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CHAPTER |

New York City, March 1942

Monika Ritter still dreamed of her past. She was in America now, and
though she had been here for almost three years, she still felt like a stranger
in a strange land. She hadn’t seen Germany since 1936, when she and her
now husband, Michael, had fled the country with his sister, Maureen.

Thoughts of that awful time when Maureen and Michael had saved her
from the Nazi guard’s lecherous advances came when she was alone in the
dark. She could still feel his rough hands on her as he threw her down on
the ground. She could still smell the foul scent of his breath and feel his
weight on top of her. The sound of the gunshot that almost killed Michael
when he and his sister came upon the scene still rang in her ears.

Monika felt no regret for Maureen killing that man or any of the
actions she or her friends took that night when they helped the starving
gypsy family escape from the camp. It had been a turning point in her
life—a hinge that had first led her to Paris and then to marry Michael
and move with him to America, a country she knew little about before
stepping off the boat here. Michael had done his best to prepare her,
of course. He’d talked to her for hours about what life would be like in
New York, but his words, honest as they were, had done little to ready
her to live in a country where she didn’t speak the language and which
was now at war with the land of her birth.

Michael stirred beside her. It was almost four in the morning, but
she’d slept little. Monika wanted to wake her husband and tell him that
the weight of living here was too much for her. She wanted to tell him
that she couldn’t take the shocked looks on people’s faces when they
heard the accent she tried to hide every day of her life. She wanted to
find a place where the war didn’t exist, where people didn’t see her as an
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CAPITOLUL 1

New York, martie 1942

Monika Ritter incd avea vise despre trecutul ei. Acum locuia in
America si, desi se afla aici de aproape trei ani, se simtea o strdina intr-o
lard straind. Nu mai fusese in Germania din 1936, cand ea si Michael,
actualul ei sot, fugisera din tara impreuna cu Maureen, sora lui.

Cand era singurd in intuneric, ii revenea in minte acea intamplare
ingrozitoare, cAind Maureen si Michael o salvasera de avansurile slinoase
ale gardianului nazist. Incd ii simtea mainile aspre aruncandu-i trupul la
pamant. Inci ii simtea mirosul fetid al respiratiei si greutatea corpului
peste al ei. Incd ii rdsuna in urechi zgomotul impusciturii care aproape
cia-1 omorase pe Michael, cand el si sora lui au ajuns la fata locului.

Monika n-avea niciun regret legat de faptul cd Maureen il ucisese pe
acel barbat sau de faptele pe care ea si prietenii ei le facuserd in acea
noapte, cand ajutaserd familia de romi infometati sa evadeze din lagar.
F'usese un punct de cotiturd al vietii ei care o impinsese mai intdi cdtre
Paris, apoi catre cdsdtoria cu Michael si mutarea in America, o tard despre
care stia foarte putin inainte si coboare de pe vapor. Bineinteles, Michael
facuse tot posibilul si o pregiteasci. Ii vorbise ore in sir despre viata pe
care aveau s-o ducd la New York, dar cuvintele lui, oricat de sincere, nu
reusiserd s-o pregiteasci pentru traiul intr-o tara a carei limbd n-o stia si
care acum era in rdzboi cu tara ei natala.

Michael s-a miscat in somn langd ea. Era aproape patru dimineata, dar
Monika nu dormise aproape deloc. Ar fi vrut sa-1 trezeascd pe sotul ei si
5d-1 spund ¢d nu mai putea indura apésarea vietii de aici. Ar fi vrut sa-i
cxplice cd nu mai suporta privirile socate ale oamenilor cand i auzeau
accentul pe care incerca sa si-l ascunda in fiecare zi. Ar fi vrut sa giseascd
un loc in care rdzboiul nu exista, in care oamenii n-o priveau ca pe un
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enemy amongst them, where she could be another face in the crowd
and live as everyone else seemed to.

Instead, she got out of bed and went to the window. A car rumbled
past on the street below. She’d been in this apartment with Michael
for almost a year now. As a Berliner, she was used to the hustle and
bustle of the big city. That didn’t bother her. But something else did.
Something was missing. The hole inside her was growing by the day
and was becoming harder to hide from her husband. There were only
so many times she could shrug off his concerns. But what was there to
say? It wasn’t as if he could actually do anything to help her. No one
could. Some burdens couldn’t be shed. She was trying to accept hers
without it crushing her entire life under its weight.

She pressed her forehead against the cool glass of the window and peered
down at the empty street three stories below her. She tried to picture it as
if it were in Berlin. The government didn’t erect flags in its own honor on
every street here. The sickness that had infected Germany hadn’t yet spread
to America. No one in the bars and restaurants of Manhattan thought a Nazi
invasion was imminent, and all were thankful that the vastness of the ocean
between the eastern seaboard and the shores of war-torn Europe would
protect them from the seemingly unstoppable force of the German army.

Still, the city was a different place since the attack on Pearl Harbor
the previous December. The dithering of a largely immigrant population,
which wanted to wash its hands of a conflict it saw as an old world problem,
had been brushed aside. The populace rallied to the cause and, with
President Roosevelt’s approval, moved from a stance of isolationism to
one of war almost overnight. Within days of the attack, tens of thousands
of New Yorkers had lined up outside overwhelmed recruiting offices to
volunteer to fight back. The Port of New York had been transformed
into a staging point to feed and support the war efforts of both the British
and their embattled Soviet counterparts and soon would begin sending
American troops by the thousands.

Monika was glad the American war effort was underway at last, yet she
worried it was too late. Every day, she read the papers with gritted teeth
as they story after story of Nazi successes. It seemed the Wehrmacht was
unstoppable. The British were on their knees, and the American army
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dusman, in care sd se poatd pierde in multime i sd trdiascd asa cum
phreau sd traiascd toti ceilalti.

In schimb, s-a dat jos din pat si s-a dus la fereastra. O masind a strabatut
drada de dedesubt, huruind. Locuia cu Michael in acest apartament de
iproape un an. Ca berlineza, era obisnuita cu agitatia unui orag mare. Asta n-o
deranja. Dar o deranja altceva. i lipsea ceva. Golul din sufletul ei devenea mai
mare cu fiecare zi si ii era din ce in ce mai greu si-1 ascundd de sotul ei. Nu-i
putea ignora ingrijorarile la nesfarsit. Dar ce i-ar fi putut spune? Nu era ca si
cum ¢l chiar putea s-o ajute in vreun fel. Nimeni nu putea. Exista poveri de
care nu te poti elibera. Incerca sa si le accepte fard ca acestea sa-i zdrobeascd
intreaga viatd sub greutatea lor.

Si-a lipit fruntea de geamul rece si a privit strada pustie aflata la trei etaje
mai jos. A incercat si-si imagineze cé era in Berlin. Aici, guvernul nu arbora
pe loate strdzile drapele pentru propria onoare. Molima care infectase
(;ermania incd nu se rispandise in America. In barurile i restaurantele din
Manhattan nimeni nu credea cd o invazie nazista este iminenta, si erau cu
lolin recunoscatori ca vastitatea oceanului dintre coasta esticd si tarmurile
luropei sfagiate de razboi aveau si-i protejeze de forta aparent de neoprit a
armatei germane.

Cu toate acestea, orasul se schimbase dupa atacul de la Pearl Harbor, din
luna decembrie a anului trecut. Ezitarea populatiei in mare parte alcatuita
din imigranti, care isi doreau sd ignore un conflict pe care il considerau
problema vechii lumi, disparuse acum. Oamenii se raliaserd cauzei §i, cu
aprobarea presedintelui Roosevelt, trecuserd aproape peste noapte de la o
perspectivd izolationistd la una de razboi. La doar cateva zile dupa atac,
rcci de mii de newyorkezi se aliniaserd in fata birourilor de recrutiri,
olerindu-se voluntari. Portul New York se transformase intr-un punct
strategic de sustinere a eforturilor de razboi ale aliatilor britanici si sovietici,
tar in scurt timp aveau s inceapd s trimitd de mii de trupe americane.

Monika se bucura cd americanii demaraserd eforturile de razboi in cele din
urma, dar se temea ca era prea tarziu. In fiecare zi, citea scragnind din dinti arti-
volele din ziare care prezentau succesele necontenite ale nazistilor. Wehrmachtul'
parca de neoprit. Britanicii erau ingenuncheati, iar armata americana

' Numele oficial al fortelor armate ale Germaniei naziste intre 1935 si 1945 (n. red.).
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was clearly a pitiful product of yeai's' of isolationism and neglect. The
Nazis were the bullies in the international schoolyard doing whatever
took their fancy.

It was so hard for her to find a role in it all. It was impossible to be accepted
when everyone she met thought she was one of them because she was so
obviously German. She was fluent in English—it had only taken her about
six months; her mother had always told her she had a flair for languages. But
the thick accent she still couldn’t shake singled her out for angry looks.

At least she hadn’t been treated as the Japanese had over on the West
Coast. Thousands had already been removed from their homes, and a
special internment camp had been set up in California to house ten thousand
Japanese Americans deemed as a threat to national security. It frightened her
and made her think of the early days of the concentration camps in Germany.
She had only been a child then and, like most of the population, knew little
of their existence at first. But all that changed in September 1934 when
the Gestapo took her father away for the crime of being a trade union leader.

Standing at the window, she closed her eyes to stave off the avalanche
of pain that always came with the thoughts of her father. She felt a tear
run down her cheek and wiped it away, ashamed to cry, even alone.
The day her father was taken away, she had collapsed weeping in the
street. But then she had come to a decision. She would survive, carry
on, keep her feelings hidden, and never show emotion in public again.

She turned back to the bed. Michael still hadn’t moved. The only
sound in the dark room was that of his gentle breathing. She climbed
back under the covers beside him and put her arms around him. He
uttered a few gentle protestations, but she held on. He wriggled a little
but was asleep again in seconds.

She shut her eyes, trying to quiet her mind with images of tranquil
country days drenched in lazy sunshine, dredging for happy memories of
her youth and days at the lake with her parents or visiting her cousin in the
countryside. Her mother’s face was becoming hazier with each passing year.
It had been ten years since she’d died, and Monika had no photographs to
remind her or show Michael how much she looked like her. They'd left
Berlin in such a hurry that Monika hadn’t time to take anything, not even
that one framed image of her mother. She’d left everything behind. No one
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era in mod evident rezultatul deplorabil al anilor de izolationism si neglijare.
Nazistit erau batdusii din curtea scolii internationale care faceau tot ce voiau.

li era foarte greu sd-si gdseascd un rol in toate astea. Era imposibil sa fii
i ceplatd cand toti cei pe care-i intdlnea o priveau ca pe una de-ale lor, pentru
b era evident germand. Vorbea engleza fluent, o invitase in numai sase
lini; mama ei ii spusese mereu ca avea o inclinatie pentru limbi strdine. Dar
weentul german de care nu reusise inca sd scape o facea si iasa in evidenta si
Wi atragd priviri manioase.

Cel putin nu fusese tratatd asa cum fusesera tratati japonezii pe Coasta de
Vest. Mii de oameni fusesera nevoiti sa-si paraseasca locuintele si in California
exiata un lagar de prizonieri pentru zece mii de americani de origine japoneza
considerati o amenintare pentru siguranta nationald. Asta o inspaimanta si
i amintea de perioada de inceput a lagirelor de concentrare din Germania.
I'c vremea aceea era doar un copil si, ca majoritatea populatiei, la inceput nu
Jiuse mai nimic despre ele. Dar totul se schimbase in septembrie 1934, cand
Gestapoul il arestase pe tatal ei pentru ca era lider de sindicat.

[n fata ferestrei, Monika a inchis ochii ca sa alunge durerea ce-o cuprindea
de fiecare datd cind se gindea la tatil ei. A simtit o lacrima alunecandu-i pe
obraz si s-a sters repede la ochi, rusinati ca plange, chiar si de una singuri. In
/iva in care tatal ei fusese arestat, se pribusise in strada, plangind. Dar apoi
luase o hotdrare. Avea sd supravietuiascd, sa reziste, sa-si ascunda sentimentele
/I %4 nu-gi mai arate niciodata emotiile in public.

S-a intors in pat. Michael nu se clintise. In incdperea intunecatd, singurul
unet care se auzea era respiratia lui usoara. S-a bagat langa el in asternuturi
i+ b luat in brate. Michael a ingdimat o impotrivire blanda, dar Monika n-a
renunlat. S-a zvarcolit putin, apoi, dupa cateva clipe, Michael a adormit din nou.

Monika a inchis ochii, incercand si-si linisteascd mintea cu amintirile
acelor zile linistite la tard, scdldate in lumina lenesd a soarelui, amintiri
lericite ale copilariei, cAnd mergea cu parintii pe malul lacului sau isi
vizita verisoara. Chipul mamei sale devenea din ce in ce mai estompat cu
liccare an ce trecea. Trecusera zece ani de la moartea ei si Monika nu avea
nicio fotografie care si-i aduca aminte de ea sau pe care sd i-o arate lui
Michael ca sa vada cat de mult semidna cu ea. Plecasera din Berlin atéat de
precipitat, incdt nu avusese timp s ia nimic cu ea, nici macar acel unic
portret inramat al mamei sale. Lasase totul in urmd. Nimeni de aici nu-i
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had known her parentshere. It was as'if her past didn’t exist. Michael said
he was happy to talk about her childhood, but he didn’t know any of the
people in the stories, so he couldn’t picture it with her. It wasn’t his fault.
None of this was.

Frustration burned through her entire body as she let her hands slide
from Michael’s body. Her husband seemed glad to be free from her grip
and rolled away in his sleep. She lay on her back and stared up at the
dark ceiling. She told herself how painful everything could seem in the
loneliness of a sleepless night, but the fire in her heart burned on.

bR

Michael was already at the breakfast table when she emerged from
the bedroom in her dressing gown. It was a Saturday, so he hadn’t had
to rush off for work. He greeted her with a smile, looking up from his
newspaper. “I wasn’t expecting you to sleep in so long. Your breakfast
has gone a bit cold.”

“That’s all right. Thank you for making it.” She sat at the table and
helped herself to the scrambled eggs with sausage he had prepared.

“Bill Smithers joined up yesterday,” Michael said as she forked the
lukewarm eggs into her mouth. “The Army.”

“Did he?” She lowered her eyes. This wasn’t the first time her
husband had broached this conversation, and it was hard to know
what to say. She knew the importance of what was happening in the
world more than most and didn’t want to hold him back from what he
saw as his duty, but what would she be here without him?

“Most of the men under 30 have gone from the firm now, and some
of the older men too. Bill is ten years older than I am. Has a wife and
three kids at home too.”

Michael was 24, and while he wasn’t in the peak physical shape
he’d been in when he competed at the Olympics in ‘36, he was fitter
than most.

He pushed the newspaper across to her. The headline on the front
page was about the possibility of American troops landing in North
Africa to join the fight there.
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Cunoscuse parintii. Era ca i cum trecutul ei n-ar fi existat. Michael spunea
v ve bucurd sd-i vorbeascd despre copilaria ei, dar nu-i stia pe niciunul
dintre oamenii din povestile ei, asa ci ii era imposibil sa-si imagineze acel
tivcul cu ca. Nu era el de vina. Nu era de vind pentru nimic.
Cind si-a ldsat méinile sa alunece de pe Michael, frustrarea ii ardea intregul
o, Sotul el a parut si se bucure cd nu-i mai simte stransoarea si, adormit,
» intors pe partea cealaltd. Intinsa pe spate, Monika si-a atintit privirea in
tavanul intunecat. S-a gandit cat de dureros parea totul in singuratatea unei
nopli [ard somn, dar focul din inima ei continua sa arda.

XAk %

Cand a iesit ea din dormitor, in cdmasd de noapte, Michael era deja la
mnsd, luand micul-dejun. Era sdmbitd, asa cd nu trebuia sd plece grabit

vimuncia. A salutat-o cu un zambet, ridicand ochii din ziar.

Nu m-asteptam sa te trezesti atat de tarziu. Ti s-a cam rdcit mancarea.

li-n regula. Multumesc.

S-a asezat la masa si a luat farfuria cu omletd si carnati pe care i-o pregatise.

Bill Smithers s-a inrolat ieri, a spus Michael in timp ce ea lua din omleta
caline

[Da? a spus ea, coborand privirea.

Nu era prima datd cand sotul ei deschidea aceasta discutie si Monikai ii
¢ra preu sd-gi dea seama ce sa spund. Era mai constienta decat majoritatea
camenilor de importanta evenimentelor care aveau loc in lume si nu voia sa-1
impicdice s faca ceea ce el considera a fi de datoria sa, dar cum ar fi putut tréi
ater Lara el?

Majoritatea barbatilor sub treizeci de ani au parasit deja firma, la
lel 51 cdtiva mai in varstd. Bill e cu zece ani mai mare ca mine. Are o sotie
i1 lrel copii.

Michael avea doudzeci si patru de ani si, cu toate cd nu mai avea conditia
lizica perfecta din perioada in care participase la Olimpiada din "36, era intr-o
lorma mult mai bund decat majoritatea.

Michael a impins ziarul citre ea. Titlul de pe prima pagina vorbea despre
posibilitatea ca trupele americane sa aterizeze in nordul Africii unde si se
alature luptelor.
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“Stalin’s begging Roosevelt and Churchill to engage the Germans in
North Africa on a large scale to relieve pressure on the Eastern Front.
The Russians are getting pummeled.”

“I'm surprised they’ve lasted this long.”

“So is Hitler. He didn’t expect the war of attrition it’s turned into
out there. His tanks are running out of fuel. They need to take the
oilfields in the South Caucasus before they can push on.” He folded
the newspaper and put it down. The silence between them swelled,
enveloping them both.

She tried to concentrate on her food for a few more seconds but
then blurted her fears. “You want to join up, don’t you?”

Michael hesitated before answering. He put down his cup of
coffee. Rationing hadn’t begun yet, but rumor had it that it wasn’t
far down the pipeline. “How long do you think we’ll be able to sit
here, eat eggs, and drink coffee?” He tried to smile, but it came as a
pained expression.

“Answer the question,” she shot back. “What do you want?”

“I saw so many things in my time in Berlin. So many awful things.”
He looked at her with pity. “I haven’t experienced the level of suffering
you have. T spent less than four years in Germany, but you were born
and raised there. The Nazis destroyed your life. My experience doesn’t
compare.”

She reached across the narrow table and cupped his cheek. “T'd
probably be dead or in a concentration camp if it wasn’t for you.
Remember what my intentions were when we met? 1 was willing to
do anything to get to Goebbels, just so I could try to kill him. My life
would be over now if I hadn’t fallen in love with you.”

He placed his hand over hers. “That doesn’t mean 1 don’t feel
responsible for you. I brought you here, away from your friends and
the few remaining family members you had. I took you from the life
you knew.”

“Our time in New York hasn’t been perfect, but I can only imagine
what living in Berlin is like these days. We’d be underground if we
were there. The entire population must be living in fear.”

“Those that aren’t should be.”
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Stalin 1i implord pe Roosevelt si pe Churchill si lupte impreund cu
ermanii din nordul Africii pentru a diminua presiunea de pe Frontul de Est.
Hiyh sunt decimati.

Sunt surprinsd ca au rezistat atat de mult.
Si Hitler e surprins. Nu se astepta s fie nevoit sa ducid acolo un razboi de
durura, Tancurile lui raman fard combustibil. Pentru a putea continua, trebuie
1 puna mana pe rezervele de petrol din Caucazul de Sud, a spus Michael,
wnphturind ziarul si punindu-1 deoparte.
I'icerea dintre ei s-a marit pand cand i-a cuprins cu totul pe améandoi.
l'imp de cateva secunde, Monika a incercat sd se concentreze la mancare,
irona ribufnit, rostindu-si temerile.

Vrei sd te inrolezi, nu-i asa?

Michael a ezitat inainte sa raspunda. A lisat jos ceasca de cafea. Inci nu
iicepuse rationalizarea, dar se zvonea cé era foarte aproape.

Cat crezi cd vom mai putea sta aici linistiti, mancand oud si bind cafea?

Aincercat sd schiteze un zambet, dar rezultatul a fost o expresie indurerata.

Raspunde-mi la intrebare, a insistat ea. Ce vrei sé faci?

Cat am stat in Berlin, am vazut atat de multe. Atat de multe lucruri
inprozitoare, a zis el, privind-o cu mila. N-am trecut printr-o suferinti atit de
imare ca tine. Am stat in Germania mai putin de patru ani, dar tu te-ai nascut

1 ai crescut acolo. Nazistii ti-au distrus viata. Experienta mea nu se compara
Cice- trait tu.
Monika s-a intins peste masa ingustd si i-a cuprins fata in palme.

Dacd nu erai tu, probabil cd acum eram moarta sau in vreun lagar de
concentrare. Ti-aduci aminte ce voiam sa fac cdnd ne-am intilnit? Eram
dispusd sd fac orice ca sd ajung la Goebbels si sd incerc sd-1 omor. Daci nu
im-as 1 indragostit de tine, n-as mai fi fost in viata acum.

Michael si-a pus méinile peste mainile ei.

Asta nu inseamna cd nu ma simt responsabil pentru tine. Eu te-am adus
ict, departe de toti prietenii tdi si de cele cateva rude pe care le mai aveai.
I'e am separat de viata pe care o stiai.

Viata noastra in New York n-a fost perfecta, dar nu-mi pot inchipui ce
mseamnd sd traiesti acum in Berlin, Am fi nevoiti sa stam ascunsi. Probabil ca
toala populatia e terorizata.

Cei care nu sunt terorizati ar trebui si fie.
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