”—he holds out the card—“could you tell her I stopped by? Or tell Hannah?”

The woman takes the card.

“Or, if you can think of a way that I might help, just give me a call.”

The woman’s smile is fleeting and thin. She slips the card into her coat pocket. “That’s not very likely,” she says.

THE DAY IS BREEZY and warm. Günter is walking along a city street with his son—and at a complete loss as to how he could have forgotten he has a son. The boy is six years old, dressed in a school uniform: a gray jacket with an insignia on the pocket, gray short pants, a brimmed military-style cap. They walk along a high, soot-blackened stone wall and come eventually to a wrought-iron gate, where they stop and, side by side, gripping the gate’s bars, look down a short tunnel onto a golden meadow, with pale blue mountains looming in the distance. Larks are singing, and thrushes. The boy pushes the gate open and enters the tunnel. As Günter follows, he realizes his son has come to this place to die, that his death can neither be averted nor postponed. Günter’s only duty is to make his son’s death easy and beautiful. The boy walks through the meadow until he gets to the crest of a small rise, where he lies down on the dusty path. His hat is gone. So is his jacket. He is wearing a sky-blue shirt, exactly the color of his eyes. His hair exactly matches the pale gold of the grass. The boy looks up expectantly but doesn’t speak. Günter has no idea what he is supposed to do. After a while, the boy’s eyes grow listless, dull. He is already half dead. Günter quakes with outrage at the injustice of fate. He cannot move. Tears stream down his cheeks.

GÜNTER IS SITTING at his desk. He picks up a pen, takes a deep breath, and begins to write.


Pestalozzistrasse 102

Berlin

4 August 1938

Hannah, dearest,

As I write, you and your mother have just set sail from Hamburg. I am hoping that this might be the first letter you get in your new home.…
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DURING THE WEEKS before the invasion of Poland, the government issues drastic directives and public statements impossible to reconcile with one another, with common sense, or with formerly unassailable fact. First Stalin is the Bolshevik enemy, then, overnight, the champion of the Russian people, friend of the Reich. The government asserts there is no mobilization of troops under way even as thousands of young men are commanded to leave their homes, schools, jobs and report for military service, and are forbidden to write to their families for ten days. Cars and trucks are also conscripted, even horses. For what? A “defensive” action? How could such an impoverished and weak country as Poland even imagine invading so well armed and thoroughly militarized a state as Germany? The same day that the draft is reinstated, ration coupons are distributed. From now on, families can consume 500 grams of meat a week, 2,400 of bread, 270 of fat. Hardly a day goes by when Günter doesn’t find himself shouting at the radio, pouring one drink too many, sometimes more. This is a catastrophe! he tells himself. Something must be done! But what? Everything that comes to mind either through sessions of rigorous contemplation or during grim, fevered middles of the night ultimately seems pointless, impossible, or a self-exculpatory fantasy. Elke is terrified that Ernst will be drafted. Günter wants to offer her consolation, but there isn’t any. Ernst is fit, thirty-four, and Aryan—just what the Wehrmacht is looking for. Günter himself doesn’t have to worry about the draft (at least not yet), because of his age, because he is blind without his glasses, but most of all because of his work at the Institute, which is deemed essential to the Reich. He feels guilty to be so privileged when Ernst is in such danger, but also guilty in the way he felt in 1914, when his eyesight meant he was assigned to the quartermaster bureau, and spent the whole war in Berlin, tracking the supply of potatoes, blankets, and bandages. That war had seemed a senseless tragedy to him, and this one criminal madness, but all the newsreels, posters, and songs glorifying war have had their effects: Whenever he sees soldiers marching in rigid rows along a street, their boots and bayonets gleaming, he feels weak inside, hollow, a failure as a man. A small voice in a dank recess of his mind whispers that it would be good to be shoulder-to-shoulder with such comrades, marching off to repel an enemy intent on destroying his home. No, he tells himself. Absolutely not. No. No. No.

ON 31 AUGUST 1939, Günter is riding the U-Bahn. When the doors open at Hallesches Tor, four uniformed soldiers get on and the car erupts in cheers. The soldiers—embarrassed—nod, smile, and utter quiet thank-yous. Then the car falls silent. Günter watches the smiles fade from the faces of his fellow passengers. This is not, he thinks, a reversion to the boredom and irritation of subterranean travel, but the secret and slow recognition of the terrifying reality evoked by their glib applause moments ago. Everyone on this train knows people who were killed, mutilated, or driven insane by the last war. And some must, themselves, be unable to escape memories of the stench of blood, shit, and fear in the trenches, the sick slap of bullets striking flesh, the gray faces and collapsing eyes of the dead. He is mystified that people whose minds are replete with such knowledge could have burst into such joyful celebration only moments ago. The following morning, he rises from an almost sleepless night, turns on the radio, and hears that the Wehrmacht has already seized Danzig and is on the road to Warsaw. “A stunning victory!” the newscasters proclaim over and over. “The war is all but won!” After breakfast, he heads downstairs to buy a few newspapers in the hope of gleaning a more comprehensive and accurate understanding of what has just happened. In front of the café down the block, he finds an excited crowd repeating the claims he has just heard on the radio. Günter constructs a speech inside his mind—“What’s the matter with you people? Hitler has just signed our death warrants! The world will rise against us!”—but these words never pass his lips.

THREE AND A HALF weeks later, Günter is walking up the central staircase at the Institute just as Braun is descending, an irritated expression on his face. He responds to Günter’s hello by saying, “Have you heard?”

“What?” says Günter.

Braun makes an about-face on the stairs. “Come.”

It’s been two weeks since the portrait of Sigmund Freud, which once faced a larger portrait of Hitler across the Institute’s lobby, was removed. With the exception of Dr. Göring, who keeps Freud’s complete works locked in a safe in his office, none of the analysts are allowed to possess any of the Professor’s works now, or to refer to him in public. Braun locks his office door as soon as he and Günter are inside. He goes to his desk, pulls a single sheet of paper out from under his blotter, and hands it to Günter. It is a telegram, from someone named Pedersen in Copenhagen, consisting of one brief sentence: “Our friend succumbed to his long illness Saturday morning.” Günter can’t make sense of this missive, even though he knows exactly what it means. When he looks up at Braun, his expression is a mix of perplexity and fragile hope.

“Freud,” says Braun.

Günter places the piece of paper on Braun’s desk and lowers himself into a chair. After a moment he says, without meeting Braun’s eye, “This doesn’t exactly come as a surprise.”

“No, alas.”

“But still.”

“Yes,” says Braun.

A few minutes later, Günter has resumed his journey downstairs, but he hasn’t descended a single floor before he turns around and goes back to his own office. On a shelf just behind his desk chair, he has a number of literary works, among them the Bible, Dante’s Divine Comedy, Goethe’s Faust, and Dostoyevsky’s The Brothers Karamazov. This last was sent by Freud in 1928 because it contains his introductory essay: “Dostoyevsky and Parricide.” Günter opens the book to its title page and reads, in the Professor’s jagged scrawl, “To my dear Zeitz, who will walk where I cannot walk, speak where I cannot speak, and help to rescue humanity from illusion.—Freud.” Günter reads the inscription twice, closes the book, and, with a heavy groan, slams it against his forehead, where he holds it, entirely blocking his vision of the room, until the gesture starts to seem melodramatic.

14 OCTOBER 1939. The feeling lifting Günter out of sleep is partly erotic. And, indeed, his bare chest is against Elke’s bare back; his arm tilts over her ribs and his hand is cupped beneath her breast, as it has been the whole night through; his penis, sensitive and semierect, lies across her inner thigh, just below the parting of her buttocks. But he has no desire to make love. He wants only to lie exactly as he is, relishing the warmth and softness of her body, listening to the almost inaudible hush and sigh of her breathing as she sleeps, and smelling the savory sweetness of her neck and shoulder, the faint floral astringency of her hair. Only fans of pale gray around the double-folded woolen blanket serving as a blackout curtain signal that it is morning. Without his glasses, Günter can’t make out the radium-painted hands and digits of the clock on the bedside table, but it is probably 7:15, the time he wakes almost every morning. But this is a Saturday, so neither he nor Elke has any reason to get out of bed. They are in his apartment, where they now spend most nights, given that air raids are immenant, and it would be impossible for Elke to shelter in the basement of her own building, accompanied by a man her neighbors would all know is not her husband. Ernst, drafted two days after the invasion of Poland, is currently at a training camp and expects to be part of the Warsaw occupation force. During the first week or so after his mobilization, Elke felt too guilty to see Günter outside the Institute, but in the end, she couldn’t bear to lose both of the men she loved simultaneously. Günter fully understands that her guilt and her fears for Ernst cannot be suppressed, and so he does his best to listen sympathetically when she needs to express what she is feeling. And, as it has become ever clearer that he is her primary source of comfort, his sympathy has become ever more authentic. The fact that there are no taboo topics between them has only strengthened their love, as have their consolations of each other regarding the increasingly sinister nightmare dominating every other aspect of their lives. As recently as August, when the invasion of Poland was all but certain, it was still possible to criticize the NSDAP or mock Hitler in front of most of their colleagues, but now, less than two months later, even some of the Reich’s most vocal critics feel that England and France’s declarations of war mean that any disloyalty to the Reich endangers innocent German lives. Others, who kept their admiration of the Führer to themselves for much of a decade, have suddenly become possessed by the courage of their convictions, along with an often vengeful desire to assert them. The rest are silenced by fear. Günter and Elke still hope that the malign political current that has taken possession of their nation will ultimately be eroded by facts that everyone will comprehend, even if only semiconsciously, and by the inherent decency of the German people. But right now, at this particular moment, both of them feel keenly that they themselves are in grave danger of denouncement, imprisonment, and even execution, and so can trust no one but each other—which means it is also impossible for them to experience anything like ordinary human happiness, except in each other’s company. Elke’s foot shifts. A moment later, she takes a deep breath and lets it out in a sigh. Günter knows that soon she will stretch and, making her morning groans, flex her body all along the length of his, then turn in his arms, embrace him, and moan groggily against his cheek before pulling back her head and putting her lips on his. And so, as he waits in this tiny locus of time and space occupied only by the two of them, it is possible for him to think that nothing is wrong, that there is nothing in this world he might want more than what he has right now.

MONTHS PASS. A year. It is 19 September 1941, 8:15 P.M. Günter is sitting alone at the Jägerhaus, at the table he reserved for dinner with Elke, who was supposed to have arrived at seven. Perhaps the dinner was doomed from the start, as there is scant food to be had at any restaurant in Berlin. People mainly go to them for the ceremony. He was promised pork schnitzel when he made his reservation, but by the time he arrived, there was nothing on offer except smoked trout, canned green beans, and canned potatoes. A plate sits on the table in front of him, empty except for a few splinters of white fish flesh and some smears of oil. Beside the plate is a bottle of Hungarian red wine, two-thirds empty. It is the only wine left in the restaurant’s cellar, and surprisingly good. Over the last hour, Günter has passed through irritation, humiliation, and anger, and has now moved on to worry. Half an hour ago, he called Elke from the phone behind the bar, but she didn’t answer. He tries again, and this time the ringing stops and he hears an abrasive shushing, as if the phone is being dragged across rough material. “Hello?” he says. “Hello? Hello?” Elke utters a gruff “No!” and the line goes dead. Twenty minutes later, Günter reaches her street door just as an old woman from the second floor is coming out. He pushes past her, apologizing without looking around. Only when he has reached the first landing does he realize the woman had a yellow star stitched to her lapel. The requirement that all Jews wear this repulsive insignia only started to be enforced yesterday, and this is the first time he has seen, not just the star itself, but its wearer’s humiliation and fear. He is frozen mid-step on the landing by a dark amalgam of horror and despair—an ever more frequent state of mind and heart during these last months. But no—paralysis is not an option. He must keep moving. His key is out when he reaches Elke’s door, but unsure of how she would feel were he to simply walk in, he knocks softly. After an extended moment, he gives a firmer knock, then touches the tip of his key to the keyhole, but he still can’t bring himself to push it in. A floorboard creaks. “Elke!” he calls. “It’s me!” The floorboard creaks again, and he hears the tiny peep of a stifled whimper. But still no one comes. When he finally opens the door, Elke is standing halfway down the hall, wearing his favorite of her dresses: a long chartreuse gown with a tight bodice and puff sleeves. Her hair, however, is wildly disheveled, as if by a fierce wind, and her mascara has run in crooked rivulets down her cheeks. “Oh, my love!” he cries. He tries to take her into his arms, but she backs away, telling him, “You shouldn’t be here!” She turns and covers her face with both hands, bursting into sobs and wails. Günter follows her down the hall. Several times, he attempts to put his arms around her, and she keeps pushing him away, but with ever less conviction, until finally he is holding her head against his chest and stroking her hot back, saying, “My poor love.” She shows him the letter given to her by the local Nazi group leader, who knocked on her door just as she was about to leave for the Jägerhaus. The letter, signed by Ernst’s commander, informed her that he is a “hero,” who had “sacrificed his life in the service of the Fatherland.” Günter’s hand trembles as he puts the tear-dimpled piece of paper down on the table. He wraps his arms around Elke and says, “I am so sorry. So, so sorry.” Eventually, they lie down on her bed and she rests her head on his shoulder.

“Do you want to talk about it?” he asks.

“No,” she says. “There’s nothing to say.”

“Then let’s just lie here.”

“Yes. That’s good.”

After a while, he kisses the top of her head. And a little bit later, he kisses her head again. Not long afterward, she presses her lips against his neck and sucks lightly, then pulls back her head and looks him straight in the eyes. Their lips meet, and one thing follows another. Soon he has undone the hooks at the back of her dress and is pulling her tight bodice and sleeves down from her shoulders. She is gasping and groaning, as if in enormous relief, but once he has pulled the dress all the way down and off, she sits up and says, “No, I can’t do this.” In the end, they take off all their clothing and, lying intertwined beneath the covers, discuss practical issues, like how she will inform Ernst’s parents and friends, and what sort of funeral the family might have—although, as yet, there has been no word as to whether Ernst’s body will be shipped home. For Günter, her every word is agony, yet he knows his job now is to help her endure this terrible first night, and that discussing such practical matters enables her to address her grief without having to touch on anything that might enflame it. After a while, she gets up to pee. On her return, he asks, “Do you want me to stay?” She throws her arms around him and says, “Oh, yes! Please don’t go! I couldn’t bear it!” Günter contemplates mentioning the possibility of an air raid, but there haven’t been any since the summer, so what would be the point? Several times during that long, sleepless, and fundamentally boring night, Günter feels himself getting erect, and every time he shifts his pelvis in the hope that Elke will not notice. Her words “I couldn’t bear it!” repeat again and again inside his head, and, although he knows this judgment is premature, he can’t help but think that after a decent interval, he will have her to himself, and they will finally have a “normal” relationship—as lovers and, in due time, husband and wife. He wakes with Elke shortly after dawn, having slept maybe two hours, but feeling more or less alert. He goes to the kitchen to make coffee. When he returns carrying a tray bearing two cups, two saucers, two spoons, and a bowl of sugar, Elke is standing beside her dresser, brushing her hair, her bathrobe cinched tight around her waist. She looks worried. When she thanks him for the coffee, her voice is too soft. She puts her cup down on the dresser, and he places the tray on the foot of the bed. She takes hold of his hands and squeezes them. She smiles. The smile is weak and sad. “I have to tell you something,” she says. “I’ve thought about this all night.” She pauses, tears coming into her eyes. “I have decided that I must honor Ernst in death as I never did in life. That is my only choice.”

Günter says, “All right,” but maybe too fast. He wants to ask what this “honoring” will consist of, and how long it will last, but he can’t force the words from his lips.

“I love you,” he says, his eyes growing hot with tears.

“I know you do,” she says. And that is all.

THE NEXT DAY, Elke calls Günter to tell him that she has gotten a telegram from the Wehrmacht, informing her that Ernst has received “a hero’s funeral on the field of battle,” which means that his body will not be coming home until after the war, and only if she chooses to have it disinterred. She bursts into sobs. Günter suggests that a memorial service might help her feel better. She tells him that she and Ernst’s mother have already started planning one, and that they talked all morning about what a wonderful son and husband Ernst was. A long silence follows this sentence. Günter still believes that once Elke is over her mourning, their “normal” relationship will begin. But he also believes it best not to put any pressure on her until she is ready. “If you should ever need help in any way, just call,” he tells her. He waits three days, then finally calls her himself. She sighs when he asks how she is doing. “Managing,” she says. “You know.” She tells him that praying helps, that she has gone to confession. “I don’t know what I would do without Pater Heinrich,” she says. Having never suspected Elke was remotely religious, Günter doesn’t know how to respond to any of this. He waits until three days after the memorial service before calling her again. She tells him that one of Ernst’s comrades came to the service and told her that Ernst suffered a prolonged and agonizing death from a stomach wound that became infected and finally went gangrenous. “What on earth made him tell you that?” Günter asks. “I insisted,” says Elke. “I had to know.” When Günter asks if she would like to meet for a drink, she says, “Not yet. I need time to myself.” A week later, they meet at a café. She has lost so much weight, she seems adrift inside her clothes and her face is the color of wet plaster. Their conversation is riddled with silences. She smiles sadly, reaches across the table, and takes his hand. “I’m sorry. I’m just not myself yet.” “Of course,” he says. “That’s completely normal. I understand.” Weeks pass. A patient gives Günter a black-market ham, and Elke agrees to come to his apartment for dinner. She arrives wearing his favorite chartreuse gown, and has even brought a bottle of wine. But she can’t eat more than a couple bites of the ham, and finally pushes her plate away, saying, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be here. I have to go.” The next day she calls to say she has taken an open-ended leave of absence from the Institute. “That’s good,” he tells her. “You need to give yourself time to recover.” He falls into the habit of calling her once a week. She is happy to talk but never calls him. Occasionally, he suggests they get together, but almost every time she says no, too busy, too tired, maybe later. When they do see each other, Günter’s anger wages a constant battle with his sympathy and his fear of driving her away. He doesn’t feel he has a right to be angry. He comes away from their every meeting hating himself. Four months pass. They meet at a Konditorei on Oranienburger Strasse, where she tells him she has decided to join the German Red Cross, in the hope that, by caring for soldiers’ wounds and simply by offering maternal tenderness, she might be able to do some real good in this otherwise dreadful world, more than she could ever do practicing psychoanalysis. Günter takes this announcement and its disconcerting conclusion as her way of telling him things are finally over. Her cheeks have lost their farm-girl fullness, though their color has returned. And she is still beautiful, maybe more than ever, having acquired the somber intensity of those who have learned firsthand that fate has no kindness. “You’ve made the right decision,” he says. When they bid each other good-bye out on the sidewalk, they exchange a long, leaden glance, and they do not speak again until just over a year after Ernst’s death. Elke calls to tell Günter that she had been assigned to a hospital in Krakow and needs to come by the Institute the following afternoon to have Frau Strauss sign some papers. “I didn’t want to surprise you,” she says, “should our paths cross.… Though I think it best we not talk.” Günter makes an affirmative grunt and, unable to think of anything else it might be permissible to say, bids her good-bye, then hangs up.

IT IS MORE than an hour after Elke’s appointment with Frau Strauss. Günter has been hiding in his office all afternoon and has only just begun to think it might be safe to leave, when there is a light knock on his door. As he crosses the room, he wipes his palms on his trousers, then pauses with his hand on the knob. He opens the door. Elke is standing in the hallway, wearing a blue Red Cross dress uniform and a nurse’s cap. The closest she can come to a greeting is to swallow. The instant his eyes fall on her, the dread that gripped him all day dissipates and he is filled with something close to joy. “Come in!” he says. “Come in!” He steps back from the door, then clutches his hand to the base of his throat. “I’m sorry. Do you want to come in?”

“For a second.” Elke hunches slightly as she steps past Günter, seeming afraid of him. He closes the door, then wonders if that was a mistake.

They are standing scant centimeters apart in the middle of the room, half facing each other. Günter gestures toward his office chair. “Would you like to sit down?”

“I’d better not.”

They are silent a long moment.

Günter says, “I didn’t expect to see you.”

“I’m sorry.” She lowers her head apologetically.

“No. No. I’m happy you’re here.”

Elke looks up, and seems about to smile, but then her brow darkens. “I’m just wondering what you think.”

“About what?” says Günter.

“Rittmeister.”

“Rittmeister?”

“Don’t you know?”

Günter doesn’t have a clue what she is talking about, but he is so disconcerted by her presence that he is not sure he has heard her correctly. He gestures toward his desk, says, “I’ve been …” but doesn’t finish.

“He’s been arrested,” she says.

“What?”

“The Gestapo came to his apartment.”

Günter gasps. “Oh no! When?” He sits on the edge of his desk and covers his mouth with his hands.

“Last night. Apparently, he’s become one of the leaders of that group he told you about. The editor of their newspaper.”

“This is terrible!”

“They arrested his wife, too. It’s very serious. Treason. They say he’s going to be executed.”

“Jesus! Who told you this?”

“Everybody’s talking about it. Beckstein. Voss. Everybody.”

“Maybe they’ll escape,” Günter says. “Jacobson escaped.”

“How? It’s all so much worse now, with the war on. Everything’s worse.”

They look at each other, horrified, neither able to speak.

Elke drops into the chair beside his desk and puts her head in her hands. “Oh, Günter! I don’t know what I’m doing. I thought that by … by …” She touches the Red Cross broach on her collar. “I thought I’d be helping people. Doing some actual good. But now everything is so horrible. I leave tomorrow and I don’t even know why!” Her voice is low, but her final words come out as something like a wail.

Günter kneels in front of her. He takes her hands in his. “Stop that,” he says. “You’ll be helping the soldiers. Young men. Boys. People like Ernst, who were drafted, who don’t give a shit about National Socialism, who are only in pain and afraid.”

Elke stands. She extracts her hands from his. Her voice is soft again, restrained. “Yes. Thank you. That is good. Thank you, Günter. Thank you so much.”

Now they are both standing, looking into each other’s eyes. An instant of tenderness passes between them—an instant during which almost anything might happen. Then it is over. Günter wishes her good luck at the door. He tells her to write when she has the chance. There is so much more he has to say, but it is entirely beyond him. He can’t even say good-bye as he closes the door. Elke’s footsteps recede down the hallway. He lies on his back in the middle of his office floor. He doesn’t move. He feels nothing.

3 JANUARY1943. Between the two street windows of Dr. Göring’s office is a framed poster-size photograph of his famous cousin with the Führer. Hitler is looking slightly up, beneath the glossy brim of his dress uniform hat, possibly at the sky. There is an innocent attentiveness in his expression, as if he were a child seeing, for the very first time, something long dreamed of and wonderful. Hermann Göring, in a more elegant uniform than the Führer’s, is not looking up, but straight ahead, or possibly slightly to his left, his gaze skeptical, suspicious, his narrow lips compressed in that turtlelike expression that sometimes accompanies the expulsion of diarrhea.

Dr. Göring’s stiff gray beard bobs up and down as he talks, his office windows making the shapes of four sliver moons in each of the lenses of his glasses. He slides a letter across his desk to Günter. “I want you to read this. It is from Reichsmarschall Göring and it outlines the difficulties of his nephew and my poor cousin. Pfeiffer was a good boy and a model soldier, who served his country bravely in Galicia. But as you know, perhaps better than anyone else here, the rigors of war can make it hard to keep one’s mind sufficiently focused on one’s duty. The Reichsmarschall describes some of Pfeiffer’s more abnormal behavior, as well as his alarming attempt to take his own life. On the basis of what I read here, there is nothing extraordinary or even very severe about the young man’s condition. Nevertheless, if you can restore him to his previous state of excellent mental health, I can assure you every member of the Göring family will be deeply appreciative.”

Günter takes the letter off of Dr. Göring’s desk and, without giving it a glance, folds it in half, then in half again, and slips it into his jacket pocket. When he notices that Dr. Göring is staring at him, he says, “I want to read it during a moment when I can give it my full attention.”

“I hope you understand,” says Dr. Göring, “that the way you handle this case could have profound effects upon your entire future.”

“Absolutely,” says Günter.








PART IVIT WAS LIKE THE WORDS HAD NO MEANING
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11 JANUARY 1943

“If I were a Jew,” says Günter, “do you think your uncle would have recommended you see me?”

“That is not an answer,” says Max Pfeiffer.

Günter’s eyes, behind the thick lenses of his glasses, go perfectly still. “It is an answer. But if you require greater clarity: I am not a Jew.”

“But you practice the Jewish science.”

Pfeiffer is thirty-one, with hazel eyes and reddish-blond hair, long enough on top to form a series of fleecelike ripples, and cropped to a velvet stubble around the sides. He is wearing a black SS dress uniform with a red armband and the collar badge of a lieutenant. His high-crested, glossy-brimmed hat is balanced like a cake box on his rigidly parallel thighs. Günter is fifty-one, and half a head taller than Pfeiffer, but whereas the younger man radiates strength, Günter gives the impression only of weight. He seems pinned to his seat by his globular belly. His arms rest on the chair arms like broken pipes, and the corners of his mouth are dragged down by some internal gravity. This morning, in anticipation of his first session with Pfeiffer, he wrote in his journal, “I must remember that, before all else, he is a human being.” Günter shifts a pencil on his desk so that it is exactly parallel to the pen beside it. “No Jews have been associated with the Institute since 1935,” he says. “But, of course, there is no point in your seeing me if you doubt I can help you.”

Pfeiffer’s hat starts to slide off one thigh. He catches it with both hands. “I wouldn’t be here if I had any choice.”

“Did anyone force you to come here?”

“No.”

“Then why do you say you have no choice?”

Pfeiffer purses his lips as if to spit a cherry stone, then sighs heavily. “I don’t know why I’m here.”

Günter frowns. “Perhaps we should talk about the incident.”

“Don’t you already know?”

There is a letter in front of Günter that has been folded in half and then in half again many times over, and now it lies flat, crossed by a grid of wrinkles. He taps the letter with his fingertips. “I have your uncle’s account. But I want to hear it in your words.”

Pfeiffer takes his hat off his lap and puts it on the floor beside his gleaming boots. Then, with a surprising fastidiousness, he places both hands flat on his thighs. “There’s nothing to tell. It’s just stupid, really.”

“Still, I’d like to hear it.” When Pfeiffer doesn’t respond, Günter adds, “Just tell me what happened as if you were writing it up for a report.”

Pfeiffer is silent a moment, seeming to suffer indigestion. “I was in Galicia. Lemberg. I’d been stationed there for three months. Then one night, two weeks ago—or three. Just before Christmas. I decided that I … that I couldn’t … Well, you already know this. So, I had my pistol.” Pfeiffer shapes his hand like a gun and places his extended index finger against his temple. “And just at that moment, my adjutant … I’d forgotten to sign some papers, so he came into my room. I didn’t hear him knock. He just came in. In any event, he shouted as soon as he … he was … Something idiotic. A question. ‘What are you doing?’ Something like that. Then he knocked me down and took the gun. If he hadn’t done that, I would surely have taken my life.”

“Why do you say ‘surely’?”

Pfeiffer’s expression seems both vacant and affronted.

Günter says, “It’s just that when people use the word ‘surely,’ it’s often an indication that they are anything but sure.”

Pfeiffer speaks calmly and slowly. “I would have shot myself.”

“Then why didn’t you pull the trigger as soon as he came into the room?”

“I … I don’t know. It was all so fast.”

“Why did you want to kill yourself?”

“Because I had decided my life wasn’t worth living.”

“You must have had another reason.”

Pfeiffer looks at Günter without comprehension. “Isn’t that enough?”









14 JANUARY 1943

When Günter opens the door to his waiting room, Pfeiffer is standing with his back turned, facing the corner by the window. Günter greets him by name, but he neither moves nor speaks. There is nothing in the corner but an unused coat stand. Günter repeats Pfeiffer’s name, this time as a question, but gets no response. As before, Pfeiffer is wearing his black dress uniform. He clutches his hat under his left arm. Sunlight spilling through the window brings out golden glints on his shaved temple and shines through his capillary-laced ear, turning it a radiant orange. Günter makes no attempt to hide his impatience. “Your uncle will be paying for this time whether you use it or not.” Pfeiffer does not alter his position, but the floorboards beneath his polished boots creak. “It’s your choice,” says Günter. He is about to withdraw into his office alone, when Pfeiffer makes a sudden about-face, stamping his heel against the floor. His hazel eyes are so filled with fury that it strikes Günter’s face and hands as a wave of heat. Both men are silent, motionless. Günter, noting the bull-like fullness of Pfeiffer’s torso, and how his muscular arms entirely fill the sleeves of his uniform, reflects that he has nothing in his office with which to defend himself but a letter opener and, on the bookshelf just behind his chair, the bronze figurine of a recumbent Aphrodite given to him by Elke. “Shall we?” he says to Pfeiffer. As Günter turns to walk into his office, he imagines what would happen were Pfeiffer to grab the figurine first. Günter makes a point of not looking around until he has taken his seat in the armchair at the end of the couch. The fierce rigidity has gone out of Pfeiffer’s body; his face looks only weary, and he holds his hat limply with both hands, his right hand directly over his penis. Sinking heavily into the wooden chair beside the desk, he places his hat, brim forward, atop his parallel thighs. “Now that we are about to begin analysis,” says Günter, “it would be best if you were to lie on the couch.”

“No.”

“As you wish. But I assure you that, from a therapeutic point of view, you will be in a much more productive state of mind if you are lying down and able to sink into your own thoughts.”

“I can’t do that.”

Günter picks up his notepad and pen. “Why?”

“Because I am a soldier.”

“Why should that make a difference?”

“It is my training.”

“You mean you have to keep an eye out for the enemy?” Günter’s faint smile is meant as encouragement. Pfeiffer’s face is rigid, joyless.

“It might help you to bear in mind,” says Günter, “that as long as you are in this room, your only enemy is your neurosis. And your neurosis is precisely the result of psychological defenses that don’t work … because they are predicated on falsehood. The way you fight your enemy is with the truth.”

Pfeiffer sighs heavily.

“What’s the matter?” asks Günter.

“This is all nonsense.”

“How so?”

Pfeiffer says nothing.

“All right, then,” says Günter. “Let’s get started.”

Pfeiffer remains motionless. His eyes do not focus on any particular point in space. Günter can’t tell whether his fierce indifference is passive-aggression or the result of trauma. Both, perhaps. “Is there anything you want to tell me?” he asks.

“No.”

“Have you been thinking about anything since our first session? Do you have any questions?”

“No. Not really.”

“Are you sure?”

Pfeiffer doesn’t answer.

“On the whole, it is best if the patient leads the discussion,” says Günter.

Pfeiffer remains silent.

Günter’s lips turn down in weary resignation. “Well, perhaps we should talk about the bottles.”

“What bottles?”

“In his letter, Reichsmarschall Göring said that you were storing bottles of urine under your bed.”

“That’s all nonsense.”

“You mean it’s not true?”

“I mean it doesn’t matter. I’m done with that. And … well, it’s no one’s business but my own. My uncle doesn’t know what he is talking about.”

“Do you mind telling me why you decided to store your own urine under your bed?”

“I wasn’t ‘storing’ it.”

“Then why was it under your bed?”

“Why do you think?”

“I don’t know.”

“This is sheer idiocy!” Pfeiffer’s face has gone red. A mass of wrinkles converges between his eyebrows. Once again, Günter becomes aware of how completely and firmly Pfeiffer’s body fills his uniform. Günter decides it would be better not to respond to Pfeiffer’s last remark. Pfeiffer takes hold of his hat by its brim and leans forward, as if he is about to get up. Then he heaves an exasperated sigh and flings himself backward into his seat, placing his hat on one knee.

Günter says, “Analysis is pointless unless you undertake it voluntarily.”

“No, Zeitz, it is pointless because your questions are all so stupid.”

“Why were my questions stupid?”

“Because it is obvious why I was pissing into bottles.”

“Explain.”

“It was winter. It’s cold in Galicia. At night the temperature can fall to minus twenty. So, if you had to choose between going outside and shaking your willy over a pit of frozen shit or pissing into a bottle beside your bed, what would you do?”

“But your uncle said you had one hundred and twenty-seven corked wine bottles of urine under your bed.”

“Jesus Christ! Don’t you think I have better things to do than to ferry piss out to the shithole. I had the lives of sixty-eight men to look after!”









21 JANUARY 1943

Pfeiffer is wearing his gray-green field uniform. No armband. He is lying on the couch. “Aren’t you going to ask me about my dreams?” he says.

“Do you want to tell me about a dream?”

“No. I just thought the main thing psychoanalysts did was interpret dreams.”

“Dreams can be a good source of evidence.”

“Evidence?”

“During the early part of any analysis, the psychoanalyst’s main goal is to gather evidence.”

“You make it sound like a criminal investigation.”

“I’m sorry. I only meant that in the scientific sense. Maybe information is a better word. I gather information so that I may deepen my understanding of the underlying neurosis.”

“You should choose your words more precisely.”

“Is there a dream you want to tell me about?”

“Not really. But I did have a dream last night.”

“Oh?”

“I almost never dream, but when I do, it is almost always the same.”

“Tell me what you dreamed.”

Pfeiffer is silent for a long moment. “I was in a barber-shop. And in the mirror, I saw a red dot on the end of my nose. I thought the barber had cut me, and I told him to be careful. ‘I didn’t cut you,’ he said. I said he had. ‘That’s not a cut,’ he said. I looked in the mirror and saw that the dot had gotten bigger. It was a line. ‘Yes, it is!’ I said. ‘I’m bleeding.’ ‘No, you’re not,’ he said. ‘Yes, I am!’ I was angry now. So angry that I wanted to get out of the chair and strangle him. But I was afraid of his scissors. Then the barber walked away. Or—I don’t know: He was gone. And I saw that the line was moving. Right up my nose and into my forehead. My face was splitting apart. And underneath there was a different face. My grandfather’s. He was looking right at me, but he didn’t move. He didn’t say anything. His eyes were looking at me. But they were blind. And I was so afraid that I woke up.”

“What were you afraid of?”

“I was afraid because my grandfather was dead. I was looking at his dead face. And it was my face.”

“Does that mean you were dead, too?”

“Yes, of course. That’s why it was so frightening.”

“When you have this dream, is it always exactly the same?”

“Yes.” Pfeiffer’s face is rigid with indignation. Then it goes slack. “But sometimes … Well, for example, I’m not always in a barbershop.”

“Where are you?”

“In my bedroom. A bathroom. Anywhere. But there’s always a mirror. And my face is splitting in half.”

“Is it always your grandfather’s face? Underneath, I mean.”

“Yes. But sometimes it’s only my own.”

Günter jots down some quick notes.

“So, what does it mean?” asks Pfeiffer.

“I don’t know.”

“Isn’t that your job?”

“What?”

“You’re a psychoanalyst. Isn’t it your job to interpret dreams?”

“Dreams just provide evidence. They don’t mean anything except in connection with other evidence. And I need more evidence before I know what this dream means.”

“So, you can’t tell me anything?”

“I need more evidence. But I’ve recorded the dream, and we will revisit it when the time is right. Unless you want to tell me what you think. I would be very interested in your ideas about the dream.”

“I think you’re full of shit.”

“You are entitled to your opinion.”









28 JANUARY 1943

Pfeiffer is lying on the couch, once more in his field uniform. “Hans always loved me. Too much. It was wrong of him to love me like that.”

“Why?” says Günter.

“Because it’s servile. It shows a lack of character.”

“What do you mean?”

Pfeiffer makes an irritated noise. “I was cruel to him. If I were him, I would hate me for what I did.”

“What did you do?”

“I tortured him.”

“Can you give me an example?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to.”

“Then why have you brought him up?”

Pfeiffer is silent. He sighs heavily. “One time, when he was about four, we were playing in the garden of a friend’s house. There was a hole there. Maybe someone was planting a tree, or—I don’t know: a hedge. It was the size of a small grave. A dog’s grave. And there was a pile of earth next to it, and a shovel. So I said, ‘Why don’t you lie down in the hole, and we can bury you up to your neck?’”

Günter makes a note. “How old were you then?”

“Seven. Maybe eight. I’m two and a half years older than him.”

“Go on.”

“At first, he wouldn’t do it. Then I reminded him about the time we buried our mother in the sand, and he got down into the hole. I couldn’t believe he was doing it. But he always wanted to please me. He worshipped me! But he was stupid to make himself so vulnerable. And I thought so at the time. So we buried him up to his neck. I used the shovel and my friend pushed the dirt in with his hands. When we were done, I told Hans he should get up and chase us. Like our mother did. But the earth was too heavy. He could only jerk his head back and forth. We just laughed at him, then ran away. He was shouting at us, ‘No! Help! I can’t move!’ We didn’t pay any attention, and he just got more and more panicky. ‘Please! Don’t go! I can’t breathe! I can’t breathe!’ And after that, all he could do was just—you know: cry. Like a baby. We went to this pond. Far away. We could hardly hear him there. We threw stones into the water. Skipped them. There wasn’t really anything for us to do. Then Hans stopped crying, and I said, ‘Maybe we should go back.’ But my friend said, ‘No, we should wait a little longer.’”

Pfeiffer falls silent.

“What did you think about that?” says Günter.

“About what?”

“What your friend said.”

“I don’t know. Nothing. He was older than me. It was his house. So, you know.”

Günter makes a note.

Pfeiffer can hear the scratch of the pencil. “What?”

“Nothing. Go on with your story.”

“When we finally went back, Hans’s cheeks were covered with tears. There was mud in his mouth. We dug him out. But he kept whimpering. So pathetic. I brushed the dirt off him and told him not to tell our mother what we had done.”

“Did he?”

“No. That’s what I mean. He just took whatever I did to him. He never complained. He should have hated me for what I did. If he had done that to me, I would have killed him.”









4 FEBRUARY1943

Pfeiffer swings his legs to the floor and sits up. His gaze is hard, his whole face flaccid and pale, as if he has not slept for days. “This is why psychoanalysis is useless to the Reich!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Your only goal is to make us weak. You want us to pick at our wounds, not heal them. Pick, pick, pick. That is the whole of your method.”

“What alternative would you propose?”

Pfeiffer huffs in exasperation. He covers his face with his hands, lowers them. He speaks impatiently, and without looking at Günter. “You need to remind us of our duty. You need to steer us toward strength. What must be done. What is right. Heroic. You need to help us find what is heroic inside us—not pathetic, frightened, cowardly.” He sighs heavily. His head falls. Günter draws a breath to speak, but Pfeiffer lifts his head, turns to look him in the eye, and continues. “You need to help us see that pain is insignificant. Unreal.”

“In what way is pain unreal?”

“Because it is an impediment. When I give in to pain, I become its puppet. A false self. I betray my nature, my convictions. I am only my true self when I am strong enough to do what I want. What I think is right. When I don’t do that, I—the person I truly am—doesn’t even exist. I am dead.”

“Well.” Günter grunts. He shifts in his chair. “That is an intriguing definition of self. But I still don’t see how that makes pain unreal.”

“What other definition is there? If I don’t act according to my own nature, then I exert no force in this world. I do nothing. I am nothing.”

Günter smiles condescendingly. “But still. How does that make pain unreal?”

“Because if I am myself—truly myself, acting as myself—pain means nothing to me. It is nothing. It doesn’t exist. If I exist, pain doesn’t. That’s all there is to it! It’s that simple.”

“Somehow, I doubt it’s actually that simple.”

“Those are the words of a coward,” says Pfeiffer.

“Perhaps, but that doesn’t mean I am wrong.”

“It means that you are worthless. You are nothing. A fraud.”









8 FEBRUARY1943

“I don’t think Hans was there. Only Ingrid.”

“How old was Ingrid then?”

“Ten, I think. Maybe eleven. “Her birthday is in September.”

Günter makes a note on his pad. “Go on,” he says.

“When we came into the room, we had to kiss our father. I didn’t like that. His breath—it smelled horrible, like a rabbit.”

“A rabbit?”

“Like this rabbit I once found by the side of the road. It stank. Jesus! I’d never smelled anything that disgusting before. I thought it was sleeping, and I wanted to touch its soft fur. So I crept toward it. Very slowly. On my hands and knees. But when I finally did touch it, its bones were like sticks under the fur. It was hard. And it didn’t move. I was so revolted that I—I don’t know. My hand jerked. I must have pushed it, because black flies buzzed out of its mouth. That was when I smelled the smell—like the smell of my father’s breath. It had smelled like that even before he went to the hospital. But now it was much worse. Maybe because the room was so hot. I could smell it as soon as I walked in. I felt like vomiting. It was the same for Ingrid. I could tell by the glance she gave me after she kissed him. We sat together in a chair in the corner. Ingrid made a sort of tent with her hand over her nose so that she didn’t have to breathe that smell. I wanted to do that, too, but I was afraid of offending our father. Our mother didn’t kiss him. She pulled a chair right up to his bed and started talking about the bills she had paid, neighbors who wanted to cut down a tree in our yard. Maybe she thought he could hear what she was saying. But to me, his face was just a mask. And his body was like this log lying in the bed. Then the doctor came and wanted to talk to her. She told Ingrid and me not to move, or say a single word. But as soon as she was gone, we started whispering to each other. Ingrid said the smell came from a tumor inside him. She said the tumor was a part of his body that had already died and if the doctors didn’t cut it out, his whole body would be dead. ‘It’s like mold on a peach,’ she said. The room only had one window. Ingrid thought if she opened it, the smell would go out and a breeze would come in. So she went over and yanked on the window, but it wouldn’t budge. She came back to me and said, ‘Maybe the smell’s not so bad on the floor.’ So we lay on the floor. And actually, the smell was better there. A little. Also, it was cooler. Then she said, ‘I wonder if it’s better under the bed.’ So we pushed ourselves under the bed. And she was right. It mainly smelled like dust there. And bandages. We were lying on our backs. Then she rolled onto her side and put her arms around me. ‘I’m going to be your Mutti,’ she said. ‘I’ll protect you. And you can be my Vati and protect me.’ That felt good. So we lay there like that, holding each other. I don’t think we said anything after that. But when our mother came back, she dragged us out from under the bed by our ankles. ‘What’s the matter with you two?’ she shouted. ‘Don’t you realize how sick your father is? Do you want to kill him?’ And, in fact, he did die. Maybe not right then, but the next day. Or night.”

“Did you feel responsible for his death?” asks Günter.

“Maybe. I don’t know. I did wonder if what she said could be true. But we were so quiet, I just didn’t see how our talking could bother him. She was the one who was shouting.”









11 FEBRUARY 1943

“I don’t want to talk about my mother,” says Pfeiffer.

“I’ve gathered that,” says Günter, “and I think that is precisely why you should talk about her.”

“My mother has nothing to do with anything.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“I know what you are thinking. I’ve heard about what you psychoanalysts think about sons and their mothers.”

“What do we think?”

“I’m not going to dignify that Jewish perversity by speaking it aloud.”









15 FEBRUARY 1943

As Günter opens the door to the waiting room, Pfeiffer springs off the divan. Günter bids him good day, then steps aside so that he might enter the office. Pfeiffer doesn’t move.

“You’re early,” says Günter.

“I wasn’t going to come,” says Pfeiffer.

“What made you change your mind?”

“I don’t know.”

“Is that true?”

“I don’t know.” Pfeiffer purses his lips. They turn white. “No.”

“Then what was it?”

Pfeiffer’s normally flushed cheeks are corpse pale. His eyes twitch restlessly; his corneas sparkle. Günter waits. Pfeiffer takes several long, trembling breaths.

Günter asks, “Is there something you want to tell me?”

Pfeiffer gives Günter a startled glance, then looks down at the floor. His tongue makes sticky clicks. Muted grunts and groans come up out of his throat, as if he is regurgitating. “I,” he says. And a little later: “I.”

“There’s no hurry,” says Günter. “I can wait until you are ready. Why don’t you come inside?” Günter gestures toward his couch.

Pfeiffer takes a step backward. “I’m sorry!” He stops, his left hand groping the empty air behind him, as if he is searching for the arm of a chair. He turns and, saying “I’m sorry, I have to go,” hurries down the hall toward the stairs.









18 FEBRUARY 1943

Günter says, “Do you want to talk about it?”

“What?”

“Why you ran out of the office on Monday.”

Pfeiffer sits up on the couch, puts his booted feet onto the floor. “What’s the point?”

“Well, you seemed to be having some sort of crisis, and we might gain some insight by looking into it.”

Pfeiffer leaps up from the couch and, turning his back to Günter, shouts, “You’re not going to trap me!”

The shout sends a jangling shock through Günter’s entire body. “I have no desire to trap you.”

Pfeiffer turns toward Günter. “Do you think I’m a fool?” For an instant, he stares straight into Günter’s eyes, then shifts his gaze to the window.

“Not at all.”

Pfeiffer begins to stride back and forth in the office. “It’s obvious that you are only seeing me because you are afraid of my uncle.”

“That’s not even remotely true. But, again, I’m curious as to why you think so.”

Pfeiffer turns toward Günter, his face red, his fists clenched at his sides. “Stop lying to me!”

“I’m not lying.” Günter glances at his desk, where the point of his letter opener is tucked under one of the leather corners of his blotter holder.

Pfeiffer is striding again. “If you are not afraid of my uncle, then you’re a fool. He could have you killed in an instant. He wouldn’t even need a reason.”

“But why would he want to have me killed?”

“Because you’re a Jew!”

“I am not a Jew.”

“Yes, you are!” As soon as the words are out of Pfeiffer’s mouth, he stops striding and stands with his arms dangling. He seems confused, unsteady on his feet. “It’s obvious.” He backs toward the couch, sits down, and covers his face with his hands. When he speaks again, his voice is warped by emotion. “And you should be afraid of me, too.”

“I’m not afraid of you.” In fact, Günter is trembling. Cold sweat is running down his ribs. All he wants is for Pfeiffer to leave.

After a long moment, Günter asks Pfeiffer if he would like to continue with the session.

Pfeiffer heaves a huge sigh that ends in a muffled sob. He doesn’t take his face out of his hands.

Günter also sighs. “Well, perhaps we’ve accomplished enough for one day.”

Pfeiffer stands and wipes his face against his sleeve. “I’m sorry,” he says, without looking at Günter.

“There’s no need to apologize.” Günter has to repress a smile of relief. “I believe that what has just happened is good. The source of your neurosis has moved closer to the surface. Perhaps we will be able to deal with it more directly next time.”

Pfeiffer’s lips are white, crinkled. He is staring at Günter, but his eyes look blind.









22 FEBRUARY 1943

Günter drinks from a cone-shaped paper cup beside the watercooler in the Institute’s hallway. He glances at his watch—plenty of time. Just inside the door to his waiting room, he freezes. Pfeiffer is standing in the middle of the room, pointing a small black gun—a Luger—straight at Günter’s chest. The gun’s muzzle twitches. “Close the door,” says Pfeiffer in a high, strained voice.

Günter closes the door to the hallway.

Pfeiffer swallows, making a loud click deep in his throat. His face is pale and glossy. There is a metallic mustiness in the air. He swallows again and gestures at the office door. “Go inside and sit down.”

Günter does as he is told. “There’s nothing to worry about,” he says—a remark addressed more to himself than Pfeiffer. He regrets it instantly.

But Pfeiffer does not seem to hear the remark. He closes the door to the waiting room, then sits on the wooden chair beside the desk, directly opposite Günter. He looks at his gun as if he is not sure how he came to be holding it, then puts it on the desk. “This will keep us honest.” His gaze grows still and hard. He is not wearing his uniform, but, rather, a rumpled brown woolen suit. A white shirt with no tie. Scuffed brown shoes. Perhaps he wants to blend into the crowd when he goes back out onto the street.

Günter cannot breathe.

“I don’t like you,” says Pfeiffer. “You are arrogant. A snob. And so deeply ignorant. ‘Neurosis,’ you keep saying. ‘Your neurosis.’ As if I am here because of some mistake in my thinking. There’s nothing wrong with my thinking. It’s so much bigger than that.” Pfeiffer glances again at the gun on the desk. He falls silent. Then he says, “I tell you I tried to kill myself in Lemberg, but you don’t ask me what happened there. You don’t ask what I did. All you want to talk about is my piss, and whether I want to fuck my mother and sister. So now it’s my turn. Now I’m going to tell you the truth. We’ll see if it cures either of us.” Pfeiffer takes the gun off the desk and lays it on his lap, his hand across the barrel, as if he is caressing it. “You despise me. Don’t deny it. I can see it in your eyes. And you are a Jew, so you are right to despise me.”

Günter wants to assert, yet again, that he is not a Jew. But there is no point.

“I don’t want your sympathy,” says Pfeiffer. “Or forgiveness.” He smiles weakly, without meeting Günter’s eye. “I hate Jews. There was a Jew in my gymnasium. He was fat, and always smelled like a dead fish. He was a laughingstock. The other boys would put out their cigarettes in his soup. When the Führer said Jews are a ‘bacillus,’ I thought of this boy. It was easy to believe it was our duty—my duty—to rid the nation of this infection.” Pfeiffer makes a contemptuous noise in his throat. “Before the war, I was in law school, and one of my professors recruited me for the Ministry of Justice. My team was constructing the legal arguments for the ultimate disposal of Jews. Very important work. But for me, it wasn’t enough. Especially after Moscow. I felt like a coward. I wanted to be on the front lines. Do the real work. So, you see, that’s who I was. Who I am.” Pfeiffer stops talking. He searches Günter’s face, his own expression both insolent and helpless. Günter feels faint. There are brown lacunae on the edges of his vision. Although Pfeiffer’s hand is nowhere near the trigger, Günter keeps imagining the muzzle’s fiery bark, the searing path of the bullet through his belly, chest, face. “I joined the Einsatzgruppen,” Pfeiffer says. “They made me a lieutenant but gave me no real training. A lot of running. Some classes. Nothing actually useful. I was responsible for sixty-eight men. Or I was in command. Or I … I don’t know. The main thing is, I was on the train to Lemberg, and I didn’t have a clue what I was doing.” Pfeiffer gasps and squeezes his eyes shut.

Günter thinks he should make a rush for the gun. He doesn’t move.

Pfeiffer takes a deep breath and opens his eyes. He lifts the gun and puts it back on the desk. He leans forward. “I was totally incompetent! My adjutant was the same. Useless—a dentist from Dresden. Our sergeant despised us both. We were just patsies to him. He would take advantage of us as long as we were useful, and if we became a threat—” Pfeiffer puts his extended index finger to his head again and mimes the recoil of a shot. “He volunteered to be my driver. I thought he was trying to curry favor with me, but … Well, he only wanted to get me away from the depot, so I wouldn’t notice the truck that stayed behind, loading up containers of gasoline. For the black market. He made a fortune on the black market. That was only one of his schemes. But I didn’t find out about any of them for weeks. And by then … Well, I owed him my soul.” Pfeiffer stops speaking. After a moment, he says, “All right, I …” He falls silent.

Günter says nothing.

Pfeiffer shakes his head slowly.

“What?” says Günter.

Pfeiffer doesn’t seem to hear.

Günter senses that he may be gaining an advantage. “You can speak when you are ready. I can wait.”

Pfeiffer lifts his head, his lips forming a crooked seam. He looks Günter in the eyes.

Günter glances at the gun on the desk.

Pfeiffer follows his gaze, picks up the gun by its barrel, and hands it to Günter. “When I am finished, I will ask you to shoot me.”

“I don’t think so.”

Pfeiffer shrugs.

Günter does not want to hold the weapon. Its heaviness upsets him. He is afraid it might go off.

Reaching over the back of his chair, he puts it on the shelf next to the figurine of Aphrodite. He will do what he has been trained to do. That is his best chance.

“Go on,” he says.

Pfeiffer sighs heavily. “What was I saying?” He looks around the room, his mouth hanging open, as if he is having trouble breathing. “Oh, Lemberg. So I got to Lemberg. And the commanding officer called me to his office. First thing. I was hardly off the train. He told me that he had a problem. The captain of the unit occupying Rosno had ‘disappointed’ the Führer. He was going to be court-martialed. Executed. His name was Färber, and his orders had been simple: Empty the ghetto. But his men only gunned down a few Jews on the street. Threw them into the river. That was it. The commanding officer couldn’t figure it out. Färber had been an exemplary soldier. The day he’d arrived in Rosno, he’d liquidated all the useless Jews, and put the ones who could work into a ghetto. But now Jewish labor was no longer needed. So—” Pfeiffer sees Günter’s expression and stops talking. “What?” he says.

Günter is silent. For months he’s been hearing rumors that he believed but also didn’t believe—because how could such horrific stories be true?

“Is this too much for you?” A thin smile emerges on Pfeiffer’s lips.

Günter looks as if he has been punched.

“Too much truth?” says Pfeiffer.

“That’s not it,” replies Günter.

“Let me finish.” Pfeiffer covers his face with both hands, but only for a second. When he lowers them, the smile is gone. “So … I had the same orders: Liquidate the Jews. Men. Women. Children. Babies. All of them. Five thousand people. That’s what the commanding officer said. Five thousand. But, actually, there were four thousand six hundred and thirteen.” Again, Pfeiffer is looking into Günter’s eyes. He holds his hands out on either side, palms up, indicating helplessness before the facts. His hands fall. “So those were my orders. And I was to convey them to my men in the morning. But that night I didn’t sleep. Not one minute. I kept thinking, I’m not a leader. I can’t command. I saw myself as a spoiled child—shouting, pleading, stamping my foot in front of my men. Nobody paying attention. About an hour before dawn, I went down to the barracks to wake Beck, my sergeant. He came outside, barefoot, in his underwear. I started to tell him about our mission, but he already knew. So I told him I needed his help. I said I would be too busy transporting the Jews, so I needed him to put together a squad … to … the liquidation … You know: do it. I acted as if this was only a matter of efficiency. But the whole time I was talking, he had this smile. He saw right through me. I didn’t care. As far as I was concerned, that smile only proved his competence. He gave me a wink, patted my back. And I felt so … I almost cried. It was like I’d been given a death sentence, and then he’d …” Pfeiffer huffs, shakes his head. “So anyway: Färber … Färber was a drunk. So were his men. The guards at the checkpoint wore peasant clothes. A soldier was sleeping on a bench in the market square. At the ghetto gate, a guard and a Jew were haggling over the cost of a dress shirt. The Jew ran off with the shirt as soon as the guard saw me. The ghetto was very crowded. Four thousand six hundred and thirteen Jews crammed into four blocks square, surrounded by barbed wire. We just grabbed them off the street. Thirty, forty. Men only. Young men. We told them we were taking them to a new camp. They didn’t believe us, especially when we told them they couldn’t pack. ‘Your things will be sent along later,’ we said. We took them to a field about three kilometers out of town. Down a dirt farm track. A valley. So, you know, not visible from the road. We gave them shovels and buckets. We told them to dig a pit. Twenty meters by twenty meters. Three meters deep. It must have been obvious what the pit … I mean, they had to know. But there was only one resister.” Yet again Pfeiffer touches his temple with the tip of his extended index finger, which he clenches as if pulling a trigger. He shrugs. “Another Jew started screaming nonsense at us. I couldn’t understand a word. So …” Pfeiffer wince-smiles. “After that, they went right to work. They were spineless. If they had charged us all at once, one or two might have gotten away. That would have been better. But they just bent over their shovels. And carried buckets up to this pile, which got higher and higher. They had to climb it like a mountain by the end. Pointless. You know? Why were they doing it?” He shrugs again. “They didn’t seem human. I kept thinking, ‘Life undeserving of life.’” Pfeiffer’s eyes roll back in his head and he lurches to one side. Perhaps he faints, but only for an instant. He sits up straight, takes a deep breath, shakes his head. After a moment, he says, “I’m telling you everything. I want you to know everything. The truth. You understand?” He looks at Günter, waiting for a response.

Günter nods.

“I am not going to lie anymore. I’m going to tell you the truth. And then … well … it’s yours.”

There is a whirling inside Günter’s head. Worried that he, too, might faint, he clutches the arms of his chair with both hands.

“So, it took them two days to dig the pit. Two whole days. And after that they …” Pfeiffer shrugs, swallows. “Our orders were to make them strip. Put their clothes into piles. One for shirts, one for trousers, one for shoes. But we were exhausted. And they didn’t finish ’til the sun was down. So if we marched them out of the pit to undress, it would have been too dark to see by the time we … by the time … by the time they …” Pfeiffer stares at something in empty space. “So we made them lie in two rows. Then shot them. Beck shot them. I gave the command, but he was the one … Actually, I was grateful that it was hard to see. Not that I looked. I kept my eyes on Beck. When he was done, I nodded—you know: Good job. But he just turned his back and walked away. I couldn’t sleep that night, either. The worst was over, I thought. But still, I couldn’t sleep.” Pfeiffer closes his eyes and pinches the skin just above the bridge of his nose. He is motionless. He lifts his head. “And then …” He is silent another moment. “So then, the next day, we got to the ghetto early. Dawn. We went from house to house, pulling them out of their beds, dragging them from kitchen tables. Whole families. All kinds of people. Everyone we could lay our hands on. Forty-two. A truckload. We only had two trucks. One took most of my men out to the pit. The other went to the ghetto. But then the trucks would go back and forth all day. Like a bus service.” He grunts, then shakes his head. “Anyhow, that morning we used the same ruse. The new camp. And … Well, it was different this time. Because of the children. The parents kept saying things like ‘There’ll be food to eat! A real school!’ It was pathetic. The children were their weakness. The parents didn’t want to upset their children. So they did what we told them. Unbelievable. So stupid. We unloaded them on the far side of the dirt mound, where they couldn’t see the pit. Well, they could smell it. But … I don’t know. Maybe they thought it was cow manure. The only time they resisted was when we told them to strip. They were all shouting. But then Beck pulled out a boy. He was eight, maybe. Nine? Put his pistol to his head. After that they shut up and took off their clothes. Total silence.” Pfeiffer looks over at the shelf where his gun lies beside the figurine of Aphrodite. For a moment, he has the smile of someone about to say something offensive. Then the smile fades. “We had orders. Strict orders: The Jews had to strip. Right? Nothing useful should go to waste. Jackets. Shoes. But for us, it wasn’t … Well, the day before it had been all men. And they were dressed. So that felt more … It made sense. But here we had all these women, girls, children, their parents. All of them naked. So that was … It was …” Pfeiffer stops talking. His gaze falls to the floor. He lifts his head. “Most of the people were skinny, so skinny that you could count their ribs. But some of them had once been fat. There was this one woman whose ass flesh hung down like a crinkled curtain. I couldn’t stand that. It made me sick. The fact that these people were so hideous, so hairy, so pale. That made me angry. Furious. But the others, the ones who weren’t … That was even worse. This strapping young man. A father, with his five-year-old son. He completely lost control. He was standing there, holding his son’s hand, with piss running down his leg. A thick yellow stream. How could he let that happen? His own son standing there! I wanted to hit him. He was disgusting. And these two sisters—sixteen, seventeen. Both blond. Aryan, almost … Except they had no decency. Neither made any effort to cover up. The taller one looked right at me. She was like a ghost. Nothing in her eyes. I couldn’t stand that. It filled me with—I don’t know. I was shivering. My teeth were chattering. It was like I was breaking into pieces. And it kept getting worse and worse. This wild, uncontrollable feeling. So finally, I started shouting. I didn’t know what I was doing. Everything was just … just … ‘What are you looking at!’ I shouted at the girl. ‘Who said you could look at me like that?’ I don’t know if she even heard me. She just kept staring. With those eyes. So I slammed her with my rifle butt. In her belly. And she fell over backward. When her sister tried to help, I did the same to her. I heard her ribs crack. ‘Move, you swine!’ I shouted. ‘You parasites!’ These were just words coming out of my mouth. It was like they had no meaning.” Pfeiffer stops talking. His tongue makes sticky noises against his palate and teeth. He tries to swallow, but there is nothing to go down. He tries again, maybe with more success. Or maybe he gives up. “Now, for me … All of this … I had never actually hurt anybody. Not like this. Never once. I had watched. The day before, I mean. Only watched. And … Horrified. I hated myself for that. For my weakness. My incompetence. But at the same time … Well, this doesn’t make any sense, but at the same time I thought of myself as morally superior. To Beck. To everyone. But now I had just rammed my gun into that girl’s belly. And why? For only one reason: to hurt her. I wanted to damage her. Cause her pain. And I had broken her sister’s ribs for the same reason. They were both on the ground, writhing, moaning. Mud all over them. I tried to tell myself that I had done this thing because they were Jews. Because it was my duty. But none of that was true. I wanted to do it. Only that. I wanted … Then there was … I mean, for a second this thought came into my head. I felt that I had murdered … well, not myself, but the person I had always imagined myself to be. I had murdered that person.” Pfeiffer leans forward, puts his elbows on his knees, and extends both hands, as if he wants to hold Günter’s hands. His face is inhumanly white. “You should know that this whole while I have been thinking I should kill you. It would be easy. I could break your neck before you could even touch that gun. It was stupid of you to put it there. You should be holding it in your hand. Cocked. You should be pointing it at my heart.”

Günter has it in mind to say “I’m here to help you.” But he is paralyzed. And he realizes, as if waking from a dream, that he has been paralyzed this whole time, that he hardly remembers anything that has happened. He manages to bring only one syllable to his lips: “No.”

Pfeiffer leans back in his chair. “Don’t be stupid. You are a stupid man.” He falls silent.

Günter is also silent. He wants to turn and take the gun off the shelf behind him, but he can’t.

“Maybe it’s …” Pfeiffer’s expression goes hard. Then something releases inside him. “I don’t know. I just can’t stop thinking about that. Murdered myself. That moment when I thought, I have murdered myself. I mean, what was that? It was a moment of clarity. Moral clarity. But it was nothing. Gone. I was too afraid. Morality is nothing when you’re afraid. It’s always nothing. But when you’re afraid, you don’t even think about it. But still: clarity! In the middle of everything. For that one second. That’s what I can’t stop thinking about. Maybe everything could have been different.” Pfeiffer looks straight into Günter’s eyes, then sneers. “I know what you’re thinking. You’re thinking, What right did we have to feel afraid? We had all the advantages. The guns. Everything. But that’s not true. We were locked in a death struggle with these people. Not just the people there. All Jews. Because it was too late. We had already gone too far. So now we had to go all the way. You know what I’m talking about—right? You know. We were fighting for our souls. Every single one of us knew this. We couldn’t question. We had to prove we were right. So now we were all shouting and clubbing the Jews. Not like before. We did it methodically. We were a unit. A team. And the Jews backed away. They were weak. And because they were weak, they were going to die. And we were going to live. That’s what did it. It was like we were drunk: We’re going to live! We felt like gods. Immortal. We were alive! And there was no limit to what we could do! Really, we were more like delirious. We were in a delirium.… And … So …” Pfeiffer sinks back into his chair as if exhausted. He shakes his head. When he speaks, his words come slowly, edged with bitterness. “We killed three hundred and twenty-eight Jews that day, roughly forty every hour for eight hours. And over the next thirteen days, we killed all the rest. Four thousand six hundred and thirteen. Our delirium didn’t last. Not even the whole of that first morning. It hardened. Became mechanical. I suppose you could say ‘professional.’ We did feel that way. We were doing things no one else could do. We knew that. And, as time passed, we got better at it. Or it became easier. Or we just stopped thinking. My arrangement with Beck continued. I got the Jews into the trucks. He dispatched them. I’d ride behind the trucks in my Kübelwagen, with two men carrying MP-44s—you know: to make sure nobody tried to escape. But I spent most of my time in the ghetto, lying to the Jews, threatening them, loading them onto the truck. It became routine.” Pfeiffer stops talking. His pupils expand, then dwindle to black dots. “No. That’s not true. It was never routine. Never. It was always more than I could stand. I couldn’t feel anything, except—I don’t know, panic. Constant panic. It never stopped. Or disgust. I hated everything. Sometimes, when I was at the pit, I tried to overwhelm that feeling. I forced myself to look into their eyes. As they walked across the backs … the … their family. Friends. Lying—you know: facedown. And I watched as bullets ripped into their skulls, necks, shoulders. I watched the blood saturate their hair, flow across their pale skin. But it was no good. Then one time, I noticed that the day’s executioner had sunk into a stupor, and he was in danger of falling into the pit. And then it was like I was sleepwalking. I didn’t even know what I was doing. I circled the pit and took the soldier’s gun. And then I … I mean … Now I was the executioner. And when I pulled the trigger, it was not difficult. I hardly gave it a thought. And that’s how it was the whole afternoon. I didn’t stop until it was too dark to see. I don’t know how many Jews I killed that day. A hundred and fifty? Two hundred? But that was the end of it. I never fired another shot. There wasn’t any point. Nothing had changed. It never would.” He shakes his head, shrugs. “Maybe that’s when I started holding my piss. And—you know: feeling pain. The pain was important. I mean, my bladder would swell to the size of a grapefruit. Then a melon. I loved the pain. I didn’t just tolerate it, I loved it. Because it meant I was in control. I could do anything. I would wait until I had reached the very limit of my tolerance; then I would hold it another hour. I timed myself. I never leaked a drop. And when at last I let it all out, it would fill a whole wine bottle. Sometime two. And I would stick them in the back of my Kübelwagen. And later on, I would store them under my bed. The men knew about it, but no one ever said anything. Not to me. Or to anyone else. I was in Rosno for three weeks. Then I was back in Lemberg, writing reports. Filling them with numbers. Abstract nouns. Verbs. ‘Foreigners.’ ‘Unproductive persons.’ ‘Liquidation.’ ‘Termination.’ That sort of thing. And the whole time I was thinking, ‘Life undeserving of life.’ Over and over: ‘Life undeserving of life.’ But the meaning had changed. Do you understand? They were the same words, but they were different.”
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MAX PFEIFFER is silent, maybe waiting for Günter to respond, but Günter is incapable of response. He is aware of his circumstances only in the crudest terms. Something has happened—something not good. But it is almost over. He wants it to be over. He is waiting. It will be over soon.

PFEIFFER’S VOICE is low, soft—a voice he might use when speaking to a lover—but his eyes are dead. “Well, now you know.”

PFEIFFER IS WAITING. He wants something: Absolution? Punishment? (When I am finished, I will ask you to shoot me.) He hasn’t asked. Waiting. Eyes cork disks, focused on nothing. Face a brutal slab. Defeated. Humiliated. Inhuman. Face of death. Günter says, “We’re done.” He says, “Go. Get out.” He waits for Pfeiffer to seize the gun on the shelf behind him. To point the gun at his head. To kill him. For a long moment, it seems more than possible that Pfeiffer will indeed seize the gun. And if that happens, Günter will be unable to stop him. “Why are you here?” Günter says. “Go. Don’t ever come back.”

AS PFEIFFER STANDS, he undergoes an inflation, until, at his full height, he seems to fill all the space beneath the ceiling. His footsteps whisper on the carpet and make soft claps on the bare floorboards of the hall. As soon as he has vanished, Günter stands. He wants to run out into the hall and put a bullet into Pfeiffer’s head.

THE PISTOL IS HEAVY, its weight unnatural. Not the weight of its steel, brass, and lead components, and its wafers of compacted gunpowder, but the weight of its power. The weight of all the destruction, pain, and death it can bring into the world. As Günter holds the gun, he feels that power being transferred into his arm and body, into his heart and mind. He lifts the gun, aims it at the lamp atop the bookshelf beside the door, and realizes that he has become someone whom people might fear. And with that fear comes freedom. And relief. And something on the verge of joy. (There was no limit to what we could do!) Günter flings the gun away. As it rotates midair, he worries that it will go off. It hits the couch, bounces, and comes to a rest with its muzzle pointing at the wall. And now it has become a thing amid the everyday things of his everyday life. A desecration. An obscenity.

THE LAST THING Günter sees as he closes the door to his office: the gun, near the foot of his button-dimpled leather couch. He locks the door. He needs to walk. Think. He needs to think. The Landswehr Canal. Walking beside the canal, he can think.

“AREN’T YOU GOING?” asks Schmidt.

“What?” says Günter. He is standing at the street door. Schmidt has just entered.

“The meeting.”

“Meeting?”

This is the moment when Günter begins to sense that he is not thinking clearly. The meeting. Today there is a meeting. A staff meeting. He knows that the meeting is important, but he can’t remember why. The meeting is mandatory—this, too, he remembers. He doesn’t care. He has no desire to go. But still, he follows in Schmidt’s wake.










[image: ]

BRAUN TAKES the empty chair beside Günter. “Did I miss anything?”

“No.”

Braun’s expression grows distressed. Worried? Hurt?

Günter makes an effort to appear his normal self. “I don’t think so,” he says. “I just sat down.”

STUMPF’S SONOROUS voice rumbles monotonously as he reads the minutes of the last meeting, but Günter hears only Pfeiffer’s voice and sees only Pfeiffer’s face, his meaty hands, his biceps filling his coat sleeves, his rigid knees. During the meeting’s first minutes, Günter comes to several not entirely compatible conclusions, which he will contemplate again and again over the remainder of his life: That Pfeiffer’s only goal when he confessed was to admit to himself and before the world the full moral horror of what he had done. That his confession was an act of total self-destruction. When he finished, he was defenseless. His eyes were dead. That his confession was an act of self-reconstruction. That by listing his every transgression without attempting to justify any of them, he hoped to regain something like innocence. That he wanted to establish his unspeakable acts as only one aspect of his moral nature, with the second, more important aspect represented by his act of confession. That by establishing his moral complexity, he wanted also to establish the possibility of his going on to live a virtuous life. That he insisted Günter was Jewish because he knew that his confession would matter only if it were made before a Jew. That he knew Günter was not Jewish and wanted only to indulge the fantasy of confessing to a Jew. That he knew Günter, a psychoanalyst, would never condemn him. That the noble directive Günter inscribed in his journal—“before all else, he is a human being”—was precisely a resolution to ignore Pfeiffer’s execrable moral nature.…

DR. GÖRING IS speaking: “Last week, party comrade Dr. Goebbels …”

OH GOD! Günter thinks.

A WEEK AGO, on the radio, Goebbels called for, or all but called for, the “the radical extermination of Judaism.” He stopped abruptly after uttering “exterm—” and then continued with particular emphasis: “externalization of Judaism.” Günter heard the error and the self-correction, but he let them slip from consciousness because he couldn’t bear to believe that Goebbels had ever said such a thing, that he could possibly have meant such a thing, that it was actually possible for a human being, a party, a nation, a people to truly desire, plan, and carry out the extermination of thousands of innocent people. Tens of thousands. Hundreds of thousands. Millions. For less than an instant, as he sat beside his radio, all of these impossibilities were manifestly true to Günter. Or possibly true. Then they were gone.

OH GOD! OH GOD!

DR. GÖRING is speaking: “… announcement that the Reich’s rescue of Europe from Bolshevist domination requires the commencement of total war. While I am sure that all of us here concur with Dr. Goebbels—and the Führer, of course—regarding the necessity of this new mobilization, the role that soul medicine might play in the final drive toward victory may be less clear.” Dr. Göring pauses to survey the faces of everyone at the table. “Before I continue, I want to assure you all that, while the Führer and Reichsmarschall Göring have complete faith in the efficacy of our practice, total war requires that psychological abnormalities, especially in soldiers, be corrected rapidly—not in months or years, but in days, ideally, or in a few weeks at most—as every man is needed at the front.”

Dr. Göring falls silent because Günter is gasping and moaning.

“Zeitz?” says Dr. Göring. “Zeitz?” he says again. “Is something the matter?”

“I can’t take this shit!” No sooner are these words out of Günter’s mouth than he realizes they are a mistake. He has no memory of even forming the intention to speak.

Dr. Göring only stares imperiously, and remains silent.

The barrier broken, Günter cannot resist shouting, “I! Can’t! Take! This! Shit!”

Murmurs rise around the room.

“Enough, Zeitz!” says Dr. Göring, as if speaking to a misbehaving child. “I think you had better go home and get some rest.”

“Shut up, you hypocrite! How can you live with yourself?”

Several of Günter’s colleagues gasp. Braun takes hold of his forearm.

But Günter doesn’t stop. He doesn’t want to stop: “Every word you say is repulsive!” He feels better as he shouts—ever better, as if he is becoming himself again. “You’re a fucking criminal. We all are! Every single one of us.”

“Günter!” Braun says urgently, squeezing his forearm.

Shaking off Braun’s grip, Günter continues: “Listen to me!” He jabs his finger at Dr. Göring but looks at his colleagues: “This man is asking us all to be accomplices in murder—the murder of innocent people. Thousands of them. Thousands upon thousands.”

Werner Nissen throws himself back in his chair. “Oh, for God’s sake!”

“I’ve just come from talking to a patient”—Günter turns to Dr. Göring—“your shit of a cousin! Your model soldier! Good boy! He’s just told me why he tried to kill himself!”

Dr. Goring gets to his feet and commands solemnly, “Zeitz, stop! Stop right now!”

Also standing, Günter continues: “He killed five thousand Jews in Galicia—five thousand innocent men, women, children. Old people! Babies! They had done nothing. They were just ordinary people leading ordinary lives. He killed them.”

“Jews!” says Schultz contemptuously. Otherwise, the room is silent. Göring blinks, possibly confused, or overwhelmed by rage.

“He killed these people because he had been ordered to kill them. He was a ‘good soldier,’ doing his duty. And after he had done it, he wanted to die.”

The room is filled with the scattered glances and the throat and foot noises of people trying to figure out what they should do. Someone says, “Don’t be ridiculous!” “Paranoid delusion,” says someone else. “Coward.”

Dr. Göring’s bottom lip is clipped under his front teeth; his eyes are wide, incredulous. Günter speaks directly to him. “You know that what I have said is true! You know the orders come from the top! You’ve known it from the very beginning. Soul medicine! What utter shit! Psychopaths are giving the orders. And our job is to ‘correct’ the sane.”

“Not another word!” says Dr. Göring. “One more word and there will be nothing I can do to save you.”

“Shut up! You murderer! You liar!” Günter turns again to his colleagues. “We’re all liars! We’ve been lying to ourselves. But Goebbels finally told the truth: Exterminate the Jews! We all heard it! That’s what he said! Exterminate! That’s the truth! That’s what’s actually happening! And I can’t fucking take it!”

Günter looks over at Braun, sees horror on his face, and feels a stab of terror pass through the whole of his own body. But it’s too late. It’s done. It can’t be undone. He backs away from the table. He approaches the door. He’s out in the hall.
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GÜNTER KNEELS beside his bathtub, which is filled with paper—ordinary stationery, his name and address at the top of each sheet in a sleek, boxy typeface. The sharp coolness of alcohol fumes rises like a current against his face. His eyes are stinging, the delicate tissues inside his nose burn. There is a large bottle of alcohol on the floor, a lit match in his hand. He drops the match onto the paper and there is a sudden rush of air, like the sound just before a door slams, only there is no slam; what he hears is a seething hiss, crackling. He watches the name Therese Baumgarten, written in his own hand, curl, shrink, be touched by the black edge of the advancing flame, then burst into pure light. His eyes scan the page and spot the word Leninist and the initials DKP as they blacken and vanish into a void of brilliant yellow. He reaches into a suitcase and flings more pages into the tub, scattering them so that they will burn more easily. There are more names and words: Hans Kruger. Leni Rasmussen. Homosexual. Communist organizer. Joachim Ramke. Perversity. Jewish. As he adds more papers, the flames scatter and shrink. The window is open, but the room fills with smoke, which enters his throat like a dry blade, stabbing. Tears run down his cheeks. He feels as if powdered glass has been thrown into his eyes. Have to leave, he thinks. But there is still so much paper. He picks up the last of the cardboard boxes and dumps the remaining files into the tub. They make dull thumps as they fall into the pool of fire and ash. The room goes dark. Smoke billows. He cannot breathe. People are shouting in the courtyard. “Fire! Fire!” There is no fire, only a rim of winking ash and a diminishing flame licking the corner of one of the folders that tumbled out of the suitcase. “Fire! The third floor!” If he breathes, his lungs will be coated with soot. He will die. He picks up the bottle of alcohol and empties it across the tops of his files. The matches. Where are the matches? Too dark. Too much smoke. He cannot see. But then a sound like the distant crash of a wave, and the room is filled with light. He feels his eyebrows singeing, and the hair on the front of his head. Falling to his hands and knees, he flings himself into the hallway. Here, near the floorboards, it is safe to breathe. He gasps. No. Still too much. He stumbles to his feet, grabs the leather suitcase waiting by the door. He is taking the wooden steps two at a time, slamming his shin against the corner of his suitcase over and over. He is on the dark street. People are clustered on the sidewalk, pointing at the flickering light in his apartment. He trusted that the bathroom tile would resist the flame. But perhaps that was a mistake. Perhaps people will die. He steps quickly past the clustered onlookers. He runs. The air is cool and sweet in his lungs. He can breathe. He can breathe. He is hit so hard on the shoulder that a light flashes inside his head. He is on the ground. He sees the dark legs, the black uniforms with red armbands, the gleaming boots kicking him in the stomach, the ear, the inside of his thigh. He is on his back. He sees the fierce joy in the eyes of four blank faces. The solitary gun pointed at his chest.







PART VSILENCE
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4 AUGUST 1938, Hamburg. The twelve-year-old girl clutches the handle of her suitcase to her ribs with both hands. Her breaths come in grunts; her hair sticks to her forehead. She and her mother are part of a dense crowd moving toward the gangplank of a boat bound for New York. Her mother stops, puts down her own suitcase, says, “No. I can’t. You have to go by yourself.” The girl is so startled that all she can say is, “Mama!” Her mother tells her, “I’m sorry. I can’t! You’re a big girl. You’ll be fine.” She thrusts the envelope containing their tickets, visas, and passports into the girl’s hand, then snatches up her own suitcase, turns, and shoves through the crowd toward the street gate. “Mama!” the girl cries. “Mama! No! Mama!” She attempts to run after her mother, but her suitcase is heavy and the people surging up the pier—all desperate to get on what could be the last passenger ship to take Jews out of Germany—keep pushing her aside, slamming into her with their own suitcases, muttering, “Stupid girl!” “What are you doing!” “Out of my way!” In the end, clutching her mother’s envelope, her suitcase banging her knee and thigh, she lets the crowd carry her up the gangplank, telling herself that what is happening is not what it seems. Her mother’s passport is in the envelope, and her American visa. It’s not possible that she would just throw these away—so of course she is coming back. As soon as the girl is on board the ship, she stations herself by the railing and watches the crowd moving along the pier. Again and again, her heart lurches in her chest as she spots a woman with her mother’s face, or her mother’s hat, or her mother’s determined stride. Again and again, she feels a nauseated sinking in her gut as that woman is transformed into yet another stranger.

21 JULY 1945, Berlin. There is a bullet hole in the wooden door and a dozen silver dollar–size craters scattered across the building’s limestone facade. The two houses across the street are heaps of stone, timber, and rusted iron, smelling like a flooded basement and, faintly, of animal rot. Farther down the street, the buildings look untouched: cream stucco, radiant in the morning sun. The young woman standing before the door presses the buzzer for a top-floor apartment. She holds her purse by its looped handle in front of her knees. She is nineteen, angular, tall, wearing a sky-blue blouse and a dark blue skirt—a combination that looks like a uniform but isn’t. Her hair is thick, dark, and cropped at her jawline, giving her head the silhouette of a bell. Her eyes are green, her expression vulnerable and vague. She is looking at the bullet hole, which is the diameter of her index finger. She is about to press the buzzer a second time, when she hears footsteps coming down the stairs, then the whisper of soft leather on smooth tile. The door opens enough to show the face of a woman in steel-rimmed glasses, with long, loose, gray-threaded hair. It is 11:00 A.M., but she is wearing a red flannel bathrobe, the white lace of a nightgown visible at her neck. She is in her mid-forties, gaunt, exhausted.

“Frau Fleischmann?” asks the young woman.

The older woman nods but doesn’t answer.

“Excuse me,” says the young woman. “I am Hannah Zeitz, and my mother, Josine, was”—her face goes blank—“is … My mother is a very good friend of Gerta Bauer.”

“Ah!” Frau Fleischmann pulls the door open far enough that half her body is visible.

“Frau Bauer told me that Herr Fleischmann knew … that he and my mother were … together … on Handjerystrasse.”

At the street’s name, Frau Fleischmann’s brow darkens. “What did you say your mother’s name was?”

Noticing the past tense, Hannah pauses before answering. “Josine Zeitz.”

Frau Fleischmann nods thoughtfully. “Yes. I knew her, too.”

“I’m just wondering if I could … I mean, Frau Bauer said Herr Fleischmann might, you know, be able to …”

The older woman steps backward, opening the door all the way. “Come in.” The street door closes and they are in a musty dimness. “How is it that you know Gerta Bauer?”

“She was our neighbor.”

“Ah, yes. I remember.” Frau Fleischmann smiles weakly as she turns toward the steps.

They start to climb.

“Last night,” says Hannah, “I went to our apartment. And an old man was there—living there. He told me he didn’t know anything about my mother, but I saw our brass umbrella pot just inside the door.”

Frau Fleischmann stops climbing and makes a sympathetic click with her tongue. “Terrible,” she says.

For a long moment, Hannah cannot speak. “But Frau Bauer heard me and came out of her door. It was so nice to see her! It was like no time had passed. She’s such a good woman!”

“Yes. Very.”

“And she told me about the house on Handjerystrasse. How kind you were.”

“Ah, well.” Frau Fleischmann sighs deeply and makes a dismissive flip with her hand. She resumes climbing. “What about your father?”

“I’m looking for him, too.”

“I seem to remember …” Frau Fleischmann appears momentarily confused. “He’s Christian, isn’t he?” Frau Fleischmann is Christian, or Aryan, and so was spared deportation.

“Yes.” Hannah takes a breath, as if she has more to say, but remains silent.

“Was he in the Wehrmacht?”

“I don’t know. No mail came to America after 1941.”

Once again, Frau Fleischmann stops climbing. They are between floors. The staircase windows are boarded and it is almost perfectly dark. “America?” she says.

“Yes. New York.”

“Ah! New York.” In English, Frau Fleischmann enunciates emphatically, “Empire. State. Building.”

Hannah wonders if she is making a joke, and doesn’t know how to reply. They resume climbing and do not speak until they are standing in front of the open door to Frau Fleischmann’s apartment. Yellowish daylight illuminates the wall just inside. “I am terribly sorry that I have nothing to offer you,” she says.

“Oh, no. Please! I am the one imposing.” In fact, knowing of the food shortage in Germany, Hannah left America with twenty cans of sardines to give as gifts. She has one inside her purse right now, but all at once she worries that one can is a wholly inadequate offering. She flushes with shame. They pass through the door into a large foyer with a worn Persian rug on the floor and framed family photographs on all four walls. The daylight comes through three leaded windows over a large wardrobe. An archway opens into a dark, high-ceilinged parlor, in which the furniture—easy chairs, a pair of settees, and a divan, all upholstered in forest-green satin—has been pushed into a tight clump in front of a tiled fireplace. Two amphorae stand on the floor beside the pedestals that once supported them. The only items in the half of the room nearest the front windows are three rolled rugs lying across one another like toppled trees. At first, Hannah thinks the room is so dark because of the red velvet curtains covering the windows, but then, through a gap between two curtains, she notices horizontal seams of brilliant daylight. The windows are boarded up and the drawn curtains are badly lacerated, as if a maniac went at them with a butcher knife. Hannah turns toward Frau Fleischmann, who is standing directly behind her, in front of a small door with a textured glass panel in its upper half. The older woman’s gaze seems so weary and sad. Gesturing through the archway, Hannah says, “This must have been so—” but then, worrying her intended compliment might cause pain, she stutters into silence. Frau Fleischmann takes hold of her hand and gives it a gentle pat. “Dear girl.” Her tone is so intimate that Hannah wonders if they have already met. “I do not know what you have heard about the camps, but what happened there is beyond imagination. My husband’s survival is a miracle. Truly. But I don’t know if … Well, he’s been back more than a week, and he’s a ruined man. In spirit as well as body. There is very little keeping him in this world.” Frau Fleischmann falls silent.

“I’m so sorry,” Hannah says.

“I’m going to talk to him. I will see if he can speak to you. But it is possible that he cannot. Or will not. So perhaps you’ll have to come back another day.”

An emptiness opens inside Hannah’s chest. Her upper lip and brow are chilled by sweat. “I don’t want to trouble you.”

Frau Fleischmann gives her head an abrupt shake, silencing Hannah. Without a word, the older woman opens the door and closes it carefully behind her. While Hannah waits, she feels increasingly faint, and has to struggle to keep from bolting down the stairs. She paces in a circle, looking again and again at an engraving, just inside the dark parlor, of a pyramid emerging from the aesthetically gnarled foliage of an ancient forest, and she can’t decide whether she is looking at a real or an imaginary place. Frau Fleischmann’s voice murmurs within a distant room, answered, occasionally, by one or two syllables in a lower and much more feeble voice.

THE OLD MAN’S steel-gray hair was disheveled, like tall grass in which deer have been sleeping, and his bulging eyes were yellowed and gelatinous. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. When Hannah’s gaze fell to the brass umbrella pot just beside his foot, he backed away, saying, “You’ve made a mistake!” Then he slammed the door so hard, the sound echoed up and down the stairwell. Anxious when she first knocked on the door to apartment 7. Hannah was now furious. As she raised her fist to pound on the door, a hinge squeaked behind her, and a woman spoke in a soft, puzzled voice. “Hannah?” Hannah turned, and the woman—Gerta Bauer—cried out, “Good Lord! I thought that was you!” She rushed out her open door and swept Hannah into her arms. “I heard your voice, but I couldn’t believe it.” Taking a step back, tears in her eyes, she grasped each of Hannah’s shoulders firmly. “My, how you’ve grown! You’re a young woman now!” Over tea at Frau Bauer’s kitchen table, Hannah learned three things she would never forget. The first was that Frau Bauer’s only child, Helmut, two years Hannah’s junior, had been crushed to death this past fall when a Russian tank drove through the barricade behind which he was hiding. He was only sixteen and had just been drafted into the Volkssturm. Helmut and Hannah had played together almost every day during the three years she lived across the hall. When her mother would go away overnight, Hannah would share his bed. He had a faint buzz in his low, nasal voice, and sounded like a duck when he laughed. When he was about to tickle her, he would roll his dark brown eyes like a silent movie villain, then leap. One night, when she was sleeping beside him, she let her forehead and nose rest against his upper arm, and it smelled like zwieback. The second thing she learned was that in the fall of 1942, just over four years after she left for New York, the Gestapo went into her mother’s apartment and waited for her there all night. Frau Bauer put a glass to the wall shared by her own apartment and Hannah’s mother’s, and she could hear the Gestapo agents discussing how much they had won and lost at cards, and what they might eat out of the icebox. Frau Bauer knew Josine wouldn’t arrive until morning, so she set her alarm for 6:30 and was sitting in the window of the café on the corner at 7:00 A.M. The instant she spotted her friend coming down the street, she darted out the door, took her by the arm, and said, “Quick, Hannah’s having her baby! We have to hurry!”—proclamations intended for the ears of passersby, but whose import Josine instantly comprehended. They took a circuitous route to the home of Hilda Fleischmann, Frau Bauer’s dearest friend from childhood, whose Jewish husband, Peter, had been living in a safe house on Handjerystrasse for the last ten months. Frau Fleischmann gave Josine the house’s address and the password that would get her inside. Eight months later, the Gestapo broke down the door, and everyone hiding there was arrested. Frau Bauer knew nothing about what happened afterward, except that Peter Fleischmann had just come home from Bergen-Belsen. Hannah learned the third thing she would never forget when she recounted how her mother had abandoned her on the pier. “Your mother is a fool,” Frau Bauer said. “I love her, but she’s a fool. When I saw her back at your apartment after the two of you had left for Hamburg, I wanted to pull her hair out. You and all of her beautiful clothes were floating across the ocean, and she had come back to a place where she could be marched off at gunpoint any moment.”

“Why?” said Hannah. “I’ve never understood why she did that. It makes no sense.”

“It’s pathetic.” Frau Bauer shook her head and tsked mournfully, then said, “She was in love. Your mother has absolutely the worst taste in men, and her every relationship ends in disaster. But she keeps on falling in love, over and over. This one was some art-world big shot. A curator, museum director—I don’t know. I never met him. But that’s who your mother was with the night the Gestapo came. She was crazy about him. She thought he would protect her. He told her he would.” Frau Bauer shrugged. “And maybe for a while …” The corners of her mouth sank. Her eyes went grim. “But she didn’t really know then the danger she was in. Nobody really did. That came later.”

HALF AN HOUR has passed. Frau Fleischmann opens the small door, having traded her bathrobe, nightgown, and slippers for a simple flowered dress and low pumps; her long hair is twisted up into a bun. “Come. He will see you.” Hannah follows her down a narrow corridor, past a kitchen and bathroom. Through an open door, she sees a boy, about nine years old, sitting motionlessly on the end of a single bed. He looks straight at her but is so impassive that she can’t tell if he has seen her. Half-breed, she thinks. Like me. What has he been through? As she approaches the end of the hall, she becomes aware of an odor that is equal parts soap and human excrement. She does not know how she is going to continue to breathe without becoming sick. Then she is standing in front of a tiny man in an enormous chair. Despite the midsummer heat, there are multiple shawls across his shoulders and woolen blankets draped over his invisible legs. He is not just bald but utterly hairless, with glossy voids where his eyebrows ought to be. His skull is grapefruit size, while his plainly visible cheek- and jawbones seem apelike in their prominence and bulk. His yellowed skin is transparent enough for Hannah to see the blue veins at his temples and the tiny ligaments at the corners of his eyes. His hands, resting on his lap, seem constructions of bone, desiccated flesh, and, at his fingertips, yellowish shards. This man, Herr Fleischmann, looks ninety but must be in his forties or fifties.

“Thank you,” Hannah says. “I’m so sorry to bother—”

He cuts her off, his voice so hoarse and low, she can hardly hear it. “What do you want?”

“I want …” There is a sudden whir in Hannah’s skull, which momentarily confuses her. “Frau Bauer said you and my mother …”

“Yes. Frau Zeitz. I knew her. I was with her on Hand-jerystrasse. I was with her too much!” Herr Fleischmann makes a smilelike grimace. His scant remaining teeth look as if they have been jabbed into his red, swollen gums. Hannah is silent. “Do you know what that means?” he asks. “‘I was with her too much’?”

Hannah shakes her head.

“What do you think? We were in that garret day and night. For months. We never went outside. Except sometimes in the middle of the night. We could stand on a little balcony, two or three at a time. But we couldn’t speak. We had to be perfectly silent. We were together always. Everyone. Too much. That is not a life for human beings. That is a life for animals.”

“Do you know what happened to her?”

“Dead.”

Again that whir. Hannah touches a small table with her fingertips to keep from falling.

“They’re all dead,” he says. “I’m the only one.”

“What happened?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Yes.”

“No. You don’t. You think you do, but no.”

Hannah is silent a long time, and then, in a voice just above a whisper, she says, “Tell me. Please.”

He takes a deep breath, then sighs. His yellow lips crinkle in weary irritation. She thinks he is about to dismiss her. Then he speaks. “Fever. She was already sick when they came for us. It was early morning. Six. Maybe five. All of us were in our nightclothes. They didn’t let us change, or pack. Shoes. A coat. That was it. It was May, but your mother was shivering. Her teeth sounded like a typewriter. I don’t know what she had. Scarlet fever? No one wanted to be next to her on the train. But we didn’t have any choice. When we arrived, she was so sick, she couldn’t stand up. They made us wait in lines. But she just sat on the ground with her head on her knee. They took her away—to the ‘infirmary,’ they said. But everything there was a lie. Infirmary? It was just a dying room. She lasted … I don’t know. One hour? Two?” He falls silent. His lips stretch into a nauseated smile. Hannah sees his red gums again, three yellow teeth jabbed into them. “Dead,” he says. “The dead were the lucky ones.”

It is close to a minute before Hannah can speak. “I feel as if I hardly knew my mother.” She licks her lips. “Is there anything you can tell me? Stories. What she was like.”

“What is there to say? She was a Jew. Now she’s dead. That’s all. I won’t speak about people who are not here to speak for themselves.”

IN THE FOYER, Hannah takes the can of sardines out of her purse and, without a word, hands it to Frau Fleischmann, whose eyes go wide. She clutches the can to her chest. “Thank you! Thank you, dear girl!” Hannah will have no memory of descending the staircase, but what will survive is that, once she is back on the street, in sunshine and restless air, she feels fiercely alive. Her vitality, her freedom, her youth, the vast future open to her—these take on an aspect she has never remotely imagined before. They are a form of fury. They are her revenge.
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Pestalozzistrasse 102

Berlin

4 August 1938

Hannah, dearest,

As I write, you and your mother have just set sail from Hamburg. And I am hoping that this will be the first letter you get in your new home. Do you know that I have written to you every week since you and your mother left Herr Kleinholtz’s apartment? I suspect that you do not, but if, by chance, you should have gotten my letters and felt unable to respond to them for any reason, please don’t worry; I would understand.

I am trying to imagine you standing on a street in New York. You must feel so small and alone beside those enormous buildings, among those crowds of people from every nation, and so far from all you have known and loved. I am sure that your uncle Josef and aunt Herta are taking good care of you and your mother. It pains me to imagine you so far away, and yet I think it good you are there. It is not safe for you here at the moment, though I hope it will not be long before this collective neurosis has passed and you can return to your dear fatherland.

I feel that you are, in fact, here with me as I write, that you are as present in my heart as you have ever been—and yet I hardly know you now. The Hannah I can see most vividly is that long-legged girl who shrieked in delight and terror as she teetered along on her bicycle in the Tiergarten, or the determined little girl who waged nightly war with her own sleepiness while I sang her lieder sotto voce, or the tiny girl who, declaring she liked “cold things,” insisted on going barefoot into the snow. You are much taller now, no doubt, wiser, struggling to make sense of this incomprehensible world.

This must be such a very hard and confusing time for you—a thought that fills me with sorrow, as I am too far away to give you the slightest help, at least beyond sending you my earnest wish that you do well. I am always wishing you the best in all things.

My most beloved girl, I hope that you will soon find a moment to correct my fantasies of your life in your new home by sending me accounts of your actual circumstances, experiences, thoughts, and feelings. I will write you again in a week, regardless of whether I have received a letter from you, and I will continue to do so until the day we are finally able to look again into each other’s eyes.

Until that time, I remain your most adoring Papa.



THE MORNING after learning of her mother’s death, Hannah walks down street after street of empty-windowed ghost buildings, and across the whole of the cratered Tiergarten, where every monument and statue is bullet-pocked and vast stretches of wooded land have been cut down for firewood or reduced to splinters by bombardment. But as she turns onto Pestalozzistrasse in Charlottenburg, where her father was living when he last wrote to her, she spots a building so perfectly intact, it sets her heart to pounding and takes her breath away. Potted geraniums bloom behind the wrought-iron railings of the building’s narrow balconies. The curtains in its windows shift in the intermittent gusts of a summer afternoon. Not a single windowpane is broken, not even the plate glass of the Café Roma—its door open, releasing into the warm summer air the clinks of cutlery on crockery and the low burble of conversation. This building’s immediate neighbors and the ones directly across the street are heaps of stone, splintered wood, and cockeyed pipes, and yet, for an expansive instant, Hannah is filled with the hope that her father’s building might be similarly intact, and that he might even still be living there. She imagines him stepping out the front door, turning, and catching sight of her. She sees his surprise and disbelief yield to a radiantly happy smile. But just then, she notices the vacancy at the end of the block. The last five or six buildings on the southern side of Pestalozzistrasse have been flattened, their rubble spewing across the sidewalk and into the street. Hannah has it in mind that her father’s is the third-to-last building, but the rubble is heaped so chaotically, it is impossible to be sure where the ruins of one structure end and the next begin. She can only approach the likely site of her father’s building along the opposite sidewalk. She keeps scanning the shattered limestone and brick for a blue-and-white plaque bearing the number 102, or the number of any of the other buildings, but she doesn’t spot a one. She has crossed the street and is standing directly in front of what she believes to be the third-to-last building. Just beside her, a wrought-iron balcony railing arches languidly across a solid block of limestone, seemingly melted by terrific heat. Perhaps this is the very railing over which she used to look down onto the street. If so, were she a passerby standing on this very spot ten years ago, she might have been able to look up at herself lost in girlish reverie. But did her apartment actually have a wrought-iron balcony? Or has she only imported that image into her memory from the intact building down the block? And where did she get the idea that her father’s was the third building from Schlüterstrasse? Couldn’t it have been the second? Or the fifth? All at once, she sinks to her knees in the rubble, bends over, and places her forehead against what might well be a piece of the carved limestone that arched over the front door of her father’s building. Or might not. But what does it matter? She knows everything she needs to know. Her father’s home has been destroyed. Her father is dead. Her mother is dead. She is an orphan, alone in a world of unspeakable cruelty.

HANNAH IS STANDING on Keithstrasse, looking at a building identified by a brass plaque as the German Institute for Psychological Research and Psychotherapy. The right half of the building’s facade has collapsed and all five floors have been damaged by fire, but only in front. Its roof seems intact. On the wall of a room on the first floor there is a portrait of a broad-shouldered, kindly-looking man with white hair and a thick white mustache. Hannah approaches the building and, anxious almost to the point of terror that she will find only sorrow inside, takes hold of the front door’s solid brass handle and pulls. With an off-key metallic groan, the door opens and a waft of cool air smelling of mildew and wet charcoal envelops her face. Hannah does not recall ever having come to the Institute, but a hint of familiarity adheres to the pistachio-green walls and the scuffed black floorboards of its lobby. Her eyes are drawn repeatedly to a watercooler in a corner by the central staircase, and, all at once, she remembers silvery bubbles glugging up inside it as her father filled a paper cone for her. She glances at the white vaulted ceiling and remembers clinging to the knee of her father’s trousers, looking upward while he talked interminably to three men, one of whom had a neatly trimmed reddish-brown beard. There are bullet holes in the walls of the building’s central staircase, but no other damage. The wooden steps are sound. Most of the doors on the first floor are locked, but two are open, their jambs split and their bolt plates wrenched out. The walls in both offices are bullet-pocked, and the Persian carpet in one is partially covered by an irregular black stain—dried blood, Hannah thinks, though she immediately scolds herself for being melodramatic. Daylight filters across the third-floor corridor through an open doorway. As Hannah approaches, she hears male grunts, a clacking and the whumph of something heavy hitting the floor. Reaching the open doorway, she leans forward gingerly and peers inside, hoping the corridor is dim enough that she won’t be noticed. A man in shirtsleeves is kneeling beside a heavy leather suitcase lying flat on the floor. He keeps trying to shove it up onto a dolly that, over and over, scuttles away and slams against the wall. Directly behind him are a burgundy leather chaise longue and a matching armchair. Atop the small mahogany desk, facing the door where Hannah is standing, lies an overturned brass lamp and the shards of its milk-glass shade. Bookcases line the walls, their shelves empty, or containing only two or three volumes lying flat or tilted against one or the other end of the shelf. The man is in his forties, trim and muscular, with thick brown hair. Hannah originally intended to hurry past the door, but now she draws near, rests her hands against the jamb, and says, “Do you need help?” The man jerks his head around and looks her straight in the eye. Hannah flushes.

The man smiles uneasily. “You startled me.”

“I’m sorry.”

His eyes are large and deep brown, his lips full and dusky red. “How did you get in here?”

“I just walked in. The door was unlocked.”

“Oh.” The man stands and brushes the dust off his knees. He looks disconcerted.

“I’m looking for …” Hannah’s sentence completes inside her head but no words come out of her mouth.

The man observes her, his expression softening. “What?”

“Dr. Zeitz … Günter Zeitz.” As she speaks, her vision goes blurry. “I’m sorry!” She wipes her eyes with her thumbs, then opens her purse, rummaging for a handkerchief. “I don’t mean to impose. I’ve had a hard day.”

The man’s expression is not unkind, but he makes no attempt to comfort her.

Once Hannah has wiped her eyes and blown her nose, she apologizes again in a thick, wobbly voice, and stuffs her handkerchief back into her purse. “Dr. Zeitz is my father.”

“Ah!” The man nods. “I was wondering. I noticed the resemblance. Have you come from New York?”

“Yes!” she cries. “Do you know him?”

“I do! I know him well.” Hannah notes the present tense. “He was one of the first people I met when I began to work here. My mentor, really. Or in a way. We even collaborated on research.” He holds out his hand. “I’m Dr. Nissen.”

She shakes his hand and introduces herself.

“I had great affection for your father,” he tells her.

“Is he here?”

Dr. Nissen’s smile fades. “No.” He is silent a moment. “The building is closed. I’m the only one here. You shouldn’t have been able to get in.”

Hannah feels herself going weak. “Do you know where I can find him? I’ve just come from the house where we used to live, but the whole block is a ruin.”

“Yes. That’s …” Dr. Nissen shrugs to indicate helplessness. “I’m sorry.”

“I haven’t heard a word from him for four years.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know where your father is. And, given our … this”—he gestures around him—“the current state of affairs, I can’t promise you he’s alive.”

Hannah wishes she could sit in the burgundy chair, but it is blocked by two other suitcases.

“One thing I do know,” continues Dr. Nissen, “is that he was not living in the building you visited. I don’t know where he is. But he hasn’t been there for—oh, maybe two years.”

“Why? What happened?”

Dr. Nissen sighs heavily. “That’s not an easy question to answer.” He glances down and kicks the suitcase at his feet. “It’s full of books. All three are. I want to get them home because I’m worried they will be stolen. Or ruined.”

Hannah hardly hears these remarks. She says nothing.

After a moment, he says, “Listen, this is no place to talk.” He kicks the suitcase a second time. “I can come back for these. Let me buy you a drink.” He yanks his jacket off a hook on the back of the door.

HANNAH AND DR. NISSEN have to wait on the corner of Kurfürstenstrasse for nearly fifteen minutes while an American convoy passes—first a long line of canvas-topped trucks motoring loudly through a city almost devoid of cars; then a dozen jeeps, American faces in every one of them, some observing the people they pass with exhausted indifference, others curious, or suspicious, or even frightened, some entirely focused on one another, their expressions (in the instant they zip past) seeming frozen in dullness, mockery, astonishment, or ribald delectation. “Your people,” Dr. Nissen tells Hannah. At first, she wants to issue a vehement denial. She has spent her entire time in New York not responding to her classmates’ mocking cries of “Nazi,” “Kraut,” “fascist,” their exaggerated goose steps, their two-fingered mustaches, and telling herself that she hates America, that she is proud to be German, that as soon as the war is over she will return to her true home. But now, for reasons she cannot even begin to fathom, she looks Dr. Nissen in the eyes and says, “Yes.”

THEY ARE SITTING at a booth in a dark tavern where two harried barmaids in head scarves serve beer from a trio of wooden kegs on a tabletop. Dr. Nissen’s dimpled glass mug is half-finished, but Hannah has hardly touched hers. Dr. Nissen says, “Your father was remarkably—I don’t know: sensitive. Empathic. Which was why he was such a good clinician. But I am afraid those very qualities made him less suited for … well, the trials of the last several years.”

Hannah has noted the switch to the past tense but prefers to put it out of her mind. “What do you mean?”

“To be perfectly blunt”—Dr. Nissen winces and looks down at his beer—“he had a massive breakdown.” He looks up again, his gaze steady, no-nonsense. “For example, one reason I know he was not in the apartment where you went to look for him is that he set it on fire.”

“He set the apartment on fire!”

Dr. Nissen shrugs and half smiles. “It’s a tragic affair. By the end, he was suffering a full-blown persecution complex. Paranoid delusions.”

Hannah has only the dimmest idea what these terms mean. “But why would he set his own apartment on fire?”

“His thoughts were deranged. He could not distinguish fantasy from reality.”

“But why? What happened to him?” She is thinking of all the tender and—or so she always thought—brilliant letters she received from her father. How could the man who wrote those letters become so deranged as to set fire to his own apartment?

Dr. Nissen emits a short, harsh laugh. “I can’t pretend to know. Sometimes it is best to accept the limits of ratiocination, and see neurosis, or, indeed, psychosis, as a mystery.”

“But what do you think? Why would he do such a thing?”

Dr. Nissen lifts his mug, drains it. Turning around in his chair, he catches the eye of one of the barmaids and raises one finger. The barmaid nods. Turning back to Hannah, he says, “Drink up! That’s good Berlin beer! It’s almost impossible to come by nowadays. And there’s nothing like it in America!”

Hannah lifts her mug and takes a swallow. This is only the second time in her life she has drunk beer.

Dr. Nissen looks at her with a wrinkled brow and a skeptical pucker to his lips. “How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

The barmaid arrives with his second beer. He lifts his mug in Hannah’s direction. “Drink up!” He takes a deep swallow.

First, Hannah resolves not to touch her beer, but then she lifts the heavy mug and takes another swallow. She does like the taste.

“How is it that you have gotten over here?” Dr. Nissen asks. “I didn’t think ordinary Americans could come here yet.”

“I’m not an American,” she says.

“But still.” He takes another sip, then looks at her earnestly.

“I’m a volunteer with the ARRA.” Seeing that he doesn’t understand, she adds, “American Refugee Resettlement Administration. They needed German speakers. Translators.”

“Refugees! You’ve certainly got your work cut out for you.”

“It’s an utter mess. A camp was supposed to have been ready for us when we arrived, but absolutely nothing has been done. We don’t even have offices. There’s nothing for me to do, in fact. Not even secretarial work.” She takes another sip from her beer, a deep one this time.

“Consider that a blessing. Soon enough you’ll have more work than you can manage. None of it pleasant.”

“Well,” she says. “Yes. Of course.” Hannah doesn’t want to talk about her work. She wants an answer to her question about why her father might set fire to his apartment, but the instant this thought occurs to her, her throat thickens and her eyes warm with tears.

Dr. Nissen leans across the table.

Thinking he is about to take her hand, she sits back and drops her hands into her lap.

“You poor girl!” he says softly. “You’ve been so sheltered in America. This must all be such a shock.”

“I can hardly bear it.”

They are both silent. He is looking straight at her with his large brown eyes, his lips pursed sympathetically. She takes another sip from her mug and is surprised to discover that she has almost finished it. He takes a long swallow from his own mug, then puts it down with a bang.

“Are you going to answer my question?” she says at last.

He sighs heavily. “I’m not sure I can.”

“Just tell me what happened.”

He lifts his beer and takes a final swallow. “Well, you’re here now. You see the devastation. You’ve been talking to people, so you must know something of our …” He doesn’t finish.

“Yes.”

“So, think of how it was for those of us who had to stay here. Who stupidly, horribly … We all hated the Nazis, of course. And we had heard the rumors, but we couldn’t believe such things were possible. And then … Well, you know. But think what it was like for those who had devoted their lives to easing pain, to helping people escape the dictatorship of their fantasies. We were trapped. It was terrible. For all of us. But especially for people like your father.”

“Why?”

Dr. Nissen flings his hands up helplessly. “Perhaps there are certain things a daughter shouldn’t know. And I mean this entirely for your benefit. So let’s just say your father, like all men, had his … well, weaknesses. And that the pressures we all had to endure had the worst-possible effect upon him. Exacerbating those weaknesses. Intensifying them. Making him ever more frightened. Confused. Until finally he was having paranoid fantasies about some of our colleagues.”

“Who?”

“Oh.” Dr. Nissen’s expression is halfway between sneer and smile. “It wouldn’t be fair to mention names. Suffice it to say that these were eminent analysts.”

Hannah decides not to push him. If she just listens now, he may become less guarded later.

“In any event,” Dr. Nissen continues, “your father developed a paranoid fixation on these people. He accused them, and … Well, of course they were not perfect. They were only human. But he imagined the most outlandish crimes. Murder. Conspiracy. Crazy things! This all happened at a staff meeting. He worked himself up into perfect insanity. His eyes were rolling, his arms flailing. It was such a heartrending scene. A man who had always been so careful, so competent: helpless before delusion. Then he ran out of the room, and …” Dr. Nissen shakes his head sadly.

“What happened?”

“Who knows? The next we heard, he had set fire to his apartment. That very night, in fact. And after that, he was simply gone. None of us ever heard from him again.”

Hannah is silent a long moment. “How do you know he wasn’t … he didn’t … I mean, in the fire …” She can’t speak what she fears, but her expression makes it obvious.

Dr. Nissen shifts in his seat, his mouth twisting as if he is attempting to swallow something noxious. “He was seen running out onto the street, if that’s what you mean. By a reputable authority. Just after the fire started.”

Hannah has been holding her breath. Now she lets it go. “He must have been going somewhere.”

 “I suppose.”

“Do you have any idea where?”

Dr. Nissen frowns, as if the question causes pain. “I’m afraid he … Well, no, I’m sorry.” He draws a deep breath and then speaks as the air flows out. “With the war on and … you know … Well, things were not going well then.… I mean, lots of people disappeared … so … as I am sure you can imagine, it was … hard to keep track of everybody.”

Hannah’s chest grows full, her eyes warm. She wonders if her father could possibly have tried to come to her in New York. She neither speaks nor moves, fearing she is about to humiliate herself in this public place.

Dr. Nissen also sits silently, waiting.

After a while, Hannah reaches for her mug and swallows the last of her beer. When she puts the mug back down on the table, Dr. Nissen finally does take her hand. “You know, Hannah,” he says, “I have been sitting here thinking. I can see your parents in you. Your mother especially. You have your mother’s beautiful eyes.”

“My mother is dead,” Hannah says.

He drops her hand instantly. “Yes,” he says. “Of course. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”


Pestalozzistrasse 102

Berlin

30 November 1941

Dearest Hanni,

Forgive me for having taken such a long time to reply to your wonderful letter. My work has been very demanding of late, with so many of my colleagues seeming to have forgotten the most fundamental obligations of our profession. I have been trying to concentrate on my own interests but am finding that in times such as these, one simply cannot escape disappointment. There is much unhappiness to contend with.

I am, however, extremely impressed by your penetrating analysis of “To Charlotte von Stein.” I agree with you entirely that it is not a love poem in the classical sense, and that part of what Goethe is telling Charlotte is precisely that he does not love her—you show an analyst’s instincts in that observation, my dear! Having penetrated his defensive prevarications so perfectly, I am sure you will not be surprised to hear—if you do not already know—that Goethe’s love for Charlotte did not endure long after the composition of this poem.

Nevertheless, I would like to propose that, with all of its qualifications, this poem is actually a celebration of what is, perhaps, the deepest form of love—that of minds united by a common vision: cursed because the clarity of their vision isolates them from the vast majority who see nothing wrong with the truisms, both trivial and pernicious, of their time and place, and blessed in the extraordinary good fortune of having found, in each other, a true soul mate.

But alas, my dear, it is after midnight, and I must get some sleep, as I have to be up early. Allow me to take your leave with yet other lines from Goethe:

Often, walking among still trees,

I listen to silence.

I am with you; however far you might be, you stand by me.

As always, Papa
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CARL SCHWARTZ, the head of the American Refugee Resettlement Administration’s mission to Berlin, is six foot five, with thumbs as thick as spade handles, and feet the size of Howitzer shells. There is something catastrophic about the way he sits in a chair, as if the body inside his rumpled suit is composed of scrap lumber that has accidentally fallen into a human shape. He is Freiburg-born but raised from infancy in Cleveland, where his parents refused to speak their native language, so, while his German seems completely fluent, there are many words and references he cannot catch in even the most ordinary conversations. He is sitting at a desk in the hotel room he is using as the temporary headquarters of ARRA. The walls of the room are gray; outside the windows, the sky is gray, and beneath the sky, gray ruins. He is talking with an SS officer who managed the deportation center (once a Jewish elementary school) that Schwartz wants to turn into a refugee shelter and resettlement office. Hannah is leaning forward, straight-backed, on a chair just to his right, notebook in one hand, pen in the other. She is his translator, although, because he does not want to admit that he has the slightest difficulty comprehending German, he tells everyone she is his secretary. He has instructed her to take notes in English. If he has missed something in the conversation, he will glance over to see what she has written. If the translation he is looking for is not on the page, he will bluff his way through the conversation until it appears. And if the person he is talking to should be momentarily distracted by a phone call or someone entering the office, Schwartz will lean over and whisper the ill-comprehended word or phrase into Hannah’s ear, and she will scribble the translation on her pad. The SS officer has spoken a phrase that Schwartz thinks might mean “dead bodies in the basement,” but when he glances at Hannah’s pad, he sees that, although her pen is poised in midair, she has written nothing. He looks again a moment later, and still she has written nothing. When the phrase comes up a second time, Schwartz leans over and repeats it, as if he is merely intrigued by the words, but so softly—or perhaps incorrectly—that Hannah does not comprehend what he is saying. On her pad she writes, “Missed it. Sorry.” The meeting is over. Schwartz, Hannah, and the SS officer stand, shake hands, say good-bye. Once the officer has left the room and the door is closed, Schwartz jabs Hannah’s shoulder with his index finger and speaks in English. “What’s the matter with you? Can’t you pay attention for ten seconds in a row? Is our work really that boring to you?”

“I am sorry,” she says.

“It’s too late for sorry! You made a total fool of me. And jeopardized our entire project.”

It is possible that Schwartz may have looked foolish to the SS officer, but the conversation was a complete success, and after that one lapse, Hannah’s notes were flawless. She keeps these thoughts to herself.

“Do you have any idea what we are doing here?” Schwartz continues. “Haven’t you seen the newsreels of the liberated camps? Haven’t you looked into the faces of those poor people? When you don’t do your job, those people suffer! Is that what you want?”

Hannah hardens her gaze and says, “Next time I will do better.”

Schwartz points at her with the finger that just jabbed her shoulder. “Don’t you ever do that to me again!”

Hannah turns and leaves the room with a measured pace, both fists clenched.

SHE IS LYING on her bed in the hotel room where she has been living ever since she arrived in Berlin four days ago. Her fingers are laced behind her head and she is looking straight up at the blurry-edged yellow disk cast onto the ceiling by the porcelain lamp on the night table between her bed and her roommate’s. The door to the hallway opens and her roommate, Christina, comes in wearing a blue terry-cloth bathrobe over her nightgown. Her hair is wet. She is carrying a toothbrush and tube of toothpaste, which she deposits on a tray atop the dresser. Hannah doesn’t look her way or say a word.

“You okay?” asks Christina, who is twenty-eight and married to an army pilot. She lives in Norfolk, Virginia.

“Oh.” Hannah sighs heavily. “I do not know.”

They are speaking in English.

“You sick?” asks Christina.

“No.”

“So what is it?”

Hannah pulls her left hand out from under her head and meets Christina’s gaze. “Nothing,” she says. Then: “It is not easy to be here.”

“It’s not easy for anybody.” Christina toes off her slippers, picks up a copy of The Song of Bernadette, and leans against her headboard, with the book unopened in her lap. She seems to be waiting for Hannah to respond to her remark.

Hannah thinks of telling Christina that over the last two days she has learned that her mother is dead and that her father went insane and disappeared, but she is not sure she could get these words out of her mouth without making a fool of herself. Anyhow, she doesn’t like this girl and doesn’t want to trust her with her sorrows, or make herself remotely vulnerable. After a moment’s hesitation, she says, “It is just that Schwartz was a jerk today.”

“What did he do?”

Hannah makes an exasperated noise. “It was stupid. We were talking to this SS Hauptsturmführer, and I got distracted for a moment. So Schwartz decided to lecture me on the suffering of refugees. As if I am not myself a refugee.”

“Well …” Christina gives her a knowing glance.

“What?”

“It’s not the same. You can’t possibly compare your experience to what people have suffered in the camps.”

“That is not what I am saying.” Christina’s remark infuriates Hannah, but she doesn’t want to get into a fight. “I only meant that I made a tiny mistake and then Schwartz treated me as if I deserved execution!”

“Don’t take it so personally.” Christina has put her book down and swung around on the bed to face Hannah, her brow pursed, her gaze somber and assured.

Hannah grows cold. Her pulse thumps in her ears.

“You think I haven’t suffered?” Christina says. “I went to bed every night not knowing if my husband was alive or dead. It was like that for years. We’ve all suffered. We’ve all had our worries and fears. But so what! All that matters is the mission. The mission comes first; everything else is secondary.”

Hannah flings herself off the bed and rushes toward the door.

As she grabs the doorknob, she reels around and shouts in German, “You don’t know anything about me!”

She snatches her toiletries bag off the dresser, steps out into the hall, then stops and turns. “My mother is dead, Goddamn it! My mother was killed by the Nazis!” Hannah turns again and strides down the hall, leaving the door ajar. As she enters the bathroom, she hears Christina gently but firmly closing the door.

AT THE BOTTOM of her suitcase, Hannah has a small artist’s folder containing the 147 letters her father wrote to her between August 1938 and December 1941. For the most part, he wrote weekly, usually on Sundays, though sometimes he would wait a day or two. On exactly six occasions, he let a whole week pass without writing. Some of the letters consist of only a few lines, but most run to two or three pages. Almost all are commentaries on something she wrote to him or meditations on topics he thought might also interest her. He rarely made more than passing reference to his personal life, possibly to avoid running afoul of the censors (many of his later letters had the Wehrmacht High Command inspection notice stamped across their backs, and some sentences in these are entirely obscured by thick black ink). But, as he makes clear, both overtly and implicitly, again and again throughout the correspondence, he thinks that reporting pedestrian details of one’s life does far less to establish intimacy than the discussion of one’s deepest beliefs. The first time Hannah heard the expression “man of ideas,” she felt that was exactly what her father was, and she resolved that one day she would be a “woman of ideas.” That said, her father’s ideas interest her less for their own sake than as tokens of his character and especially his love. She feels that love in every aspect of his letters, starting with the fact that he wrote so frequently. The letters almost always arrived on Tuesdays or Wednesdays. On those afternoons, she would run from school to her aunt and uncle’s apartment on West Eighty-sixth Street, eager to see if a new letter had arrived. The moment she spotted the familiar cream-colored envelope on the corner of the dining room table, she would hug it to her chest and rush off to her room to read it several times over. Hannah is grateful to her aunt and uncle for taking her in and for pulling strings to get her and her mother boat tickets and American visas so that they might escape Germany, but she can’t bring herself to love them. And, although they profess to love her, she finds their love a charade, intended only to deepen her obligation to them. They are highly critical of both her parents, dismissing her mother as tragically narcissistic, and her father as a snob, a coward, an antisemite, and a Nazi. Twice she read from her father’s letters in an attempt to convince her aunt and uncle otherwise, and both times they dismissed what he wrote as hypocrisy—a response that only intensified her resentment of them, and deepened her love for her father. Hannah’s friends in New York are ectomorphic, unpopular girls, who manage to be bookish without being truly intelligent, and who help her get from one day to the next without ever relieving her loneliness. She believed that her father, alone of all people on earth, understood and loved her. And the only time she felt remotely content with herself and her life was while she was reading his letters. When the American declaration of war put an end to their correspondence, she was so bereft that, at age fifteen, she thought constantly of leaping from a bridge or throwing herself in front of a subway train—morbid obsessions ultimately obviated by the 147 letters she had saved. Whenever sadness felt like a weight crushing her to the ground, she would pull out her folder and read the letters, sometimes just her favorites, sometimes chronologically, sometimes randomly. The folder was always beside her bed. One night, not long after her drink with Dr. Nissen, Hannah is reading her father’s letters and comes across the following passage: “You probably don’t remember that night I took you ice-skating in Wetzenbach. There was to be a full moon, so your mother, grandparents, and I had decided to build a bonfire in the snow, down by the lake. I was the only one to bring skates, and when I set off across the ice, you started to cry, as if you feared I might vanish into the darkness. So I came back and took you with me. You were only two, so I held you tightly in my arms as we raced across the frozen lake. You laughed and laughed, at the wind in your face, at the sheer velocity, and, I truly believe, at the otherworldly beauty of that expanse of ice lit by fire and moon. How I look forward to the day when I can take you there again!” She has read this passage countless times, without ever giving a thought to the place where the event it recounts occurred. She has only vague and fragmentary memories of Wetzenbach. All she knows for sure is that it is the village where her father grew up, and where his parents continue to live—at least if they are still alive. As she reads the passage this time, it occurs to her that her father has referred to Wetzenbach in several of his letters, so clearly the place matters to him. If, as Dr. Nissen suggested, her father wanted to flee Berlin, perhaps this is exactly where he would have gone. There is a huge map of Germany pinned to the wall of the hotel room serving as ARRA’s office. Hannah searches the map for Wetzenbach, and finally finds it right at the very bottom, in the Bavarian Alps, just on the border with Austria. If her father wanted to escape the war, he could hardly have found a more remote and isolated place.

LAUMA OZOLA, assistant director of the American Red Cross in Berlin, speaks both German and English with a heavy Latvian accent, and seems to find almost everything funny—especially Carl Schwartz, who she says is so thoroughly incompetent that he needs an instruction manual to wipe his ass—a judgment she uttered the day of the meeting with the SS officer, when she encountered Hannah in the hotel’s ladies’ room, splashing her face with cold water to wash away her fury and humiliation at the dressing-down Schwartz had just given her. Lauma’s pep talk on deflecting, without exacerbating, masculine insecurity was the first truly kind gesture made by any of Hannah’s colleagues. And so when she spots Lauma standing by the bar table at the crowded reception for ARRA at the new Allied Kommandatura headquarters, she heads straight over to her. The bartender hands Lauma a glass of white wine, then turns to Hannah and, with practiced charm, asks, “And what would you like, miss?”

Lauma taps her glass. “Get this! It’s terrible, but everything else is rat poison.”

Not knowing anything about wine, Hannah takes Lauma’s advice, then crinkles her nose after her first sip. “I see what you mean!”

“At least it won’t kill you. The Nazis drank or incinerated all the good wine. This is their revenge!”

As Hannah takes a second experimental sip, she notices a tall American officer with gold stars on his epaulettes and rows of bright ribbons on his chest walking straight toward them. He calls out Lauma’s name and she turns to face him just as he steps up beside her, his arms opened wide and a happy grin on his face.

“Oh my goodness!” she cries. “Paul Carmody!” She leans into his embrace and gives him a one-armed hug, taking care not to spill her wine. “What are you doing here?”

“I saw your name on the invitation, so I just had to come!”

“Oh my goodness! I can’t believe it!”

The officer turns toward Hannah and gives her a friendly smile. His eyes are coffee brown, his close-cropped hair silver-flecked.

“This is General Carmody,” Lauma tells her. “He used to go out with my college roommate.” She turns to the general. “How long ago was that?”

“Twenty-eight years, I think.”

“Twenty-eight! That’s terrifying!” She pats Hannah on the shoulder and tells the general, “This is Hannah Zeitz, a valiant volunteer translator who has come all the way from New York to help us.”

“Pleased to meet you,” he says.

Hannah smiles but only manages one syllable: “Yes.” In the next instant, she becomes invisible as the two old friends throw themselves into news, memories, and gossip. She thinks she should venture out into the crowd, but everyone in the room is at least twice her age; half of them are in military uniform and three-quarters are men. In a state of paralytic indecision, she lingers at Lauma’s elbow, sipping compulsively from her wine, trying to figure out if she should appear interested in or indifferent to what she is overhearing. Lauma, it turns out, loves a good Cuban cigar and once danced in the Memorial Fountain at Vassar College, wearing nothing but her underwear. The general spent three and a half hours traveling up from West Point every weekend, but he is glad he never married Lauma’s roommate, who couldn’t pass a jewelry store without dragging him in to look at engagement rings. In the end, she married one of his classmates—an Oklahoman named Ted Riley—who was blown to pieces during the Normandy invasion. So sad, Lauma and the general agree. A good guy. Hannah is surprised by how rapidly her wine vanishes. She accepts the offer of a second glass from the bartender, which also empties with surprising rapidity. The world feels as if it has been sliced into a multitude of transparent planes that constantly slide back and forth across one another. A young man arrives to tell Lauma that the Soviet commandant has summoned her. She casts the general a rueful glance and pats Hannah on her forearm. “Don’t you two go anywhere. I’ll be right back!” The general shakes his head and smiles as Lauma—pigeon-shaped, holding her glass a foot in front of her nose, as if to make a toast—hurries across the room. “She’s amazing!” he says.

“Oh yes!” says Hannah. “Wonderful! The most kind person I have met since I have come here.” She is embarrassed by this confession. The general gives her a good-natured smile, clears his throat, takes a sip from his drink—a golden fluid on ice. “You don’t sound like a native New Yorker,” he says.

Hannah makes a small, wry laugh. “Not quite!”

The general laughs loudly. She decides she likes him, so when he asks how she came to be in New York, she feels that she can speak the truth: about how her uncle managed to get her and her mother boat tickets, how she didn’t even know it at the time, but the boat she was on was the very last from which Jews were allowed to disembark in America, how her mother had abandoned her on the dock in Germany, how she couldn’t believe her mother had done that, how she had thought the world had ended, how her mother seemed to think she was invulnerable, but she wasn’t, how her mother got off the train at Theresienstadt and went straight to the gas chamber (Hannah is not, in fact, sure about the gas chamber; Peter Fleischmann wasn’t specific, but it seems the right ending to her story).

“I’m so sorry,” says the general.

“Yes,” she says. “Thank you. It is sad, of course.”

Perhaps it is the alcohol, but after years during which Hannah thought constantly of her mother and lived in abject fear of what might be happening to her, now she feels nothing but anger. Her mother was a selfish and foolish woman, who met the fate she chose.

“What about your father?” the general asks.

“Oh, my father is completely different! He is such a loving man! So kind! So interested in everything!” She tells the general about his letters, that he is a psychoanalyst, how for years her mother would never let her see him, about his mysterious disappearance, that she is sure he has gone back to the village where he was born in the Alps.

“Are you going to go there?”

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because of my work. There is so much to do here. And I promised to work for a year.”

“Just go,” says the general.

Hannah is so surprised by this suggestion that she doesn’t know how to respond.

“If you don’t go now,” the general says, “you may never see your father again.”

Hannah can’t speak because what he is saying seems to be making the impossible possible. She keeps thinking she hasn’t heard him correctly.

“You’re not in the army,” he says. “So you can’t be court-martialed. Nobody’s paying you, so you don’t actually owe anybody anything.”

“But I have made a promise.” Only after the words are out of her mouth does she realize she is repeating herself.

“Look,” says the general. “You see that guy over there?” He points at the Soviet commandant, who seems to find something Lauma has just said very funny. “He’s making buddy-buddy with Lauma right now, but we’re all living in a house of cards. Nobody knows what’s going to happen, but this provisional arrangement we have with the Soviets, it could all come crashing down in seconds—I don’t even want to think about it!” He takes a swallow of his drink. “But the thing is, the day after tomorrow, we could find ourselves in another war. So if you don’t look for your father now, it might be years before you get another chance.”

“Yes, yes. You are right,” she says. “This is what I must do. Except I do not know his address. I went to two libraries, but they do not have a telephone book for Wetzenbach. Neither of them.”

“I bet I can find his address for you.” The general reaches into the pocket inside his jacket and takes out a slim wallet. “And even if I can’t, I can get you there. On Wednesday I’m driving to Frankfurt. In the American zone. And I can give you a ride.” He opens his wallet, takes out a card. “I am ninety-nine percent certain that Wetzenbach is in the American zone.”

“Oh my God!” she says.

He slips his wallet back into his jacket, then pats the many pockets in his jacket and pants. “Have you got a pen?”

“Uh, no,” says Hannah. Then she says, “Yes!” And then: “A pencil, I mean.”

She opens her purse and pulls out a small notepad with a diminutive pencil slipped into a sheath along its spine. “Here.” She holds out the pencil.

The general puts his card down on a table just beside them and scribbles a phone number. “Call me tomorrow morning.” He hands her the card.

“Thank you!”

He writes “Zeitz” and “Wetzenbach” on the back of another card, which he tucks into his jacket pocket. “I’m going to look into it. If Wetzenbach is where I think it is, maybe I can get you all the way there. But I know I can get you to Munich.”

“Thank you so much!”

“I’ve got a daughter your age.” He smiles, but with a trace of sadness. “And if I were missing … Well, it’s the least I can do.”

“Thank you! Thank you!” Hannah says. “I am so grateful.”

The officer winks and touches her shoulder lightly with his fingertips. “You’re a sweet kid.”

THE ENTIRE NIGHT before Hannah is to leave with General Carmody, her body trills like a struck tuning fork. In the darkness inside her skull, there is dim, rancid light, and in that light she sees a field of naked cadavers stretching to the horizon—except that sometimes the cadavers are obscured by a black fog, which she keeps hoping means they are gone. Dogs trot back and forth across the field, heads lowered, mouths open, but she never sees exactly what they do. There is also knowledge inside her skull, yet it, too, is rancid. She knows that Carl Schwartz’s hatred of her will be entirely vindicated. Look! he will say. Look at what she has done! I always knew it. Christina will wear the clothes she has left behind. No, she won’t: Hannah will put them in a pile on the floor and piss on them. She will set them on fire. But she cannot think about any of this. She needs sleep. Tomorrow she will travel all day. She needs to be alert. And strong. She must get some sleep. She keeps her eyes closed. She breathes deeply. But there is such a fierce urgency in her right knee. She cannot keep her leg still. She has to bend it. Shake it hard from her thigh to her toes. If only she could run and run until the feeling goes away. But she cannot run. Keep still. Perfectly still. She mustn’t wake Christina. Perhaps it would be better to turn off her alarm, so she can leave the room without Christina ever knowing. Why is she even doing this? How will she ever find her father? General Carmody couldn’t find her father’s address or phone number, either. Perhaps he isn’t there. Perhaps he’s dead. It would be crazy just to show up on the village square. Her father is walking ahead of her, an apelike lump of pure darkness crossing a field of ash. His hunched shoulders go up and down; his head rocks from side to side. And she is walking behind him. But maybe he isn’t walking. Maybe he has stopped. In fact, he has turned around and is looking at her. One of his eyes is the size of a cue ball. But it has no iris, only an enormous pupil, through which he can see right into her chest. His vision is supernatural. It is like a knife. If it touches her heart, she will die.

HANNAH FLEES bed before her 4:15 A.M. alarm because of an oncoming bout of diarrhea. She is out on the sidewalk in front of the hotel at 5:00, depleted, weak, afraid, her head aching, the heat of sleeplessness burning her eyes. She is cold. She holds her crossed arms tightly over her breasts. At the end of the street the coming day is brown and bloodred at the bottom of a dark sky. The people passing on the sidewalks are shadows. Men and women. Children. Refugees and workers. She can hear their voices but cannot see their faces. Bicycles rush past, tires whispering. There are no cars or trucks, so she can hear the bleating rattle of General Carmody’s jeep before she can see it. Now the sky at the end of the street is orange and gold—and, overhead, a translucent purple. The shadows on the sidewalk have gained human solidity: the refugees gaunt, weary, wary; the workers resolute, bored. There are two jeeps. General Carmody is in the passenger seat of the first, his arm raised in greeting. The second has a manned machine gun mounted in its rear. “Hey there, Miss Zeitz!!” General Carmody calls. She hasn’t seen him in nearly a week, and he looks much younger and more athletic than she remembers. “Good morning! Good morning! Good morning!” He hops onto the sidewalk before the jeep has stopped. “You’re looking chipper for so early!”

It is a moment before Hannah can remember what the word chipper means. “Thank you,” she says. She is wearing a sage-green shirtwaist dress and low pumps. Dowdy, she thinks. That’s the English word. “But I am not feeling very chipper,” she says. “Last night”—she shakes her head ruefully—“I didn’t sleep at all.”

“Well, maybe I have some news that will brighten your day.”

At these words, Hannah is entirely paralyzed by anticipation. All she can do is take stock of the general’s happy smile and kindly brown eyes, and wait.

“Well, I didn’t want you to take the chance of going all the way to Wetzenbach for nothing,” he says. “So right after we talked the other night, I sent a communication to the commander of the McGraw Kaserne in Munich, asking if he could dispatch a man to Wetzenbach to find out if a Dr. Zeitz is actually living there. It took him five days, but late last night, I finally got a communiqué, and”—General Carmody pauses, his smile expanding—“it seems that you would make a fine detective!”

Her head awhirl with both hope and dread, Hannah can make no sense whatsoever of this last assertion. “What?” she says.

“He’s there!” General Carmody gives a short, happy laugh. “The man found him, and spoke to him to verify that he is your father. And the day after tomorrow, you will be standing on his doorstep! I’ve made all the arrangements!”

“Oh my,” Hannah says, but so softly, the general cannot hear her. “Oh my,” she says again, but no louder. “Thank you.” She is adrift in a fog of numbness. “Thank you very much.” She climbs into the back seat of the Jeep, and puts her rucksack on the floor. As they drive west along the northern edge of the ravaged Tiergarten, General Carmody explains that they will spend the night in Fulda, the first U.S. military base they will encounter once they cross into the American zone. The following morning, a soldier transporting mail will give her a ride to the McGraw Kaserne, and the day after another soldier will take her up to Wetzenbach. Hannah absorbs all of this without ever being able to truly believe any of it. She thanks the general over and over, but it isn’t until they are well out of Berlin, along a road crowded with refugees who are hauling their belongings in wagons, pushing them in baby carriages, carrying them in suitcases or gigantic sacks, that Hannah allows herself to contemplate what might actually be happening. As she rides through villages that look like something dumped out of an ashtray and past factories reduced to tangles of rusted steel and blackened bricks, she wonders if it is possible that this man she has so missed and longed for will finally become a permanent part of her life. The ruination of war goes on and on. And as she passes toppled railroad cars lying zigzagged across the tracks, bent trestles rising out of rivers, she wonders if maybe, finally, there will be someone in her life who loves her the way she has always wanted to be loved, someone it won’t hurt her to love in return, whose love will be reliable, natural, and strong, a pleasure for them both, never only a duty. She passes refugees, always refugees, with their wagons, satchels, and overstuffed rucksacks, children in arms or clutched by their hands, with their hollow cheeks and haunted eyes. Maybe, she thinks, the world she will live in now will be better than the one that has been destroyed. She hopes it will. She hopes and hopes. Her heart is bursting with hope. Hope is tearing her apart.








PART VITHE ONLY BEAUTIFUL THING
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THE WORLD MAKES little sense, which is to say that it constantly exceeds understanding. The driver, into whose care Hannah has been put by the commander of McGraw Kaserne, is Tony, a friendly twenty-year-old private from western Pennsylvania, with pimples at the corners of his mouth and prematurely thinning pale blond hair. They ride through fields and forests, and from town to town, some of which have been bombed, but only those with factories and train stations. As the road climbs high enough along the slopes to afford views across ragged patchworks of spruce forests and pastureland, the signs of war are ever fewer and farther between. A building on the edge of a village may be crossed by a straggling line of machine-gun bullet scars, or a stone barn might have a gaping black hole in one wall, the result of a solitary tank shell, fired, according to Tony, “just to show the villagers we meant business.” There wasn’t much fighting up in the mountains, he tells Hannah. Most villages surrendered without a struggle and the army left them alone, since there was nothing in or near them of strategic importance. The road winds ever higher, passing between mountains that look like tumultuous waves, emerald green and topped by granite shards that rake skies so perfectly clear and blue, Hannah senses the vastness of space behind them. After a long, harrowing drive along a road hacked into a granite cliff, with only centimeters between their tire treads and a thousand-meter drop into a boulder-strewn valley, they descend along lush grassy slopes where golden-brown cattle with white faces graze on either side of the road. “Stop!” Hannah cries. When Tony only gives her a startled glance, she cries again, “Stop!” He slams his foot down on the brake so hard, she has to fling her hands onto the dashboard to keep from ramming her face against the windshield. “Turn off the motor,” she says.

“Why?”

“You will see. Just do it.” As soon as the motor cough-wheezes into silence, they hear, all around them, near and far, the soft clamor of hundreds of cowbells. “Is that not beautiful?”

Tony utters a low “Whoa!” and smiles. “I’ve never heard anything like that!”

“This is the sound of my childhood! There are fields like this all around the house of my grandparents, and I used to listen to this sound when I went to sleep.”

Tony says, “That’s what flowers would sound like if they had voices.”

Hannah makes a puzzled noise, then laughs. “That is true! You are right!”

When Tony starts the jeep’s engine again and they continue their journey, Hannah finds herself feeling sad, and doesn’t know why, though she wonders if she might have fallen a little in love with him during that moment of gentle beauty they savored together. From now on, every bend in the road brings sights that feel ever more familiar, so much so that as the jeep climbs toward the crest of one hill, Hannah knows that the squat, broad-roofed houses and onion-domed church steeple of Wetzenbach will be visible along the floor of the valley they are about to enter. And when that is exactly what happens, she bursts into tears equally happy and pain-filled, and soon begins to blubber. Tony pulls a handkerchief out of his pants pocket. “Don’t worry,” he says. “I haven’t used it.” By the time they are rumbling up Wetzenbach’s dusty streets, she has regained her composure. “I do not know what this is going to be like,” she says as she folds Tony’s handkerchief. He tells her she can keep it, but she shakes her head and tucks it between the frame and the edge of his seat. “I have not seen my father in ten years. So much has happened. Perhaps he will not be anything like the man I remember.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Tony says. “In two seconds, it’ll be just like the old days!”

She smiles but doesn’t speak, feeling a sudden clutch of fear in her stomach. She knows that her grandparents’ home is near the market square in front of the church, but once they arrive there, she can’t remember which way to go. Spotting an old woman in a peasant apron and head scarf lumbering along the far side of the square, Hannah hops out of the jeep and rushes over to her. “Excuse me,” she says. The old woman comes to a stop, leaning heavily on a crooked walking stick. “Could you tell me,” Hannah continues, “how to get to Dr. Zeitz’s house.”

The old woman winces and makes a distressed noise. “I’m afraid he’s passed away.”

Hannah is so shocked by this news that it takes her a moment to grasp fully what the woman has said. “That’s not possible!”

“It is, I’m afraid. He’s been gone three years now.”

“But I know someone who just spoke to him—three days ago!”

An instant of perplexity crumples the old woman’s forehead; then her eyes open wide. “Oh, you mean the new Dr. Zeitz! It’s the old Dr. Zeitz who’s dead.” Hannah doesn’t know whether she should laugh in relief or curse the old woman. But when she is back in the jeep, she has the directions: just up the hill to the left of the church. She recognizes the house instantly by the red-tinged black wood paneling around its second story and the lush pink roses on either side of the front door. As soon as Tony stops, he leaps out of the jeep and pulls her rucksack from the back. She is so nervous when he hands it to her that she can hardly breathe. She feels she should invite him inside but can’t bear to do that, so she tells him he should feel free to leave. “I think I’d better wait,” he says, and gives her a serious glance. Remembering that General Carmody had told her the soldier taking her to Wetzenbach would stay until he was sure that everything was all right, she only nods, turns, and walks up the short stone path toward the front door, feeling as if the world is falling away beneath her feet. The door opens before she has come close enough to knock, revealing a very tall and extremely gaunt man with unruly gray hair and a pale, gnarled scar, about the size of a lima bean, just beneath his right cheekbone. Her father is only fifty-three, but this man looks well into his seventies. As their eyes meet, one corner of his mouth lifts into a tentative smile that there is no mistaking. “Papa!” she says, tears again filling her eyes. He takes each of her hands into his strangely cool and bony ones and speaks softly, barely above a whisper “Oh, Hanni. I can hardly believe it.” He lets go of her hands and backs away from the door. “Come in.” As she enters the house, his smile vanishes, and a vagueness comes into his expression. He seems unsure what to do next. She drops her rucksack onto a bench in the foyer and closes the door behind her, only then remembering Tony. She yanks the door open again, leans out, and says, “You can go now!” He smiles, waves, and, putting the jeep in gear, calls out, “So long!” “Goodbye!” she says. “Thank you!” As the jeep rumbles off, she remembers how, several times during the latter part of their drive, she fantasized about surprising him with a kiss when it would be time for him to go, and then standing by the side of the road, waving sadly as he drove away. But now she can’t comprehend how such thoughts ever came into her head. How odd! she thinks. How rapidly the present erases the past! Her father leads her into the kitchen, where a slight, severe woman stands beside a long plank table, her hands pressed together in front of her chest, as if she is praying. The woman’s eyes are the blue of cigarette smoke, and her dull brown hair is pulled back into a loose bun. At first, Hannah judges her to be around fifty, but as their gazes meet, a timid attentiveness enters the woman’s expression, and she suddenly seems much younger—in her early forties, or even late thirties. She, too, is gaunt, and has mauve shadows under her eyes and marked lines on either side of her mouth. Like many people Hannah has seen since returning to Germany, her entire bearing conveys the melancholy of those for whom hope has become a source of pain. “This is Elke,” her father says, gesturing toward the woman, clearly assuming Hannah recognizes her name. The woman’s hands fall to her sides. She smiles and steps forward. “I’m so pleased to meet you, Hannah.” Her words sound more polite than sincere.

“Yes,” Hannah says. “Me, too.” Giving her father an uncertain glance, she shakes Elke’s extended hand. Could this woman be her father’s housekeeper?

“Ah!” Her father’s lips purse with something like disappointment. “You haven’t gotten my letters.”

Hannah doesn’t know how to respond to this statement, given that she has all of his letters in her rucksack, every one of them answered.

“I wrote to you in May,” he says, “At your uncle and aunt’s. Also in July.” Seeing her continuing confusion, he adds, “But maybe I got the address wrong. I thought I remembered it, but …” He shrugs.

“I’ve been here most of July,” she says. “I left New York on the tenth.”

“Ah,” her father says again. “Well, maybe …” He doesn’t finish, suddenly seeming preoccupied.

“It’s the mail,” Elke says definitively. “Nothing works here anymore. It’s all a catastrophe.”

“Yes,” says Günter. “The mail.”

There is a moment of silence.

“Would you like some tea?” Elke asks. “We’re all out of coffee, but mint grows wild in the garden. It makes a delicious tea. And we have thick brown Wetzenbach honey!”

Noting the plural pronouns, Hannah looks once more to her father before saying, “That would be lovely.”

Günter takes hold of Elke’s hand and, with a smile that simultaneously expresses tenderness, resolution, and embarrassment, he says, “Elke is my dear, dear friend. I don’t know where I would be without her.” This declaration washes over Hannah like a warm wave, radically changing her understanding of her current situation—in a way that she struggles not to see as unwelcome. Before Hannah can formulate a response, Elke says, “Let me make you both some tea. Then I will leave you alone.” Elke’s voice is kind, but there is a spark in her eyes that Hannah interprets as resentment. When the tea is ready, Elke pours it into three cups, one of which she takes for herself, and, saying “I’ve got work to do,” leaves the kitchen. Günter and Hannah take their own cups out onto a fieldstone patio behind the house and sit side by side at a silver-gray picnic table, every board of which is warped in a different way, giving the table’s surface the look of a turbulent sea. As they sip from their cups, they gaze out across a deep valley toward a grass- and forest-mottled mountainside that rises ever more steeply, until it is nothing but jagged granite, streaked with snow. Günter asks Hannah to tell him everything that has happened since her last letter, which he remembers being dated 1 December 1941. She begins with the single fact that has conditioned almost all of her thoughts and feelings since she learned it: her mother’s death at Theresienstadt—to which Günter’s first response is a gasped “Oh!” as if he has been punched in the stomach. After a long silence, he says, “I’m so sorry.” A heaviness comes into his eyes, and the set of his mouth seems less an expression of grief than of a grim resolve. The expression frightens Hannah. He says nothing more, and she decides to let the topic drop. She tells him about going to his apartment building and finding it in ruins. He sighs softly. “That’s no surprise,” he says, then presses his lips firmly together, as if there is nothing more to say.

“I was so worried when I saw it,” she says. “I thought … that you …”

As she struggles to finish her sentence, Günter takes hold of her hand and squeezes it. “Oh, Hanni! I so wish you could have come home to a better place.” Ever since her arrival in his house, Hannah has been finding her father oddly remote—almost a stranger. But now, her hand wrapped in his, she feels for the first time that she is with the man she has loved her whole life and missed so intensely for more than a decade. “Oh, Papa!” she says, her voice thick with emotion. She leans her forehead against his shoulder, straining to hold back yet more tears, even as she wants nothing more than to give in to them and receive his comfort. He holds her hand a moment longer, then squeezes it and lets it go. Sensing she has made him self-conscious, she sits up again, numbness replacing what had felt like irresistible grief. “I was so afraid,” she says. “But I never gave up hope. After I saw your building, I went to the Institute and I ran into Dr. Nissen—”

“Nissen!”

“Yes. He was packing his books.”

“Nissen’s a criminal.”

Hannah meets her father’s eyes and grunts bitterly. “I didn’t like him at all.”

“Did he tell you I was crazy?”

“He did!” She laughs in surprise. “He told me there was this meeting. That you were upset, angry.”

“That’s one way of putting it.” Günter seems about to say more, but then he withdraws again, his face growing still, his eyes flat, as if some internal motor has shut off.

Hannah waits for him to continue. Finally she asks, “So what actually happened?”

“Well, I suppose I did go crazy. I just couldn’t take it anymore.”

“What?”

“The hypocrisy. The way all of them were lying to themselves. The way no one would breathe a word about the evil all around us. The evil being committed in our name. And with which we were all complicit, some of us willfully and with full knowledge, even enthusiasm.”

Hannah is relieved to hear something close to passion come into her father’s voice. “What did you say?”

“Everything I’ve just said—except at the top of my lungs.” His smile is like a sneer. He shrugs. “I called them all liars. And monsters. I said they were disgusting. Corrupt. Criminals. I couldn’t bear them.”

“That was brave of you.”

Günter looks off across the valley before speaking. “No, it wasn’t. I had friends who were brave. Truly brave. They knew that resisting the Nazis meant risking their lives, and they resisted anyway. They made that choice. That was bravery. And one of them did get killed, in fact. But I never truly made a choice, not in full awareness of what I was doing. The words just poured out of my mouth. I didn’t give a thought to the danger. I was just crazy.”

“But still, you spoke the truth. You said what no one else was saying. That’s important. You did the right thing!” Günter makes a dismissive noise, so Hannah decides to let the topic go. “Dr. Nissen told me you set fire to your apartment.”

Günter grunts dubiously.

“You didn’t?”

His eyes flicker with irritation. “It was an accident.”

Feeling her father closing up again, Hannah tries another tack. “Where did you go afterward?”

He is silent a long time, then takes a deep breath and says, “I was arrested.”

His expression goes vacant and stone-hard as he speaks those three words, a fact that shocks Hannah at least as much as the revelation itself. “Can you talk about it?”

“Maybe someday.”

Hannah can’t help but read her father’s evasion of her question as a rejection—or at least as a sign that her curiosity is inconsiderate, a violation of some limit he has yet to reveal to her and beyond which she is becoming increasingly unsure she wants to go. She asks about her grandparents and learns that when Günter and Elke arrived in early June, her Oma was emaciated, starving, and in the final throes of pancreatic cancer. “She didn’t last a week,” he says, then tells her about Opa’s heart attack three years earlier. Afterward, there is a long silence, during which Hannah can’t think of anything to say. She knows that she used to love her grandparents, but now that love seems inaccessible. Is it because she hardly knew them? How often did she actually see them? Possibly only a handful of times. She struggles to find the love that had once seemed so present and natural to her—but no, it is not there. “I’m so sorry,” she says.

Günter shakes his head. “Ah, well …” He stands, picks up their empty cups, and walks into the house, a strange hitch in his step that she didn’t notice before. His right foot bears most of the weight, while his left touches the ground only long enough to pivot and keep his body in motion. When he returns, he is carrying a bottle of schnapps and two glasses, which he places on the table with a trio of emphatic bangs. “I want to hear all about your life in New York!” he proclaims as he pours them each a glass. The drink helps. They both relax. Günter seems genuinely interested in what she has to say about her high school and friends. She doesn’t tell him about her loneliness, her fantasies of throwing herself off a bridge, or in front of a subway, nor about her alienation from her aunt and uncle, whom she is surprised to hear him say he has always liked. He tells her things she knows from his letters—in particular that, before she arrived in New York, when he didn’t have an address for her in Berlin, he had sent letters for her to Herta, who then forwarded them. “I suppose your mother …” he begins. “Well, never mind.” Hannah notices how he constantly corrects himself as he talks, holding back something—anger? pain?—that he worries might upset her. But this very effort has the opposite of its intended effect, because as word follows word, she finds herself increasingly possessed by a nauseating fury at her mother—her poor mother, who lied to everyone, especially herself, who suffered continuously from fear, self-loathing, and guilt, and who died at Theresienstadt, ill, afraid, and so alone—in an infirmary or in a gas chamber (Hannah will never know which). She does not want to be angry at her mother. She has no right to be. Her anger is petty and selfish. But, perversely, the more guilty she feels, the more her anger intensifies—until it is barely containable. This is the point at which she decides she has had too much to drink, and does not accept a third glass from her father. But he continues to drink—glass after glass, his face turning red, his nose and lips swelling, his eyes going bloodshot, looking at her with a strange incomprehension that reminds her of the eyes of pigs, squirrels, rabbits. He tells her over and over how much he loves her, that he is so happy to have her back, that he hopes they will never again be separated—this last declaration evoking an uncomfortable emotion not unlike her nauseating fury at her mother, except that, instead of fury, she feels something close to panic. The sun is lowering. The light on the mountains across the valley shifts from gold to orange to rose. Ocher lights come up inside the kitchen window. Utensils clank on cast-iron pots and clink on dishes. Chair legs groan against floorboards. Elke comes out, announcing that dinner is ready. As Günter reaches for the bottle to refill his glass, she snatches both bottle and glass away, and Hannah’s glass, too. Father and daughter follow her inside. Elke puts the bottle in a cupboard and the glasses in the stone sink. The electric light is off and the kitchen table is lit by two tall, thick candles, of the sort Hannah has seen only in churches. Three places have been set, each with a plate and bowl that—by the pattern of interwoven vines and flowers around their edges—Hannah recognizes as her grandmother’s china. There is a pot of stew in the center of the table, along with a large pitcher of water and a small pitcher of red wine. Elke offers wine to Hannah, who shakes her head and says, “No, thank you.” She helps herself to the water. Elke pours a glass of wine for Günter and one for herself. Hannah notices only slightly more than a single glass remaining in the pitcher. The stew is composed mostly of potatoes, carrots, and leeks, but there are shreds of lamb in every spoonful. Hannah learns that people in Wetzenbach never suffered the food deprivations of city residents, that they grew what they ate, and there was always a healthy black market of produce and meat, and that food has become even more plentiful now that the rationing system is in ruins and less is being siphoned away for the benefit of city dwellers. She learns that Elke was her father’s colleague at the Institute, but that she served half the war as a nurse, at first in Krakow, then in Minsk. “She nearly died,” says Günter. “Typhoid fever.” He reaches over and gives her hand a pat. “But Elke’s a hard nut. Nothing can crack her!” Elke smiles, but uneasily, maybe because, after having had no more than one sip of his water, Günter pours all that remains of the wine into his glass, filling it to the brim. Hannah learns that her father was a great consolation to Elke after her husband was killed, that when Elke finally got back to Berlin at the end of May and heard from mutual friends that Günter was in a hospital at the displaced persons camp near Regensburg, she was terrified he might be dying, and immediately set off across country by bus, train, and hitched rides—though she had to cross the border between the Soviet and American zones on foot and in the middle of the night. When at last she found him, he was already out of the hospital, hobbling along the camp’s muddy paths on crutches. He had gotten frostbite, she explains, and had to have two toes and much of the outer edge of his right foot amputated. “I’m fine,” Günter tells Hannah. “Good as new.” His eyes glitter in the candlelight; the corners of his mouth are turned sharply downward. When she asks how he got the frostbite, Elke gives her a glance. Günter finishes off the wine in his glass before replying, “It was cold.” He gets up and fetches the rest of the schnapps. Hannah and Elke look into each other’s eyes. Elke nods, which Hannah takes as a promise. Her father tells her that he is going to take over his own father’s medical practice. “It’s a noble profession,” he says. “My patients will all be shepherds and cheese makers.… Well, Nazis, too. Everybody here’s still got photos of the Führer hanging in the kitchen.” His face twists with disgust. He takes another sip from his glass. “Well, anyway, I haven’t even glanced at a medical textbook since 1920—so who knows?” After that he falls silent, his shoulders slumping, his face undergoing a gradual deflation. Hannah tells Elke much of what she told her father about her time in Berlin. Ten minutes pass. Fifteen. Her father stands, picks up his glass, and nearly topples as he rocks his head back to pour the last dribble down his throat. “Tired,” he mutters. “Bedtime.” Both women wish him good night. As he shuffles unevenly down the hallway toward the stairs, Hannah suddenly sees him as an oversized toddler, an image that makes her heart go out to him even as it repulses her. Elke does not keep her promise until all the dishes have been washed and put away. She and Hannah sit at the picnic table on the patio with blankets wrapped around their shoulders, the cool air shifting around them without ever amounting to a breeze. The night is moonless, the sky speckled with tiny lights, the universe revealing itself to be inconceivably huge. Every now and then a dog barks. A half kilometer downhill, someone is sitting outside playing “Lili Marleen” on an accordion. “Yes,” says Elke in answer to Hannah’s question. “He’s always drunk more than he should. But not like this. This is different. It’s like he’s trying to destroy something in himself.” Hannah gasps. Elke reaches over and grasps her forearm. “Your father loves you! So much! Those years the two of you were entirely out of touch were a torture for him. He talked about you all the time. And worried. He was so worried! He would walk the streets, hoping to see you. And he was constantly trying to find out where you lived—but …” She shrugs. Her sigh is leaden. “Well, Herta had her reasons.… But when you started writing to him, it was like a stone was lifted from his shoulders!” (Hannah is surprised that her father never once mentioned Elke during their correspondence, even though she was clearly with him that entire time.) “And it was the same when the American soldier told him you were coming. He was so excited—beside himself! But … well”—her hand, still on Hannah’s forearm, squeezes, then lets go—“he’s also been afraid.”

“Why?” Hannah looks inquiringly at Elke but cannot make out her expression. The two women are little more than voices in the dark to each other.

Elke sighs heavily. “Two reasons, really. He worries that your mother had told you things—things that might …Well, that might make you feel differently about him.”

“Oh, my mother said all kinds of things, but I never paid attention.”

“Like what?”

“It was stupid. She made fun of him. Told me not to trust him. Things like that.”

“She never said.…” Elke falls silent for a moment. “So nothing she said seemed especially significant … or stood out?”

“No,” Hannah replies hesitantly, not sure what Elke has in mind. “He was my father. I loved him. Nothing could change that. Also, I was angry at her for not letting me see him, so I wasn’t exactly disposed to take her side.”

Elke makes a thoughtful grunt, having resolved to tell Günter in the morning that Josine never said a word to Hannah about Kurt Mayer being her father. Now she says, “Your mother was a complex woman.”

“That’s one way of looking at it.”

For a long moment, both women are silent, then Hannah asks, “What’s the second reason?”

Elke makes a sorrowful groan before speaking. “Well, that’s the main thing I need to tell you.” She pauses to lick her lips, then seems to be holding her breath. “Do you know what happened at the Institute?”

“You mean at that meeting?”

“Yes.”

“And he was arrested?”

“Yes.” Elke pauses. When she speaks, her voice is somber and low. “So, you do know?”

Hannah’s mind is reeling with possibilities. “Maybe,” she says, then: “I’m not sure.”

Elke takes a deep breath, then says, “He was sent to Birkenau.” There is a silence, during which Hannah senses that Elke is looking at her, trying to gage her response to this news. Elke speaks again: “Birkenau is—”

“I know.”

What Hannah knows is that Birkenau is also called Auschwitz II. That it was built when Himmler realized that there would be more prisoners than the original camp could accommodate. That it was the largest of all the camps in the Auschwitz complex. That it was a death camp. For a long moment, these facts are all she can keep in mind. They repeat again and again in her thoughts, while the larger truth of what she has just been told whirls around her as a sort of low hum, as if she were at the center of an enormous resonating bell. Years later, she will tell people that this was the moment the Holocaust became real for her. Prior to her conversation with Elke, Hannah had read countless reports of Nazi barbarity and seen the photos and newsreels of skeletal camp survivors, with their huge foreheads, sunken eyes, and mouths that seemed more like gashes. She had even seen that infamous film of heaped pale, naked bodies being bulldozed into a grave pit. And, of course, she had stood face-to-face with the shrunken, brutalized Peter Fleischmann and learned that her own mother had been erased by this monstrous historical fact. Evil, Hannah would say when she spoke about it. Horror. Atrocity. Inhuman. She knew all the words. They flowed off her tongue. But even so, they remained abstract, and the world they referred to was distant and vague. The world in which Hannah actually lived was vivid, thrilling, beautiful, fun; also frustrating, boring, frightening, and painful—though never unbearably so. But that other world, the one she could never quite grasp, was nonsensical, impossibly bleak, too horrible to contemplate for more than an instant—and so was consigned to the darkest and most distant recess of her consciousness. Oh no! Please! I can’t! These were the words so many people uttered whenever the topic of Nazi atrocity came up. Hannah believed these words shameful. “We cannot turn our backs on the truth,” she had proclaimed on more than one occasion, and yet, paradoxically, that very proclamation gave her an escape hatch, because when one passionately asserts a moral ideal, it can feel as if one has already achieved it. And she found a different sort of escape hatch in the notion that the horror perpetrated by the Nazis was of such enormity that it defied comprehension, for if that were the case, then not only was there no obligation to try to grasp it, there was even the suggestion that any attempt to do so would only result in a morally corrupt and possibly destructive misrepresentation. This sentiment appealed to Hannah both for its humble acceptance of human limitations and for its seemingly revolutionary rejection of our species’ profound compulsion to see, to know, to master. The problem was that the emotional tranquility and intellectual complacency the sentiment encouraged were themselves false, immoral, and destructive responses to Nazi evil. Also, they were impossible to maintain, as Hannah well knew from the horror and despair that nightly invaded her dreams, and could only be held at bay during her waking hours through the most prodigious mental efforts—such as the very one she employs the instant she learns the truth about what happened to her father. “But why would they send him there? He’s not Jewish!” Hannah spits these words at Elke, as if the older woman has just spoken contemptible foolishness.

“He was a political prisoner,” Elke says.

Political prisoner. Yes.

This is the revelation that changes everything, because it brings a glimmer of light into the unbearable darkness. The fact that she might now think of her father as a martyr and even a hero allows for a tiny intersection between the world she lives in and that other world she cannot allow to be real. And just as a hairline crack can lead to the collapse of a massive dam, so this tiny intersection allows Hannah to imagine that, even in such a hellscape, her father might have retained enough virtue and dignity to be recognizably himself, which, in turn, results in her imagining what that hellscape might have been like to endure. And it is exactly then, in a single instant, that all the horror she has kept herself from feeling for years comes crashing down upon her head, shoulders, heart, and soul, making it impossible for her to move, or breathe, or speak. She hears more words: Reichsmarschall. Gestapo. Physician. Elke is talking and talking. Why? What’s the point? Hannah isn’t even listening. Camp. Infirmary. Bandages. Death. Elke’s words mean nothing at all. Death. Russians. Panic. Death. Death march. Die. Cold. Die. Die. “It was snowing,” Elke says. “The snow was very deep when they marched them out. And so cold. That’s when he got the frostbite.”

“Oh God!” cries Hannah.

Elke never tells Hannah what she had been meaning to say all along: that the reason Günter was so afraid to see her is that he believes he is no longer himself, that his year and a half at Birkenau and, actually, the whole of his life under the Third Reich have destroyed the man he once was, that he is no longer the father she knew and loved, and that he will never be again. But this is not something Hannah needs to be told. She knew it even as the word afraid first passed Elke’s lips. And she knew it the instant she saw her father, gaunt and gray, standing in the doorway. She, too, is afraid, and yet she also believes and hopes that her fear is groundless, that it is not possible her father could be anyone other than the dear man she remembers and loves and who loves her. She clings to this belief she so wants to be true. There follows a day of silences, trivial conversations, and small kindnesses. The word beautiful is uttered again and again, accompanied by gestures toward sunbeams angling over mountain peaks, a daisy sprouting from a thatched roof, electric blue gentians filling the crevices in a field of granite under an endless sky. Her father doesn’t drink. He invites Hannah to go to the market with him. They buy cabbages and potatoes from a gap-toothed woman in an apron and head scarf. A stout man in his fifties, with a mustache like a yellowish wave crashing over his lips, ferries his legless son across the market square in a wheelbarrow. Hannah and her father trade glances. “Roof fell on him,” says Günter. “The Ardennes.” The son is broad-shouldered, with black hair and huge brown eyes. Hannah feels such a fierce stab of sorrow that she cannot bear to look at him. Then she thinks, Nazi, but she doesn’t utter the word. A dairy farmer in hobnail jackboots fills their four-liter milk can. Günter insists on carrying it, so Hannah takes the bag of potatoes from him. He grunts as he picks up the can, and she remembers his response to the news of her mother’s death: “Oh!” A single syllable. Then she hears her own voice inside her head: Don’t you feel anything at all? But this, too, she keeps to herself. Her father has suffered. Unbelievably. You have no right, she tells herself. You don’t understand. You can’t possibly. When she and her father get home, Elke says she has finished a draft of a new paper and would like Günter to read it. “Of course,” he says. Hannah asks Elke what the paper is about. “The erotic dreams of war widows.” “Oh,” Hannah replies, “that sounds—” But she can’t think of anything else to say. While her father reads the paper, Elke and Hannah pick wild strawberries in the meadow below the house and discuss The Red and the Black, which Elke loves and Hannah pretends to have loved, though she never finished it. When they come home, Elke heats water on the stove and they take turns bathing in a galvanized oval-shaped tub behind a folding wooden screen in a corner of the kitchen. Dinner is more of last night’s stew. No wine—which is hard to come by. Instead, they have beer brewed by Günter’s childhood friend Michael Maihel. It tastes like salt water and pine sap, but Hannah gets used to it. Günter and Elke go upstairs to talk about her paper, which, from the even-toned murmuring penetrating the floorboards, Hannah gathers her father likes, though with reservations. She finds the final volume of Karl May’s Winnetou trilogy on a shelf beside the parlor fireplace. She reads a few pages. An entirely stupid book. She slips it back into the gap it left on the shelf and pulls out The Road into the Open, by Arthur Schnitzler, which begins with a young man contemplating the death of his father. This, too, goes back on the shelf. Now she is lying in her father’s childhood bed. The mattress is lumpy. The sheets are cold, but they will be warm soon. The day was mostly boring, she thinks, but all in all it was an accomplishment: the beginning of a new life, a new world. Her eyes are heavy. She turns off the light and rolls onto her side, thinking she will sleep well, but the world she doesn’t want to be real is like a corpse that won’t stay buried. All night long, she is awakened again and again by variations of the same dream: She is lying on the edge of a dock (though sometimes it is the edge of the bed) and her mother is walking toward her. Her mother is always ill in some way; one time she is ash gray, another she is covered with scabs. Sometimes Hannah is a little girl, sometimes a grown woman. In one version of the dream, her own hands are the scaly red of chicken feet. Morning is a silvery glow around the canvas curtain, and she commences a day of restlessness and impatience. At one point during the afternoon, as she walks into the parlor, Elke heaves a sigh and gets up from the secretary desk in the corner. “I’m sorry,” she says, clutching a sheaf of pages in one hand, “I just have to keep working on this.” “Of course,” says Hannah. The two women exchange smilelike lip twitches. After Elke has gone up to the bedroom she and Günter share, Hannah stares at the vacant staircase and wonders if she hates this woman who has taken her mother’s place. After a while she decides that maybe she does, even if she has no right to, and even though her mother never spoke of her father with anything but contempt. Hannah walks out the door, down the hill, and follows a path along the Grauerfluss, until she has left the village, entered a gorge, and is standing at the base of a towering cliff, over the top of which a street-wide column of white water thunders down onto a heap of house-size boulders. As the sound rumbles her chest and the billowing spray chills her cheeks, Hannah feels simultaneously minute and gigantic, feeble and infinitely powerful. Home again, she finds her father sitting by himself at the warped picnic table, a bottle of schnapps at his elbow and a glass in his hand. Raising the glass, he says, “Want to join me?” She fetches another glass from the kitchen, then sits beside him, hoping the schnapps will deaden the anxiety that has gripped her entire body all day long. It doesn’t. She and her father talk about nothing, until, having finished her second glass, she can stand it no longer. “Do you remember what you said when I told you Mama had died? Do you remember? ‘Oh!’ That was it! ‘Oh!’ That one word!”

He looks at her as if he doesn’t understand what she is saying.

“What?” she says. “What! You’re doing it again. Say something!”

His voice is low and soft. “I’m sorry. I meant … It was just such a shock.… I—”

“But what about me! She was my mama! I tell you my mama is dead and that’s all you can say?”

“I’m sorry! You’re right. But …” He sighs. “I loved your mother. I loved her so deeply. She was the great love of my life. But she was so tortured. And she could be so—” Another sigh, this one so heavy, it seems to empty his lungs. “Well, you know … She was not easy to live with.”

“How can you say that? She’s dead! She was murdered by the Nazis. Don’t you care? How can you say things like that?”

“Hannah!” His voice is loud. He pounds the table. “Stop it!” His face is like a mask, his eyes open so wide, the whites are visible all around his dark irises. His mouth is open, too, his front teeth exposed to the gums, his tongue a trembling wad of shiny pink. She has never seen such an expression on his face, or anybody’s. She waits for whatever is coming. But nothing does. After a long moment, his face relaxes. He looks tired.

Very softly, she says, “I’m sorry.”

He gives his head a barely detectable shake and takes her hand. “No,” he says. “You did nothing wrong.” She twists her hand around until she holds his, palm-to-palm. She squeezes. The great love of my life, she thinks. The great love. It is Friday, 3 August 1945. On the following Monday, every radio in the village is on at once. The Americans have dropped a huge bomb on Japan, destroying an entire city in a flash. Hannah thinks this can’t be true. How could one bomb destroy a whole city? But then she hears Harry Truman’s voice. “An atom bomb,” he says, a weapon that “harnesses the basic power of the universe.” He is telling the world that the United States has more of these bombs and is developing even more powerful ones. As Hannah sits in the parlor, her head inclined toward the radio, the room seems to be listing to the right. She, her father, and Elke are all in the same position, their heads nearly touching. They talk as the announcers talk, agreeing that the whole world has changed. They keep repeating the same words and phrases: “Innocent women and children!” “Civilians!” “Babies!” “The Americans can do whatever they want!” “Soon the British will have this bomb.” “Or the Russians!” “But what then?” “What if there is another war?” They trade these remarks over and over for the remainder of the day. And while Hannah’s head continues to reel at the implications of this astounding news, and while she, her father, and Elke all agree that this bomb should never have been invented, she detects within herself and, she thinks, within her father and Elke, too, a small and secret glee that this new horror is not the doing of the German people, that they are innocent of this one sin, if no other. Two days pass. It is early afternoon and Hannah and her father are hiking the length of a high valley, through which the silty torrent of the Grauerfluss hurtles in long arcs toward the cliff over which it plunges onto the house-size rocks. On one side of the valley, woods and grassy slopes rise to a dark, gnarled ridge; on the other, filaments of white water plummet, at irregular intervals, a hundred and more meters down a granite cliff face and disappear into heaps of scree, only to reappear as swift, shallow streams through which Hannah and her father trudge, their shod feet and ankles freezing, then gradually warming as they proceed along the hard-packed trail. Hannah was surprised this morning when her father asked if she would like to hike up to what he called “my favorite place on earth.” She had hardly slept the night before, and even walking the twenty steps to and from the outhouse had made her feet and legs heavy. Also, she found it hard to believe that her gaunt father, with his injured foot, could actually make it up the steep trail from the village. She kept imagining his ultimately having to turn back as an embarrassment for them both. But, in fact, he had no trouble at all clambering up from the gorge and is now moving along through the valley at such a pace that she has to push herself to keep up with him. Hannah feels so alive in this wild, rough place, where the air is gusty and cool, and feels silky and sweet as it slips down her throat. She is happy—possibly happier than she has been for years, maybe not since she was a little girl. And perhaps the single factor most responsible for her happiness is that her father seems so much better than when she arrived. He is my papa again, she thinks. He has never stopped being my papa. What Elke told her that night the two of them sat outside at the table was that her father had been a physician at one of Birkenau’s infirmaries, that he had done all he could to restore inmates to health, in the hope that they might be spared “selection” for the gas chamber, and that his efforts had been almost entirely futile, not merely because the infirmary lacked even basics such as antiseptic, bandages, and aspirin but also because the Nazi doctors, including Josef Mengele (who came to the infirmary to make selections every two or three days), derived particular relish from condemning recovering patients along with the hopelessly ill. The morning following their talk, Elke took Hannah aside and told her in a low, serious voice, “You must never ask your father about anything I told you last night. No one can bear such memories. And your father is sometimes so overwhelmed by them that he will go for days without eating or even getting out of bed.” Hannah promised she wouldn’t say a word, and she meant her promise wholeheartedly, in part because she herself had not been able to bear what Elke had told her. But as time has passed, she has become ever more eager to find out what her father actually experienced—not just out of curiosity but also to solidify her impression of him as a political prisoner, hero, and martyr. As they walk together, he regales her with his adventures hiking this trail as a teenager. His face is so lit with excitement and his eyes are so dynamic and alert that it is hard to imagine he is remotely as vulnerable as Elke made him out to be. They hold off on lunch until they have reached the end of the valley, where a smaller iteration of the Grauerfluss tumbles out of a high pass in a long chute, then roaring stair-step falls. Her father points up at a flat, tilted rock just to the right of the falls and says, “That’s it—my favorite place on earth!” Once they have clambered up to the rock’s highest point, they can look down the whole of the long valley and out across the emptiness at its far end toward distant mountains that have become abstracted by air and dust into overlapping layers of blue, gray, and purple. “Oh my God!” Hannah says. Her father grips her hand and squeezes. “I’ve wanted to bring you here ever since you were a little girl.” Their lunch consists of carrots, hard-boiled eggs, and a half loaf of bread, from which they both wrench chunks. During a silence filled with munching noises and satisfied groans, Hannah comes up with what she hopes is a risk-free way of getting her father to talk about his experiences. “How does it feel for you, after all that has happened, to be back in the place where you grew up and”—she gestures down the valley—“in the middle of all of this?”

Her father stops chewing and looks in the direction she pointed, as if he has spotted something worrisome. Then he resumes chewing and swallows. “That’s a complicated question. Sometimes I look around and it is hard for me to believe all this is still here, exactly as it’s always been. As if the Reich never happened, the war, and—well, everything. And sometimes I can’t bear it. I think that the whole world should—What’s that expression they always say in the Bible?”

Having never read the Bible, Hannah knows only the prayers she was made to recite in school. “The valley of the shadow of death?” she suggests.

“No, no.” Vertical furrows dent Günter’s forehead. He covers his mouth with his fingertips. Then his eyes open wide. “Repent in dust and ashes! There are times when I want the whole world to do that—repent in dust and ashes! I want the sun not to rise. I want nothing but black clouds in the sky. But then I look around and it’s just an ordinary day. People going about their business. Thoughtlessly. Carelessly. Sometimes that seems so wrong. And it makes me furious.”

“Of course,” says Hannah, worrying it was a mistake to ask her question.

“But at the same time, it’s not wrong. Do you know what I mean?”

Hannah nods, though she is not at all sure what her father is getting at.

He continues: “There’s a way in which it’s true that nothing happened. Nothing special. That’s history, right? That’s just how it is! Huge things happen—enormous things!—but they don’t mean anything at all. Once upon a time, the Earth was molten rock. Was that bad?” He dismisses the question with a flick of his hand. “It was just a fact. The way things were. It meant nothing. Then life started. The world filled with animals—dinosaurs, aurochs, saber-toothed tigers. Did the world become better with all those animals on it? Is it worse now that they’re all gone? Almost all the life that has ever existed went extinct before we climbed down out of the trees. Is that a tragedy? Should we repent in dust and ashes? And someday we’ll be extinct. Does that remotely matter? Will the Earth be one iota better or worse when every human being is dead?”

“Uh …” Hannah begins. But her father keeps speaking.

“Here, now, flowers continue to grow, babies are born, people fall in love, and all the rest of it. Those are facts, too. And that’s a good thing. For us, I mean. The world is still here. The Nazis didn’t destroy it. That’s the most important thing. That’s what I’m actually talking about. If I get angry because the Nazis couldn’t destroy all the good and beautiful things, or because some people are happy, and … well, luckier than I was, and if I see their happiness only as betrayal, cruelty, injustice—how am I going to live? What kind of life is that? If I can’t enjoy the world and the people in it, am I even still alive? Can that be what living is?” As they walk back down the valley, the sun sinks toward, touches, and then descends behind the gnarled summit to their left, and Günter begins to show his weakness. His limp causes his whole body to sway; he pants even on level plains. Hannah is also tired. Rods of pain run down the centers of her thigh muscles, and her knees tremble when she descends steep inclines. At the crest of the trail going down into the gorge, she and her father sit on a pair of small boulders, uncork their water bottles, and take deep swallows. Günter’s bottle is almost empty. He hammers the cork back in with the heel of his hand. “Have you ever read Rilke?”

“Yes,” Hannah says. “I love him.”

“I was just thinking of something Freud told me about him.” Günter tells the story of the country walk the two men took, and explains Rilke’s belief that the transience of nature deprives it of beauty.

Hannah laughs. “That doesn’t make any sense! Everything is transient, but the world is still filled with beauty.”

“Well, Rilke didn’t seem to think so.”

“On what basis?”

“He thought that the only truly beautiful thing is the eternal.”

Hannah screws up her face in mock puzzlement. “Didn’t he think his own poetry was beautiful?”

Günter laughs. “Good point! But perhaps he only thought it beautiful to the degree that it contained the eternal.”

“The eternal? What does that even mean?”

“Divine truth? God, himself, maybe? Or, I don’t know”—Günter smiles wryly—“the devil?”

“The devil is the only truly beautiful thing?”

Günter laughs again. “Well, no,” he says. “But maybe also yes. Because the way Freud interpreted the eternal was as the antihuman. It’s what we were talking about before: that vast mechanism of fate and physics that is constantly destroying the world it created, and that is entirely indifferent to anything we believe or want or think right, including our own existence.”

“That’s beautiful?” Hannah’s voice is shrill with sarcasm.

“That’s how Freud saw it. It’s absolutely free. All-powerful. Entirely without contradiction. The only truth. Everything we are not.”

Hannah squints dubiously at her father. “I think it’s exactly the opposite. I think the only beautiful thing is the human struggle to oppose all that heartlessness, all that mechanical, brainless stuff. And to create goodness. And good people. And beauty itself.” Günter smiles. He pats her on the back, and they both stand. Reaching home just before dark, they find that Elke has managed to acquire a freshly slaughtered chicken, which she has seasoned with scallions and salt and put into the oven. Günter sends Hannah down the hill to get three bottles of beer from Michael Maihel. When the meal and the beer are finished, Günter pours three glasses of schnapps and raises a toast to Elke, who has just completed the revision of her paper. The following morning, they hear that the United States has dropped another atom bomb on another city, whose name, like that of the first city, no one can keep in mind. Again, the room seems to wheel around Hannah’s head, but only as she is listening to the news. Outside, the sky is clear and sunny, and a pair of robins is loosing cascades of peeps and squeaky trills in a tree beside the parlor window. She and her father spend the morning sorting and washing the equipment in her grandfather’s surgery. The scalpels are mottled with rust, which she can only get off by stroking them across a whetstone. Her father pulls a thick leather-bound medical book off a shelf in the corner and flips it open. “Useless!” he says. “Eighteen ninety-seven. There’s not a single book on this shelf published in the twentieth century!” She, her father, and Elke spend the afternoon helping a farmer load hay onto his wagon, then pitchfork it into his barn. By the end of the day, they walk home with blistered hands, a sack of squash, and four links of landjäger sausage. As Hannah wanders the meadow just down from the house, gathering sorrel, mint, dandelion leaves, and strawberries for a dinner salad, she realized that she hasn’t given a thought to the destruction of a second Japanese city all day. That’s history, she thinks. The extraordinary becoming ordinary. The horrible, normal. Day follows day. One week turns into the next. The village runs out of schnapps and Günter buys a jug of homemade vodka, which slurs his speech after one glass. When, several glasses on, Elke attempts to take the jug away, he shouts, “Leave me alone, you Nazi bitch!” and shoves her against the wall. “That’s it!” she says. “I’m done! I can’t take this anymore!” She dashes from the kitchen. The front door opens, then slams. Hannah stands by the plank table, staring at her father, both hands clutched to her temples. “Don’t worry,” he says. “She’ll be back. She’s a spineless hypocrite.” Before this last sentence is finished, Hannah, too, has fled the room. It is pitch-dark outside, but she hears the scrape of Elke’s shoes on the dusty road just in front of the house. “I’m so sorry,” Hannah says, embracing the older woman.

After an instant of hesitation, Elke returns the hug. “Don’t be ridiculous! It’s not your fault.”

Hannah lets her arms fall and takes a step away. “I’ve never seen him like this.”

Elke answers only with a scoffing noise.

“Have you?” Hannah asks.

Elke takes her hand. “Come.” As they walk up the hill away from the village, Elke speaks in a soft but emphatic voice. “We’ve had bad times, but never like this. I think it’s that vodka. I don’t know what’s in it, but it’s poison.”

“I hope not,” Hannah says.

Elke gives Hannah’s hand a squeeze. “We’ll see. But I doubt it. Not literally.” They walk a few steps in silence. “I meant what I said in there,” Elke says. “If he ever treats me like that again, I’m done. I won’t be with a man like that.” They get home an hour later. Günter is unconscious on the parlor couch, his face glossy with sweat, his shirt soaked through. The whole room reeks of anxiety and alcohol. Elke gives his shoulder a prod and his eyes open. “Oh, you’re back,” he says, sitting up. Then he stands and, without uttering another word, lumbers toward the steps and goes up to his and Elke’s bedroom. The jug is on the floor, beside the kitchen table. Elke takes it to the outhouse and empties it into the pit. The following morning, Günter drinks a whole pot of coffee himself. His head hangs, as if it is too heavy to hold upright. His eyes are like pink eggs with brown yokes. He apologizes endlessly. He tells Elke she was right to dump the vodka. He tells her he is done with alcohol. He will never drink again—a promise he is only able to keep for one night. But from then on, he confines himself to beer and wine. When Hannah asks Elke how she feels about this new routine, she says, “I can live with it.” The truth is, Hannah thinks, Elke herself is more than a little fond of drink. While she never gets as sluggish and glassy-eyed as her father, there comes a point every night when she forgets names, loses track of her own arguments, and says things she cannot mean. She and Günter go through a few days of mere civility. Then one afternoon, Hannah spots them coming back from a walk holding hands—a sight that simultaneously fills her with relief and makes her feel entirely alone. Hannah is not happy, and she becomes ever more uncertain about what she wants to do. She always saw being reunited with either or both of her parents as an end in itself, but now she realizes that she has a future to think about, and she doesn’t know where to start. Most nights, she escapes her loneliness and uncertainty by masturbating in bed before going to sleep. Sometimes that brings her relief, but it mainly leaves her feeling pathetic and ashamed. One afternoon, she is walking through the market square and spots the legless young man with the huge brown eyes sitting under a plane tree, all by himself, in a homemade wheelchair that consists of an ordinary wooden chair attached to a pair of bicycle wheels, with two single baby carriage wheels fastened to a copper pipe, one sticking out in front, the other behind, presumably to keep him from falling over in either direction. The young man is looking at her. She looks away, then looks back. As she walks toward him, he looks at her continuously. “That’s a great chair,” she says.

“Thank you.” He shifts in his seat, as if her presence makes him uncomfortable. She tells him her name. His name is Klaus. One of his legs has been cut off at the knee, the other mid-thigh, and the excess cloth of both pant legs has been tucked up under the stumps.

“Where’d you get the chair?” Hannah asks.

“I made it.”

“Really?”

Klaus seems irritated by her question, maybe not wanting to be thought helpless. “It wasn’t very difficult.”

“You did a great job.”

He frowns, as if he wants her to go away. “Yeah. Well, it’s not like I had anything else to do.” Klaus’s gaze shifts to Hannah’s right. His frown is replaced by alert anticipation, tinged with anxiety. A girl’s voice calls out, “Heil Hitler!” Klaus laughs. Hannah turns, to see two girls and a boy walking across the square, all of them her age or a little older. Klaus seems close to thirty.

“Who’s your girlfriend?” the boy calls out. He’s dressed in a peasant’s shirt and baggy woolen pants, but also military jackboots.

“I don’t know,” says Klaus. He asks Hannah her name, even though she has already told him, then shouts it to his friends.

As the trio draws up beside Hannah and Klaus, one of the girls says, “I saw you in that American car.” She is slender, auburn-haired, and pretty despite her buckteeth.

Hannah’s forehead and armpits prickle with anxiety. What does being seen with an American mean in this village? She has no recourse but to admit the obvious. “That was me.”

“What are you doing here?” says the other girl.

“My father’s the new doctor. And my grandfather was the old one. Dr. Zeitz. My father is Dr. Zeitz, too.” She blushes at the stupidity of this last remark.

“So what?” says the other girl.

Hannah looks at her blankly, having no idea what she is objecting to.

“Why should I care about your father?” the girl says.

Hannah’s mother always told her she looks like her father, and, indeed, she is tall, like him, has his big hands and feet, and what she has come to think of as “Bavarian cheekbones,” which is to say bulky and broad. But she also has an aquiline nose that, together with her nearly black hair, makes her feel, in present company, like a Nazi caricature of a Jewess. She shrugs, as if she doesn’t care what the girl said. The four friends exchange mocking glances and laugh. That night, Hannah writes a letter to her best friend in New York, who she imagines is getting ready to attend college. Last fall, when the possibility that the war might end was more than Hannah could allow herself to believe, she yielded to Josef and Herta’s urgings and applied to one college—Barnard. In April, when she got her admission letter, the newspapers were filled with talk that the war might finally be coming to an end, and, indeed, three weeks later the Nazis surrendered. After that, she didn’t give a thought to college. All she wanted was to return to Germany and find her parents. She left New York, assuming she would never return. “I am thinking of going to Barnard after all,” she tells her best friend. “You probably think I am crazy, after everything I said about wanting to help rebuild my country. But now that I am here, it does not feel like my country. Or maybe a better way of putting it is that I do not want to be German anymore.” In the end, Günter is the one who makes the decision. As soon as he learns that Hannah has been admitted to an American university, he tells her that she has to go. The next day, he borrows a car, drives down to Sonthofen, and sends a telegram to Josef, asking if there is any way he can book passage for Hannah on a boat to New York. A month and a half later, she is standing on the prow of an ocean liner, looking out at the gray water, over which massive charcoal and silver clouds drift in a deep blue sky. She remembers how she felt when, after having escaped the Fleischmanns’ dark and foul-smelling apartment, she stood out on the street, in the sunshine and fresh air, her vitality and youth feeling like pure freedom, and a form of revenge upon the world for its heartlessness. As she stands at the prow of the ship, she wants to feel that way again, but she is not sure she can, or ever will. She clings to the railing with both hands and looks fixedly out at the water. She doesn’t move. Her hair whips in the steady wind. Her cheeks are chilled by windblown spray. She is waiting for something inside her to change, though she has no idea what it might be. She arrives in New York too late to enroll at Barnard for the fall semester, but there are exceptions to everything now that the war is over, so there is no problem about her enrolling at the end of January. She is torn about whether to major in psychology or anthropology during her first two years, and ultimately she chooses the latter, on the premise that it would be wiser not to go into “the family business.” But during her junior year, she takes a course in photography at Columbia, which leads her to spend hundreds of hours in a red dimness, breathing the musks of developer, stop bath, and fixer. Late one night, walking back to her dorm from a bar on Broadway, she hears a sound like the clapping of an enormous leather hand. Just ahead someone is lying on the sidewalk. A man. A boy. A student. His back is rising and falling when she stops beside him, though his face is flattened at the center of a pool of blood. By the time she returns from having called the police from a campus phone, his back has gone still, and the pool of blood has become a stream reaching all the way to the gutter. Six people are standing around the body, muttering and looking variously aghast. One of them says, “Somebody should call an ambulance!” “I already have,” Hannah says. Nine floors overhead, a curtain blows out of an open window—maybe the window of this poor young man’s dorm. (The next day, Hannah will learn that this supposition is correct and that the young man’s name was Frank Bogdanov. But no one will ever know whether he jumped, fell, or was pushed out the window. For some reason, Hannah will always be partial to the last option.) As the one who called the police, she feels it her duty to remain on the scene until an ambulance arrives, but the only way she can bear the wait is to take out her camera and start snapping photographs. One of these is a Caravaggesque image of a crouching policeman in silhouette and three young women, fully lit by Hannah’s flash, gripping one another in stunned sorrow against a black sky. The next day, the photo runs with the Columbia Spectator’s article on the death, and the day after, the New York Post photo editor (having gotten Hannah’s number from his Spectator counterpart) calls and invites her to come down to his office with her portfolio. She drops out of Barnard and works for three years as a staff photographer at the Post. One of her first assignments is to photograph the stars of South Pacific just before they go onstage opening night, and she is given a complementary seat in the audience, next to an entertainment reporter from the Bergen Evening Record. His name is Marek Adams. She accepts his invitation to have a drink at the Algonquin Hotel after the show. They kiss at a Times Square subway entrance, marry in May 1949, move to New Jersey in 1951, and have their first child, Esther, in November of that year. On July 15, 1952, Hannah is standing beside Edith Jacobson on Pier 86 in Manhattan, waiting for her father and Elke to descend the gangplank of the SS Maasdam. As noble a profession as country doctoring may have been, Günter turned out to be ill-suited for it, both temperamentally and educationally. Much of the horror of his father’s surgery that he had felt as a child returned when he was the one suturing wounds, delivering babies, and removing appendixes—skills that, although he had been taught them in medical school twenty-five years earlier, he had had no use for throughout his career (at Birkenau, he mainly treated boils, abscesses, typhus, and flu) and so had to relearn on the job. While none of his patients died as a result of his incompetence, he knew it was only a matter of time. So, after four months, he and Elke moved to Munich, where they married and set up what they called the Munich Psychoanalytic Institute, of which they were the solitary members. In 1947, Günter finally published his book, The Unitary Self. And in 1950, Elke published her own first book, The Violated Heart, which was comprised of a series of articles on female war trauma that had already appeared in journals. In August 1951, Günter and Elke went to the 17th Congress of the International Psychoanalytic Association in Amsterdam, where each of them was to present a paper. Günter was splashing water onto his face from the tiny sink in their hotel room when Elke gasped. “What?” he said. She was sitting on the bed, the Congress’s program in her lap, her eyebrows bent in disconcertion. “Look!” She slid off the bed and stepped over to him. He dried his face on a hand towel, put on his glasses, and squinted at the line in the program beside which Elke held her finger: “‘The Dialectic of the Libido and Aggression,’ Edith Jacobson.” At the sight of that almost forgotten name, Günter felt himself go cold and weak, much as he had sixteen years earlier, when he lay on the sidewalk in front of the Institute, looking on uncomprehendingly as four men in black Gestapo uniforms hustled Edith into their car. “We have to go, of course,” said Elke. “Yes,” said Günter. He thought a moment, then said, “For some reason, I feel I should go by myself.” A clench of disappointment and surprise appeared and vanished on Elke’s brow. Then she kissed his cheek and said, “Of course.” He could hardly pay attention to a word of Edith’s lecture or the discussion that followed. As the auditorium emptied, he walked down the aisle and lingered at the back of the small crowd gathered around her. He wondered if Edith would remember him and suspected she wouldn’t. When their gazes met over the shoulders of two audience members, there was an extended moment, during which her expression shifted from good-natured exhaustion to something like determination. In the next instant, she was pushing her admirers aside and calling out, “Zeitz! Zeitz! I can’t believe it!” That night, when she sat next to him and Elke at a dinner table with half a dozen other analysts, she introduced him to her neighbor as “the bravest man in Berlin.” Günter blushed, looked down into his lap, and said, “Absolutely not.” But that didn’t stop her from telling the whole table how he had rushed to her aid when she was being arrested by the Gestapo, and how for months afterward she thought he had been killed. Edith had been a training analyst at the New York Psychoanalytic Society & Institute since 1941. After dinner, as she walked with Günter and Elke toward the elevator, they told her that their daughter, who lived in New Jersey, was six months pregnant, and that they would most likely be coming to New York for Christmas so that they could meet their new grandchild. The elevator arrived. The operator yanked open the gate. “Oh,” said Edith as she stepped inside. “We must see one another during your visit.”

“We’d love that,” said Elke as she and Günter also stepped into the elevator. After they told the operator their floors, he shut the gate, and the elevator began its shuddering assent, the air faintly perfumed by machine grease.

“You know,” said Edith, “we’re going to be having openings at the Institute.”

“Oh,” said Günter.

“Training analysts.”

“Ah,” he said.

“Would you two ever consider moving to New York?”

The elevator jolted, stopped. The operator pulled open the gate. As Günter and Elke stepped off, Günter said, “That’s something we’ve actually been thinking about.”

“You could be near your grandchild,” suggested Edith.

“Exactly,” said Elke.

“Let’s talk about it, then.” Edith smiled. “When you come for Christmas.”

“We’d love to,” said Elke.

As Günter and Elke walked down the hall toward their room, they talked about how kind Edith was, though neither was sure that her question about openings was more than a polite gesture. Not two months later, they realized that their patient fees simply did not yield enough for them to maintain a separate residence, and so they moved into the same apartment as the Institute, and slept in what had once been their rarely used meeting room. By November, they had to face the fact that transatlantic steamship tickets were an impossibility. Günter sent Edith a Christmas card, expressing their disappointment at not being able to see her. She never replied, which was more or less what he expected. But then in March 1952, a letter from the New York Psychoanalytic Society & Institute was slipped through the mail slot in their front door. And now, at last, here they are at the top of the gangplank, looking up at the smoke-veiled Manhattan skyline. Elke instantly spots Hannah and Edith in the waiting crowd, but Günter, nearsighted even when wearing his glasses, merely shifts his head from side to side, without settling his gaze anywhere. Only once Hannah and Edith start jumping up and down, shouting his name, and wildly waving their extended arms does he catch sight of them and lift his hand in a vague greeting. Günter is fifty-nine and Elke is forty-eight. Later, Hannah will learn that her father had been seasick all the way across the Atlantic, but when he walks up to her, smiling wanly, looking gaunt, gray, and dazed, her first thought is that he is dying. There is an afternoon when Günter and Edith are walking through the Rambles in Central Park. It is late October; the trees are varieties of yellow, red, and green. Voices of children drift across the lake and sunlight glints upon the water. Günter says, “We were all so afraid when we heard you had been brought to Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse.” At these words, Edith’s eyes spark. She looks straight at Günter, and he can see that whatever she was going to say has gone from her mind. There is a trace of anger in her expression, but also uncertainty and a residual fear. This is a moment from which they must both escape. “Those were bad times,” he says. “We’re lucky to be here.” “Yes,” she replies, but she continues to look at him intently, waiting for one of them to find a way to address what they are both thinking. After a moment he says, “You know that I was … that they … I …” He pauses, not sure how to go on. “Yes,” she says, taking his hand and squeezing it. He returns the squeeze. A moment passes; then he says, “Well …” and once again is at a loss for words. Edith laughs and says, “What a beautiful day!” He laughs, too, and says, “October is my favorite month!” They continue their winding circuit along the wooded lakeshore, discussing whether it makes sense to buy a television, and agreeing that, were they citizens, they would vote for Adlai Stevenson in the upcoming election. Some days are short, some days are long, but fate is indifferent, and a lifetime passes like a meteor across the sky. Gruff and tender Edith Jacobson, “Aunt Edith” to Hannah’s two daughters, a childless woman who devoted her life to the study of children, Günter’s very best friend for two and a half decades, dies at eighty-one in 1978. He and Elke see her for the last time in May 1976, when they stop off at her apartment on their way out to New Jersey for Hannah’s fiftieth birthday. Edith’s nephew, Godfrey, is there. He has come to help her pack, and, the following morning, will drive her to Rochester, for what she refers to as “my little vacation.” She is sitting primly on the couch in the living room when Günter and Elke arrive, her gaze sharp, blank, and still—like an owl’s. She doesn’t seem to hear them when they say hello, but a moment later she says, “What’s that?” Elke is carrying a large white box containing Hannah’s birthday cake. As she puts the box down on Edith’s hi-fi cabinet, she explains about the birthday and says that, since the sun is so hot, they didn’t want to leave the cake in their car. “Oh,” says Edith, then: “But I don’t have any candles.” Günter and Elke trade glances. “I’m sure Hannah has plenty,” says Günter. “Good,” says Edith, then: “Hannah?” “Hannah,” says Günter. “My daughter.” Worry flashes briefly across Edith’s face, followed by irritation. “Of course!” she says. “Do you think I don’t know that!” “That was so sad,” Günter says as Elke drives them across the George Washington Bridge.

“Oh God,” she groans. She reaches over and gives his forearm a squeeze. He is holding the cake box in his lap.

He sighs. “I could hardly bear it. We’re all getting so old.”

“Speak for yourself,” she says. Günter is eighty-four, and Elke is seventy-two.

“I am speaking for myself,” he tells her. Elke gives him a reproving glance, her standard response whenever she thinks he is being hypochondriacal or pessimistic. But he is not looking at her, which is just as well, because she regrets the glance. He is truly and justly devastated by the loss of his dear friend, first to dementia, and now to Rochester. Elke can’t think of any way to console him, so she allows silence to fill the car. The bridge cables approach as distinct gray lines, blur as they grow near, and finally smear to a faint fog as the car shoots past. No one is surprised that Hannah should insist on throwing her own birthday party. She is an excellent cook, a gracious host, and anxious enough to prefer doing everything herself rather than worry that no one will care enough to even remember her birthday. But what Günter simply cannot understand is why she has invited Marek and his second wife to the party. “Why not?” Hannah said when Günter asked about it. “I like Gisselle.” Apart from Elke, Marek and his wife, and Hannah, of course, the only other people Günter expects to see at the party are Hannah’s daughters, Esther and Josie, who are both just home from school, Esther from Berkeley, where she is getting a PhD in Comparative Literature, and Josie from Bowdoin, where she is majoring in Psychology. But the front door is opened by a young woman he doesn’t know. “Hi!” she says, stepping aside to let him and Elke in. She is short, with broomstick wrists and ankles. Her long brown hair hangs in undulant hanks on either side of her face, and her narrow eyes shrink almost to invisibility when she smiles. “I’m so happy to meet you!” she says, then adds, as an afterthought, “I’m Julie, Josie’s roommate!” Hannah rushes out from the kitchen, an apron over her low-necked peasant blouse and full Mexican skirt. Greetings and hugs are exchanged. “Have you met Julie?” she says. “Josie’s roommate?” Günter nods and smiles. Julie seems perfectly pleasant, though maybe one of those young women who don’t insist enough upon their own dignity. The cake, in its big white box, passes from Günter’s hands to Hannah’s. Hannah hurries back to the kitchen. Julie is talking. “My grandfather was a student at Clark University in 1909, when Sigmund Freud lectured there.”

“Oh, really?” says Günter. “Is your grandfather a psychoanalyst?”

“Oh, no. He was a banker. He’s dead now.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh, well.” She shrugs. “I was four when he died, so … you know!”

Günter smiles, then scans the room for his granddaughters. He thinks he hears their voices upstairs.

“Josie’s told me all about you!” says Julie. Elke gives Günter a glance, then goes off toward the kitchen to help Hannah. He feels abandoned. Also, he keeps seeing that pained vagueness in Edith’s eyes when she didn’t remember Hannah. She knew her lapse was significant and desperately wanted him to tell her it wasn’t. It hurts him that he couldn’t fulfill her wish. He hopes she didn’t notice his humiliation on her behalf when she tried to portray the lapse as his own. There is an eager alertness in Julie’s expression, which must be part of why Hannah likes her so much. And Josie does, too, of course. Günter doesn’t want to disappoint her, but he just isn’t up to talking. Maybe later, once he’s had a bit of wine.

“I can’t believe you knew Sigmund Freud!” she says.

“Neither can I,” says Günter with a faint smile and a touch of irritation. When Julie seems only perplexed by this remark, he adds, as a sort of apology, “He was my teacher.”

“I know! What was it like? I can’t imagine talking to someone so brilliant and famous. Were you terrified?”

Günter gives a small laugh but is prevented from speaking by a clamor of foot thumps on the stairs. “Opa!” Josie leaps down the last three steps and gives him such an enthusiastic hug that she nearly knocks him over. “Opa!” cries Esther, directly behind her sister. Just as Esther has thrown her arms around Günter, Josie asks, “Have you met Julie?” The front door opens, and Marek walks in as if this is still his home. The very tall woman behind him must be Gisselle. She is wearing a yellow blouse and orange pants that clutch her pelvis, then expand like a pair of obelisks down the length of her legs. The skin over her eyes is metallic sky blue. Marek claps Günter on the back and cries, “Günter! So great to see you!” Günter smiles and nods when Marek introduces him to his wife, but he resolves never to speak to her if he can avoid it. Everyone retires to the kitchen, where bottles of wine, tonic, vodka, and scotch glisten on the counter. Hannah embraces Gisselle, whom she seems to call “GZ,” and tells her she loves her outfit. Glasses are filled and clinked all around in a toast to Hannah. Gisselle tells Günter that she grew up in California but spent a year in Paris after college. “Paris is a very beautiful city,” he says. At dinner, Günter sits at one end of the table, Hannah at the other, her daughters on either side of her. Elke and Marek face each other across the table’s center, and Gisselle is on Günter’s right and Julie on his left. As the platters of roast beef, mashed potatoes, and brussels sprouts are passed from person to person, Julie confesses to Günter that the reason Josie invited her to stay for the weekend is that she is thinking about becoming a psychoanalyst. When he asks why, she tells him that she is curious about what goes on inside other people’s minds. “And, you know,” she says, “I just want to help people.”

“Those are perfectly good reasons.” Günter notices that Julie’s glass is empty, so he reaches for the bottle at their end of the table and refills it for her. He tops his own glass off and then holds out the bottle to Gisselle. She pulls back her glass, clenches her lips tightly, and shakes her head. He realizes she hasn’t been drinking and wonders if she has a history of alcoholism. “What about you?” says Julie. When Günter seems not to understand what she is asking, she adds, “Why did you want to become a psychoanalyst?”

“Well, mostly for the same reasons as you—except I grew up in a family where everyone was lying all the time, not just to each other but to themselves, too. Which meant we were all pretty miserable. So when I first encountered psychoanalysis, which, at its most basic level, might be defined as a way to help people stop lying to themselves, it seemed to me that such a practice might be a good way of making a living.”

“How did you end up studying with Freud?”

Günter laughs. “I just went to Vienna and accosted him on the street.”

“What?” says Julie.

“Really?” says Gisselle; then: “Sorry. I couldn’t help overhearing.”

Günter tells the story he has told hundreds of times, and when he is finished, Gisselle says, “That is so amazing! Wow!”

“You have had the most amazing life!” says Julie. “Freud, the war, Auschwitz! I mean, what does that feel like?”

Günter is silent a long moment, then says, “I would not say that Auschwitz was amazing. Nor the war. No. Not at all.”

“No,” says Julie. “I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just … I mean, Josie has told me all about how you were in the resistance, and a doctor at Auschwitz, and you saved all those people’s lives!”

“No. That’s not how it was.” There is more anger in Günter’s voice than he intended, or even knew he felt. Gisselle makes a small, disconcerted noise. When Günter glances at her, she lowers her gaze and stirs the gravy around in her mashed potatoes. But Julie looks shocked—not sure what is happening or what she might have done to deserve it. There is another long silence. Everyone at the table has noticed that something unfortunate has transpired. “Julie, I am going to tell you something, and I want you to listen. Do you understand?”

Julie nods almost imperceptibly.

Günter continues: “I was a doctor. That is true. And I did treat prisoners. Some of them ultimately did escape death. But for the vast majority, all I did was enable them to suffer a little longer before they were murdered. So—” He shrugs to indicate the obvious conclusion. “But this is the thing you need to know: There was never enough food at Auschwitz—or at Birkenau, where I actually was. Everybody was starving all the time. Literally starving. And when their starvation meant they could no longer work, that was when they went to the gas chamber.” Julie opens her mouth to speak, but Günter stops her. “Let me finish!” Her eyes widen and her mouth falls open, as if she has just been slapped, but she remains silent. Günter continues: “Everyone was starving, but some people were granted certain advantages. Doctors, for example. Doctors got bigger rations. So did the Kapos. Even the musicians in the marching bands got extra food! Do you know what this means? It means that anyone who got extra rations was taking food out of the mouths of starving people. That is what I did. That is why I am alive today. People talk about survivor’s guilt as if survivors feel the injustice of fate more than everyone else—as if it was only a matter of fate having unfairly chosen for them to live.… Well, maybe some survivors have only their luck to feel guilty about. I don’t know. But for me, the guilt is over what I did. I wanted to live. Too much, I think. I wanted to live so desperately that I was willing to let other people die. I did help my friends. And they helped me. And that was how we—some of us—survived. But even so, we were ruthless. We had no choice. That was the perverse genius of the camps. You could only survive by becoming someone you couldn’t recognize as yourself.” Julie’s eyes have fallen. She picks up her fork and presses the tines into a piece of meat but doesn’t lift it. She puts the fork down and lowers her hands to her lap. Günter looks around the table and sees that everyone is staring at their plates, except for Marek and Hannah. Marek makes a hacking sound, as if he has been restraining a cough. “Don’t worry, Günter. We all—” He falls silent a moment. And when he speaks again, he sounds almost as if he is making a joke. “Well, you know!” That hint of mirth seems to set everybody free. Glances are exchanged all around the table, and sighs. Esther says, “Yes, Opa. We all understand.” Günter hears assenting noises to his right and left, and interprets this collective attempt to ease his guilt as an expression of the whole table’s belief that he was needlessly cruel to Julie, which only intensifies an anger that he now realizes he has been possessed by all evening. Elke, entirely aware of what he is feeling, looks straight at him, her lips pursed severely. The meal ends and the birthday cake, aglow with candles, is brought out. Günter and Elke leave as soon as they have finished their slices. As she backs out of the driveway, Elke asks, “You all right?” and is answered only by a heavy sigh, which she understands as meaning Günter does not want to talk. The streetlights along the wooded road running uphill to the Palisades Parkway are so sparse and dim that for long stretches Elke feels as if she is driving through an ink-black fog. In all of their conversations about what Günter endured at Birkenau, he has never spoken so pointedly about his guilt as he did tonight. Elke intuited the guilt, of course, from scattered details he has revealed over the years, and from common sense. She knew about the starvation. His extra rations. And that it was not uncommon for inmates to thank him for treatment, for getting them off labor details, or for hiding their illness during selections by giving him food or clothing. Once a guard had brought him three-quarters of a roasted chicken to thank him for lancing a painful boil. Günter did not keep any of this secret, but he had never spoken directly about the true source of his guilt until tonight, and Elke had never allowed herself to draw the obvious conclusion. As they wait at the light before making the turn onto the road that will lead them to the parkway’s on-ramp, Günter makes a noise that is something between a gasp and a sob. She glances over but can only make out the threads of red illumination along the edges of his brow and nose. “I was so awful to that poor girl!” he says.

“Nonsense,” says Elke. “What she said was ridiculous.”

“No,” he says. “Her curiosity was natural. Anyway, it’s not that. It’s Edith! It’s everything!” Elke waits for him to explain, but all she hears is a weighty groan. Then a deep sigh, panting, and intermittent squeaks through his clenched throat. He is having a panic attack, such as he has had many times, though not in years. “Hey!” she says tenderly. “My love.” She turns off the road onto the grassy shoulder just before the on-ramp. She unbuckles her seat belt and leans over the transmission console to take him into her arms. She tells him he is good. That he has always been too hard on himself. That she loves him. Everyone at the table loves him. “You saved my life,” she says. “When I thought I had nothing left in this world, there you were with your love.” He puts his arms around her. He squeezes her so tightly, she can hardly breathe. “Hold me,” he says. She pulls him close and feels him grow calmer. His grip loosens. She strokes his back. She kisses his cheek and neck. She murmurs into his ear, “My love. My poor love.” After a while, he pats her on the ribs and says, “Thank you.” She kisses his forehead and slides back into the driver’s seat. As they cross the George Washington Bridge, she thinks that everything she told him was true. She was, indeed, so lucky to have met him, and to have been with him these forty-one years. But at the same time, she hates him—for not being able to put his past behind him, and for constantly dragging her back to a world and a life she so wishes she could erase from her memory. Yes. This is also true. She cannot deny it. One among the many irresolvable contraries of their time on this earth. Near the end of August, Elke is disturbed in the middle of the night by Günter clutching her shoulder. At first, far more asleep than awake, she thinks he has awakened in a fit of lust, as commonly happened years ago, but then she hears him calling her name softly—so softly, it is barely a clicking in his throat—and she realizes he is having a nightmare. She reaches her hand back and pats his thigh. “It’s all right, love,” she says. “It’s just a dream.” When she wakes in the morning, she slips carefully out of bed, not wanting to disturb him. She puts on her bathrobe and closes the door behind her as she steps out into the hall. All the windows in the living room and kitchen are open and the apartment is filled with the multitudinous small noises of summer: distant shouts, pigeon coos, radio voices, slamming doors, basketball smacks, whispering footsteps, a crying baby, soul music, the mutter and groan of traffic, and, beyond it all, those endless other noises that constitute the low, continuous roar of the city. She loves that chorus of sound. Even after all her years in New York, the sound of so much life still thrills her, still infuses her with energy. She pours herself coffee, spreads raspberry jam on toast, and reads the Times while she eats. It is 8:25. She has a cardiologist appointment up at Columbia-Presbyterian at ten o’clock, and needs to shower and dress before she leaves. She returns to the bedroom, carrying a cup of coffee for Günter, places it on his night table and opens the curtains. Only when she turns away from the window does she notice the color of his skin and see that his eyes are open. Motionless. Looking at nothing. She dials 911. The faces of the EMTs are grim. “Aneurism,” says a doctor at Lenox Hill. Two weeks later, Hannah goes to what is now Elke’s apartment to help her sort through her father’s papers, with the primary goal of figuring out which might be publishable. The most likely candidate is the four-inch-thick, heavily edited manuscript “Morals, Consciousness and Self,” which Günter had been working on for more than a decade. But the seventy-eight bound ledgers, in which he kept a continuous journal, running from his university days to the morning preceding his death, are almost certain to contain gems and possibly the makings of an autobiography. However, neither Hannah nor Elke can bear the idea of looking at the ledgers. Too intimate. Too filled with Günter’s hopes and spirit. Reading them would be like hearing him murmur into their ears. No—a simple goal for today: They will go through his filing cabinets and divide the contents into three collections: obvious junk (“his students’ papers, news clippings, illegible or incoherent jottings and lists); manuscripts of published work that they hope might be of interest to university libraries; and unpublished manuscripts, many of these handwritten on pages torn from yellow legal pads. Hannah and Elke work side by side at the dining room table. Behind them is a large cardboard box, into which they toss the worthless documents, neither of them wanting to think about the box’s ultimate fate. On the table in front of them are multiple stacks, with the smallest devoted to possibly publishable manuscripts, and seven taller stacks devoted to those already published. (Günter published three books over the course of his life, and scores of articles.) As she works, Hannah glances over at Elke again and again, and finds herself so filled with affection that she has to swallow a rising sob. Elke’s cheeks and brow are deeply creased and her sagging throat flesh jiggles at the slightest movement of her head, but Hannah can still see the little girl she once was in the satisfied compression of her lips every time she taps a file edgewise on the table and places it atop one of the stacks. For years, the relationship between the two women was distant, tense, and substantially false, with Hannah constantly annoyed by Elke’s tendency to interpret her every word and action in the worst-possible way, and Elke only making such severe judgments because she felt banished from Hannah’s love. Everything changed when Hannah broke her arm in a bicycle accident three days after Marek left her. Elke moved in for a week to help with the girls (who were eight and six), the house cleaning, and the shopping. Hannah was, of course, tremendously grateful both for the help and the companionship, especially given how demanding Elke’s psychoanalytic career was at that time. But she has come to believe that the real reason that week of cohabitation had such an effect on their relationship was that she was finally able to accept the simple facts that Elke had been in her life far longer than her mother, and that, even at her worst, Elke had always been far more reliable, considerate, and loving than her mother. And with these realizations, Hannah began to relax, and found it ever easier to have fun in Elke’s presence, and to talk about things that mattered. But maybe most important of all, Hannah stopped worrying that she and her father were betraying or had ever betrayed her mother by loving this strong-willed, restrained, but always deeply kind woman. The most frequent noise throughout their labor is the rustle of papers and the tapping of files on the tabletop. But, of course, Hannah and Elke talk. They read each other passages from Günter’s writing. They exchange memories of Günter, Esther, and Josie—even Marek. They discuss the Cape Town riots, whether there might be life on Mars, and the latest installment of I, Claudius on Masterpiece Theatre. As hour follows hour, a parallelogram of sunlight gradually rises from the dining room floor and grows ever narrower as it climbs the wall. For two or three minutes in the early evening, it is nothing but a pencil-wide golden beam bisecting a Neo-Impressionist painting of Zugspitze. And then, just before the beam vanishes, Elke gets up from the table and turns on a light.
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