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ABSTRACT B ¥
Searching

° Milly Charon

()

Searching is a bollecfion of short fiction based on
true events. Eaéh story has a different geographjcal getting
and differentlcentral cha;acters. Spanning a period of over
forty years of this century, the stories are linked the-
matically by two common elements--the search, and individual
destiny. 'Many of the characiers in the stories have only the
slenderest clues to help them uncover mis 51np portions of
‘,their lives. Their need to search is often opsessiieﬂ but
nééessary in order to find roots in a rootless and ruthless
society. ' ‘

Presented in simpie. direct language, the-storiés em-
ploy conventional narrative techniques. The point of view
varies froﬁ third persoh omniscient and limited o;niscient
to first-person narrative. The element of the unexpected

v

plays a 51gn1f1cant part in each tale. y .
Searchxng is about determined people who persist and
persevere. The stories present an insight into the remorse-
less, indiffereﬁt and even horrifying aspects of the human
condition, but also touch on the more hopeful themes of

dedication, survival and love. _ .

u&“ﬂ;
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-\ : This collection of fictionalized stories based on true
events does not follow the standard short story form. The
stories have been culled from various sources--newspaper

clippings, magazine articles, casual conversations and real-
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Y ' life encounﬁers;ato retain a gegree of casualness, reportage
- and colloquialnes;. However, each incident has been rein- 3
' forced by research and altered, where necessary, to give it |
Mthé signific%pce of art.
1 ‘ I'gm indebted to a number of people too numerous to liat, -
. A chance remﬁrk from Henry Dugas, whose ancestors had been

deportgd from Acadia to Louisiana, suggested the story of

"The Journal", In 1970 Rabbi Allan Langner used the barggde-

tails of "A City Divided” iﬁ:a sermon at Beth-El Synagogue in

Montreal. I arranged to have the story reprinted in The

- Jf R Digest the same year., “
: "The Cemetery" originated with an Associated Press, Lon-

don, article reprinted in the Montreal Gazette on August 28
. 1985. Additional material came from The Pgec1ous Legacy,
edited by David Altshuler, (Summit Books.vNew York), 1983.

An article in %he May, 1949 issue of Reader's Digest was the

~ j source for “The Brooklyn Subway". "Searching for Peace" was
based on a "true confesslon » and ”Blnéen on t;: Rhine" was
the result of a 1978 Australian trip I took of special signi-
-ficance. "Boxcars® and “The Golden Cross* were suggested by '
.pSEBohal,experiences in my‘childhopd. : -
To avoid any embarrassment to any person living or dead,

. # .
N 4 . .
5\\$f ' the names in the stories have been changed. \
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But we/must still be seeking.

-

- William Wordsworth




A R A
i Y&,
Neo - G é&&
« -
- P
‘ CONTENTS }
. S '
The Train - L | 1
A City Divided o , - 12
Boxcars T 28
Searching for Peace ‘ N V4
The "Journal « . 62
The .Cemetery . . ' * 81
The Golden Cross . - ' .94
R 5 {’\ 4 ’ B
The Brooklyn Subway ' , . : 119
Bingen on the Rhine ' ‘ 128



}
i

>

“

The Train

I3




Q

o

I could tell you stories you wouldn't belleve. Do
you want a story9 I 11 tell you a good one. One of’'my -
friends, a very quiet and shy .person, told me this one. I

knew him for a long time before he could talk about it,

go I'm sure he must have been affected by it even though he

wds born in Canada and.didn't know what it was like to livé,»\

-

through a war. It happened to his grandfather and grand-
uncle. His father heard it from his father and then passed

ition to his son, my friend. .

Itlbegins during the early years of the SecondeWorld

(o3

War in Poland, when the Nazis were rounding upi Jews, street

by street, ghetto B& ghetto, city by c1ty, and shipping them® -

by train to the concentration camps. Lodz had a large Jewish

population, and the tréinloads kept moving westwa Da-

" chau and Bergen-Belsen and southward to Auschwitz with \

their terrified human cargo. ' : ‘
. .

Berel and Yitzhak Goldstein were seventeen and méne- . -
- » ~ ‘
teen respectively at the time. They came from a large Jewish 3
. ! ] [}
family in Lodz and had been separa®ed from their. parents and
: [

siblings. The Germans had picked them up with a number of /

~ others while they were attending a meeting to plan an escape

to Palestine. Within a short time, they were dispatched--

e . e
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shabby, hungry, unwashed and unshaven-;with other Jews on

a train for Dachau in Germany.

' The windows were locked, and two crossed piéceélof wood
had been nai}ed‘qcross to prevent anyone from breaking the
glass and jumping from the train. The passéngers were pgcked
into old deérepit passenger coaches, and at each end in the
narrow passage bereen cars, stood a soldier with a sub-ma-
chine pgun. ‘ - o >

Berel and Yitzhak had been very‘close all their liveé.
Y?tzhak. the older, had always felt responsible for his bro-
ther. From eafiy éhildhood on he had watched over Berel,
guided him, and helped him in every way. But now they were
both trapped in a situation from which there seemed no es-
cape. They knew they were going to their deaths: even though
they had been told they were to wark L: labour camps for the
glorious Third Reich.

"Berel, we have to get out of here,” Yitzhak told his//
brother. "They are going to kill us.” | ’

"I know, but how? Thére are guards on either end, and

L

we can't get out of the windows. They're locked and boarded ’

-

up, and we're going too fast to jump." ' "~ ' -
"Berel, we've been along this track before. This is h;v;

we'll do it. Do you remember that summer we went to visit -

Auniié'Rivka in Germany? Do you rememﬁer that long tunnel

that takes about five minutes to get throggh? We have to

—
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work om the windows béfore we get there. It will be a few

hours before wé get to the tunnel, and it will be dark when /

. we reach it. The lights will be‘dimmed on ‘the train at

ﬂight._and it will be hard fer the guards to See too much.

We have to jump before the tunnel. Once the train enters it,

+

.comes out on the other side. The delay will give us enough

time to get as far from the railway line as posgsible. Any-
way,QI don't £hink they'll know we're‘missing with so many
people crammed in here. Take ydur blanket and pull it over
your head as if" you are trying to sleep. Turn side&ays and
use your right hand. I'll work on the windoQ from my side,
and you f;;;'yours. Use your belt buckle, of whatever you
have, to pry up the window. Once we have it open a few in-
ches, slip your hanh through and{bﬁéh at the board "to force
the nails away. They'll give." '

f I'd “
It took a few hours, but somehow they managed to raise

o

the window slightly and apply énough’pressure on the wooden
Boards to release the nails. One good shove would be enough
to allow them space to get out. It was tedious arnd~ danger-’

ous work. Once a guard- decided ‘to walk down the aisle to

&

talk to,the soldier at the other end of the car. Berel

T———

hagtily pushed the window down as the soldier approached..

Yitzhak whispered that it would be perfect if the two
N X

guards could be occupied this way when it came time- to jump.
,/ T

/

—

.the guards won't be able to do anything'until the train ,///

IS



a snake and twist into a ball when you are almoét thfough.

T:7y wouldn' ¥ notice thing until it was.too late, Berel

wds the one to _rdtice ther

sign flash by, indicating the
tunnel was six kilometres ahead}$ -

“Now.";ﬁhispered Yitzhak. "You go first ana'i'll fq1;

”

"low." : . S ~° /// {”\\ji/

Berel turned white. *I can't. I'm afraid. The train is
going too fast." . -

"It slpws befoge4it reach;; the tunneli_éet ready."

"No, i can't.™ ’

“Dhen I'11 go Tirst, and you follow. 3lide through like
' ' ' ’”

e

Roll when.yoB hit the groubd and keep ro;ling until you- are

away from the train."” - ' ) A

"¢ “Okay, I'1l do it."

As the train began to brake a kilometre before.the tun-
nel, Yitzhak slithered through the window. }e hung oh bum-
ping against the side‘oﬁ«the train, then pushed off, cur-
ling himself into a ball. ‘He Hit thﬂSnbankment and rolled '

down the'siope.“He remained in hiding 'in ihp tall grass to

give his brother time to escépé from the.carriage farther,

" up the line. When the train had passed, he stayed in the

grass for another fifteen minutes before he dared’ to move. ' -

He slithered his way forward, keeping the railway tracks in

”n

sight; and followed the line to where-he expected his bro-

R

there to be waiting for him. And he kept going...and going.

5 R
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\tened*ﬁo yodgﬁ ‘he Whlspered.

—_ - . -

There was no ‘sign of. Berel. He became uneasy, then panicky.

b 1

. Berel must have been seen!: He's been caﬁéht and shot! That's

wﬁat they did to escapers. My God, he's dead! Yitzhak ima-- -
‘eined all Kihds of horrdrs. For hours he ranged up and down v
"the track, a mile up and a ml}g down, looking for his bro-
ther. Overhead the moon played-hide- and-go-seek with ragged
clouds. prlng him periods of brlghtness gnd then blan-
%etlﬁﬁ the countryside in total darkness. He Stumbled and

S .
ell a number of times. Once, when he{zmbled into a ditch,

~

_he fell on his arm and wrenched it. He remained where helay . -

Y

as his anguish burst over him.

= . ) . .
He's dead. I must say prayers for him, T must. "}18-
gahdal v'yiskahdesh shmay rahboh.2..'" he mumbled, His voice
broke. The tears ran down his cheeke«and his body shook

with wrench%pg,spbs. “Berel, Berel, it should have been me, -
. .

not you. I Should have pushed you out first and not\fis-
v 3

1 i
nally he climbed out of the "ditch and crept toward

a stand of trdes, 1ook1ny for a place to hide. He knew it

would not be ;ise to remain near the track. The Germans

would send soldiers back'with dogs to look for him after

his escape was discovered. The train would stop at the next

station, and they would send messages out alerting the pat-
. p

rols. In a short time they would be out hunting for him.

He stumbled deeper into the woods. He~heard rustling

,
e, '
L . »
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sounds around-him and little animal ndisegx Once shining:

3

eyes peered back at him as. he blundered into a clump of bu-

shes. He turned and ran. Finally he ¢limbed a tree and
A

wedged himself into the anéle between the trunk and a thié?”

branch. Removing- his belt from his trousers, he wound it

L

around his arm and the tree limb so he would not fall if he,

- dozed,  off to sleep. He‘thougﬁt there might ve wolves in the

woods. He shifted restlessly for a long time, trying to
. , ,
find a comfortable position. Every little while he would
A

¢ t

-

break into tears as he remembered his brother. He thought
2 ' ‘
. . ,
about their ybuth, their growing up-together. [t was agony
“thinking about’ the past. AN -

Finally a broken sleep overtook him, but his subcon- -

. o
Scious would not give in. Nightmares tormented him. Berel

was in all of them...always out of reach. Berel was caught

- .in a fast-flowing river, grasping a root protruding. from the
o n

bank. Just as Yitzﬁék reached to grab him, ‘the root broke
and Berel was swept away....berel was hanging from é cliff,
his hands clutching a stunted tree. Just as Yitzhak lowered

the rope to pull him to safety, the tree broke loose, and

e

Berel fell a thousand.feet to his death....

\

Yitzhak awoke in a cold sweét.‘his clothes drenched.
, \
He sneezed. A heavy dew had fallen, and it was damp and

cold. He rubbed his hands and arms, trying to get some

\

,warmth back into .them. In the east the faint light on the

. = » , . . \
" ' ¢
Q , j‘n[‘ - !



»

horizpn;wafned'him that daylight was coming.

I have to get out of here. They must not find me. There

has to be a town not too far off. I'll head westward.'He_un-:

wound the belt froﬁ his numbed arm and replaced it on his
trousers. Then he slowiy‘climbed down the tree, his ceamped‘
limbs making it difficult to move. He was thiréty and hun-
gry, and felt lightheaded. His throat was raw,- and he sus-
pected he was coming down with'some kind of illness. He was
certain he had a fever. ﬁe started walkingﬁ picking his way
carceflully Lhrou;f,h Lthe wm)dd:z. He' wiws sture he had walked for

miles. It wasg getting more and more difficglt. He found him-

.self stumbling and falling. Chills shook his body, and his

feet felt like lead.
The sky was getting lighter when.he. stumbled out of the
woods 1nto the outskirts of a town Somewhere he hedrd dogs

barking. He knew he had to be careful to avoid them. He

skirted what appeared to be a main street and chose a nar-

4

row, cobbled street to enter the town. He moved slowly,

watking close to buildings so he could dart into a doorway
if someone should appear. He liétened. No one seemed to be
stirring, but he could hear the sounds of a cart rumbling

through a street a short distance away. The horse's hoof's

' clip—clopped on the stones. He pushed cautiously forward.

Suddenly he froze. He could hear the tramp of booted

feet and then a sharp command in German The sound seemed

o~

2
[ 2

RN



q)urgehtlyﬂ%n it. After what seemed an eternity, it dpeneq a.

14

to ﬁe coming right tpoward him, He didn't know in which di-"
rection to run. A few feét away waslan alley, with doors
- opening onto it. He darted into the alley, trying to maﬁé_
~ as little noise as possible. He could hear the sound of

'marching feet more clearly now. At the other end of the al-

"~ ley was a high wall. He couldn't get out that way.

Yitzhak panicked. lie decided to take a chance--a chance

" .that could vefy well cost him his 1life. He was trapped.

/s

There was no choice. He ran to one of the doors and knocked

1

crack and“a middle-aged man peered out. le didn't seem
shocked to see Yitzhak. Instead, he pulled him in-and bol-

ted tﬁf door. Yitzhak told him in German that he had to hide
‘or the Nazis .would kill him. ) . |

.The man nodded and whisperéd. "Bitte, wollen sie her-

ein zﬁ kommen?" Aﬁd he turned and led Yitzhak down a.long,

dark passage o the kitchen. The shutters were drawn, and a

single oil-lamp cast dark shadows‘on the walls. Seated at

a table hidden in an alcove in a corner of thé’foom was a .

h@n. barely visible until Yitzhak's eyes adjusted to the

gloom. The man turned and looked up, and Yitzhak's heart

gavé a-mighty thump against his ribs. "Berel, Berel," he

thspéred. "I thought you were dead? How did you gqt here?"
.‘ﬁnd he burstpiﬁfo tears. - ' .

Berel rushed to his brother and threw his arms‘aréund

!



him: "I know I was a coward ﬁaking you go first, but I knew
I couldn*t be without you for long. I jumped off the tpain
just as it emerged from the tunnel. It was still éoing at
half~speed,‘and I,had to backfrack and come around to where
you had jumped. I speht_the night in some woods, but I heard
rustling all around me and imagined all kinds of dangers. I
remained hidden, and before dawn I started niking toward
the town, hoping to. £find food ana a place to hide. I almost
bluﬁhered into that German patrol outside and ran in here.
This man was kiﬁd enough to take me in. And you?"

"I looked for you for hours. We were probably quite
close to each other in the dark. How long have you been
here?" '

"About half-an-hour."

"Can you imagine the luck that brought us both to the

. >
same place within such a short time?" Yitzhak marveled.

"We could have been searching for one another for years.

Or\not searched, each believing the other was dead. It is
uncanny how we found each other this way." ‘
"Listen, Berel, we have to make plans. When it gets
dark tonight we leave. And this time we make ‘sure we don't
get separated. We have to find a way to get to Palestine.
Come sit down. Out host hés some brea and chicory coffee

for us. You must be very hungry."



What do you think of that story? And you'gnow, those
two kept moving, éscaﬁing across borders unifl they reached
" Palestine. After some years they came to Canada where they
married women who were sisters in a double wedding. Eéch‘was
godfather to the other's first-born son. Berel and Yitzhak ,
went into business together and bought homes beside each
other. That vow they made in 1943 in that dimly 1it kitchen
in a small town in Germany was kept tﬁrouahgut their lives,
and they made’arrangements ég‘keep it in death. ‘The brothers
bought a family plot in a cemetéry and arranged Lo be buricd
beside one anéther. , °

Oh, they're still alive...in their sixties...and still
active. Their grandchildrén listen to their stories of the
war and their escapades in Europe and Palestine with a won-
der bordering on awe. My friend told me those two are a pair
_.of heroes whose deeds should have been recognized years ago.

I wish I could write well enough to record their history.

. / S



-

ity Div i;;ed

AC

-



" .
"Take a look! Coqgnhere quick!"” Ba;la Pechat com- |
manded her husband. Halrbrush in one. hand, she pulled aside
. the curtain on the bedroom window in their small flat ing
Jerusalem. "Those two are going out together again. Imagin&
their nerve being seen togethar in our HolyACity:"
"Busybody,"” muttered Borach under his breath. Saated
at the kitchen table, a cup of hot coffee at his elbow.'he
had been reading the morning paper. Two more terrorist at-
tacks on the ‘border near Lebanon. When is this insane kil-
ling g01ng to stop? he thought. He heard 'his wife's insis-
tent yoice again demanding that he come to the window.
“Bayla:” he raiséd his vdice. ;What‘are you picking at.
those two women fop? Leave them alone.‘$hej have a right to
chogse their friends and campaniOns Mind your own business:"
Bayla 8 v01ce became more strldent. "But 1t is my busi-
ness. They--live Just a few .doors away on our street. Where
is -it written that an Agah\!pman and a Jed%sh woman cauxlive
together in. the same house. ggwre enemies,’aren’t we? wQ've
been fighting.them for years, and those two are living to-
.gether. It's a’ scandal. I tell you'“
"Bayla, be quiet. The '‘Good. Book writes. *The lion and

the lamb shall lie down together.' 'So they are practising a
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Bible quotation instead of just reading it. Leave.them alone
and attend to yo‘ur own work. They*re not harming anyone."”
"But it's wrongi" Bayla continged.. She pulled the hair-

brush throu‘gh her hair a few times, punctuating her protests
By stabbing the brush in the air as if fighting an unseen
enemy. "We are on the ‘opposite side, Mrs. Zemer next door.
agrees with me even if you don't. It's giving the ne'ighbour-"
hood a bad name."

| Borac); raised his voice in irritation. "Hang Mrs. Zemer:
sShe's the street yenta, and you're running, 1 close second to
her. What is this, a contest to see who can be the nosiest
on the street? Enough woman! Hold your tonguel” '

*  Bayla subsided, but not for long. "Borach, what do you

suppose makes them behave that way? Can*'t that 'Dvora Garon

find .a nice Jewish woman to live with? Why does she have to

»
<

live with an Arab?" ’ ‘ ' v

"How should I know? Ask them if you're so curious. I
don't want to hear another word. If you say one more thing,
I'm leaving. You're giving me a headache. You hear me, not
another word:!" 0 “

Bayla sniffed. She stalke® into the kitchen, poureci
herself a cup.o‘f coffee and then slammed the éup on the ta-
. ble. Borach ignored her. Busybody, he thought, everything is
her business. Why do I have to listen to this day in and day

out? He shrugged. He turned a page of the heWSpaper he had
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been reading and went back to his morning news. But he

couldn't concentrate on the words. They bepgan to blur as he

remembered....

The past...the war...the first war in 1948, That was
the beginning. He had f;ught and lived through it and all
the other wars, and now he was tqo old to fight. It was time
for peace, and an end to the terrorism, the killifu; and the
hatred. His mind returned to the first warvénd the seige of

Jerusalem....
Il

- ) E 0
&

At four p.m. on May 14, 1948, David Ben_Gurion pro-
claimed the rebirth of ;he ancient biblical homeland--Is-
rael. Just after midnight, five Arab armies--poised on the
borders and committed to the destruction of the new staté--
launched their attack, initiating a conflict that would con-
tinu?bfor decades. ‘

.The Jews retaliated, and panic and uncertainty lent
wings to the Palestinian Arabs' exodus. In many cases, Arabs,
who had been warned by their leaders to leave, were assured
that the Jews would be driven into the sea and that they
woﬁld shortly return in triumph to their homes. .

The Arabs fled in their thousands--a flood of fright-

ened, bewildered people--their belongings hastily thrown in-



to sacks, cartons and battered suitcases. Clufching-sqgal-
ling infants, dragging youngsters, they .used whatever tréns-
portation was available: bicyciis, donkeys, taxis, Mos? were

. oni” foot. All of them were headiﬁg in the direction of 'the L
nearest Arab coﬁntry—-Jordan, Syria or Lebanon. On their
heels pressed a rag-tag army of Jews, many fresh out of the
concentration camps ;nd displaced-persons camps in FEurope,
determined to defend their right to live in the Promised

Land.

;On May 15, after desperate street fipghting in Jeru-
e salea, the Haganah captured from the Arabs the Hospice of
Notre-Dame, overlooking one side of Musrara, the Arab dis- .
trict. Attack and éounter-attack swung back and forth a- . .
gainst a backdrop of banic and looting while the Israelis

B

pushed their advance units into Musrara.

{
Yossi Garon and his men stealthily crept forward, their

guns,reaay, down narrow Musrara streets. They-peerea care-
fully into doorways and checked rooftops for snipers. Sirens.
wailed'above,thelgunfire. and the crum%ﬁof'artil}ery coﬁld
be heard above the din. Bodies iay in doorways, on the cob-
bled streets--Arab and Jewish blood mingiing in the gutters.

Yossi and his. group split up as he assigned each to a
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housé:*a check for hidden marksmen. Up .the street a dog
barked and -from a distance another howled in answer. From

. somewhe€re came the sound of a woman weeping, then the high-

pitched wail of a baby.

-

°

* ‘ » . *
‘ -

, In 1948, a wall was erected in the heart of Jerusaiem

to divide the 01d City from’the New. Pierced by the Mandel~
baum Gate, this barrier was as effective as the Beflin Wall,
cutting the anclent city'into twé. For ninetéen years fhere

was no movement between the two Jerusalems.

-
P -~

* * . *

Borach blinked. AWhat, wpat did‘you say?" Bayla was
saying something, and he hadn't heard a word. T

"Aren't you listening to me? You act as if’you'rg‘deaf.
I said I'm going to the market to pagk up sothe food. ‘We need
frui§ and vegetables." She took the‘foldeqymetal cart, drag-
ging_the squeakihg wheels across the tile floor. She closed

the door on her way out, louder than was necessary.

.

"She's mad," grumbled Borach. "She's ‘driving me crazy
with her nagging and she's mad. l_should be mad.” He

-scratched his—~cheek. He walked over to the small bookcase



18

Lol

4
N

and absently p;}ied out a book on the Slx Days' War. He
aimlessly flipped the pages, glancing at photographs of the
war. Too old to fight, too old to work, he thought, but not
too old to eat.... How many of us are left with our nemories
of those three wars--1948, 1956 and 19677 -And how many more
T ' wars after this? Anothe?vfive years, ten years and it starts
again. Wherr will peace finally come, and how? Not in my
o lifetimei..maybe never. He took the book over to the table

. and sat down to read it. , v

~ Y c

- *The. end of the Six Dhys' War in June, 1967, opened the
T~ Mandelbaum gate and brought the wall down. The Holy Clty was
« * reunited. Jerusalem had~been sub;ected to an 1nten31ge bom-
bardment, suff&ring the worst damage in the ent;re ﬂér. In
-phbse six Qays, more than five hundred civilians had been,

z killed and wounded in the long-range shelling by the Jor- =
gihian ;rmy. Night bombing from the air had left the skies

P red with flamegf ' \ T

iy " Under cpver of darkness, two Ié;aeli armoured columns™
encxrcled the 0l1d City. When the Israeli tanks and half-
; ; tracks clanged into the old area after three days of flerce
fighting, they knew victory was theirs. By -ten a.m. the holy

heart of the city--the age-old Wailing Wall--was secured.

J »
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One morning, several weeks after‘Jerusalem hhd been re-
unitgd, a ﬁiddle;aged Arab woman in flowing robes made her
way‘ﬂrom the 0ld City to'thé_Musrara district. She picked
her way slo&ly tp‘avoid stuﬁbling on rubble that had been’

left by the bombardment. Everywhere was evidence of con-

gstruction as crews of men and women loaded rock, stone, and

o .

plaster onto trucks. Scaffolding had been erected along the
walls of buildings under repair, and workmen wérc climbing
up and down carrying tools, bricks ahd cement.

Hegira Hasseini had béen rece;fly widowed. Three chil-
dren had grown and left her. Life had not been kind. Nine-
teen years before, she a;d her family had fled Musrara and
had endured a miserable existence &5 refugees trying to es-
tabligh themselves in 0ld Jerusalem:“ﬁany times she had
thought of her old house, her friends'and what she had 1eft’
behind. But there was ﬁo way she could get back through the
Mandelbaum Gate. Now at last‘she was going home, though she
did not know whether there would be a 'house to return to.-

v

thought; That's the result of war. You lose everytﬁing. How

‘can I claim what is mine by right? llow shall.T ask for it?

She trembled as she walked. She had not eaten that mokning.
e

" She had been in too much of a hurry to, leave before dawn.

If it's still standing, others may be living in , she
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Perhaps along the way I will find a coffee vendor and buy a

strong sweet cup of coffee to give me energy. No matter, I'm

l
. almost there.

She found the stré%t and insti?étively slowed her pace
.- as she felt her heart begin to beat more quickly. When she
reached the_Spot and sawuthe house was‘still standing, a
wave of relief swepf over her. Her paims‘wefe-wet and beads
of sweat stood out on her forehead and upper lip. She no-
. ticed immediately the colour of tke door and ;indbw frames
had changed. They had been painted blue when she lived théfe

and now were yellow. She noticed the tiles on the roof had

been replaced and wondered if her garden was still at the

back of the house.

—

»
/ . Gathering up her courage, she knocked on the door. A

. Jewish woman wearing'black and the traditional armband of
- "; mou}ning answered. She weé éiddle-aged:and her faig was
/ marred by large dark.circlesAunder heé eyes. There was a look
(’ " of sadnesg in théi; depths.
<:\ ) . *Shalom,” she said, "how can T help you?"
A4 T Hegira explained that she had lived there before 1948
, and ésked'if she could be- permitted to have a look a}ound

" her old house. ,

. E
e

*

The woman hesitated for a moment, a look of suspicion
appearing momentarily in her eyes, Spe looked-directly at

Hegira as if appraising her and then nodded.

rd

PN
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"Please come jn. You look so tired. Let me make you

rs

o

a cgp~of coffee."” ‘ *
- Hegira was grateful for the}kiﬁdnegs; She sank inpoja
phair‘and closed her eyes, §he bl;nkeq.when she felt the -
coffee cup placed in her Hand; puttihg it to her lips and
sipping until the trembling stopped. .
"Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Hegira Has-
seini. I am a widow. My husband died just*a few months ago. ™
What little we had was spent on medical expenses; Bﬁt no-
"+ thing helped." ) |
“What was the matter with him? Wasfhe'wounded,in.tﬁé
war? Was he a solqier?" Maybe he was oné of those respon-
,8ible for Yos$si's death, she thoughi. If he was anywhere .
near wﬁefe it hgppened. I'11 send her packing.
~ "No, no, he was too old for the military. What medical
care he received was very inédequate. I don't think the doc-
tor knew exactly what was wrong with him. He said my husband
had a 'wasting disease.'" . b \
- v The Jewish woman nodded her head. "It could have been
one of several things. dh, forgive me. I have~forggyten to‘
iniroduce\myself. My name is Dvora Garon. My son ahd I live
.here. As you probably noticed by my clothing,” I, too, am in
Qourning. I lost my husband three weeks ago. He was kiiled

in the~fighting in the Sinai." Her eyes glistened suddenly,

and she raised her hand~to brush her fingers across them,

~—



"These insane wars. When will.they stop? When will the kil-
ling be halted? So many wives and children ieft alon; with —~_~
nothing but their memories." . (f, ’/f
Hegira nodded in symbathy. “To be alone is to be very’\x\,/
unhappy. Once we lived in peace so many yéarg ago'wheﬁ I was
a child, and then the wars began and we lost eve???higg. All
my happiness was in this house, and when we we;e(forced to
leave it I 1éft everything here. You would not think me a
liar if T told you that when I livied here, we>hid some
valuables, hoﬁing that we would soon be back to claim them?"
"How do I know you are speaking the truth--that this is
indeed yéuf'house? Perhaps it belonged to your neighbour or |
a friénd. and you knew there was sometﬁing hidden here. Can
you prove you are telling the truth?"
| "I can tell .you exactly how the house looked when we
fled in May, 1948. If yoﬁ have lived here since then, you
will know I'm not lying." " \\\
"You could have been in hére visiting a friend."
"I could tell you where my valuables ;ere hidden and
exactly what there is and how they were wrapped. Would you
believe me’then?“
"Berhaps."”
"If the money is still there, I will share it with you,
~ ‘half and half," Hegira offered. -

* "No,” no, why should I, take what is yours, if it is
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yours? Your treasures belong to you, if you are telling the

\

truth. Describe them and tell me where ysu hid them.®
_ "Theré are‘twenty-eighf fFold coins, a golden thimble,

two gold rings, and a peavy gold,chain.‘They are in a lea;
ther bag Qrapped in brown cloth under the bathroom tiles.*®

"Well, then let us go dig(up the tiles and see what is
under them." Dvora scrabbled in a drawer in the kitchen for
a screwdriver and led the way to the bathroom. A few mi-
:utes' Qork was éll it required to;pry up four tiles. Gure
enough, below lay a leather pouch wrapped in rotting cloth.
Inside was a handful of gold cojns and the ogher items He-
gira had describgd. Hegira clapped her hands with delight.
She counted.the coins.."Twengyreighﬁ...exactly what there
was...our life savings!" She-beamed and thanked Dvora over
and over again., |

Thatvafternoon'marked the beginning of a friendship. At
' least once a week Hegira- would come to visit Dvora. Hegira |
met Dvora‘s‘ son when he -had fhree—days' leave from his com-
,puLsory'army service., As the months passed their friendship

deepened and both women opened their hearts to each other,

They spoke of their families, their children, of happier

iy

- ’ . ' S ——
times and of sad times--the wars and the sensecless kilTing.

On one of these weekly visits, Hegira was describing the ¢

<

4

horrors of hér flight in 1948,

.~

"There was one night, you know, when our street was

7

-~
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like the front line and the noise was Zfafening. We felt we --
were doomed. We knew we had to escape and ran without thin-
king. We grabbed the few belongings we could carry;‘took the.
\\Tbhildren and ran." She paused as she heard dishes rattling
in :;E\kiychen. -

. "It i;\Bhiy Uri home on leave. He must be making some-

. thing to eat. He's bee, working in the garden tying up the

drooping stems. Please, do goon," said Dvora,

) h "Iﬁ\the darkness we, went two different ways .at*the cor-
ner, I was sure we would meet 6Q/fhe otﬁef\sége. We had an
eight-month-old son. I'thought my husband had\iiﬂunmthe baby,
and he thought I had him. Imagine our desolétion when at

' last we found one another in Old Jerusalem and realized nei- -
ther of us had the baby! Oh, Dvora, this 'has sat on’mx heart
all these years--losing a child and then my husband.?

Dvora's face@%dxggd palg. "When did this happenh? Do you °

- % . v A
remember the date?"

-

"It was on the second day after the war started in

1948.™ . ,

-

-"Hegira," said Dvora, "there is something you should

Jerusalem to comb out phe Musrara area. The men came through
the rear beyond the gardemn:” He heard a baby crying and fol-
lowed the sound. Under the bushes at the very end of- the |

~ -—garden adjoining the neighbohr‘s land, he found ‘an infant

‘ N
g

”

know., My husband was one of the Israeli troops who entered N

A



scfeaming in fear and hunger. The baby must have crawled 6ut
of a house in the confusion. My husbaﬁa a;ied the authori-
ties if he could keep the house and adopt the baby.\We:ﬁad
no children. Permission was granted. Hegira, why did you
not speak of this-earlier?" ‘

Hegira's'face was ashen. Her hands flew to her fate,
but she couldn't utter a word. | ‘

"Uri, please come in here, now." Dvora raised her voice.
It was strained and cracked on the last word. The door was ‘
pushed open and Uri stood there in his army fatipues, his
arms full of tomato stakes and gardening shears in one hand.
The look on her face(frightened him and he started toward
her. She burst into tears. Reaching for his hand, she ex-
teﬁﬁed it to Hegira. . _—

"Behold your son...and mine:"

Hegira clapped her hands together and waiied. rocking
back and forth iﬁ her chair. Tears ran down her face, while
the young séidier étooﬂ there in embarrassed amazement. When
both women could speak again and explain, he joined in the
celebrati;n. ) |

*I have two mothers," he said simply. |

Dvora broézﬁéd the subject first. "Look, Hegira, weaare
both widows and live alone. Our children have grown and left

‘us. This house has brought us both luck. You have found your

‘son...I mean, our son. Why don't we live together and enjoy
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Borach's nose was deep ;n'the,book when he heard the

I
K

door slam. He had been thinking that the answers and’
‘questions. too, lay in the past before the wars began. The
answegé were in the human misery, and mankind still hadn't
learned anythihg from the time some caveman had crawled out
of’his hole to devise a better weapon to club his neighbour
with. Now Bayla, he thought wryly, didn't need ; club, Shé
had her tongue. . -

Bayla rushed in dragging her cart. "Borach, you won't
believe it, you won't. I met Mrs. Zemer at the market, and
she told me something she discoyered only a little while ago
) about Dvora and that Arab woman:" .

"Not again," he groaned. "I yon't hear it," he yelled.
- : "I don't want to hear any more of your crazy talk abéut
those fﬁo."

. ‘/,/
"No, no, it's not what you thlnk. I'11 never say any-

. ' ,xhgne bad about them‘apalh. Just 1lsten to this. I never
' heard anything like it in my life. The story begins in the
past--abouﬁ twenty years ago--it happened right here in

Jerusalem during the 1948 War and..."

¥

e
2
¢- .
]
!
-

Borach rolled his eyes towarg the ceiling and resigned

Q
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When I was a tgenager growinﬁ,up‘in Mont?éal's im-~
migrant ghetto in'the laﬁe.l9bos. I knew nothing about the
hardship aﬁd savagery thai most of the displaced persons
thére had endured in theé O Country. Most barents tried to
shield‘their children from t e knowledge of the horrors they
had encountered in their lands of origin. In many cases,
évents were so hard for our parents to talk about that ﬁp%ﬁ
infofmation we came across was geneyally frow other sources.

At times we were shocked by what wg~Ibarnqd. We had been.un-

° 3

prepared for life'é realities putside of the daily struggle
for food, warmth and shelter.

The vital,link in the ghetto life of immigrants and
&isﬁiacedlpersons was Montreal's Main Street. Although it
had aﬁother name--St. Lawrence Boulevard--it was called The
Main, for i§ was the main street for commerce and social en-
counter; thus, for generafions of ethnics fleeing war, eco-

¢

nomic conditions or repressive milkitary rggimes. it becama,
. \ * ,

- the main avenue of life: BEveryone in the area was motivated

by the urge to attain something better in life. But there
was one person I blundered into-~by «accident who was not dri-
ven by any wisgéﬁgr self-advancement, but by hatred and a,

blind, unreasoning desire for revenge. Vasil Boronski and
¢ .

v



nis search were to flit in and out of my mind and niggle
away at my Ssubconscious for many years.

Because my parehts went out to work, I was léeft at
hame--wheh T wasn't at school-—tb take charge of the house
and a younger sister. 1 had a key dangling from a cord a-
round my neck at the age of six, and I would be given a list
of gfoceries to pick up at stores along The Main as soon’as

‘%lasses finished in the aftefrnoon. It was my job to- start

dinner so we could eat by.the time Papa came home at sewen.

One Friday I stopped at a butcher shop near Roy Street
to pick up some chops. Friday was payday, and for many of
the immigrants it was the onlylday_of the week they could
afford to buy meat’or chicken. By Wednesday the following -
week, meals were usually potatoes or noodles with.cheese;
if one'was lucky. |

. e

The store was crowded and, i% he normal way of things,
children were disregarded as adults\elbowed their way to the
counter to be served. I wasn't aggressive and, as usual,
was thf last one served. But the delay- gave me a chance to
ook g; the customers, to study them and wonder about them,

Just beside me I noticed a man who had the saddest eyes
f had ever seen. They were deep-set in dark sockets, ringed
with black shadows like bru@ses. I thought he might have

been bunched. Maybe he's here to buy a steak to put on his

eyes, I imah?ned. thinking of the folk-medicine remedy. He

P
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fidgeted restlessly, .his eyes darting from right to le{f.
left to right., He turned and looked backward a few timgs. I
fipured he|must be*™ery nervous. From his build and bearing
he appeare@;to be in his twenties, but the ravaged face
suggésted a auch older man. I was curious,_but [ didn't
dare talk to him. Mama had warned me about talking to .
strangers. They could be dang®rous.

) I kept an eye on him. moving behind. him and out of his
line of vision so he wouldn't see me. T noticed his qlothes
were shabby, but then most of the people in the shop were
dressed that way. In the Fhetto, few people looked like the
féshion;plat)s in department store windows or the glamorous
models in féggyon magagines. He had one hand in his pocket
and a piece of paper in the other--his shoppiﬁa list most

, .

likely. e ‘ .

[N

&«

The crowd thinned out, and I moved closer to the«front.
The man was behind -me. I noticed a customer collect‘his
broWn-paper.parcel from the top‘of the display .case and turn
t9ward~us, pushing his way through the waiting housewives.
{ ‘ I heard a gasp and looked back ég‘the man I had been
studying. His face had gone ashen and his eyes byired. His.
hand wés clenched, crushing the shopping list. A look of
pure hatred %rosged his face.'He looked like a savage ani-
mal snarling at an unseen enemy . He's gone crazy, I thought,

Why does he look like that? He moved forward pgft me

-

&
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L/qthe} arm raised, towa{d the man with the parcel. I heard‘ =
hiﬁ shout: "You bastard! Remember Babi Yar, you murderer:
You killed them all, every one. Now it's youe turng "
“”f The man looked up.in astonishment--a’look rapidly re-
~ placed by one of fear, He jostled a wpman as he tried to
- .evade the madman pﬁﬁﬁing }oward him. Suddenly he turned 4
his back and darted toward the front of the store and a-
round the counter %hile- the butcher stobd there in frozen
movement, a cleaver po;sed in midair over a quarter carcass
of beef. The woman screamed and fell. I heaed a shriek ae%a
woman in the crowd fainted. In the confusion the accused
man ran out through the back door of-the store into the L,
serv1ce alley. After him ran the madman. Wﬁgt s going on? I <i£;;;>
wondered. Who's Bab1 Yar? She must be someone's grandmother. ,
That's what Babi means in Russian and Yiddish. What did it
mean? I couldn't make any sense out of it. Around mé rose a D
habble of excited comment in half a dozen languaées. I took - .
advantage of the excitement to slip forward. I knew I would
be in trouble if I didn't get my order filled. I completed
_my puréhase and ran home, K#%f an hour late. The strange
\incident had intrigued me, and I would have liked to stay
° and hear more, but Papa was very strict about punctuality
at mealtimes. I didnat want to get yelled at.

—_ : . I started the cooking and set the table to make up for

lost time, and'when Mama came home I asked her about Babi
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Yar. She had never heard the nge before> At. the time I.
.didn't realize- that Babil Yar wasn't a person. It was a,
place, and what happened there was to set in motion é series
S {)f 001n01dences that would haunt me for years.
"I went back to the same butcher shop a few days later.
“Although I was shy.'my curiosity got the-better of me. I
asked the butcher about what had happened.:He paid little ¢
-attention to arnosy child, but a woman standimg beside me . T
‘ ' chiméd in with her own barrage of qugstions, and the butcher
did respond to her. ' ‘
I learned thgt the man I thought was crazy waé called
Vasil Boronski, a Polish Jew, who had emigrated to Canmada

a year or two before. He had lost his entire family in the

¥ Holocaust. The man he had accused in the shop was\SOmeone

he thought he recognized as a high-ranking officer in charge
of carrying out the mgssacre‘gt Babi Yar. Aéain,I heard that
name and I got up enough éoura§? to ask if sﬁe was Boron-
ski's grandmother. The adults 1 ughed at my 1Fnorance, but
they explained.toc me that Babi: #ar was a plac€ in the U- '

0 kralne near Kiev, where hldeousjmassacres had been carried
out. The story, revolted and fasélnated me. It was my first
encounter with the personal 81de of the. 1mpersonal StatiiT i
tics and war news that I had read in the daily papers. ‘

I felt I had to speak to that man. I had to find him.

7771 asked the butcher if Vasil Boronski came in every “week.

L
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’ Like a clock.~every Friday, came the answer, after he col-
lected his. weekly paycheque. i

The folloWLng week I rushed fronnschool the mlnute clas-
ses were over and spent an hour or more waiting for him to
appear at the shop. He didn*'t. I went back the next week and
the next. A month later I f}nally saw him at the store. I
didn't know how' to approach him. I was afraid of him, but I;
had to know. When he paid for his meat and left the shop, I
followed hiﬁ. If my mother had known what T Qas doing, she
would have killed me. [ caught up with him neap Napoleon
~ Street and timidly aSKEE:\"Exeuse me, Mr. Boronski, please -
equ'mnctoymﬁ" T w. » B

He looked ‘down atnme,'slowed his pace slightly and
snapped, “For what?" He had a thick accent.

"It's importanﬁ. I have to know."

"What do you have to know"?" He scowled, and I almost
panicked. '

"It's about—aomething that ﬁappened last month at the
butcher's. I want to talk to you about it. I want to know."

"What are you talking about? wnat's your businesé. lit-
tle girl?" He looked angry. |

"I heard you yell something about Babi Yar. I think
something like that could have happened to my own family."

-His face changed. He didn't look so angry anymore. He

nodded and. with his head motioned for me to follow him away

Y
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from the crowded sidewalk to the side of the bulldlng.

‘"Ah} you are toq‘young'for such terg}ble thlngs.a.ng «
don't know...you;sheuld never xnow what went on‘ove£ thef@."
he said turning to face me. He look@d dowﬁ at me, .stooping
to peer into my face. - | ‘.

I waited.

"You'refﬁeo young,to understand,"” he continued, "but
I'll tell you anyway. When you grow up end have a family,
you tell them so no one will ever forpet. Everypod; sﬁould '
know. EVerybody should remember." L .

I nodded.,afra;d to say a word.

"I grew up in Poland, and when the Nazi armies attacked’

aﬂd occupied my country in September, 1939, they packed
thousands of those who weren't killed into boxcars, like
fish into cans and sent them away to labour camps in Ruesia.
I was one of those. Germany-and Russia were allies at the
time. Thousands of prisoners were put }o work as slavee on
farm§ in. mines and 1n the forestsjsThe very few whOQEScaped
went into hiding until they could find & way back to Poland
without being picked up by the Russians on one side of the
border and Germans ;n the other side, - | >

"When the Germans attacked Russia in 1941, they sfepped

upthelrnmss murder of Jews, gypsies--anyone who stood in

: thelr path. Now the shoe was on the other foot. Russia had

to protect her country from the Nazis.

¥
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"1 had escaped from a labour ca@pfin the Ukraine, I

. knew there were many Jews living in Kiev and nearby. I went.

into'hiding th;ge. As they advanced eastward, the Nazis took
thousands:of us--men, women and children. By truckload and
in columns on forced mafches. we were all brdught to Babi
Yar near Kiey. It is an area that is hilly and full of woods
and ravines. Helped by the Ukrainian police--filthy colla-
borators as sgvagé ;s the Nazis, may they rot in hell--the
Germans beat and robbed these goor people S} everything'they
had brought with them. Their clothes were stripped fromthem.
The Germans pJEhed them, bleeding aﬁd in greatﬁji&q, to the
edée‘of the ravine, wﬁeré they were shot. Theilr bodies were
thrown into the ravine."

He clenéhed his hands and swallowed convulsively. His
lips were trembling. I ‘thought he was going to cry, but he
controlled himself and'continued. ’ :

"And it did not stop. Thé‘k{iling went on until layer;\\\‘ N
and layers of bodies were piled up. Many were still aiive
when the next layer of  bodies were pitched down on them. If
anyone moved or groaned, the soldiers would come down %he
footpath, walk on the bodies and ba&onet or shoot where the

sounds were coming from. Close to 34,000 of us were wiped

out in a matter of days. . .

e

"I was one of .thosgy When the first shots rang out, I .
’

dropped limply.*but unhurt, into the ravine, and others fell

B “
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" on top of me. C&vered in blood, T didn't move until night-

fall. T listened’'to the whimpers and groans around me and

thellaughter of the Nazis camped on the edges of the ravine, .

That man, that animal I saw in the butcher shop was one
of the Nazi officers. Before the group‘] was in was thrownb .
into the ravine. I saw him pacing up and doﬁn, a sadistic
érin on his face, barking orders at the soldiers. He ordered
the beatings and the k;lling and the rape of‘;oung girls and
attractive women.' His soldiers used them before killing them,
.I'11 never forget that face...the face of evil. | swore in
those days and nights of horror in 1941 that [ would force
myself to live, and if T had to search the whole world over,
I wpuld find that bastard killer, that murderer. I would ne- |
ver rest until I had my hands on hig throat, squeezing the
life out of.him; In tﬁat night in the pif, 1 imagined what‘

I would do to him, how I wou%% torture him--rip his flesh to )
pieces to make him suffer as he had done to so many..."

I had listened in silence, but tears-wetled in my eyes
and ran’down my face. He touched my cheek, and his fingers
were wet. His eyes burned into mine, his lids red and dry.

Hé yas/Leyond tears. He had no more to sheg.

—"I waited until the middle of ‘the night," he said, “and‘
slowly I crawled over the bodies in the darkness, inching my
way without raising myself. ?he watch-figes at the edge of\M

the ravine had burned down to glowing coals. iixcept for the

o
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guards stationed at the moutqfof the ravine and around.the
woods, the soldiers were asleep. I struggled to get Eg}fhe
path that had been dug around the side to allow the troops
. to climb down into the ravine. I decided if was foo.danger—
ous to move along it and crawled past it to the side of the
hill instead:\Digging my hands into Fhe soft soil, ‘I hauled
. mysélf up, clinging to roots, clumps of grass and outcrop-
pings of,rock;‘Up over the side I'dragged myself and

. . 24
.crawled into the woods. I kept going until I was far efiough

Lo away to stand and then stumbled toward the qut..I was
caked with earth-and blood and smelled like a charnel house.
LucBily I still had my clothes because th Germans stopped
removing their captives® clothing by the second day of the
: massacre.'They were.in a hurrx %9 finish the job.
~ For days ‘I hid in the fields and woods, living off
whﬁtever I could find--roots, berfiés. rotten potatoes,
the tiniest cdf?bts_missed in the harvesf. The few times I z\J
_daréd to approach a barn or farmhouse, f was lucky they took:
pity on me and gave me what they could spare--some bread,
" soup, whatever. And in this way I reached Poland, and final-""
’ly Warsaw.u
| . "I didn't remain free very long. Without ration books,
papers and passes, you couldn't get very far in thoée days.
I was swept up again with a ?mall group in hiding during

the uprising in-tﬁ% Warsaw Ghetto in April, 1943. .
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"Once again T was in a Boxcar. this time heading west-
ward. ﬁé were: packed in so no one could breathe or move.
Half of us died from starvation and suffocation by the time
the train rgaéhed JDachau, a death camp in Germany. How I
§urvived that journey, I'll never know, but it was my ha-
tred, my need for revenge that kept me going. Do you under-
stand that, little girl? Can you understand it?" .

" ' He put his hands on -my. shoulders and shook me. I was .
terrified, and he must have seen the fear on my face for
he releaseq.me abruptly and muttered: "I'm sorry."

"How did you get through Dgchau?" I asked.

"AlYl my life boxcars Have_appeared when a new cata-

" strophe was looming. Boxcars have moved me from one disa-
'sté} to anothér. When we were liberated by the Allies, camp_
] survivors werelrecruited'by aggnts"to go to Palestine where
a national pomelgnd for Jews wag.to be established. A group
of us rode the boxcars again tg'a port in Italy where we

. weré ‘to board a ship to take us#®o the eastern Mediterra-
nean. My survival instincts weré’still working. I hag this’
overpowering feeling that I shouldn‘'t qa!l. I never boarded
that %hip, and it left without me. I found out later it ne-
ver reached its destlnatlon. Somewhere along the way, it

“'sank. I never discovered if it was an accld@ht or deliber-

ate. It could have been sabotage."

. He stopped and remained silent. I worked up enough cour-
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age to ask, "How did you ever get to Canada from Italy?"

"Well, first, I caught a boxcar for Paris...no, actual-

.ly I didn't ride inside. I was beginning to feel boxcars

werg. My nemesis. I rode an the roof and made sure I lay flat
when we neared tunnels. There Yere many others like me ri-
ding the same way." 0

"And then?" I prompted.

His face hardened. "I wanted/{:/;; to the United States
and applied at the U.S. Consulate in Paris. Bqt one day du-
rine my walt for processing, I happenéd to walk past the
Canadlan'Embassy and I saw. him come out."

"You mean the man from Babi Yar?" I asked.

~The same," he replied grimly. “For a moment I froze
and that ‘was my undoing. It gave him time to get away. He
hailed a taxi and”drove off. It took me a minute to get an-
other taxi and follow him, but I lost him in the traffic a-
round the Arc de Triomphe." o 0 ,

"what happened next?" I asked. I feft I was living a
horror story, but this was réal. No oﬁe could make up some-
thing as gripping as this.

) "I had seen him coming from the Canadian Embassy, so it
seefied probable to assume he had gone there for'%ie same
reaion I had gone to the U.S. Consulate--to get as far from

Europe as possible and start a new life., I was sure he would

be doing this under a false name. I di&n't even know his

Py
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real one.

"Who would lister.x to me if I pointed the finger at him?
Would anyone care? No, I krrew I would have to be Fhe one to
find him and bring him to justice--my j%stice. -

"So I went to the Canadian Embassy, too, and applied
‘for emigration papers. If he was going to Canada, [ was go-
ing to follow him. And it looks like I was right. I've seen
him here and I'm going to get him. I spent the last month
in Toronto because I suspected he might run there after I
recognized him here in Montreal. lie won't come back, to that
butcher shop. Too many others sawhim. But ['11 pick up his
"trail and run him down if I have to Spend the rest of my
life hunting. But I ;eed money to travel and as soon as 1
have enough, I'll move on." |

/1 didn't know what to say, but I wished him luck and
offered any help I could. I think he knew I meant it. He
patted my shoulder and once more said: "Never forget", and
left. I didn't think I wquld ever see him again, but his
story stuck in my mind. I couldn't get rid of it. I had to
know the outcome--if there ever was one. ‘

To my surprise,.I saw him once again, by chance, about
six months later. On the corner of St. Lawrence Boulevard
and Marie-Anne Street tﬁere is a small park where many of .

the people in the immigrant ghetto would pather on weekends

to meet and talk. The‘park benches were always occﬁpied. and

\ .
T
.
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\‘;t was common to see two men engrossed in a game of chess,-

st
e

the board on a small folding camp stool between them. Some-
‘t:.’l.mes~ there w‘as a group of four men playing cards on a col-
. lapsible bridge table or others throwing dice on a blanket
spr';ead on the ground. And there v;ere those who just sat or
. stood around and talked interminably--politics, history, mu-
sic, philoéq\phy--rehashing the .eve;fts of their past lives.
. I went past there quite often, and as inc‘onspicuously
as possibleé’'I would stand and wat,ch the games.. That was how
"I le"grned the rudiments ‘of chess and the rules for poker-
dice and a game they called "craps". Some of the slang names
for the throws wefe funny. .Two_single spots on the dice were
"éna}ke-eyes"'., a two and a one were “craps" and a pair of
" sixes was "boxcars". '

That was what Va;sil was doing when .I found him--throw-
ing dice in a trap game. I didn't understand it too well,
but I stood and watched for ‘ while, trying to learn it. Va-
sil seemed to baﬁ really good player. He didn't say a word
although he knew I was !‘.hére. -‘Once he \jinked at me as he.

made a goodathrow. And finally when he threw two sixes, he

AN

~ said, . "Digif¥frs! That's it! I'm finished. After this I lose. .

= _No more playing today."
His opponents protested. "But that's no reason to quit,
You're ahead. Give us a chance to get even. Your next throw

could be the best you make,"

L3
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"Not for me," said Vasil. "For me, boxcars are bad

‘luck. 1 kstay away from them. It's my own special bad-1luck

omen." He got up and moved off the blanket where he had
been kneeling. Then he came over ‘to where I was standing.

_"So, little éirl. has your curiosity f\:ot you into any-
thing interesting lately?" he asked. ___ .

"Not yet," I admitted, "but I keep askingh and hearing
stories -and one“‘ day I'1ll put everything together and write a
book. But I have to know more, much more and I have to be
very smart. I3 there someth:lng new in your search? Have-you
discovered where that man went .to yét?"

"If he's not in Montreal, he's.in Toronto or maybe in
Winnipeg. T have reported him to a watchdog organization.’
Apparently he's a war criminal important enough to be on the
_list of Simon Weisenthal's Institute in Vienna. Do you rea-
lize how many; of ;;hese Nazi murderers managed to sneak into
Western countries without defecfion./g\nd how many of their
victims were refused entr\y permits? Is that justice? No, my .
' justice will be surer." ‘His fist clenched, and a muscle rip-
pled in his cheek as he tightened his jaw. . N

We said our goodbyes and partgd. About a year la%er. I
saw him again in Montreal. I‘caught a glimpse of him on a
crowded street, but although I racded gfter him I lost sight
of him. After that there was nothing. I haunted the little

L.
park on weekends to see if he would turn up. I asked some of

4 !
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the men who were playing "craps" if they kmew wbeTE‘HB\Q:?

gone. One said, "Maybe, Toronto," and another, "Winnipeg, I
think", and I knew that Vasil was still searching. His man-

hunt might take him all his 1ife, but he would never give it |

L]

up.

» £ .
The years passed, and I grew up and went on to other

things. But every once in a while T would think of Vasil"
Boronski and wonder. : - ] //ﬁ

Fifteen years later, the final chapter to this bizarre
search filtered back to me from a, friend ﬁhosethd and or-
ganized gambling junkets %o casino centres in the United
* States. Her husband had Just returned from one of these trips

and had told her of a curiocus incident in tﬂ€~éa$ino'at

Caesar's Palace in Las Vegas. He had been standing at one"

end of the crp table waiting for someone to cash in his
chips and leave his seat. While he waited, he watched the
play. Two men were doing well. One of them, a neatly dressed
man wi?h grey hair, had ‘amassed a sizeable heap of chips in
front of him. Luck certainly was with him--it seemed he
could do no wrong. He was on a winning streak and was so in- -
tept on the game he could have been playing by himself.
Suddenly he looked up across the table, and spectators
saw his mouth split into a wolfish grin. His eyes almost

started out of his head. He was looking at someone on the
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other side of the table. He threw the dice onto the green

.felt where they bounced and tumbled*~Before they stopped

moving, he had launched himself up over the side, took two

\ -

running steps across the le ward an older man with -

white hair and glasses, MWho was £ the game. The;ate

tacker knocked down several people standing behind the
white-haired man as he lande%fpn him. His hands were around
his victim's throat, and growling sounds were coming from
his mouth as if he had‘gone mad. All eyes were riveted on

the two men, but Brenda®s husband noticed the dice stopped
"\.

tumbling, and had come.up two sixes. '
P

Three men jumped on the madman,’tryina to teﬁr his
hands from the man he had attacked. They must have been ca-
sinowemployees. The attacker was shouting as fhey pried him
logsq. The older man, his face a mottled red and his eyes
bulging in fear, ran into the crowd clutching his throates”

His attacker fought like a demented animal trying to break

‘the grip of those holding him. Suddenly his face went slack.

,His jaw dropped, and his body became limp. He moaned in

pain. "No, no, not now, not yet." His restrainers released
him, and his body slumped t3"the floor. He writhed for a
moment and theq went limp.

I was stunned‘ Brenda didn"t. know the story [ had lived
with for so many years. It couldn] t be, I thought. But the

"boxcars” on the dice were too coincidental, and that unpro-

t
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voked attack on a stranger could be nothing else but Vasil
at th%end of his quest. k

) I 'questioned Brenda. Was she sure about the dice? They

them. What else had happened, I asked? What happened to the
o man who passed out? 3 \

. Brenda replled that the ca81no doctor had arrlved with-

in mmutes and pronounced him dead of a heart attack. There

was nofhing anyone could do.
=0

"Was there anything else?" I asked. "Did the man say
anything?" I had to know if it was Vasil Boronski. Even If

boxcars were his nemesis, it still wasn't enough. Brenda's
. ' L4
husband supplied the clue. He had heard the man shouting,

‘o

and his words were: Remember Babi Yar, you murderer! Your
time has come!" J
{ I felt someth //uncon in my stomach. It was Vasil. It
couldn't be anyone else. And somewhere out there the Naz1
killer was stlll on the loose. He had escaped again, and a
man whose. :Nhole life had been dedicated to that one moment
of revenge had been 'cheated of it. He had lost...to death.
He had spent yeaﬁs searching andjall for nothing. It seemed
- ironic that a throw of the dice had brought up boxcars and
A Vaéil had’ not even seen it. The only thing I could console
myself with was that, of the Nazi and Vasil, only Vasil had

) found rest. . S , -

B - -
et - . o .

landed right in front of her husband, she said. He-noticed .&
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Working as a nurse in a senior citizens' resi-

dence is a-lot different from working in a hospital or pri-

o

vate nur81ng. Hospltal work is like short-term park1?§;—

-

patlents in and out as qulckly as the government can manage,

so it déesn't have to foot a big Medicare bill. Private

nursing is better--it pays more and you only have to look

after one pa€ient at a time. The costs beiﬁa what they are,
though, few people can afford to keep us too 1onﬁron any
given case. We ' re like quick-~-change artists, If we're lucky
in our scheddies, welshhttle_from one house-bound patient
to the next. And if we're not lucky, sometimes ?ﬁgre's»a
week or two waifing or-more between cases and no money co-
ming in to pay the rent ang the<£$od‘bi{ls.

. - . o . . .
Now a sénlior cltizens' residence is a llptle like a

hospital, but it's a lot more homey. It would be okay, ex-~

~
>~

~cept that it does get kind of depressing. No one gets bet-

ter and éobs home and that's why there's such’a turnover in
the nursing staff. No one can stand tQ? stress for a long
time., It geté to you after a while. You know the place is a
dead end. All senior citizens’ hoépitals and residences are,
and I can kid abbut i?-ﬁut it doesn't change anything. We're

so crowded people are fighting to get in and dying to get
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out. That;g about the only way you get released here: Most
of the patients are terminal. Our job is just to keep them
as comfortable as possible. Tgat's not easy. But I've seen
worse places, believe me. This one is pretty food. The rates
are high, but we- take a lot of hard work and care off the
backs of families who can't take mroper care of aging pa-
rents or other family membérs. We're custodidans--custodians {
of human pain and anguish--and sometimes we become the re-
corders and %rchives of human\?xperience. both pood and bad.
I could write a book on the lives of some of these old
people.. If so many weren't senile, there would be enough
material for an encyclopeqia. One day I'd like to do it. So
if you err see me with my little tape recorder tucked into
my uniform pocket, or see me taking notes, you'll know what
I'm about. - I fipgure if yoﬁ don't get these stories down,
they're lost forever. Families rarely think of cpllectiné
these oral hisfories. They take everytﬁing for granted and
don't coﬁsider it important enough to bother with. They make
their weekly duty visits on Sunday to see‘their old parents

or grandparents; a few come twice a week. It's rare to see

anyone visiting more than that. But there is one man,’a huge

bear of a man, who comes here three, often four times a -
week--almost every other day. He must be six feet three or

four inches tall, and his mother is a tiny little thing.

He's so gentle and loving with her that I never cease to

-
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‘wondeglat it. That's an unusual case. I've talked with both
of them, mother and son, many times. She's a little hard to
unéqrstand because her accent isgery strong. Her name is
Mrs, Faeyman and she was an immigrant who came from Czecho-
slovakia to Canada after the war. Hef son Miklos--Mike for
short--was just a youngster when he arrivéd‘with his pa-
rents. ' | ) . ~ |
T*'ve picked up a few blts and pieces of jnformation a-
bout both of them That famlly really went through a hell ]
of a lot over irw Furope and didn't have it too easy here. I
guess you codld gay we're pret,ty lucky here in Canada. We've ‘ v
o never haq,a/;;;>5b our soily unless, of course, you want to
call th#ge mini-b%ﬁtlﬁs during 1812 a war. When you think
of what happened all over . the world and what ,took place in
those two World Wars, you have to be thankful you live in - o~
Y . /

North America.* . : /

; Once the survivors of those wars get over here, they~——

aren't through with their anguish and emotional scars just
because they've moved to a new place to get away from it [ ]
all. Thein}scars are usually inside and invisible, but

~

they're like itching scabs you can't help scratching. And

o -] -
the kids who lived through that mess are the ones who grow

[
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-ships and marriages, and damn few people recohniie the sig-
nals they're"sending or understand why they behave the way
they do. ' “ | d

‘ Take Mike,/fbr instance. He never married, probaply bef«
cause of what hapbénedlfo him as a cniid; WOul%\you-believe
that this gehtle glanf of a man with a grey beard like a
biblical patrlhrch was the youngest kid tg survive There- °
sienstadt? You do knpw where it was and wzgt it was? Yes, .
‘that s right, one df those camps. This one Was xn\Czecho-
slovakia, but 1§/Qas a stopping-place on the way tp Ausch-
o witz and the g/; OVens.\Can you - begin to lmdﬁ%ne Jhat that

\-J
expeg/ ce must have been for a little boy and what his mo-

{
| __.~~"tHer must have,had to do to keep him alive and near her?

—
‘ ///, .Luck, you-say? Maybe something beyond(luck. The other in-
L’// mates of the‘camp‘beggﬂb a sort.of extended family for the
‘ boy. He was watched over by a ﬁumber of.p;gple, but the hor- ,
h_ ,ff\\\ . 'ror of living and growing up in such a place and w1tnesS§Fg -

what went on during those years must have affected his emo-

tions. ' . " ,

And there was one other thing as well. Mrs. Faerman
told me about it. She had another boy Jan, just a little
older than Mike. The two kid? were inseparable, So close
to each other in age. Jan_wgs torn from his mother's érms

.and killed because she fought the soldiers and refused to

be separated from him. 'It?s odd that they let her keep Mike

-
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with her, but who can figure out those Nazis? Mike wasn't
more than three or four and he must have suffered, but he
coulhn't articulate his less. The effects appeared later in

behavioural problems., -1 tried to get more details from Mrs.

;Faerman..but she began to cry and wring her hands whenever

I raised the subject.
Once the war was over, I guess those who were still

alive tried to fiqd members of their families whO‘mfght have

-

survived. Mrs..Faerman was reunited with her husband who had

-

been in another camp. That in itself was a small miracle.

The family'emigrated to Canada and had another child, a sis-

"ter to Mike. They somehow managed to retain their religious

beliefs desplte the fact they had been persecuted because

of them. Over tﬁe years I'v® run into many people who went -

the other way. They either renounced their faith in-despair
and became atheists or.converted to another faitQ:_Being
Jewish cost too much. They Were'unwilliﬁg to go through any

further miseries because of their religion. But Mike's fa-

mily was different. They went back to strict Orthodox prac-

'ﬁice. observing the(Sabbath very strictly, as well as all

the regulations 1nvolved with food preparatlon--you know.

\
kpeping kosher.

I

. (8
Mike started rebelling when he was ten, according to

‘Mrs. Faerman. She called him a Banditte. That's a little

different from *bandit’ in English. I guess the closest

/

L

—
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equivalent would be a Holy Terror. He got into all kinds of

fights and scraps, probably an expression of the fears and
aggressions he had had to bottle%up. Mr. Faerman tried to
punish him but fbund it difficult to be severe with him, be-
cause he could never forget that this child was a miracle
of survival. After you lose one kid, you're)kind of pro-
tective of the other, especially an only son.
S0 Mike grew up a rather unruly kid, and when he
reached his teens he went on to thé next stage‘of misbe-
\ haviour--smoking, drinking, playing cards and failing cour-
ses. THe. flunked so many classes he finally dropped out of .
*school. His parents were heartbroken. Here was an only son

%‘~ - » » I3
for whom they had 3Xpected great things, obviously heading

for trouble. They envisioned him with a criminal record, a-~

—

fraid he would end\up‘the néighbourhood juveni]e deliqguenf..
On one of his visits here Mike told me his father had yelled
at hém a lot, even threatening to st}aplhim. Nothing ap-
.pedred to help. Then Mike admitted wfth a sheepish grin on
his face gpat he had‘joined up with a teen-age aangj I asked
him why he had beha@ed.that way? What made him carry on in
‘that fashion? Did he.blame h}s parents for something they
had done or hadn't done? S~
He confessed that he felt as if a part of himself were’

A .
missing. "There's only half of me. I'm trying to find the

other part, but it seems whenever I feel as if I'm within
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touching distaﬁce, it vanishes. I;ve"alwgys felt I was sear-
ching for somethiné—-séméthing I can't see, but I can feel-f
something inside me. When I couldn't. find it, I turned to
destructive behaviour out of sﬁeer frustration and anger. Oh,
but I was a rotten kid, those yearé. I nearly drove my pa- -
repts crazy. It was a good thing my sister was a quiet little
kid. Two like me in the family would have killed my parents."®

i lét him talk. Apparentlfﬂit did him go to unburden
ﬁimself. Mrs. Faerman, now, she kept saying it was Mike's
bad friends who got her Miklos into trouble. Somehow she
never realized that the reasons were deeper than that énd!
went back to the camp period. '

I got the story piecemeal--a b1t from Mrs., Faerman and
a lot from Mike. Each time h; came in, he divulged a little
more. It was like a serial of 'This is Your Life'. It ex-
plained the way Mike related to his mother. She was over
eighty, and he must have been in_pis early fifties or close
to it. I watched how Mike held his m;)ther's hand. He'd kiss '

her and jg&e with her. Somewhere deep down ‘in his soul there

- was this, increldible compassion for her, as if he could try

to haxe up\yit@ his love for the loss of his brother and all
the terrible things in their lives,

" When visiting hours were ovef, he'd coﬁe to the nursipg
-8tation at éhe conjunction of the two corridors, and we

talked for about twenty minutes or so while the other nurse



‘on duty did the rounds to shoo dawdling visitérs out. Mike‘
began telling me a'few'hore things he remembered as a kid
in Canada and some of the crazy stunts he pulléd at school.
He looked a little ashamed, but he kept talking.

< "We went through some pretty hard times ‘trying fo‘stay‘
alive in Europe and it Qas hard work surviving in Canada,"
(he said. My parents were working full time to feed us and
keep a roof over our heads." He shrugged his shoulders. ”May-
be I resented the lack of attentlonwand was looking for some
way to make them spend more time with—me.”

"What did you do?" -

"I bafely scraped thr;ugh high school and then went from
job to job, making a'iittle mbney‘and throwing it away on |
cigarettés, booze and gambling. And if that wasn't bad enough,
I got involved with some guru who was preaching Zen. Suddenly '
I tur@ed my back on‘the'religidus beliefs I had been raised'
in. One of my friends introduced,me to the guru, and éﬂe
next thing I knew I was into the drug scene. It started with
pot and I went on to other things. i

"Well, I don't have to tell you what it did to'my pag |
rents, They tried to sfraighten me out, but it wQs useless,
They begged, they pleaded, they threatened, but I was defer-
mined to do m& own thing, whatever the cost. Looking ‘back on
it now, I think it was what helped kill my father, I was

f&«’ B )

. such a disappointment.”
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He looked so sad that I impulsively reached over the
counter and patted his hand. "Don't be so hard on yourself.
Lots of kids go astray, but there aré plenty who pull them-

t

selves together and imake something out of their 1ivEs."

"“You haven't heard the worst," he said, tugging at a
strand of hair in his beard. "You'd think I'd have had .
enough sense to quit at that point. But no, I bumbled along

L 4

in .a haze, arfd somehow my guru con;%nced me that I had to

make a pilgrimage to India to find myself and the true re-

>

1igién.yHe said India was the seat of religion and I had to
go. Of courée, at that point I didn't need much convincing. -
I borrowed money from my parents and told them T was going
---. to get my head together on the trip, I would find myself
that much quicker, That;s funny that expression, ‘finding
myself'., I was so lost by then a pack of bloodhounds'wouldq't
haxg'been able to pick up my scent."” |
‘I wanted to hear more gut a light on the room monitor
was blinking. Someone needed me. "Mike," I inter;;;;;d, "a
patient is calling for assistance. Néxt time you come, pléase
stop by at my desk and tell me the rest. I'd like to hear
it ) /)
He nodded and smiled., As I headed down the hall, I
glanced back and séw Mike turning the corner on his way to’

the elevators, I'd have to control my curiosity until I saw

him agaiﬂ. ) —



i
A couple of days later he was back, ‘and we had another

cgat,after he 1eft his mother's room. }
" “You were telling me about going to India," I prompted.
"What happened then?" ' ' ’ ’

" Oh, I.went off in' search of myself and sﬁent fwo years
thére. I practised yoga and became a strict vegetarian. I
learned how to cook Eastern food and I wandered around from
place to‘place, visiting holy men and temples.QWhen my money
finally ran out, I lived like a pauper and then was reduced
to begging. See how big I am? I was down to half my weight.
f\musn_hive looked like a scarecrow flapplng alonp in my
loose, scruffy cotton clothes. -

"After two years of living with poverty.‘starvatlon aon
death around me on a daily basis, something got through to
me. It was a simple incident, but it Haa meaning for me."

"What do you mean by that?"

"I suppose I had become indifferent to the misery of
seeing millions of people starQing and kids dying on the
streets, reaching theif hands out to me. Maybe it was the
stuff I was smoking...I don't know, but somewhere on a
street in a village outside Calcutta, I was sitting dd&lng
against a wall. I glanced up and saw a boy of about seven
standing in front of me. He was staring at me. He raised hie

arm and pointed at me and looked So accusing, I felt like

running aﬁ@ hiding. But I couldn't take my eyes off him. He

—— . . -
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looked so much like my older brother the last time I'd seen

him that I was rooted to the spot. I Qanted to get up and
run to him, to hug him and‘hold him, but I felt absolutely
paralysed. I struggled to stand up, staggered and fell énd
when I got to my feet and looked again, the boy was gone. I
knew my brother was dead\and there was no bringing him back,
buf I asked myself if I had really seen him."

"What effect did this 'vision' have on you?" I asked.

"I guess that was the turning point. I Started thinking
about returning to Montreal and picking up the pieces. But
my obsession still had a firm grip on me. I did something
really stupid. My parents had arranged a ticket and sent me
some cash thr&ﬁgp‘a travel agent when I wired that I was
broke and couldﬁ't get home. I was so worried that I wouldn't
be able to get hash to keep my‘habit going back home as free-
ly as in India, that I took the money and bought a good sup-
ply. If my parents had known where the money went, they
would. have left me there. I figured that if I couldn't get a
job back home, I could sell some of the drugs and have some ‘
money to live on for a while. How coulq I have. been so dumb?"

“You're right," I‘shook_my head. "You weren't thinking."

"Wél;. I don't know if it was my appearance, the stamps

had been away, but

in my passport, or the length of time
something made the Customs officers suspicious when I landed

at Dorval Airport. Théy went thréugh my dufflebags with a

%

}

e
’



[

fine-tooth comb and found enough junk to arrest me and put

me away for two years. It didn't do any good to plead per-

sonal use. I was carrying enough for them to charge me with
"possessign and iritent to traffic®. It waé dirt ChéﬁP in
India, 'so I had been able to buy«enough; . '

“Th:i finished my father. His son was a Jailblrd. a drug
addict and a pusher. He went into a decline, barely hanging
on. I th rﬂined my life &nd his with my stupidity. -

*But you know something? That prison senience was the
best thing that could have happened to me. It straightened

me out. I realized I had beeh acting like a damn fool. I was

searchiﬁg for something on the other side of the world,

- searching in a drug haze.owhen all along the solution was

there, inside myself. I was the only one who cou;d“find it.
I needed discipline--not parental discipline--but the kind I
got in prison.~&éhad to toe the lines They put me to work in

the kitchens, an@ th&t was my salvation. What I had picked

up about cooking in Ind1a and the two years' training

“4in jail gave me a good trade when I finished my prison term.

>

I became a cook in a restaurant, then qualified as a chef and

ended up makingféverything from soup to dessert. I didn'tneed

dﬁ%gs any more. I even quit smoking ordinary c1garettes.
"That's wonderful,” I said. He looked s8b proud of him-

gself and he shohld have been. "That was quite an accomplish-

ment.”

O
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"My father died shortly after I got out of jail, gﬁd I
blamed myself. But instead of going into another tailspin, I
threw myself into-hard work--up to twenty hours‘a'day--so I —

wouldn't get back on that cycle of self-destruction. I guess‘
because of #hat I had put her through, I had to make i}wﬂp—-
to my mother somehow. I spent a lot of time with her. As soon
as I had earned enough money which she'mafched with some of ~
her own.lI opened a restaﬁrﬁnt with its own‘bakery attached.
She came in to work with me, so we could ;£ least be together
during the day and I could look after her. Here was this 1it-
tle lady in her seventies perched on a stool in my-¥itchen,
peeling and cutting fruit and vegetableé and helping out
whichéver way ghe could. She did a lot to Sake that place
successful. A '

"But.when she got sick, I had to find someplace that
could look after her, because I couldn't keep an eye on her

\
while I was out all day andhgart of the night at the restau-

. rant. Do you think I did the right thing?"

@ .
I knew He was worried, and I tried to reassure him. This

‘%?n had beeﬁ through such terrible experiences from childhood

on and still‘h;d self-doubts about his behaviour. He had some-
how avoided any long-térﬁ relationships or mafriage, and now
with his mother old and sick, his link with a female figure
wqdld soon be at an end, But perhaps it was his devotion to

her that had prevented him from seeking involvement with
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other women. It was hard to say. There weren't too many wo-

men around who would think of throwing in their lot with

someone as far gone as he had been. . -

I asked him what finally madé him realizz that he was
down at the very bottom./§;7100ked at me for a moment.
"I tﬁipi it was that kid who looked like ny brother,

,standlng there and pointing 311ent1y at me.. There _was 8o much

anger in-his face, For a second I thought he looked the way

A

i

"You mean the Indian boy," I said. . . 'kx

"Yes, but he wasn't Indian, though he was dressed 1n
rags like the other Indian kids, I sweaf‘to God, he ‘was
white, How could it be? I could geQZr figure it out, Was.I
so doped up that I saw something that wasn't there?*

"Maybe you were meant folsee it. Maybe it was your br;é
thgr finally getting through to you. Who knows?"

Mike left foon after, though he continued to come énd
gapit until his mother pgssed away alqut six months la¥;r.
I never forgot what he told mel\Ezery time I see. tha® he or
his restau ant has been wrltten up in the newspapers, Q;;L\_
hear something about him on the radio, I feel very proud of
him, He dragged himsel%&up frg? hell‘and;ﬁade a new life for
himself, In some way he has shown me something as well-some-
thing I felt as a student when I first went into nursing. -
Nursing is about cdring, I suppose, about people, And people

<
are all we've gote...’ 'J/ \
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You never forget a man who has saved your life. ‘ '

Bravery under fire puts him on a different level from other .

soldiers in the unlt The man I mean is ‘Andrew 9upas. Ne and
I served out our threeoyear stint in the Un1t4§;btates ATmy
during ‘the Korean r in‘xhe early fifties. Dugas was a
sllahtly ‘built, wiry man w1th even features, snapping black
eyes and an lnfectlous prlq When I first met him in boot
camp he had a mop of dark hair hg?had trouble controlling.

But he told me the army solved t Q problem when the repl-

IR ey

mental barbers got through with him. ' , -

-

Most of the guys in our unit were okay. There was al-

ways the odd jerk who grated on on!i)nervest but sSometimes

u,«r —)

i velop a sort of camaraderie--a little like a polypamous mar-

~ ! 1

pressure from his peers and a few scuffles or puncﬁes would
straighten 6ut the misﬁit" Let's face it, you have to live
at close'dharters with.a bunch of strangers, and you ‘know
that some of them won't come back alive. You don't like to
think about it happening to'you. b;t you ‘never know when’

your number 1is -on a bullet, . grenade or shell. 3o ybu -de- .

riage minus the sex. Who knows if you'll Fet it when you
léast’expect.it: The barracks bravado and boasting you play

at before yoﬁ g0 overseas are a hell of a lot différent-frém

~
+
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what you need when you're actually on the battlefield.
Then you know, if you're religious, that your life is in

)
the hands of God; if you're not, it's in the guts of one

of your buddies. And }f he has no guts, yoﬂT;; dead.
T " Now, where Andrew Dugas’was concernedk_} instinctively
felt he was the kind of guy who’couldn't and wouldn't let
me down. Maybe it was his intensity, his passion for life
\‘ that made me sense it. Eﬁerythiﬁg he did, whether it Qasu
)/ card-playingg basic tr%ining. flirting with girls'whgn we"
were on a week-end pass.twaé different. T often wondered -
what made him so unlike the others in Jur ugit: He puzzled
" me, but strange as it sounds I had.the feéligé\fhat there
was a-history behind this man. He had a sense of‘desfiﬁy‘
. Perhaps it was this fzgzing fhat“made us mg;é than bud-
‘dies. It was unspoken, but we both knew that we would dié
for one ;nother. And it damned near happened that way in
June, 1953, Dufing an attack somewhere in the area of T'osén,
. the advance lipé of our com;any blundered into %he edge of a
minefield. By some miracle I'was five yards béhing the men
Qho set off the blasts. They were kilied outright--blown to
bits--but theé fragments caught me and messed up my legs. I
couldn't get up or oué. I jusf_lay ihere. Beside me was part
of someone's leg, the boot shreddéed and bone.fragments jut-
ting out of the bloady mess of mmgled_i‘leéhi I couldn't”
even vomit. ’

N
. . _ . . N\
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The nexg.thing I remember was Andrew bouneing like a
cat on the pads of his feet. He jump;d and landed beside
me, hoisted me on his shoulders énd,ran out of there in a
crouching hot-foot shuffle that had me screamiqa with pain
from the jolting. It seemed as if he knew where to step and
where to jump. -It wésn't un%il we were out that g went in?o
shock and lost consciousness. One of the medics %&o tendeh

me told me later I would -have bled to death or légt my lefgs

+if Andrew hadn‘'t applied tourniquets and field‘dréssings

'transferred to a

and sprinkled some antibiotics into the wounds.

’ ¢ 1 . P
¢+ It was a while before I saw him again becaus® T was

&

field hospital behind the lines, The first

chance he had he tracked me down® and came to see me. It was

=

the kikd of reunion you don't see too often. I was afraid
to ghow‘Ebo much %%Stion in case the guys in the other beds
got the wrong iaea; but Andrew didn't let that bother him,
He grabbed and huggeq me gg\hard he almost gave me a hemor-
rhage. I couldn't catch my b;éath. He.was special, all
righi, and you knew he reélly.cared. It ‘didn't matter who
you were or what you had doné. He would have risked his life

»

to save anyone around him in trouble. It seemed that single-

~handedly he had pulled four other guys from the trap in the

minefield, and one of the mehics from.whom T got the story

said Andrew was up for a medal. (

I kidded him about it on one of his visits, and he

\
.

W
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fluéhed. I couldn't get over it.MThe guy was actually embar-
\“_ .
\-ragsed.

S "Hey, listen, Gene," he said. "I was on some kind of

adrenalin high. I'didn't eVen know what I was doing. I was

scared shitPess. I didn't even want to move when I saw the

\ was gettlnp4you out. If not for you, I would have been
curled up 1% a ball at the edge of the field." And he
grinned. ' ‘

It was-just like him to loék for a"way to play down his
bravery. But i never fo?got? I owed him one, a big one.

) . ,
tation, Andrew somehow wrangled a pass and got time off at
athe same tid;\e. Maybe he was due for it or majbe it was the
fact that he was becoming a sorf of legend. We all knew he

" was in line for a promotion. And it was that week we were
in Seoul that we really got to know one another--not just
ourselves, I mean, but our backgrounds, our roots. I had
never given it mugh thought. My family. the Herberts, had
been in Virginia for a couple of hundred years. My mother
was a fgmily-ﬁistgf} buff and had even commissioned some-
one to research our ancestry and draw up a family %ree. My
first name had been’commonly‘used for generatio%%. and I
had a cousin and -second cousins named Gene. Mom hadn't been

too happy to learn that one of her early ancestors had come

»
- -

|
|
|

crap going off. When I saw you go down, all‘I could think of-

When T was shipped back to Seoul for rest and rehabili-

oJ
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off a prisoé’%hip and had been indentured as a servant. Eng-

land

2

had a habit of disposing of her undesirables in this

fashion--shipping them out to thé colonies. If my ancestor

had been black he would have been called a.slave. The la-

1
bour

and treatment were no different.

Andrew, on the other hand, knew more about his back-

ground than I. My impression had been‘right. Pefhaps this

was what gave him that appearance of commitment, destiny,

. .call

that

it what you will. He had something in his possession

. ] - .
marked him as a man with a purpose. lle was searching

‘ gLr something. And one day he showed me what he had. He car-

ried

it in a metal box and he said the original was wrapped

in velvet and then in oilskin so it .wouldn't get damp and

moldy.. The original was an old journal that had ‘been handed

down

dred

rest

in his family from father to son for almost two hun-

years,

r

HeotoldEmé~he carried ,the copy around with him with the

- ¢
of his gear in his/fggt locker.

. "I rewrote what was in the journal for the next genera-

tion
luck
came

in case the book 'is lost or destroyed. It's my good-
charm," he .said. "The journal is so old the binding

apart many years ago. It's written in a fine spidery

handwriting, faded with age but -8till 'legible. If anything

happens to me, Gene, the book goes to my mother and father

along with the typewritten copy_ I had made at the same time

-
-
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as this one. Thén it goes to my ﬁ}other. and he'll pass it
/ydn to his son. I/:bn't have a wife or kids. It's in a safe-.
ty deposit box in New Orleans, Loufsiana. My parents have
the location and number."
I knew he had been born somewhere in New Orleans, but .
he had never elaborated. Now in the hotel room in Seoul, a
couple of big bottles of beer iﬁ front of us, he started to
tell me about his family. His father had been one of those
Cajuns who had left the bayous in Louisiana and moved to
Néw Orleans, where he had assimilated completely into sou-
‘:thern life. He'd married a gigi from New Qngland who had
moved south and he forgot‘ﬁis Creole patois, except for the

odd word. He left his children a different heritage from

that of his ancestors.

\\\\\\\\61/ ~ "My faAther," said Andrew, "even gave us English names.

EEE A S
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‘If I had.been born in the bayou éountry. I would have been
called AnWtré. My father changeﬁ his first name to Henry from
Henri and pronounced Dugas the English way. He said it was
pimp we moved into the twentieth century and assimilated in-
stéad of living in the past. Do you know anything about the
:Cajunp, Gene?"
I cﬁnfessed I didn*t. "I thought they were the descen~
dants of an Indian tribe that had intermarried with the
th&e men." ® ¢ - ,. & | S
"No," said Andrew shaking his head. “Their bloodlines
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go back to France in the 1500s. When Jacques Cartier planted
his first colonies in the New World in the 1530s, onelof

tﬁose colonies was Port Royal ip'what is now Nova Scott@..As’
the population increased from léss than one thousand in 1714

o

to about ten thousand in 1750, thé people moved inland and -
settled what is the Annapolis Valley. It was called 1'Acadie
in French--Acadia-<and the;e were a number of settlements,
one of which Q?s Grand Pré. Anotber was Port Heébert--1'Aca-
die's port to the gea.

"The Cajuns of Louisiana are the descendants of the Aca-
dians. The Acadians wanted to remain neutral in the per-
petual wars between France and England, but Fngland was a-
fraid they were a potential fifthucolumniand tried to force
them to swear allegiance to Englaﬁd. When the Acadians re-
fused, the English decided to get rid of them by deporting
them to English colonies to the South. Some of them ended
up in Louisiana, a Frepch possession at the time.

-"Bpt I'm not trying to give you a hiéwory lesson, Gene,
just' the background of this family journal. What happened in
1756 was brutal. women and children were separated from hus-
bands and fathers. Whole families were split up and shipped

—
S

off at random. Destinations were changed, in many cases once

° 't

the ships were at sea; some unscrupulous captains sold the
Acadians as slave labour in Virginia and the Carolinas, and

some of the ships were wrecked off Cape Hatteras, a trea-
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cherous and stofm-ridden afea, There were‘few survivors of:
the wrecks. A number of sthe Acadians dispersed-in the.coidi
| nies were left to shift for themselves; others found their
way back to French territory. A colony remained in Louisi=
ana in tHe"bayod country. These people kept to themselves,
did notyintegrate and Qeveltped their own Creole language
from French. They reméingd isolated and Stiff—necked. stub-
bornly determined to keep the éutside world out of thHeir

’

terri%ory.

"This was my backgréund:~;;a this was what my father
turned his back on. And when 1 came of age, he passed‘this
journal QOwn to me as I must pass it on."

f\was curious. "Who wrote. the jourﬁal‘7 Whatqs in iteo"

"It was yltte;by a ‘'woman called Marie Hébert and co-
vers a per;od of forty-flve years as well as a retrospect
of her life and memories before her marriage’ at the age of
" seventeen. When she was eight or nine, she was taken with
her mother, sisters and brother from Gfand Pré and\deported.
The ship was no, better than those used to transport slayes.
Many died on the voyage. and their bodles were thrown over-
board. There was fever; the water was bad. They were vio-
leﬁtly seasick and were not alitwed abﬁve decks for air and'

exercise, The holds were dark pr180n8, reeking of vomlt_and

shit. Off the coast of Cape Hatteras in North Carollna, the

ship went down. There were a.few‘survivors. one .of whom . was.

_———
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their language--English. Year by yea§g§he lost her mother

R A 2
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Marie Hébert, who had been lgshéd to a spar with a woman's
dress--probably her moth;r's. She was washed ashore uncon-
scious, and fisherfolk who lived in the area found her. I
don't know about the other. survivors, only what is in tﬁis
journal. Her rescuers tended to her and because they could
not und%rstand her speech, balled her Mare--from the sea.
I think it's Latin, It was close enough to Marie, and she
accepted the name as her own.

- —

"She was raised by a poor,'ght kind, family and learned

o

\’“ /
tongue, but not her memories. When she was 31xbegglﬁjpg»was :

E———
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courted by and married a man--a fellow Acadlan whose name

was Duyas and whose family had been one of tho ;e sent to the
I

Engllsh qolonleg. It was Dugas who gave her back her past,

her first language and her heritége. He taught her to read
and write French and English. When they had been marrled a
few years, they moved %o New Orleans, and when they realized.
there were others from Acadia in the bayous, they moved .
there. to be among their own people. Probably they were sear-
ching for family whb might have gone there as well. Marie
Hébert was my ancestor. I won't even try to figure out how
many ‘great-greats' she would be." |

I was amazed., It was an unusual story. "How did you

Y o
learn - so much about the h1story°" I asked. Q%

"Well, the journal made me curious, and there were also
. A
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hints my father dropped casually over the years. I hdd to
" have the journal translated because I don't know Cajun or
French. And I decided the history was worth following up.
But you know something.'Geng. if I live through this lougj "
war, I'm going to Acadia, to where it once existed, and see
if I can find any of my roots. I mean, there have to be re- -
cords of our people there. They lived, died, were burled. ’
The best place to start would be the church records and the
graveyards. There must be names on sanes. on family burial
plotp. I have to find anythihﬁnthat would give me a feéling
of continuity, a sense of ancestry, cher than this journal,
Don't you ever have the feeling that you would like to visit
* the homes of your ancestors° You sald your agfestors g0 back
‘-to;the settlement of Vlrglnma, so somewhete in England there:
must be some 9v1denge that your roots grew in another soil." '
“To tell you the truth, I never thought of it." I ab-
sently pushed the beer bottle aside and traced a wet circle
.on the;tgbletSp with my forefinger. "You've made me see
something I never saw before. But I guess you're right. It
would be one hell of.a search., If I get out of this mess
\ over ﬁefé alive, I'm gbingﬁback to Virginia and take a look
"at that family tree anmy ask my mother some questions. Look,
let's make a pact.VWe '11 keep in touch with one ‘another to
let each other know how we're dolng. It would be funny if we
discovered that one of my ancestors had fought against one .

¥

-
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of yours at the Battle of Hastings." I laughed.
He grinned. |"Sure...more like%y at Crécy, Poitiers orl
. Agincourt.” .‘ '
. “And how about at Waterloo?" I kidded. "We English were
there, too." |
_We both laughed. It was funny. We finished our beers

and a few mere after that. The room began to revolve. I was

’ too polluted to make it to my room down the hall and flopped
on the other single in Agsirew’s room. The week spéd by, and
pretty soon he went back, to the front, and T was given a ;
desk job at army lheadquarters in Seoul until I could walk
properly. It took| a while for my legs to heal, and I ended
up with a permape t limp. It didn't stop me from pushing a
pencil though, and the money was useful.

'The war ended in 1953, but it was }954 before Andrew

was discharged. I|figured I might as well étay and wind up

T .

somé of the army's paperwork and I got back to the States

just a few months after Andrew. We kept in touch, butit was

1955 before we saw one another again. Meanwhile I hadri't been '
idle, although it |was kind of hard settling down to civilian
life after four years of mllltaﬁ;iilfe. I used to get night- '
mares at times. I'd be back on that minefield,’ seeing bodies
and limbs flying [in all dlrectlons. Once I woke up screa=~ -

ming. I had dreamt I was 81tt1ng on the ground in a widen-

ing slick of bl od while I cradle;\a part of a shattered
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leg in a chewed-up army boot in my arms like a baby; I woke
up in a cold sweat™and looked at my hands expecting to Bee
them covered in blood. It wasn't so bad during the day as
) -long as I kept busy, but the nights were the worst. I was
afraid to fall asleep. |
And I tried really hard to keep busy, even though I
couldn't.find a job I'd be happy with. I had talked to my
mother and gone to see the agency that had researched and
T T T TT=dra up \'t:.he family tree. T poked arour\}d in ~some libraries
and archives, Whenever I could, I would take-m terial’ to my
bachelor apartment and re?d about that périod. There were
some old records and books that could not be réleg,aed from

' storage areas, but I took a lot of notes. What I found threw

me into a flap, a nice flap, It was impossible, and I tried

to find 6ther sources of verification. I was getting as bad

asg A;'ldrew with his family-history kick.

i/ I don*t know what it was, maybe delayed reaction to the

effecj;s 'of thl war and my wounds, but I got sick. I wasn't
o gétti:ng enough sleep. Those nightmares broke up my rest, and

I was afraid to close my eyes. again after they woke me up in
° near hysterics. I guess I went into a kind of depression for
a while and couldn't function -too-wekl. ~Fhe medics—at the————
veterans' hosp.’DLtal gave t;\e all kinds of pills to help me g
sleep and pep me up, but when that didn't help, I added to

it with booZze. I hit the bottle a bit too much and probably

Al
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would have ended up an alvoholic if I hadﬁ't received a

phone call from Andrew who.was at his parents’ home in New

e

Orleans. What I sdaid, or in this case, what I didn't:say,

O - -

must have distubbed him because the next thing [ .knew he was

at my door. I had lost all conception of time. He took one (;\»

look at me and exploded. Firsf I ot a punch %p‘the jaw
that sent me }eeling, and then a hug that almost cracked my
ribs. And then he started yelling.
, “You son of a bitch! ‘ his what‘I saved you for? So
you could kill yourselg/C;f:’:hut’Goddamn rotﬂgtO I should
have left you to bleedﬂto death in that minef;éid.llt would
have been a lot quicker than this!" \

I know I smelled. My apartment stank of stalé liquor,
vomit and unwashed bedding and clothes. I hadn* t shaved in

-

I'd forgotten how long’ Talk about a lost weekend...thls was
’ A

a lost siy month Andrew hauled me lnto the bathroom,
shoved metigfpﬁfﬁgfshower and scrubbed me. He tossed the
clothes I had b%en wearing iﬁéo a wastebasket and made me
put on fresh onés he found in theucloset. He bought food,
cooked it and fo;ced me to eat. He shaved me anq cut my hair.
After two weeks of this, I startegd feeling like a human

“Pei g again. Hé tossed out the bottles ang kepf me away from
places that sold or served liquor. When I‘could'think“clpap-

y ggain, he told me where we were going. J |

"You and I have a date. Two hundred years ago, the shiﬁs

A
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\ 3Tt Acadia with my ancestors. Over a period of eight years,

10,000 or so weré dispersed.. We're going to Acadia to find

my roots; we'ré going to England to find/yours, and then to

- .~ -France to trace my origins. We -have our army pay, and we're
- b§~ going to use gome of it or all of 1t 1%%we have to. I want
% - '«\\\\\\fopknow...l nave to know, and it has bothered me long enough.

| /f/” I romised myself 1f 1 lived through the war, I would go

L ,’k

o ‘ g back and 109& up ‘my ancestorsg I'm not leaving you here to

&; ' the-bottlequou're coming with me." ) g

f
\l A2

r A\
! looked at him.. He was trembllng with an 1nten31ty,g

) . -
, N i
N *
s

F . :i'eagerness that\was 1nfectlous. He was w1lllng me to go with
- TN hlm. 1 couldn t say no. I knew I had to go. But' I couldn'’ t,m
tell him what was eatlng me inside. I had to, find the rlght

i

N " tipe for that and other thlngs as well. How would he handle
| My screamlng nightmares? ‘. T ,
o And 80. wWe nade ;?nangements, and a -month laéer we were

."; . up.in thenAnnapolis‘Vaiiey in Nova 3cotia, wandering around

Z' - ,' ' the country31de with our dufflebago. We went from town to
town, v1llage to village, sticking our noses into llbrarles.
into church records. huntlng-up little cemeoer1e~zoff coun-
fry roads. ﬁ; had a set of maps and wandered whe;e we

e plea%ed. There was usually some house or little inn where weg

.; ‘i ?.« | could stay. For a bit of money there -was always a roo}‘gﬁpr

D our heads and enough to eat. Thq‘people were vﬁry'hospltablea

y'.«~— - --—--When we. reached the Grand Preé area. we found our first

. .
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~clue. There had been a huge clan of Dugas living there be-

Y

fore the dispersion’ in 1756 and some had managed to get

s ( back 31nce then. We started checking them out From a few

i

E3

.
B
"

4

-
"

ocal people we got bits and pieces of information that led
us to some very old cemeteries. It took a lot of hunting.
Some of the tombstones had ‘cracked and crumbled. The ietr

tering on some had been obliterated by wind, rain and time.

] X

There were a few Stones that looked as if they had been
‘tended throughout the-centuries. The stones had been reset,

cemented,  weeds  had been'pulled and even flowers planted. It

k3

wag)an act' of love that must have spanhed_two hundred years.

~ €

Our hands got dirty and scr;%ed as we brushed and rub-

bed aside an accumulatioh«of-centuriés of neglect. ‘WB'found
’

some :01d stones that went back %0 thé early 1500s. There

/'could Mave been others much older, . but the lettering was

barely legible. Those old monuments had'such a history en-

graved on them. Some groupiﬁgsqcarried the same date of

death or an interva; of a few days. I was sure it could only "

“refer to whole families dying at the sam¢ time or a few

days apart from an epidemic or perhaps an acc1dent. We
hadn' t reallzed how much those simple stones could tefg.n

- And \then I foun¢ something. Itwaseastone on which were
carved e names of a famll%y Helene Hévert, motherandchil-

dren. Marle. Francme, Cd.l"OlG and Paul. I‘t.‘ was in l‘rench but

-

easy to translate, The rootsewgre the same as-in Dngllsh.

I | -
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The date was July, 1756 and under it the word Banni. I had

" learned from Andrew that this meant Banished. I yelled for

him to come quick, and he ran over. He dropped to his knees
in front of it and.then prostrated’himsqlf on the ground.-

He reached up.and began brushing away at what looked like *

.- some scratchings at thé bottom of the stone. Carefully he

.wiped away at the letters with a handkerchief; and the dust

..or soil embedded in the grooves came‘away; bit by bit. The

words were Jamais Retrouvés and under thém, Mari Jean Hé-

bert, Retourné 1770.

"What does it say?" I asked. ' .
Andrew looked up at me and moved back onto his knees.

His eyes were lumirous, and his jad was set. H;g lips were
) \

trembling. Hé -looked close to tears. Never found and-Hus-

“band Jean'Hébert retunned-l??O he translated. “So that's

1t' Helene was separated from her husband Jean, who was on

another ship. The one she was on went down, and her daugh-

ter Marie, or Mare, was the only survivor. Jean would. have
i

Spent years looklng for them and discovered the ship had

never arrive . He couldn t have known he had a daughterstill‘

. al}ve, and even if he had, she would have been 1mp0851b1e to

find. He probably searched in the Carolinas and‘Virginié. as
well as in Louisiand. Then he must have returned here to get '
up a stone in their memory. I guess that's the story.”

I put my hand ‘on Khdrew'g shoulder and squatted so I

N &

4
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.my ancestors. My name was Hébert originally, not Herbert,

o -

could 1ook dlrecti& into his face. *Andrew, there's more.

*

That s not the whole story. I don't know how to start...how

o

to say this. I did some digging into our family backyround
-5

when I got back from Korea. My mother was a little ashamed

of that relative who was-.shipped to the colonies as a con-

victed criminal. But that ship was full of priéoners. all

_right, political prisoners, exiled by the English, and it

came from Port Hébert in Acadia. One of the passenpers was
a Jean Hebert Jho found work w1th a prlnter. He married and
started a fémlly. And the descendantg of that famlly were
It was anglicized ovorqthe years and my name, Gene, is. an'
anglicized version of Jean, which realf& is. John in French.
There\séem to be 'Genes' in our family baog ta the oarl& ,
1800s. I remembered what you said abodt cemeteriesrand I
went looking in Virginid'just as we did here. I found Jean
Hébert's grave. He musf have come back here to set up that
memorial and thsp returned to Ving;nio io live.out his days
with .his, second famlly. . 4

' Andrew s face went white. He pushed himself to his feetﬁ

and slammed his fist 1hto his other hand. ”My God. we are of

~ .

the same stock, of the same perlod' And look how we met and .

£
became friends' Look what we have been through together!
Could it have been blood calling to blood. or somethingelse? ¢

And think' of how we ended up in the same unit from different

LOW
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1nduction centres in different States. It's not possible!™

’

I shook my head. I didn't want to ‘get emotional, “dut I

. could feel tears welling in my eyes. I just grabbed him and

hugged him as hard as I could and ‘'we stood there for a few

g: * ‘minutes before that stone marker, gathering‘the memories of
the centuriee into our hearts 'and souls. Had anyjaf seen us
there he would have thought we were mad. But who” cared? The -
Héberts had found each other after two hundred years. We

L {\ wouldn'.t Ee eeparated again.

And as for the nightmares, I hadn't had one since we

: , etarted out three weeks before. Somehow I had ‘the feellng

?.. K - ‘ +
’ Q\k ' there would be no more. ‘ \
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My femily were graveyard caretakers righ# back to
my greet-grandfather. and perhaps even farther. We1always
< thought if,was an honourable profession, though many people
view our work with distaste. There is fio doubt it can some-"
v times be a sad an& depressing occupation. As the caretaker
B ‘. of gﬁ old end large cemetery ;? Warsaw, I have seen sorrow
. : and grief on a daily basie. My-_job is tovcut the grass, @end
| ‘ the graves and make certain there is no desecration of .the
tombstones. I also keep track:of records in the ‘office at
%he\small stone house where I 1ive; at, the entrance to the

‘.._. .

_cemefery. |
' . I)m sure I don't have to tell you what went on in Eur-~
* ope during'gpe war. Those who died before the war and werey
already here‘were lucky. They’ escaped the fate of tbose un-
lucky millions tagged  for. systematic elimination. Yee, death
‘ Joomes as the end of everyone. but it is much more reassuring ’
Y g ' \to know, at least.,that a burfel.plot has been prepared--a
3 ploI w%}ne family can come and pay respects; You may find
it hard to believe. but this act of paying respect to the
dead was responsible for reunitlng a family after forty-six
years of sepa;ation. gnlx once in my years as.caretaker‘dld

I experience anything as-unusual as that, aﬁEﬁih was all ‘the

' ’ . St a . , -
. - N
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result of a man's search for a burial plot.

The story began, or I should say ended, on a sunny mor-
ning in July, 1985. I had just opened the cgmetery gates at
nine and as they swung silently inward on well-oiled hinges
I thought the day was another to‘;dd to eternity. A few mi--

"nutes after I had entered m& little cottage near the en-.
trancezuuihﬂngtup the keys on a :%Ek' I héard a knnck gt the
door. I opened it‘to find a man in a grey summer suit. The

' grey of hié‘hair appeared to match his pearl-grey cotton
shirt, He was -of nedium height and slender buildw,ﬁefore 1
could say anything, the man iniroduced himself as Aaron Am-
dursky of'London; England. He spoke a broken Polish with a
marked British accent. ‘ »

*I will need- your help."'he said 1ook1ng a: little apo-
logetxc. "Forgive\ny poor POllSh. but I have not spoken it
for a long time. I'm looking for the grave of my father-Moses
Amdursky who was burled here in the summer o£.1936. I. was
twenty years old when my mother. brothers, 81ster and I
fol;oyed the hearse through those iron gates. The last timq
I'was here was in 1939 jusf before the Germans attacked. I
don't remember where my father is buried, and I've come all

‘from London to pay my respécts.”
"0f course, I will.help'you.” I said. “Let me , 160k up
the files so I will know where he is buried, It is a good
thing you.came this early. I'm about to start my rounda.
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Come with me and while we walk I'li give you a history les-

t

son you'll never forget. You won't think of this cheerless

* place as a burial ground of dead hopes as I once did. You'll

have an entirely different point of view after we've fi-'

nished.”

. /
Amdursky smiled ard nodded his head. "How often do you

make your rounds?® he asked after I had checked the cemeiery

map against a small white card.

; } ‘
—"Once a day. Thereiis quite a distance to cover. And T

check to see what needs Yepairing or if the grass has to be

cut or flowers planted."” \
I picked up a straw basket of gardening tools, locked
the céttage. and we‘started up the road.

"Please be careful where you step Qhen we leave the

paths to examine some of the stones," I warned. "I wouldn't

- want you hurting yourself or kriocking over a venerable tes-

‘timonial to a human existence."

 %I'1l be careful. You lead and I'll follow." - -
" Now Mr. Amdu.i:'sk',y, over il} this area we have stopes so
old they-dan be considered Eisforic honuments:,Seé how they -

1e old friends, propping-them-

-

selves up against their %yﬁediate neighbours? The stones are

markers to different erds in Warsaw's culture and history,

and they date from the fifteenth century to the twentieth.

' From these thousands of stones, we learn something of the

"
1 A
. ’ 4 -
“
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peoﬁle buried there and the periods they lived.in. Not only
are the names, dates of birth'and death and lineage carved
on them, bit in many Easeslthe professions are indicated |
along with epitaphs and benedictions or blessings."
- Amdursky peinted'to a group of stones, "What are thosej
very plain ones over there?"
"Those tombstones go back to the 14008. You'll notice
" they are covered with Hebrew characters carved 1in bas-relief
iprt%e.sandstone. The epitaphs’are unusual, I've been told."
.*  “What are they?" R . o

"I'm sorry.-I can't read them. You find that surprising,

don't you? But I'm not Jewish. You don't have to be Jewish

to be a caretaker in a Jewish, cemetery. the same way you
. don't have to be Jewish to takeZEare of a synagogue., However,

| . , 1if you are/zj:frested, there are translatlons. and I can tell

you where to—find them.in.the cemetery archives.,"

Amdufsky 1ooked'pleased. “Yes, I would like that. :Thank
o you. Perhaps on .our way back." ) _
| | . We turned left onto a small path where I p01nted .to a
group of stones. Amdursky leaned over to have a closer, look.
“These are from a more recent perio&f-the lﬁOOs--see
how the styles have changed?.Not only aze the stones made of
_pink and white marble but you can see the carvers have‘bdguh

to copy the characteristics of the Renaissapce--tleral and
i ;
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animal forms.'columns. archways and decorated caﬁitals;'

I“Btopped to ome weeds at the base of a monument
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and dropped the bunch on the path for pick-up later. I waved
my’hand to tﬁe right and Amdursky walked over to look. I
. followed him,

"Here you see seventeenth century stones. Thé& have a
more geométric form. The writing and the ornaments are mixe&
and balanced, and you see more family and professional crests.
After this period, you'll find some of the stones are carved
W}th frames in guréed or 1inear.designs; Some are ver& ela- |
'bofate, while others are given a third dimension. Con-

‘ gtructed like tenté from two uﬁright stones joined by a roof.'“
they are supposed téisymbolize the desert tents of the
-ancient Israelites.®

fbut that is amazing," wondered Amdursky. ”Whére did '
' yo& learn Bo.much about this ﬁlaée?“_

"It runs%ih éhe.family. We've been‘doing this‘for‘gene-
fétiaﬁs--prob?bly as a means of self-preservation--trying to
keeb sane doihg what is incredibly depressing. So £he family
decided awax'back in my grandfather's time to make a study -

"of the place gnd dig up the history of the monuments. the

periods and the artistic movementa that 1nfluenced the ar-
chitacture of| the’ stones. My father continued the work, and
I have become|even more fascinated with it. I'm even thinking -
of studying Hebrew so I can translate those stones myself--
you are smiling.*® ' |

“But, of

A}

o2

course,‘I'm smiling. I think it is wonderful

>

L o ' |  ‘ : - <j .
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‘\\here. Perhaps the Hebrew inscription would tell us.

.87

to have such an unusual interest. I wish you luck in your
studies., I have-c¢ome to find a grave and am pleasantly sur-
prised to meet a |scholarly guide. Tell me more aboutithe
stones."

*"Well. there are many people here who were famous in
their own time, and they lie alongside others who have left
no other, trace of fheir existence but a few simple facts re-
corded on those monuments. I know by the mark of the pré-

'fession whether they were musicians, writers, teachers, doc-
tors or lawyers. See the violin carved on this one and ‘the
book carved on the one over hera? One means a musician and

the other that either a scholar or a bookbinder is buried

"So, you see, this place of the dead is also a reflec-
tion of 1ife., These narroﬁ*‘aths and:the crowd%ng recall the
’ conditioﬁs under which the;E people must have once lived in
their ghetto. In theif livés. fhéy witnessed piague, con-
stant persecution and pogroms. 0Of course. there has never
been anything in history to equal that dark period of
destructlon that began in 1933 in Germany and plunged the
entlre world into a war...." '
: Amdursky's face changed. A look of sadness appeared in
his eyes. He tqok out a handkerchief from his pocket and
mopped his face. Even with the shade trees in the cemetery

overhanging'the paths, the-heqtzgns beg%zﬂ}ng to increase.
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Out of respect he kept his hat on, but he removed his jacket
and draped it omer his arm. ' ' '

"What section are we coming to now?" he asked.

"This area is a more modern part of the cemetery. Let's
take a look at some of the stones. Over there.you nave the
eighteenth century burial plots and again, the styles have
changed. The greatest difference occurs in the nineteenth
century, for there was a great influence in European taste
from the French impressionistic movement and the styles fa-
voured by the Victorians in England. In some cases yqu have
a mixture of both--a bit much, if you want my opinion. I hope
I'm not boring you. We are almost there." |

*"Here we are back in the‘twentieth century. As you can
gsee, there’are many stones and larger monuments commemorating
thousands of unnamed v1ct1ms who lost their lives between
1914 and 1918¥% Not all were soldiers. And farther on we 111

come to the burial ground dedicated to the memory of those

+ who died in the Holocaust. 1Y

"But first come down this path to the section where your

,father is buried. These stones are from the 19308, Step over

‘hene where we can get a clearer view. Let me see,,.1931...

keep walking...1932, 1933...10o0k at that unusual stone. The

~carving is a work of art--a floral in stone--193k4 and con-

tinue all the way down this line. This one needs some ce-

nont work., I° 11 do it next week. And here are the stones from:



- was running down his face and his skin-w

pl

1936, Slow down now. If yoe walk so fast you'll niss it."
Amdursky had quickened his pace and walked right by it.
"Here it is!" I exéleimed putting my hand. on his shoulder and

ﬁulling him back gently., I moved out of fﬂe way end pointed:
at' the tombstone while Amdursky fished in his jacket pocket

‘for a small prayer book 80 he could recite the prayers for

the dead. He pulled his glasses from his breast pocket. laid
his jacket over the stone beside his father's and slipped his f
glasses on his nose. He glanced down at the moqﬁment.

I. saw hdm stiffen and then s%aéger.'"My God! Do you see
that? Lpoi at that stone...look under where Ey father's name

and date of birth and death are carved! Someohe‘s phinted my

‘gister's, mother's and two of my brothers' names in,black...

and...oh. my God' My name is on the stone, too!"

I Jumped to his side as I saw him topple forward. Sweat
%ggpaste-white in -

colour. He put hle head .down on top of the stone and began to

8ob like a child. I kept my hand on hie‘ehoulde ‘and waited. "
Suddenly it seemed as rf the' sun 1ne had turned grey and

the blrde were no loqger_chirplng. A breeze blew through ghe

eectlon we were in. stirring the leaves on the trees and ru:b/‘ =
fling the grass, I shivered and goose f;esh appeared on my- ‘

bare foféarms.'Time séemed to Btop. I dog't know how long it -

was before Amdureky finally etraightened Hig face vas. | ; f

o

chalk-white and there were beads of BVQPQ\P" his forehead and -

. .
- . ~ - . . .
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upper 1lip. I was afraid he was having a heart attack. I put .
e}

my arm around him, '
@ d\ /“""
"But it can't be! It can' t be!" he kept repeating. “I'm
alive...look at me, I'm not dgad. I'm Aaron. Why is my na&e ..
“on that’ stone° And how come it's so well-ﬁknded--éﬁen better
than' some pf the others heﬂe?" N
o Ahd then I remembéred. .

"H'few years ago,” I said, " a man came from Sweden to

"VlSlt this grave and he returned the next day with a small

can of . black paint and a bgush and painted the names of

thdse wha had died in the Hdlocaust on the~st6ne. df course,

I gave hlm perm1881on. why not° I knew about the Holocaust,

I was a young jﬁ}ld durlng the war., That's somethlng you don' t
forget. I take ‘good care of all my graves, bufithis one even &J
more. The man gave me one hundred American dollars to look
_after it, plant flowers and repair any crumbllng of the

stone. é)‘___’/“\\. R = . i @D’_Q

Amduré!y,was still shaking. 1 sat him.down on an ad-

"ﬁjqjqing base of a monument. He was staripg at the painted
- - - . S “ 6 o . -

inscriptions,as if mésme}izedi "1 havp to know who the man
was: I must knoﬁ who péinfed the names..What did he .look
. 1like? What did he say his néme'was? Maybe he waé,g cousin.
wﬁy didn't_he paint the ‘rest of the family's names on the
tombstone? My other brothers®' names-aren't there. My God!

Do you suppose they're alive?" - -
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He jumped up apd began pacing up and down the “nafrow

path, ten feet up and ten fee%‘aown. I realized. he was wor-*

‘king himself into a state of anxlety and I was worrled.

"Com ‘bacg with me to the office," I told hlm. “I don't

like the wiy you look. We'll look up the files and I'll give
you tHe inforhatibn. You need a good stiff drink. Yeu're too
pale." I wanted to get him back so I'd be near a telephone
in case something happened to him. He wouldqjt go until he

e

had said the prayer for the dead over the grave. Then he be-

gan walking slowly back beside me. As we, K walked he told me

something about his life. He was sixt%fsix years old and was

a semi-retired merchant. He had managed to flee from Poland )

and reached Eﬁéiand during the early years of the war. There
he had joined the Polish Free Forces under.British comm%pd.
He*d been posted to Palestine,

*That was a horrible experience for me," he admitted.
“How would you feel if you were orderéd to prevent Jewish'w'

survivors from the camps from entering the Promised Land,

when yoﬁ're one of them? After jthe war I settled ;nA@ngland.'

[4

I never came back to my birthplace...until now, "
(]

When we got back to thé house at the g&?&s, I sat him

in a chair and gave him a shot of vodka. I d;ﬁn't want him
dying on me; 'I went into the flles and found the name and
address of the visitor who had palnted the nameés, He lived

somewhere near Goteborg, Sweden, and his name was Judah-Am-

v‘

o



aQ

-
2

\\'/:;ersky. ’ )
* . Aaron’ almost choked/é:'hizyvodka.‘”;ﬁ 8 my brother!

- He's alive! I ‘thought he was dead! Oh, my'Godi® He_ )y put the -

glass down and made for the door.

"Walt a mlnute. Don' ﬂ’rush. Where are you going? I -
asked.l L ‘ ,.
*"I'm runming to the nearest Post Office‘to'send a tele=-

gram to Sweden," he said looking back o;er his shoulder.,
"Don't run or you'll have a heart attack," I\warned him.
*The nearest Post Office is three miles away." I would have °
. gone w;th him. but I waen't allowed tk leave the premises

unless I had a replaceﬂent. "Let me know what happens,® I

shouted after him., ‘ ‘ ‘ .

Aaron Amdursky returned to the cemetery late the next ip
day. He was-carrying a paper bag. His telegram hadn t arrived

until that morning, and he had waited in hagyhotel room until

- 1
A

. almost five p.m. when the phone call came from Goteborg,
"It was my brother Judah." Aaron said. "We both started
crying. ‘Aaron,' he asked,'where have you been? I thought
you were dead. I haven't seen you in forty-six years,"' N
#hink we spent more time crying than talking. I was afralid’

the excitement would kill him. "He's seventy yéars old, you

bl
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know. When e calmed down a little, he told me 55 other bro-
ther David was alive and lived near him. Both of them ma-
naged to sufviye the war, one in ﬁuqhenwald cbncentration '
camp and the other in Maidenek. ?wo other brothérs; a sis-
ter and my mother died in the 1943 Warsaw-Ghetto uprising.
"And in a few weeks pr so, after I get back, my brothers
are flying to London to vigit. David is seventy-five and Ju-
dah will have We;)im.w You don't know how wondey -
ful ;t,is to find family after,so:many years without anyone,"
”I;m 80 very hhppy for you, Mr., Amdursky. I can't bez
lieve that such a wonderful thing happened in my cemétery.”;
"Thank you. But first, before I go, I have something in
my bag.* Amdursky smiled. He reached in and pulled out a
large bottle of vodka., "That is for you with my thanks for
the best guided tour of my life. And this is for the tomb-
stone." | .
With a flourish he pulled out a can of paint-remover,
a brush and a rag. "We have some unfinished‘business. Let's

g0 right now and remove my name from that stone."’

-
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For more than four years since I left thg\prlest-

hood in 1982, I have been waiting for a nameless man “to find
me. I ;;ow he is looking for me because of Brother Anselme
who has finally gone to join his God or his Dev11--I do,not
know which. I hope Brother Anselme has flnally found in
death the peaee tbat gludgd him in life. He carried a cross
for over sixty Qears to‘hig own personal Calvary, and in '
‘death he bequeathed it tglme. Now I am being hunted by some-
one searching for infé;ﬁétion to unlock the doors to his
past. This man knows that Brother Anselme is the key. No.
I'm not crazy and I can prove.it. In my possession I have a
‘manuscript written by Bfother Anselme--a manuscript hekmust
have begun when he joined the seminapy in 1947 after ieaving
the army. I hpve~been ihsfructed to read it on Brother An- ‘
selme's death. But 1 am gettiqg ahead of the .story., {‘must
be clear about the details so I will know what to do when

the time comes.

In 1976, when I was twenty-six years old, I was admit-
ted into the seminary of the Brothers of the Holyféfoss, R

e X ' \\\
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located near Quebec City. Brother Anselme, a teacher;~h§d
already been on the staff there for almost thirty yearé. He
was kind, understanding: and an exceptlonal educator-dgome-
thing I needed, for I experienced periods of self—d ubt
when I felt uncertain whether I could remain in thé péiést;
hood., I did not feel that my hear{_ and soul were worthy |
enough. I also had a stﬁbbornness that made me géesfionr
even defy, certain rules and commands. Brother ﬁngelme tried
‘many times to'ﬁelp me with my iﬁner struggle./énd a close
bond sprang up between us, In 1976 he was algeady seventy-
seven years old, and I saw in him-a wise o%é.mun——the grand-
father I had never known. But I sensed thgf“h% drank from
sgme“rittqy well of anguish. Often when Ke 1ed.the semina—\
riani\at gervices in cﬂépef. I felt th hfé contrition and

pleas for divine forgiveness sprang from a sense of un-

and guilt flowing from a geep despair. HlB pleas
slty I did not hea@’ft74 the other Brothers,
Many times I notlced tears trickling down his wrinkled

cheeks before he bowed his head /even -lower to conceal them.

L 3

I knew he must have sinned; and/once I asked him: "But aren't

we all sinners? Why should’ sqme feel the welght of their 'f‘\
sins more than othere? How/pany years must one plead.forfor-
giveness and do penance b9foré the sin is &bsolved?*

If I expected an ex lanation, I was wrong. Instead came

a cryptic answer which/left me e)gn more curious than be-

y
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fore. .
*Our Lord said, 'Go ye and sin no more', but I, in my
weakness and irresolution, went out and siqﬁed again. And I
could not forgive myself for that. I had compounded the
first gin. " i |
| "But surely,” I argued, "forgiveness lies with ng,'not
\ with oneself." And Brother Anselme turned his world—weafy ‘
' 01d eyes on me with such sadness, and confessed: "I dared to
place myself where the head of My Master lay on the cross.

Thereln lay the third and greatest sin. Presumption is a

®, a
9

cardinal sin." .
I did not understand any of this, and. he would not ex-
plain further. I know now he realized his days were coming
to an end. One day he summoned me and gave me a bulky sealed
manuscript. | '
*I am passing this to you as a seered trust so it ien't
destroyed when I die," he said. "It‘is my confession and
hopefully my vindication in the eyes of God.be anything
happens to me, you are to open the package, read the manu-
script and keep it, until someone comes to inquire about me.
Then you are to surrender the manuscript te thée person, who

~ is searching for thﬁ%i;uth..l have left a letter with the

head of our Order to Ve given to this man when he refurns

-~
-

after my death."

“But how will I know this nameless person?"

a_ . —

—

2



'man?"” All this was very'berplexing.

. L ) .
"He will come with a cross."

. _"Do you mean to say that he's a ggﬁestl or is he a lay-

¢
"He could be either. I do not know," was his answer.

»

"But you will knawv the cross when you see it, for it is de-
scribed in my story. Promise me, promise me on your life

that you will do as I ask."

v

I gave him my word, although I had strong misgivings

about the propriety of his actions. Later,‘I realized we had

both done something contrary to the rules of the Order and
perhaps th%t was one of the things that made me decide\}o
leave. I had not yet learned to become totally subservient,
and I knew this weakness in me made me unsuitable for se- .
miqery lifé.

A week late? Brother Aqselmq had a stroke;'He was para-

lysed and could not speak. Onlx\his eyes showed t%hat he un-

derstood me and still felt emotion. The day came when he was

.y

taken from/ihe seminary}to a'hospice for elderly and sick
priests, where he was tendeq_until the day he died. Brother
Anselme had left instructions that I was to be informed of
his death,. and I decided it was time to read the maﬁﬁscript
so I could better ;hderstand what had fueled his anguish. 1
would have to be prepa;ed 80 I could deal with the man who -
was- searching for me\gnd the truth. \ '
The manuscript, wrapped in brown paper and taped with

' ).
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adhesive, hasg been sitting in a desk drawer for more than

five years. I have removed it and_torn the paper away. ‘

Propped against my wrifing stand is a letter from the :3¥
minary informing me that my long-awaited visitor has col--
lected the letter left for him by Brother Anselme.-gyaﬂiée
and address are in that letter. I can delay no longer for
the visit is imminent. The manuscript is in -a spring-back

——

folder. Inside tnEre are pages and pages of flne. but ex-

.Efffﬁ}g neat handwriting, double-spaced on ruled foolscap. 1

must finish it today. The late-afternoon sun shining through
my window -gives me sufficient light for the task. My curi-

! v
os;:z/f% matched by a strange sense of dread caused, per-

, by my invasion of a very private life and what I shdll

have~to say when I am confronted by the man.

| ) N

(L s
\ * N * *

Before taking Orders and adopting the name by which I
am k?oyn.in religion--Brother Anselme--my name was Georgeg
Bertrand. On my father's side I am descended from an old and
ﬁonourable French-Canadian family‘dating back to the.early_
settlements of the se?eqfeehth centﬁry. In the late 1§908 my

father married a woman whose family was English, and al-
}

though it was a- 1ove-match she was not acceptable to hus fa-

mily, nor he to hers. Born in 1899, I was the second &hild
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of this union. An oldér sister died {% infancy and after me

. . _ there were three other children. in rapid succession.
: vi, -

h=

As a child I was curious, even precocious; possessing

a marked affecﬁégnate nature., Once overheard my mother say

to a neighbour: "He will have muc@ heartache. He loves too

quickly and too easily. His lov and his;iiﬂe will bring

N\

him much grief."”

»

When I wés fifteen, World War I brégé out. I joined the
Canadian Army at/sixteen, lying about my age. I was tall,
able and fairly intelligent, and no one challenged the le-
gality of my enlistment. I was péstetho the Vandoos, the
22nd Regiment,‘which asdpart of the Fifth Brigade was sent“
to France for active service at the front.

At the age of se;enteen. I was at the Bat}le of the
Somme and went through }he horrors of that bloody assault;

.
+ Wave after wave of attacking Allied soldiers was pinned down

on the enemyxﬁérbed-wire entanglements and mown down by Ger-
man machine-gun fire. The British losses alone on that firs}

day of the Somme offensive were over 60,000 men. Like many

s

who survived, I was able to recall in vivid detai} the course
“o} that battle years after I had recovered‘from the ex-
peri%nce. Perhaps if would have been better to forget the

+ - anguigh and agony I sufféred in the mud and squalor: of

‘ trench warfare, watching my combanions dying all around &e.

In August, 1916 I took a sniper's bullet in my left

/

—— .
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shoulder and was sent first to a field hospital for treat-
" ment and then to Paris to convalesce. After qponths of in-
activity,‘I returned to duty with my unit in tﬁme'to’také
- part in thé Battle of Vimy Ridge in April, 1917. It was here .
I‘suffered a breakdown that rendered me’ useless -for the rest -
of the war. Again I was sent to farié. agﬁ hoépitalized in
a centre treating ghellfshocked'ggzops.- " .
Although‘I recovered slowly. I became useful t6 the
staff and patients at the ﬁospital. for I.could speak both

French and English. I became a translator and a sort of in-’

t termediary between the French doctors and nurses and British

:agd Eﬂglish-speaking Canadians. It was in this capaciﬁy of
i}é translator that I met and subsequently fell-in love with &
Volunteer assistant-nurse who was trying to communicaté withq
a wounded Canadian from Ontario. Mireille Dubois, my first”
love, was only seventeen.
" When she turned her violet-blue eyes to mine as I stood
at a soldier's bedside, explaining whgg,he had asked for, 1
_,a;xﬁgew I was lost. Her long black lashes gave an appearanb%'of',f
depth to her eyes. She -had aﬁ oval-shaped face, high cheek-
bones, and her eyes tiléed slightly at the corners, giving
her a Eurasian look. She was the most beautiful thing' I hag’
-8een in he entipe dirty and nightmarish war. I stood there,
my‘mouth‘o en, staring at her like an idiot. She smiled and

bent down,.tn tend to the soldier. Her hair was pushed up un-

N~
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but I could see coal black tendrils escaping down her neck ~

and around her forehead. Foolishly I at wodld
happen if I pulled hé off, when suddghly it cgfshs in

T

"Oh, non, monsieur, c’est défendu. It is forbidden."

She snatched the cap from the hook, glancing arcund swiftly .
to seehig the incident had been.observed by a head nurse...
Then she deftly twisted her thick hair into a knot and
slipped the cap over her head. . -

From that moment on I could think of nothing else but

her. It was a year before I was sufficiently recovered and

reille. I was sensitiyve enouéh to realize that what I felt
could be misconstrued by Mireille as a.fiirtation. It was
very common for patients to fall in love with their nurses
and convince theﬁgélves it was the real thing. I thought .
about. it a great deal and still came to the same conclugien.
I loved her with an intensity.that even I could not believe,
much less understand.- -

When I asked her to marry me in mid-1918, I bought her

an engagemept gift--a beautifully crafted, 1ittle gold cru-

-~
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~on my head. : .
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ceifix. Iﬁ had a small diamond at the top, and where Christ's
1ha;§s and féit had been pierced and néiled'to the cross were
thro? Smgll rubies syQ?olizing,His blood. For?Mireille, this
yas a gift of great value and meaning. for she came from a
religious Catholic family. o

When I.gave her the gift, I admit with shame’that I

degcribed the gems on the\Z%Bss, personalizing th@ diamond

‘as myself, tthe fuby at the base as Mireille and- the other

stones on the arms of the cross as the children we would °
have one day. Later when‘% wgs older, 1 realized I had com-

> ~ :
mitted a terrible blasphemy, calling down the wrath of God

-

I Weet,from folly to vice, and again to another and
K
greater folly and vicg. ]

~When my emotlonél and mental state 1mproved, the doc-

3

tors permitted me to leave the hospital for a day at a tlme.
L4
and later for several days. erellle took me home to meet

her famlly aﬁ&“to get their approval. I am sure I made a

. good lmpre881on. I was talf‘ fagrly good—looklng and very

- careful to watch my manﬂg;s. What convinced them, however.

e
was my command of French. I do%pt ‘they would have accepted

'me had’I been Brltlsh. %he famzly began making plans for the

wi 1ng as soon as I was dlscharged from the army. Mireille

- e

and I became lovers. It was our first experlence, and it af-

fec;éd us very deeply. If it was possible to love one an-

.
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other even more, then such was the cese. We had no eyes for
'anyoneior anythlng but each other. . o - ‘jf )
\\By September, 1918, the Allied armxes began to push the\
German forces eastward in France. The tlde was beglnning to
turn against the invaders. In an effort to repodp their los-
ses on land and bring Britain to her knees, Germany stepped
up her U-boat offensive. So successful was the U-boat
blgokade erM‘January toGAprif: 1918, that one out,ofjevery

four British ship§ leaving port went to the bottom of the A

<

. The British Navy countered this dangerous development
by 1nten61fy1ng 1ts sea patrols. especxally in the Engllsh
Channel, where, v1ta1 communlcatlon lines w1th the Continent
were under threat. The Dover Patrol laid down a barrage of\‘

~

mines and then attacked and eyeaned out the U-boat base at
In spring of 1918, the authorities‘ordered a routine
evacuation of sick and wounded Canadian and British military
peréonnel. When the commands were iseued I was frantic. I
didn't want to go. First I raged against military cellous-
ness in separating us. Then we tried to arrange a quick wed-
ding, but it was impossible. We tried exenything. including-
an insane plan to smuggle Mireille onto the troop ship. We

swoq& eternal love, promising one another to write and to

wait for one another. As soon as the war was over, we would
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-united and joined in ma;;;;;;} |

But our plans °'were thwarted. En rouie between Boulogne

hV/ been’ immobilized like man& of the wdﬁnded on the ship, ;
" might not have survived. But I was ambulatory and thus able

- ' to make my way to the main deck where I did the best I could
;& - ‘'to get as many of the wounded into boats or lashed to life
| rafts.'As the ship was settling, 1 scramﬁied down a rope
hangling over the' side. I was almost down when something hit
me from above and that was the last I remembered..

When I finally regained consciousness'in a hospital ip

‘London, my récovery was agonizingly\sloﬁ‘and painful. My
memorynwas impaired, and it was ‘a long time before I could

plece together my confused impressions of what had preceeded

my blackout. I had to rely on the statements of others who

haq been there and seen what had happened. A patient in thg
- . -~ — same ward as I was in told me he had grabbed me bykthe hair{
| ;hen I tumbled unconscious i;gg«the water and kept me afloat.
until I yas-hauleé over the gunwale into the boat. A rescue.
ship pickﬁj/jg\Tost of the survivors and took them to Lon-
" Tdon. __-- b - ' ‘
Slowly my memory began to return. I was plagﬁéd by
thoughts of a beautiful girl, but I was unsure who she was
and where I had known her. It was months before‘I realized

Y

that I had loved her, that her name .was Mireille and I ha&
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left her behind in Paris. From a drowsy, lethargic conva5e-
* scent, I suddenly turﬁad into an agitated and frenzied .man
trying to find my lost love. I wrote letters to her at her
parents' honie. There was no answer. I wrote to the hospital
where she had worked, but SEe had_}eft in April. 1918 and
Y fhey had no word of her. I wrote to friends but the letters
were returned. In the aftermath of the‘waf I found no means

.of tracing one dasualty among so many thousands of misginé.
My mind could not accept the loss., I swung violently between
depression and hysterta;”the psychological damage impossible .
to as;éés. I wanted to die, but I couldn‘t. I’tried'to end
my -l:{fe but was restrained by;:;‘he medical staff. When I
’ appeared to 1mprove, 1 suddenly\fell victim to bursts of hy—
sterlcal and 1rratlonal behaviour. :
/. It was over a year later that I was repatriated to Ca-
- nada. I had convinced myéélf.that Mireille was dead. Only
2 tﬁat way could I assuage my guil% fqr leaving her. 1 was
o a-man with no emotions.Aas if I had spent them all in that R
- emotional cyclone of anguish I had endured as a result of
her loss. I became.withdrawn--a silent and mofose man uh-
able to reach out to ahyoheT’Wﬂ‘f'probably saved me was the
routlneobedlenceto discipline and order my army dutles had
instilled in me..It was.this that made me choose the"Anmy as

~

a career. I remained in the service.

My behaviour under fire as well as my bravery on the

LY
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j/ sinking ship earned me several decorations and a promotion

a S to Corporal. I applied for an officer's coﬁmission; wds ac-
‘ cepted and ?Bant'the next twenty years moving up in the
'rapks. posted as an instructor to different Army camps
.across Canéda. I never marriéd, although-I was involved in
several relationships in the late twenties and thirties.
' Perhaps my melancholy, ably concealed, discouraged any kind

of permanént arrangement. I didn't want to love agaiﬁ. It

had been too painful. ‘ _
In September, 1939, when~WOrld War II erupted, I was -
forty years old and had reached the rank of major. Posted
to the Canadian First Division, I landed in Britain in De-
cember of--that year and was given command of a. Battalion as
Lieutenant-Colonel. I and my trbops sat in Enéland waiting
as the ‘Canadian build-up of troops continued--all of them
- straining for offensive action against the Germans.

In 1942 came the disaster at Dieppe. Canadian losses
totalled over three thousand in two days--more than half of
them prisoners of ‘war. I was one of those captured, a plum -

‘falliﬁg into the hands of the enemy. I-sat out the next year
_égg_a half in a prison camp, chafing at internment, while my
mind concocted and rejected dozens of plans to escape and
rejoin the war effort against the Nazis.

_ In early summer of 1944, two other Canadians and I

escaped from a prison camp in eastern France. One of the men
' <

[
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was recaptured and shot, but Major Maurice and I managed to

make contact with the Resistance. They supplied us with B
fofééd papers and moved us from place to place steadily
wesfward-until we were smuggled through the shifting front
lines. My command of French got me out of several dangenous
s;tuationé. I rejoined the Canadian troops in July, 1944 &‘“\~\‘;___
just after they had captured Caen, then moved on with the
_unit to take Falaise. . : ‘
OnlAugust 24, 1944 the French gecond‘Armoured Division
;;plled into Paris, followed the next day by a triumphant - ~'
General De Gaulle. The German garrison surrendered, after ’
openly disobeying Hitler's order to burn the capital.
On August 26,°Allied forées poured across ha/Se%ne
Rivér at four points between Paris and the Atlagtic. ; was
with the first wave. My arrival in Paris revived painful

memories. ‘

Some months later when I had a few hours away {rom my
militéry duties, I decided é; revisit the places I rémem-_
bered from World War I. I asked my jeep driver to wait while
I walked through the streets looking for the hoapital‘znd
oth;;\buildings. Twenty-six years had passed, but ;ome of
the buildings still s;ood. gliiy and more wéatherbeaten'than'
the last time I had seen them. Thé house where Mireille had
.lived withi her parents had been turned into a warehouse. I

felt a wave of disappointment sweep over me. I was getting

. -
“ .
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tired and thirsfy and found a.small café about two bloéks -
from the warehouse!where I could sit quietly for a little
while and have a dfink. anything as long as it was wet, I
walked in and sat down at a small table covered with a “
checkered cloth, near the window. r

A young woman came to serve me. She handed me a menu
] and without even looking at her, I reqhested a coffee and a
cognac. I glanced up when she feturned.

t froze. For an instant I thought my heart h;d stopped
beating. I tried tg speak; and a wpisper emerged from my
mouth. She noticed my confusion and asked if I was ill. By
then I managed to regain a small shred of composure and nod-
ded. Again I stared at her. It couIdn;t be Mireille, but
this girl was the image of my lost love. Her d;rk hair fell

4

to her shoulders lfke Mireille's, and those long, dark
lashes frigging her blue-violet eyes were Mireille's. Hen~,,;\\//
skin was pale, and thbse high cheek-bones gave her an almost
Euragsian look. Mireille's oval face had had the same bone
structure. She couldn't have been'more than twenty-three,

perhaps a little more. It was hard to tell, I thought, as I°
"appraised her while she s%qod there waiting for me to say
something. Finally I nodded, and she ;ent to the back of the

café while she watéhed me surreptitiously.

I felt like a fool. I was no longer a young man, and

my heart was thumping and- skipping beats in my chest. It's

{
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/sign from above, I .thought. I have been given a second’
//chéﬁce. another Mireille. I must know more about her. _
When she‘refurned to ask if I wished another coffee, I

\

looked to see if she wore any rings. Then 1 deliberately\be-
gan questioning her. | | —
"Do you own the café?"
"No, monsieur, I only work hefe."
"Are you a native Parisienne or from another city, or
perhaps from the country?" v
She was puzzled by my interest. I coJid'see that look
in ﬁer eyes, but my Canadian uniform and badges of rank must
have reassured her. For her, I was one of the Liberators and
‘my French was impeccable although it had a different accent
. from what ghe was used to hearing.
§§ ""Yes, I was born in Paris just before the end of the
~F1rst World War. My father was a soldier who died.during the4
war, and my mother died in Chlldblrth. My grandparents
ralsed me, but they died in Paris in 1943 when khe city was
starving. My fiancé was kllled in the north of France in
1940, resisting the Nazi invaders. I am all alone."‘
My heart went out‘to her. I must be insane, I thoughf.
. I.have never felt this way sincé I was a teeﬁ—agér in love
with Mireille. I introduced myself to her.and‘mentioneé that -

I had been in Paris as a soldier in 1917 and had been re-

patriated to Canada after the war. She told me her name was
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Claudine Aubert.

When I left, I slipped a sizeable tip under my cup. I
knew I was coming back. Twice more that week I turned up at
the ¢afé and each time I arrived with gifts--things she had
not seen since 1939--stockings, tinned food, chocolate--and

liﬁtick I had begged froom some associates in the Women's

Army Corps. —_—
I >

She appeared enchanted with me. She must have seen me
as a kind, generous, -even fascinating man. I suppose my ex-
perience and general knowledge surprised.her, as- did my
rank. I would catch her looking at me quizzically at times
as if she were wondering what I saw ‘in her. She kept apolo-
&1 'ng‘ that she was just a poor orphan who had managed to

o

finish école secondaire and had worked in a bookstore in

Paris before the invasion. It appeared to bofher her more
than it did':ne. She had read a great deal, and had told me
she had been involved in Resistance activities. Once she~
said she was a nobody compared to me and I had to ;onvince
her that that kind of self—dis_;par:agement was wrong.

Slowly I not\iced a chahge in her. She became more-con-
fident and the hero worship developed into something deeper.
After a month had passed, I knéw that she was returning-my
feeling for ‘her. I knew what I wanted. I had waited lé‘;lg
enough. One of my colleagues had seen me with Claqdine and

made a snide remark about cradle-snatching. Another col-
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leag&e asked me what my intentions were? .
“Strictly honourable," I answered..“I intend to marry
her." .
*" And so I finally confessed my feelings to Claudine,
and we became engaged. As soon as I could make the necessary
arrangements, I planned to marry her. She would be at my
side when_I returned to Quebec. I-took a four-day leave and
we went off to the country to be alone together. The con-
summation of our love was the most gxtraordingry experience
fﬂvfor me. I would never have believed that I could feel that
way again., I lov%% her even more,
We made arranéements'for a simple wedding ceremony at
a loéal'chu;bh. I had asked one of my fellow officers té act’
as best man. We were waiting for Claudine at the'entrance.
talking about our plans for the future. When 1 saw her co-

ming across the square, my heart began to beat like a bird ﬁh
flutterihg its wings. °
She wore a small hat with a veil and a simple two-plece
cream suit which outlined her youthful figure like a caress. -
(As she walked toward me:PI put out my arm to escort her up
the stairs and through the massive church doors. As I
glanced. from her féce to her neck, I stopped in shock. T
couldn't move. My mouth opened and I stared at her unable to

utter a word. She became alarmed.

"What is the matter, Georges?" she asked.
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I managed a croak. "?hat, that cross around your neck.
How. . .where éid you.get it?" '

She put her hand to her neck and fingered thgr crucifix.
The diamond at the top and the three rubies winked in the
summer sunlight. "f? was my moth;é;g:\My father g;ve it to
her:when they became engaged. When she>died, my grandpérents
keﬁt it and gave it to me. when I tuf;ed twénty—one. Why do
yGU ask?"

For me this was the supreme blow. I was at the church

'

to take Claudine as my wife, and the realization she was mj .

davghter was more than I coula bear. What was worse was

that I haq already made love to her--an act intolerable by
any code. I was damned by religion and by law. I reeled
backward as r;ality struck me like a fist. My best man
g;EQEEE;Te to keep me from falling. I clutched ‘my chest as
paiﬁ knifed. through my heart. My fellow officer must have
thought I was having a heart attack. As—if in a fog I heard
him order Claudine to run quickly into the church and cancel
the marriage arrangementsiﬁhile he hailed a taxi to take me

to the military hospital. Events were hazy but I was rushed "

through a battery of tests while I sat like a stone, un-

feeling and removed from life.
I remember very littl@ of this period except for what“
\ ) P
I was told later whén I recovered. The doctor said I had

- : - S L .
slipped into a Zepre881on 8o deep that he feared for my 6&’,

\

AY
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life, When I tried to conmut suicijie, the doctor and others
he consulted, arranged for my transfer to a mental-health }\\
clinic. Although the resources available to military psy-
chiatrists were 11m1te5,ithe doctors tried some drugs on me
and attempted to get.me“té/talk abPut my anguish. They R
failed. I had withdrawn somewhere inside of myself and

4

locked the door to memory. They lacked the key to open it.
oI diéégéered later that Claudine haq tried to see me

a number of times, but I had refused. Once when. I was at my
lowest shortly after the suicide attempt, thedovctor thought
her.visit might help me\énd.allowed the nurse to admit her
to my room. What she saw was an emotionally demolished man,
his arms in a straif-jacket. laying on a bedtin a. bare room.
Her pain and shock sent her reeling through the door,

Six months later I was ;hipped back to Canada for meéi—
cal help and a year l;ter entered the priesthood. I knew I
could no longer remain a paft of the outside world. The let-
ter I received from Lapierre, who had been my best man, con-
firmed what I had decided to do. He wrote‘that Claﬁdine had

come to see him. Again and again she had asked herself what

she had done to precipitéte this tragedy. Lapierre and she

searched for some kind of answer'to the mystery and finally
. 3 3

both came to the conclusion that it had something to do with

the cross. She remembered my shock of recognitiongthe dag,I

met her, and she wondéred about that as well., She refused to

»
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wear it and put it away. In his note, Lapierre wrote that

he had advised Claudine to forget me. He was right. I had to
be forgotten and what bettér'way than in a religious Order.
Slowly, oh so slowly I pulled my éhattered soul to-

gether "in the sangtuary of the Order. The.Father’Superior
spoke with me at great length but ;as ablée to cull only the
barest of details from me--that I had loved and lost twice
in my 1life and had commiffed great sins in the eyes of the
Lord. It took years of %;ayers and personal sacrifice before

I finally realized that the very act of living wgs the

punishment for what I had done.. I was determined to punish

. myself, but I would not compound the sin by killing myself.

. However, there was more}in store for-me. It=Qas as if
God had placed'm; in the role of Job. I was meant éo éuffer.
Under the weight of that* small goldgp cross, 1T éragged my
way’bd{;fully through the years to old égeb thoughts my

cro;n of thorns. _

-

In 1979, when 1 was eighty, a letter arrived at the
seminary from France. A man by the-name of Martin Georg;s
Deserre had been making enquiries about a certai; Lieu-
tenant-Cofonel Georges Bertrand.'Finallthafter several
years of fruitless é@%rch, he had been able to discover that
I had entered’the priesthood{ It was almost a year Sefore'

Deserre lgpated the seminary where I had hidden myself'f?om
- 3

the world. Deserre did not know that Bertrand had ceased to

L %4
!.‘

-~
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exist and there was only Brothér Anselme, who had renounced

-

the world outside the walls of his refuge.

‘ I didfn{.t»know why this&man was looking for me, but
Father Superior said.the man wrote he was r!in fioésessior; of

a cross with three rubies'and a diamond which his mother had
given him on her deathﬁed three yéars pre.viousl{. She h;q
toid him the cross would lead him to someone who knew the
_truth about his father and gr,andfather. Deserre wanted des-
perately to get ~m touch with the man who had Jomed the
Order in 1947 under.the name of Georges Bertrand. In his ,
letter Deserré explained that his mother had told him he had
bee;x adopted and that Georges Bertrand mlght have some in-
formation about his real father.

Now Deserre was searchlng for the truth.

1 asked the Father Superior to answer the letter~in

" 'such a negative way as to discourage any follow-up. A year

Pl

later, however, ( p.rtin bggerre turned up in person at 'ghe

seminary. He sho&;ed ’the cross to the Father Superior ﬁ{nd

sw\o're on 1t that he would be back--that he would not rest -
until he had tracked me"d‘ovm and discovered the truth., .

He was sent away without any information.

I am most sorry for what I have done to this young man,

but I was’ unable to face him. How could T tell him that he -V
was both my son and grandson, and that I had fathered him u
through mtlmacy with his ‘mother, my own daughter” It was

. | | N

At

N
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too horrible to contgmplate. And that was why I could not -
see him.

I know that he will persiét in tracking me down, and

fa;;ing’that he will find somelother way }o fill the gaping

"hole in his past. He is no% easil&\discouréged. That is why

Y

I must pass this manuscript on, so thét‘i?whe perseveres and
éne* day fiﬁhé you, my dear friend and son in God, you will.
help him to understand. Ask him to forgive a sinner who knew
not w?at he did. I cénhot‘see him or épeak with him.ﬂﬁut 1
beg you to help him in his agcceptance of‘ﬁf sin, which

surely is not his. In my own way I have been crucified ‘

. 1ike our Divine Lord.'Desérre will come, that I know, for

+

-1 have given the Father Superioér instructions to send him to

yof§ Yol wifl know tHe man by the cross with the diamond and
rubies. o *

\ . h
My life is pover, and I close this manuscript with some-

* ~ - . ’
thing 1 reaQ? written by another, Bertrand Rgﬁsell, who suf-

fered great\anguiSh.’tho;gh not as much as I have had’to
) .

bear. . 4

n

"Through the long years I sought peace,
N I found ecstacy; I found anguish;
I Lound madness; I found loneliness;
I found the solitary pain.that gnaws the heart,

i:;éfeace I did not find." .

Farewell, my dear friend. I _entrust this into your keeping.

May God bless you.
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‘When I pad fﬁnished the las? rage, I saf’for a long
time in the fading light, holding the manﬁécfipt in'my -‘m;_:
hands. Then I broke down and cried for Georges Berﬁfﬁﬁb and
Brother Anselme whose oniy siﬁwwas-loving too ﬁuch.‘ﬁs be-
nance he forced himself to live, only‘to be ﬁunishgd once
more, in his old'age,with thgﬂc6ﬁ§équences of that early
love. How can I explain this to Marfin Deserre? 1 dreﬁ@‘the
thought of his visit. I do not know how I shall be able to *
speak with this young man. I know he is looking for me and
probabl& will be here any day now. Perhaps I should destroy
the manuscript...perhaps I should deny the truth‘to spare
him.... ’
‘. What will I do? What willfI‘say when I am face to face
with him?" ‘ | " ‘

o

e
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Ferenc Jonas, a«photographer!‘lived in Q Long Is-
land sﬁ%ﬁrb and commuted each hay to his studio in New York
City. Year after year. he had followed the game‘route. golng
from his home to his office on Fifth Avenue. Jonas, a man éf
logic. metho?iea? in his approach to his work~énd life in
‘Zeneral, was not ‘the type to act on impulse. Nearly fifty,
Jonas had thick white hair, brown eyes and boundless enthu-
“giasm and energy, qualities that seemed to complement his
organized mind and analytical way of‘dealing with problems.

A native of Hungary, transplanted to the New World in the
wave of immigration , during the laﬁe"lQZOs, Jonas h;d ma-
naéed.to‘retaipahis language and %hat very tangible sensefbf
fellowship most Hungarians have for their countr&men.

On the morning of January 10, 1948, Jonas took the 9110 ~
a.m. Long Island Rallroad traln to wOod81de. his usual con- r
nectlon point, where he was to catch a subway tralﬁ to New ° e
York. En route, he‘suddenly decided to v151t Lotci Kertesz,
a Hungarian friend, who lived iﬁ Brooklyn and who was illy

¢

\ T
“I don't know why I decided to visit him that morning?*\w
1
"Jonas told a friend\weéks later. "I cQuld have done it after N
the office closed. But I kept thinking he was alone and mi-

serable and could stand' a little companionship and cheering

.
#” )
- Ld
‘
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up."”

‘ Therefore, at Ozone Park, Jonas changed to the subwaxj;
for Brooklyn and went to his friend's house; he stayed thgre
until midafternoon. They chatted and played a game of cﬁess.
Kertesz waswéonsiderably more cheerful when it was timeé for
Jonas to leave. Jonas walked to the station and took thé
Manhattan subway to his office. .

" "The car was crowded," he related later, "and there was
no chance of gett}ng a seat. I had resigned myself to stang
fng when, juB't as I entered, a man who had been 'sitting by

' the door jumped up and rushed out, leaving me his empty seat.

I-slipped into it before anyone else colld take it." .

Jonas had lived in New York for many years and’was not
in the habit of beginning coqversations with strangers. How- - -

ever, because of his professional fascination with faces, a’,
necessary and vital part of his photographic training, Jépaq
glanced about _him, trying to analyze the features Sf his
fello& passengers. His attention was .caught by the face of
the man on his left. He appeared to be in his late thirties,
and his eyes had a sad, hurt expression. He was reading a
Hungarian—languagé newspaper. Something prompted Jonas to
turn to him and ask in Hungarién. "I hope you don't mind if
Ilglance at your papéf.“

The man seemed surprised to be addressed in his nativg

language but answered politely, "You may read it now if you

L
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wish, I can read it later when I have time."

During the half-hour ride to town Jonas began a conver-
sation. . -~ .

-

» . "What is your name?" he asked.
"I'am called Nagy."
. “Where did you live in Hungary?"
“The East."
"What city are you from?"
“Debrecen."”
"And your profession?"
"I was g law student Qhen the war startedﬂ"
"Were you able to‘finish your educatioﬂ?"

-"No. I was conscripted into a labour battalion and sent
to tﬁg‘ykraine. First I was at the mercy of the Nazis and
then in the hands of the Russians." |

"How did it happen?" o
"When the Germans and Russians wgre no longer allieé. I
S, -ﬁas captured by fhe Russians and put to work burying the
dead Germans killed in the fightlng on Russian soil.”
‘- Nagy described his experience while Jonas listened in-
" tently. Nagy had starved and almést frozen in the severe
CT ¥ Russian winters, and all that had kept him'going ¥as the
thought he might one day see his famlly alive. He never gave

up hope. After the war, he coveredmn_ndreds of miles on
foot, sleeping in fields and ditches, hiding in barns when

- S
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he could find them. burrowing into the straw to stay warm.
When he reached Debrecen/ he looked like a walking skeleton,
his clothes in fatters;‘ arely recognizable to those who had
known him. |

Jonas knew Debrecen well and asked about the damage the
city had sustained during the war. "Were the machinery and
furniture factories hit? How many people were killed duridg

the war? I had some friends there, but when the war broke

.out; I lost touch with them. But please, continue with your:

story. What happened when you reached Debrecen?"

"i!went to the apartment my parents, brother andvsister
had occupied, and I found strangers living there. Then I
went upstairs to the flat my wife and I had lived in. Again
strangers. No one had evér heard of any of us. It was as if
we had never existed; hever been born. The ache in my heart

was overwhelming. In a state of deep depression, I slowly

walked down the stairs into the street. I strug&led to keep

from weeping, but I could feel hot tears sliding down my

cheeks. I brushed them aside with my sleeve. I'm all alone,
I thought. None were spared. Better I had died with them."
‘As he stumbled down the street, a boy ran after him
calling: "Nagy Bacsi,-Nagy Bacsi" (uncle Nagy). The boy was
the son of some former neighbours. Nag& accompanied the boy
to his home and talked to his parents. Their faces reflected

his pain as they told him his entlre family was dead.
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"The Nazis took your wife and children to Auschwitz."

Auschwitz had been one of the worst concentration
camps. Nagy fhought of the gas chambers and gave up all hope
of ever seeing anyone of his-family again., A few days\lgte?,
too heartbroken to staj in Hungary,:Nagy began waiking west-
ward, sneaking across one border after another, until he
reached Paris. There he went to the American embassy to ar-
fange ehﬁgration to the United States. The wait seemed in-
t?rminable. but finally after two years, his papers were
ready, arrangements finalized and he left for America. He
arrived in October, 1947, just three months before his
meeting with Jonas.

Jonas listened carefully, nodding his head at intervals.
He kept thinkiné how familiar-the story sounded. Suddenly
he realized why. At the home of friends, he had recently mef

a young woman who had also come from Debrecen. She had been

"sent to Auschwitz and from there transferred to work in a

. ’

German munitions factory. All her relatives had been killed
in the gas chambers. Liberated by the Americans, she was
brought to the United Staées in the first boatload of dis-
placed persons in 1946. Her story had moved Jonas so much’
he had writ%en down her address and phone number, intending
to invite her to meek his family. He wanted to do ;omething

to help alleviate the pain and emptiness and allow her to

pull together the splintered remnants of her life.
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Jonas thought perhaps he could introduce the two, but

was struck by a sudden thought. When his train reached the
. T ;

station, Jonas didn®'t get off. He ained sitting where he

was and asked in what he hoped J;s a casual voicg. "Is your
first name Miklos?" :
Nagy turned ashen. "Yes! HoW‘did;you know?"
Jonas fumbled in his address book. "Was your Qife's
name ﬁariska?“ -
' Nagy.looked as if he were going to faint. "Yes! Yes!"
His hands,wére trembliﬁg.
| "Let's get off the train," Jonas é%id."
He took Nagy by the arm at the next station and led him
to a phone booth. Nagy stood there like a man in a trance,
- beads of perspiration dotting his foreheaddwhile‘Jonas
| searched for‘the number in his address booﬂ. It seemed an
age before he found a coin and diéled the number. The phone
rang and rgng..He was about to hang up when, the woman, Mari-
ska, finally answered the phone. Later. Jonas learned her
room was beside the telephone, but she nevgr'answered it
because she had so few igiends,‘an& the calls were always
for someone else. This time, however, no one was at home,
and after letting it ring for a long time, she had answered
it., _ \) K] |
When Jonas heard her voice, he identified himself and

- asked her to describe her husband. She seemed surprised at
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the qtestion but gave him a descrlptlon. '
\Where did you live in Debrecen?" <
She gave him the address. R <.

Asking her to hold the line, Jonas turned to Nagy and

asked, "Did you and your wife live on Kossuth Lajos Street?" -

"Yes!" exclaimed Nagy. He was aé white as a sheet and
trembling. v ‘

"Try to be calm. Something miraculous is about to hép-
pen to you. Here, take the phone and talk to yk r wife!"

Nagy nodded his head in mute bewilderment ;is eyes
bright with tears. He took the receivgr. liste ed:a moment
to his'wife's voice, then cried suddenly, "This is Miklos!
Thisﬁis Miklos!" He began to stammex hysterically.

Nagy, reaiizing th? man could not speak from emotion
and excitement,” took the receiver from his shaking hands.
He began to ‘speak to Mariska, who by this time sounded hy-
sterigal. "Stay where you are.‘I*am sending your husband to
yous He will be there in a few minutes."

Nagy was crying like a baby and sayiﬁg over and over
again, "It's my wife. I go to my wife!"

"At first Jonas thought he should accompany Nagy in case
the man fainted, from the excitement. But then he'decided
that this was a moment into which_no stragger should -in-

trude. Q? hailed a’taxi and put Nagy into .it. Then he di-

rected the driver to take Nagy to Mariska's address, paid

<
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the fare and said goodbye. * : K
Miklos Nagy's reunion with his wife was so otional

that afterward neither one could recall anything that had
happened.

| "'I remé ber offly that when I left the phone I walked
to the mirror in a dream state to see if my hair had turned
grey," she said later. *The nekt\{hing I knew, a taxi
stopped in front of the house, and it was my husband running
toward me. I cannot remember the details...all I know is
that I was happy for the first t;ime in fmany years. Even
now it is difficult %o believe it happened.” 9

Both had sufferied so much.

"I have almost lost the capability not to be afraid.
Each txime my husband leaves the house, I say to myself,-
"Wil; anything happen to take him from me again?"

Miklos, hov;ever, was confident that nothing could ever1
happen again. They had both been through thie worst. It could
only get ve¥ter. "Providence brought us together. It was
meant to be. Together we will start a new life in a nk

land and try to i‘oz"get the horrors of the past."
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‘~«like a broom *from hell from 1939 to 1945. I am old ndw,~anh
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"I saw the blue Rhlne sweep along--1 heard,. or seemed to

hear,
The éerman songs we used to Blng. in chorug sweet and

clear;

And down the pleaeant river, and up the slantlng hill
That echoing chorus sounded, through the evening calm -
and still;

The Hon. Mrs. Norton
(1808-1877)

You are too yeung. my dear, to kﬁow about the mad-

~

ness that came over a nation and swept continental Europe
R . -

§
as much as I have tried to bury the. past and forget the

memories, I have not succeeded. It has been said that with

old age comes forgetfulness, but don't you believe it. Un-
. "‘g M

—less you are senile, the decilining years sharpen the memorieswm

of childhood and youth. If those early years have been good,
the mind struggles harder to recapture that happy period.

More and more I find myself s;ipping back, remembering my .

‘ “homeland, my Bingen on the Rhine. I may die here in Aus-
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tralia, where I fled! to escape the nightmare, but before I

" oF
do I think T would like someone to know about my life. Iwant

. someone to understand,: because in all the years I tried to

rebuild a shattered existence, I could never speak of it to

‘anydne--not to my children, not to my grandchildren, and .

. ' — ~ -
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b

]

.certainly not to my second husband, who had his own dﬁpona

. i oo
s

I was born in the little medieval town 6T'Biﬁgen in .
Germany just before the First World.War. Somehow our family
managed to survive—the war, and formed a closqu:khit unit
along with a myriad of eousins, nieces*an& nephews., Growiné
up in Bingen was like being a part'af a history book. The
town sqssreywas my f:cgurite place. 0ld buildings surrounded

it on four sidéé--agchurch; the Guildhalls, the City Hall--

and not too far distant‘the cagstle and famous Mouse Tower on

[4

Ly . . ; '
an island in the river. . . o

Those were such happy times, playing with my brothers,

, , %
g§ister and cousins in the square, and running around the -

-

fountain. We always knew how to contact each other:. We had a
signal, a special whistle we madé by placing the tongue d}

gainst the teeth a certain way, like this. When an&one‘in

~the family heard that sound, he or she would .come ruQPing.'

For me, that square in the middle.of town was a refuge. -
I could sit on'a bench outside the churtch for hours and
watch the afternoon sun shine on the stained glaéé windows.

The colours ‘Zave me a sense of peace. But not my cousin Jo-

~ seph. There .was nothing thét'coulq’quigten him down. He was

just‘ my age and my favourite among the whole family. A mis-

chievous imp.'he was always running around the fountain.

Many times. he would take off his shoes and socks and jump

Q‘\
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into the water. Once he fell in fully clothed. The police-
L 4 - I3

man in the square was always yelling at him or chasing him.

’ , : L.
He wag so beautiful, my Joseph, with his black hair and
b

B
!

. snapping dark eyes dancing with midchief. My aunt was in-
[ ]

credibly‘frugal and had made him a sweater from scraps of
g‘\ - '
wool. It hung almost to his knees because she wanted him- to

grow into it. The sweater was the family joke because Joseph

-

“looked like a walking rainbow. He hatéd it and kept trying

14

to lose it, but somehow éne of us always dellvered it to the
hbuse. Yes, of all the cou51ns I loved him best.
. Forglve an old ‘woman a few tears. They are all gone now,

gen

all of theml-no one left but & couple of sisters and a bro-

"ther Albert in Belgium. I hadn't seen him since 1942, If it

hadn t been for my sxster Anna emigrating to Australia, -I
might have ended up in Canada. I Qad a brother-ln-lay there.
It*'s Btrange how things happen-~-none of us could foresee o;
conﬁEPl‘Whét wasicoming. The one memory I clung to all those
yeais was of the'équare-—the fountain, the church windows,
the games in the cobbled streets--and J?seph.

Labp year my children insisted I revisit all the places

I had lived--a sort of sentimental journey to Bingen, Beél-

gium, France and Switzerland. I almost refused to go. I was
s 4

afraid. My memories were too overpowering, and I'm not

young. I fought the memories for so many years, trying not

to give, in to depression while I tried to find some measurve
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of peace through hard work. But there was no escape. I al-
lowed my daughter Helem and son-in-law Harold to talk me

into going back, and what happened in Bingen made me realize
. L3
how wrong I had been. I should have returned years before

and faced my nightmares in all the places from which I had
fled. | )
LeE me go back to the beginning. I left Bingen in my
late teens to visit an older sister Carole in Anfwerp. wher;
I met my husband-to-be. We married and settled down in Bel-
gium where Edith was born. We were so happy. We ran a res-
taurant and had plenty of work, but little did we know how
short this period of happiness would'Bec—We heard rumours of
strange things happening in G;rmany and suddenly.afterléjh,
Belgium was flooded with exiles from Germany. A few years
later there were even more people fleeing, Austria with
stories of an "Anschluss"--annexation by Germany. Our res-
taurant in Antwerp was almagnet‘for those fugitiveé who éa-
thered there to?eat and talk fearfully about what was going
to happen in Eufope. When war was declared in éeptember.~
1939, the exiles became refugees, relying'on relief funds
to survive. Belgium refused to give them work permits, and
if any of them tried to get aljob. he was jailed for a few
days and then deported to his country of origin,

In m1d April, 1940, my husband Herbert and brother Ro-

bert were conscripted into the army. Herbert joined the
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Czech forces in exile in Eelgium and Robert'wésvessigned to

a Polieh unit. The disaster came without warning on May 10,
1940. German Panzer dr@lSlons swept into Belgium, .Holland

and: Luxemburg, and almost overnight occupied the three coun-
‘tries. Shortly after, the Occupation Anthorities commandeg
everyone who-hadogmigrated to Belgium'from 1933 on to report

to German police headquarters. To avoid deportation, a cou- v
sin Ruthie, hdlth and I took a traln to France to reach the
Unoccupied Zone. German forces were already in control at

the border, turning everyone back. They offered transporta-
tion to those who wished to return, but we knew it was just #
propaganda to show the world how well they treated refugees.

We'd seen the dive bombers and fighters attackiné people \\\

frantically jamming the roads, trying to escape. Later we
heard where the people who had applied for repatriatipnwned .
ended up.

On ,our return to Antwerp, Ruthie sewed dresses, while
I went from house to house trying to sell them. Meanwhile
the Germans were busily gathering up pe\ople and fording them
into camps. Ruthle was ordered to go and I accompanled her
to the train station on a bitterly cold Saturday morning in
winter, If I 1live to be a hundred, I will never forget that
scene--menéwomen and children all carrying as much as they

could, saying their goodbyes. It was heartbreaking to watch.

I was allowed to visit Ruthie once in her camp and that was

< \ X 2
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i . — iy *
s



134

the lés; time I saw her..

With no word from my brother and husband, fear replaced
anxiety. I had been searching for them frantically without
a clue to their whereabouts. Suddenly .I received word from
my sister Carole that7Herbert was somewhere sou@h of Lyon,
and that she had met Robert in Lyon. With. so many members of'
my family in France, I knew I had to‘join égémn I went fféat
to Brussels to say goodbye to my sister Diane and her fa-
mily, and thén tried to board a train at the station. The
Place was jammed with people trying to get out of Belgium.
We had no papers and went from train to~train trying to get
on. Six-year-old Edith kep% asking, "When will we see Papa
again?" Anng broke down and cried. Somehow I managed to
sneak onto a train, traﬁsferring in Paris to another, hea-.
ding for Lyons.

. When I arrived bx taki af my sister-Cérole's'place. I
discovered there was no bell on the'door.‘I'used our special
whistle--the family signal. She ran down to open¥the door
and we' fell into each other's arms crying\hysterically.

Carole sent word to Herbert that I had arrived and he
came to et Edith and me. We moved to Marseille where we
found a‘room and Herbert commuted,back and forth to visit
from the French Army workers' camp where he worked as a cook.

Shortly after I discovered\l wds pregnant, the camp

e

where ﬂerbert wbrked was shut down, and the soldiers were -

~

¢ N . -/
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4
demobilized and sent to farms under German orders to produce i
food' for the Occupation Forces. The farm was a few kilé- )
metres outside Marseille, close enough for him to come home
at night. We couldn't survive on the wages he eaghed--one‘
month's work bought half a kilo of butter--so I began bar-
tering for food with farmers, I qun managed to send some to
my %18 ter in Lyon.
wﬁen my baby Helen was born in June, 1942, I didn't
, have a rag to dress her in. The midwife who delivered her
gave me all her hénd—me—downs frgE>her two~year-oid child.
Herbert made her a little bath and a bed out 8f wood.
® \Q} Born during the darkest perio& of the war, Helen was a
miracle of survival. We wefe living in fear, that all-per-
\\Vading fear, that surrounded us, walked with us, and peered

over our shoulders everywhere we went. Yet although we were

living right in the eye of that monstrous hurricane sweeping

oy

- over Europe, there were good thihgs.'too. At leastwﬁe were
together, Herbert and I and the children--sharing, loVving

and caring for one another. A
* A In late fall of 1944 there was a frenzied knocking at

my door. I opened it to find the farmer's twelve-year-old .
Y son.'poor}y clad for Octobgr temperatures, shivering on my
- doorsteqr

”Médame.‘my father sent me to tell you that your hus-

band haJ been taken aﬁay by the Germans."
\ .
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)I was hblding.little Helen in my arms. I felt faint and
grabbed the door frame tc¢ keep from falling. .
o . "When? Where did they take him?" !
° . "Over an hour ago, madame. Half a dozen soldiers came

in a German trgpsport truck and forced him into it with guns
in ﬁ;s‘back. I ran all tﬁe way to tell you. I'm sorry, I do
not know Qhere they have taken him, "

I didp't think to thank him or invite him in. I reached
out.and squeézed his shoulder and tried to hide the tears
rolling downlmy cheeks. The boy knew. lle bent his head and
turned away to return to his father's farm.

I tried to discover where Herbert had béen‘téken. but
all I was told was someone iﬁithe village had reported. him
to pﬁe Germans. I never saw him again.

I didn't even have time, to grieve. Later. in the.day
there was another kggck. I opened it to find two French po-
licemen both with sad looks on their faces.

"We are sorry, Madame, but we were asked by your hus-
band to give you'these two hundred francs. He askéd us to-
make sure you would get them and told us to tell you that he

_was being sent to a detention camp.” ﬂ

I could feel my heart drop.,"Whlch one? D6 you know

.

where?"
"No madame," said the policeman who had handed the

—

money to me. "We are Qery sorry. Madame, perhaps it would be éi

1 4
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wise to leave."
I thanked them. They couldn't wait to get. away.

' The following day while on a food-scrounging trip so
we could eat, I had a 5ad fall off my sizycle. When I re-
gained consciousness, I was in a small hospital witﬁ‘a bro-
ken nose and injured eye. The day after I was released and
returned home two other policemeh”appeéred at my dqor;

\- i t@adaﬁé; yod\a;gng£gsred to pack enough cloths§ g9d
v food for two days and com;\uith us,"

They looked at my bandaged face and started ypiaﬁﬁ?ing
to ane another. And then one of them said:"Madame, you may
not be well enough to travel. We will come back for you 1n ‘
two days. Please prepare what you need."

B he bicycle accident saved my life. I knéw what would

’\;Ebngn and where I would be taken. I grabbed the children
and whatever money I had-manaéed to save, and ran. In my
panLc; I didn't‘éven notice I was wearing slippers.

' I didn't know where to run. I ceuldn't go to my sister
in Lyon because theGA;lied air raids had intensified, and.
the British and American planes were overhead day and night.

"r I went instead to Grenoble where another sister was hidlnéi
and she advised me to try to chape to Sw1tzer1and.
“Only pregnant women, women with little children and
married couples are permitted to enter," she said. "I know

qgmeone who will €0 with you as your husband. It will be
N\
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safer traveling wi@h a man."
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w

Unfortunatelytpe'wanted me to live with him and every-
thing that implied:‘so I sent him packiﬁg. Somehow I found
-a person who had the address of a parish priest, a Resis-
tance leader inﬁa\lillege east of the Dijon area. He had
helped many peoplevcross the border. I knew the Germans were
watching the trains going to the bordef:\z:zy had torn-up
the last half—mlle of track on the llng

gw1tzerland

To avoid belng arrested, I took a slowffre1?;¥\that went all -

around the eastern part of France, stépping at évery village.
Twice I got‘off at the wrong place beCste I had the wrong\
directions and -couldn't speak French pr;berly. Finally I got\< ,
off the train in a village and went into é bistro for a cof- !
fee, debeting whether I should take a chance and confide in '
the owner.;I had no othegééhoiee. \\\\

 “Yes," he said looking at me and the childrenwith sym-
pathy. "I know the place and the priest, In about‘twenty mi-
nutes, a traller truck loaded with wood is stopping here and ®
‘then continuing on. It will pass the v1llage you seek. I
will ask the driver te—give you and the children a 1ift, T
know him well."

And thet was how we arrived at the priest's home, Qhere

A woman led us into a‘kitehen. There were.a few other people

there seated at a table, talking 1n low voices. My girls and

I were given somethmg to eat, whlle one of the men sat with
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- wander. My daugﬁters and .I1°Y
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us and ﬁromised to talk with the priest. Finally he stood
up and left, returnipg ten minutes later with the priest.

*This is how we shall do it," the Father said. "This
man will guide you, but we shall send a teen-ager with you -
to make it appear less suspicious if you are stopped by a

Fear and anxigty were taking their toll. I.suddenly
burst into tears and couldn't stop crying. The two hovered
over me, trying to calm me down. When I did, I paid -the
guide half the agreed-upon price, and I put some francs into
the church poor box. ,

| It was All Saints’ Day; the beginning of November, when

'we left the house. While the guide went on ahead to recon-
noiter, the teen-ager put Edith on her bicycle and I car-
ried Helen, Wwho cried all tﬁe way. Finally she fell asleep.
out of sheer exhaustion. Above us flew a flock of birds like
an omen pointing the way. They're like the birds flying
over the squaré in Bingen, I thought. Everything éround me
appeared to fade aé I suddenly felt myself back in the-
-square. I could see the fountain, the benches, hear the band
concerts playing the German songs we used to sing. And there
was Joseph and his funny sweater. I laughed at the:thoughﬁ

JEp———

and-then-became angry with mysgkf for allowing my mind to

in danger, and-my head was

in the past.
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Suddenly we heard footsteps and dogs barking, and stan-
{
ding directly in front of us on the path were German patrol
soldiers with guns. Helen woke up and cried, "Papa! Papa'"

"Wo ist dein Papa, madchen?" asked one of the soldiers.

Helen couldn't talk, but Edith understood. If she had
answered in German, we would have been lost. )

"Ou allez-vous?" the soldier asked, switching to French.

"Nous allons a St. Joseﬁhj" answered the teen-ager. I

was frightened because I would not have known what to say,
but hearing Jvseph's name stunned me. T had just been
thinking 6f him. It had to be an omen. My heart was beating

wildly. What if the soldiers stopped us? One of the men nod-

2
‘'ded, waving us on with his gun, and they moved past us down

.the track.
I was trembling. The smuggler had gone ahead to cut the
wires in the border fence. The girl gave me careful direc-

tions. "Au revoir, madame, et bonne chance,"” she whispered,

and left. I caught up with the smuggler and gave him the
rest of tpe money;'He cut the wire, then vanished'iﬁto the
underbrush. Behind us we heard dogs barking. Bullets started
cracking overhead, some of them dangerously close. We're
finished, I th;ught. We'll never make it!: But I mugtn't glive
up--I must keep going. Think of the children:

I ran down a low bank into a little stréam. Directly

above me on the other side, I saw two men in green uniforms

[
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with guns. It's all over! We're dead! I thought, tears run-
ning down my face. I burst into sobs. I didn't know which
way to run, ﬁbstream, downstream or back the way I had come.

One of the soldiers started shooting. He's going to kill us

right here! But the bullets were way over my head and I sud-

, denly realized he was firing warning shots in %he air. It
dawned on me the men must be. a Swiss border pafr&l. One of

F"\thm ran down the bank, stretched out ,his arms’and pulled us
td safety. Had they appeared a few mlnutes before or after, -

&
wé‘would not.have made it. -The German patrol would have shot

-~

us.
When I calmed down, I asked, "Where are you taking us2*”
"To the hotel in the village. Don't be afraid. We have
to make it look as if you're under arrest in case there are\
spies around."” .
We .spent the night there and were taken by bus to
Geneva the following morning. At a bus-stop, a woman wearing
v ' a white fur coat got on. She looked at us and started to
rery. I know we must have lookedyin terrible shape, but I
thought, who shouid\cry. she or I? When she took out a’
twenty-fraﬁc pi;;e|to give Edith, I Eouldn't utter a word
to thank her. - | - 3 .
- . We werg taken to a refugee camp. Any money we had on

us was taken by our Swiss benefactors. We would have to pay

our way to survive. The Swiss rule of life was "Nothing for
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nothing". We were given a place to sleep on straw. But at
least we were alive. -

F8r seven months I worked very hard. Several tiﬁes the
children and I batéléd bouts of illness that.left us weak
and listless. Finally the war ended in May, 1945. Rétngees
began returning to their countries. I had heen separated
‘from my children in Switzerland so I could work. Placed with

[ 4
foster-parents, they had been slowly weaned away from me: be-

cause I was only permitted to see them once everyﬁkhree

months. The first thing I did was get my girls and with the
' ‘ o

g

little money I received from my husband's military pension
from the Czech consulate, I left Switzerland. First I re-
tu;ned-tg‘the village near the border to thank the priest
who h;d hélped me escape. I discover;E he had been arrested
and snft with host of the villagers fbr helping refugees
cros8 the border. | .

*  For the next two years I searched for family sgrvivors
in Belgium. France, and Germany.'My parents, alsister and
brother, a brother-in-law, my cousins, nieces and nephews,
Ruthie and my husband were all gone. When my sister Anna
sent us visas to emigrate to Australia, we packed up ang¢,
left--penniless immigrants losking'for a new life in a new
country, far away from the war. It wasn't easy to ﬁdjust and

ﬁntegrate. I married a man who had survived the.war, but

his wife and children had died in a death camp. We had much .,

\ . ’ , ,
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But that's not the whole sﬁdiy. Have a little more pa-

tience with an old -woman, my dear.
I i » - “Qilu

Y
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It was thirty-one years later that I finally returned
to Europe. Af Frankfort-on-Main my chiIdrFen and I took a
taxi to the river where we boarded a riverboat for Bingen
;

on the Rhine. As the boat pulled away from the dock, the

" strains of Die lL.orelie came over the loudspeakérs.-Teaps

filled my eyes as I began to hum the German folk tune I had
sung so many timed as afchild in Bingen. Gulls wheeled and
swooped down from the sky, following tﬁe'wake of the river-
voat. Standing at the rail with dozens of tourists, I scanned
the riterbanks logking for familiar scenes. The‘Rﬁine swept

us along past cultivated, green fields looking like a ¢razy

patchwork quilt. Up on the hills the old schlossen, the

-

medievaL.castles. perched like watchdogs guarding the Rhine.
The éloser we sailed to the city of my bif?%. the more I
bgﬁtled with my anxiety. When I caught sight of Mouse Is-
ignd.-I poirited it out to my children. "We're almost there.,"
I tigh%ened my grip on the railing §o'they wouldn't see how

much my hands were shaking.

Once the riwverboat docked and the luggage unloaded, we

Tt .
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found a taxi to\take us to our hotel. As soon as our luggage

had beehgglaced in our rooms, we walked down to where my ///ﬂ\ff\\S
[ 4 - . R -

family and I had spent our childhood and youth. The house {

'where‘i had lived was still there--olderland more dilapi-

‘dated--but the sight of it made my;heart beat faster. While

my daughter and son-in-law waited behind me, I hes:.tated for )

a moment...and -then knocked. Strangers answered the door,

but although they tried to be helpful, they had never heard

of the family name. 4
"I led the way to the town square. For so many years

i that square was the link with my past, my link w1thp/apity.

”I would thlnk about the fun we had running around there--

e T
- flying kites, playing tag, tearing up and dowr the, side

L

streets chasing balls bouncing ahead of us. I felt as if.I
was' in a tranc®, standing there removed from my body,
looking with eyes of age on the memories of a stranger's
childhood. I pointed out the,K landmarks to my children as if & s
I wese-a tour guide.
It was mid-afternoon when we reached the sduare. The
sun filtering through the trees’gave an almost lumlnescent
glaze to the mullioned windows of the flne old Guildhalls.I ’
stood there unablg’to speak, my eges moving from side to
side, taking in the changes--not too many, fortupately. . :
"Look over there,” 1 pointed’to the fountain. "We used

to play games of tag around it.See that bench? That's

[

L *
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(™
where I would stand and whistle our famlly SLgnal)and over
there from that direction my cou81ns. brothers and sisters
would come running."”

I don*'t know what {nade me do it, but' suddgnly I pursed

' my lips and whist;ed, jusf to show my children how it had
been. The shrill, eeris sound echoed throughout the square.
Hegds turned and Helen and ngold looked embarrassed. They

:probany thought I was makiny a spectacle of myself:

"+ ‘Ten yards away, an elderly man seated on a park bench
reading. dropped his newspaper. A.look of amazement appeared
on his face.-He jumped up and ran toward us. T thought he |
was a mapiac. He ran straight up to me \Frabbed me aﬁﬁ co- *
vered my face w1th kisges. I stgpped back in fear ‘and put
my hands up to ward him off. Then.I looked at him.

He was agitated. "Miriam, it is you, it ik bon't be .
afraid q{ me. Don;t you remember me? I thought you had died
“in the camps. Miriam, it's me, Joseph, ydur cousin Joseph!"”

I closqd my eyes for a moment., I felt faint. Tears wére
trlckllng down'my cheeks. Instlnctlvely I reached out and
put my hands on his shoulders. “"Joseph...I thought you were

.all dead...all th&se yearé. I. didn’t know." )

Both of us crying, we stood theré hugging each‘bther
tightly. T looked at my children, and they were in tears,

‘—too Joseph’and I put our arms around both of them It was a

good ten minutes before we composed ourselves enough to sit
. ' )
-
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down on a bench and talk about the lost years. All around
me,.curious people were staring, trying to figuoo out why
we were behaving so strangely. Finally the lengthening sha-
dows made us realize Qe had been there for hours.listening
to éach‘other and catching up on two life stories that must
have spanned close to sixty years of separatlon.‘

The lamplights w1nked on, casting a mellow glow on the’ x
square. We stood up and linking arms in the dusk, walked

-

across the cobblestones toward - the small street which woﬁ%i

lead us back to our hoﬁel.tI turned back\once to catch a

last glimpse of what had been a memory suddenly transformed
v L3 “

llnto the realization of" a i 1ost dream.

.
/ ” h
,

y

Then I forced myself to turn my back on the ‘scene and
continue up the winding cobblestone street until the glow

of 'the square vanished behind a curve in the road.

LY




