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. Around the castle there grew a hedge of
thorns, which every year grew higher, and at | ast
there was nothing nore to be seen, not even the flag
upon the roof. But the story of the beautiful sleeping
princess, Briar Rose, went about the country so that
fromtime to titne the King's sons cane and tried to get
through the thorny hedge ..

So goes the German fairy tale of Briar Rose, the
Sl eeping Beauty ... an old, old tale, yet so potent
that few anong us do not know it today. Novi one
of America's nost celebrated witers tells it afresh,
set this time in forests patrolled by the Gernan
arny during Wrld War 11-a tale with no
guarantee of an ending that reads they lived
happily ever after.

A young Anerican journalist is drawn to
Europe and to the past as she investigates the
nystery of her grandnother's life. From her
grandnot her she inherited a silver ring, a
phot ograph, and the traditional tale of Briar
Rose: clues that will ultimately |l ead her to a
di stant | and and an astoni shing revel ati on of
death and rebirth.

The story of the Hol ocaust, |like the story of
Sl eepi ng Beauty, is indeed fanmiliar-yet such is a
master storyteller's skill that along the way we
learn the tale anew. This is a tale of life and
death, of love ar i hate, despair and faith. A
tale of castles and thorns and sharp barbed wire.
This is Briar Rose.

"I'n a better world we shall heariane Yolen's tales
with Gscar Wlde's, Hans Christian Andersen's,

and Charles Perrault's over a winter's eve of ten
thousand years. "- CGene Wlfe
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ONCE UPON A TI ME. .

fairy tales were witten for young and
old alike. It is only in the last century that
they have been deened fit for children and
stripped of nuch of their original conplexity,
sensual ity, and power to frighten and delight.

Tor Books is proud to present the | atest
offering in the Fairy Tale Series-a grow ng
library of beautifully-designed original novels
by acclainmed witers of fantasy and horror,
each retelling a classic tale such as Snow
Wi te and Rose Red, Briar Rose, Tam Lin,
and Katie Crackernuts in interesting-
often startling-new ways.
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". - . (B)oth the oral and the literary fornms of the fairy tale are
grounded in history: they emanate from specift struggles to humani ze
bestial and barbaric force5~ which have terrorized our m nds and
conmunities in concrete ways, threatening to destroy free toil/ and
human conpassion. The fairy tale sets out to conquer this concrete
terror through netaphors. ™"

-Jack Zipes, Sr)ells of Enchantmem






| NTRODUCTI ON
FAI RY TALES

There is no satisfactory equivalent to the German word mirchen
tal es of nmgic and wonder such as those collected by the Brothers
G imm Rapunzel, Hansel & Getel, Runpelstiltskin, The SLY Swans, and
other such familiar stories. We call themfairy tales, although none
of the above stories actually contains a creature called a "fairy."
They do contain those ingredients nost familiar to us in fairy tales:
magi ¢ and enchantnment, spells and curses, witches and trolls, and
pr ot agoni sts who defeat overwhel ming odds to triunph over evil.
J. R R Tolkien, in his classic essay "On Fairy-Stories," offers the
definition that these are not in particular tales about fairies or elves,
but rather of the land of Faerie: "the Perilous Realmitself, and the
air that blows in the country, | will not attenpt to define that
directly," he goes on, "for it cannot be done. Faerie cannot be
caught in a net of words; for it is one of its qualities to be indescrib-
abl e, though not inperceptible."

Fairy tales were originally created for an adult audience i The | tales
collected in the German countrysi de and set to paper by ffie Broth-
ers Ginmm (wherein a Queen orders her stepdaughter, Snow VA ' iite,
killed and her heart served "boiled and salted for ny dinner") Wre
published for an adult readership, popular, in the age of Goethe and
Schiller, anong the Gernman Romantic poets. Charles Perrault's
spare and noralistic tales (such as Little Red Ri ding Hood who, in
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the original Perrault telling, gets eaten by the wolf in the end
having the Al sense to talk to strangers in the wood) was witten
the court of Louis XV; Madane d' Aul noy (author of The Wiite C

and Madame Leprince de Beaunont (author of Beauty and the Bea

al so wote for the French aristocracy. In England, fairy stories a
heroi c | egends were popul ari zed t hrough Mal ory's Arthur, Sha
speare's Puck and Ariel, Spenser's Faerie Queene.

Wth the Age of Enlightennent and the grow ng enphasis

rati onal and scientific nodes of thought, along with the rise
fashion of novels of social realismin the nineteenth century, litera
fantasy went out of vogue and those stories of mmgic, enchantne
heroi c quests, and courtly romance that forma cultural herita

t housands of years old, dating back to the oldest witten epics a

further still to tales spoken around the hearth-fire, canme to be se
as fit only for children, relegated to the nursery like, Profes!
Tol ki en points out, "shabby or old fashioned furniture ... primz

because the adults do not want it, and do not mind if it is msuse(
And misused the stories have been, in some cases altered

greatly to make them suitable for Victorian children that the origi
tales were all but forgotten. Andrew Lang's Tam Lin, printed in
colored Fairy Books series, tells the story of little Janet wh(
playmate is stolen away by the fairy folk-ignoring the origir
darker tale of seduction and human sacrifice to the Lord of Hell

t he heroine, pregnant with TamLin's child, battles the Fairy Qu(
for her lover's life. Walt Disney's Sl eeping Beauty bears only a |
resenbl ance to Straparola's Sl eeping Beauty of the Wod, publishec
Venice in the sixteenth century, in which the enchanted princes

i mpregnat ed as she sl eeps, waking to find herself the nother
twins. The Little Gol den Book version of the Arabian N ghts resi
bles not at all the violent and sensual tales actually recounted
Scheherazade in One Thousand and One Nights, shocking ni neteex
century Europe when fully translated by Sir Richard Burton
for the young and innocent . . ." said the Daily Mil.)

wealth of material fromnyth and fol klore at the di sposa

the story-teller (or nodern fantasy novelist) has been described
gi ant caul dron of soup into which each generation throws new

of fancy and history, new imaginings, new ideas, to simer al
with the old. The story-teller is the cook who serves up the conr
gredients in his or her own,individual way, to suit the tastes
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new audi ence. Each generation has its cooks, its Hans Christian
Andersen or Charles Perrault, spinning nmagical tales for those who
will listen-even anmid the Industrial Revolution of the nineteenth
century or the technol ogi cal revolution of our own. In the | ast
century, CGeorge MacDonald, WIliam Mrris, Christina Rossetti,

and Oscar W/ de, anong others, turned their hands to fairy stories;

at the turn of the century lavish fairy tale collections were produced,
a showcase for the art of Arthur Rackham Ednund Dul ac, Kai

Ni el sen, the Robinson Brothers-published as children's books, yet

often found gracing adult sal ons.

In the early part of the twentieth century Lord Dunsany, G K
Chesterton, C S. Lewis, T. H Wite, J. R R Tolkien-to nanme but
a fewcreated classic tales of fantasy; while nore recently we've
seen the growi ng popul arity of books published under the category
title "Adult Fantasy"-as well as works published in the literary
mai nstreamthat could easily go under that heading: John Barth's
Chi mera, John Gardner's Grendel, Joyce Carol QCates' Bellefleur, Sylvia
Townsend Warner's Kingdons of Elfln, Mark Halprin's A Wnter's
Tale, and the works of South American witers such as Gabri el
Garcia MArquez and M guel Angel Asturias.

It is not surprising that nodern readers or witers should occa-
sionally turn to fairy tales. The fantasy story or novel differs from
novel s of social realismin that it is free to portray the world in
bright, primary colors, a dreamworld half renenbered fromthe
stories of childhood when all the world was bright and strange, a
fiction unenbarrassed to tackle the |large themes of Good and Evil,
Honor and Betrayal, Love and Hate. Susaon Cooper, who won the
Newbery Medal for her fantasy novel The Grey King makes this

conmment about the desire to wite fantasy: "In the Poetics Aristotle
said, "Alikely inpossibility is always preferable to an unconvinci ng
possibility." | think those of us who wite fantasy are dedicated to

maki ng i npossi ble things seemlikely, making dreanms seemreal. W
are somewhere between the | npressionist and abstract painters.

Qur witing is haunted by those parts of our experience which we

do not understand, or even consciously remenber. And if you, child
or adult, are drawn to our work, your response comes fromthat

same shadowy | and."

Al Adult Fantasy stories draw in a greater or |esser degree from
traditional tales and | egends. Sone witers consciously acknow edge
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that material, such as J. R R Tolkien's use of thenes and i nu,
fromthe Icel andi c Eddas and the German Ni ebel ungenlied in The

of the Rings or Evangeline Walton's reworking of the stories from
Wl sh Mabi nogion in The Island of the M ghty. Some authors

t he | anguage and synbols of old tales to create new ones, suc

the stories collected in Jane Yolen's Tales of Wnder, or Pat
McKillip's The Forgotten Beasts of Eld. And others, like Robin M
ley in Beauty or Angela Carter in The Bl oody Chanber (and the rn
The Conpany of Wbl ves derived froma story in that collection)
their stories directly on old tales, breathing newlife into them
presenting themto the nodem reader

The Fairy Tales series presents novels of the later sort-nc
directly based on traditional fairy tales. Each novel in the seri
based on a specific, often famliar, tale-yet each author is fre
retell that story in his or her own way, show ng the diverse w
nodern story-teller can nake of traditional material. In the (
novel s of the Fairy Tale series, published by Ace Books, Steven
used a folk tale fromhis Hungarian heritage to mrror a contet
rary story of artists and courage and the act of creation in The
the Moon, and the Stars. In Jack the Gant-Killer, Charles de Lint cr(
a faery world in the shadows of a nodern Canadian city; as
the Latin American "magic realists,” the fantasy in this novel

us much about the real world and one young woman's confr
tion with the secret places in her own heart. In The N ghtingal e,
Dal key turned Hans Christian Andersen's classic story into a h

i ng historical novel set in ancient Japan, a tale of |ove and nagi (
poetry which evokes the life of the Japanese inperial court as c
as did the diaries of the inmperial court ladies, witten so r
centuries ago.

Wth the fourth volume, the Fairy Tale series noved tc

Books. In Snow White and Rose Red, Patricia Wede nove(
Gimmfairy tale into an Elizabethan nmilieu, creating a charmn
romanti c novel set in the enchanted forest of an Engl and that
was. And in Tam Lin, Pamela Dean transformed the Scots fair

and fol k-ballad of that nane into a novel of know edge and d
set at a nodern midwestern university.

The novel you hold in your hands, the sixth in the Fairy

Series, is by one of the nost acclai med makers of nodgn n6
Jane Yol en. Yolen has taken the Gernan tale Briar Rose, also k
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as Sl eeping Beauty in the Wod, and turned it into a contenporary tale
both dark and bright, both terrifying and inspiring. It is an honor to
i nclude this excellent novel by one of nmy all-tine favorite witers in
our ongoing Fairy Tale series.

We have nore Fairy Tales in the works for you by sone of the

nost talented witers working today, re-telling the world' s nost

bel oved tales in editions |lovingly designed (by the award-w nning
Boston artist/illustrator Thomas Canty) as all good fairy tales
shoul d be.

I hope you enjoy themall

- TERRI W NDLI NG
Editor, The Fairy Tale Series

Devon, Engl and, and
Tucson, Arizona, 1992
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But far above these as a source of nyth, are the half-heard scraps of

gossip, fromparent to parent, neighbour to nei ghbour as they whisper

across a fence. A hint, a carefully garbled disclosure, a silencing flnger

at the lip, and the tales, like rain clouds, gather. It could al nost be
sai d

that a listening child has no need to read the tales. A keen ear and

the power to dissenble-he must not seemto be listening-are all that

is required

-P.L. Travers: About the Sl eeping Beauty

Everyone likes a fairy story because everyone wants things to cone
right in the end And even though to tell a story is to tell some kind
O untruth, one often suspects that what seens to be untruth is really

a hidden truth.

- Ral ph Harper.- The Sl eepi ng Beauty



CHAPTER

1

"Cemma, tell your story again," Shana begged, putting her arns around
her grandnot her and breathing in that special snmell of talcumand | enon
t hat

seermed to belong only to her

"Whi ch one?" Genma asked, chopping the apples in the wooden bow .

"You know," Shana sai d.

"Yes-you know, " Sylvia added. Like her sister, she crowded close and | et
the tal cum | enon snell al nost overwhel m her

Baby Rebecca in the high chair banged her spoon against the cup. "Seepin
Boot. Seepin Boot. "

Shana made a face. Even when she had been little herself she'd never
spoken in baby talk. Only full sentences; her nother swore to it.

"Seepin Boot. " Genma smiled. "Al right. "

The sisters nodded and stepped back a pace each, as if the story demanded
their grandnother's face, not just her scent.

"Once upon a tine," Gemma began, the older two girls whispering the
opening with her, "which is all tines and no tines but not the very best
of

times, there was a castle. And in it lived a king who wanted not hing nore
in the world than a child.

" "Fromyour lips to God's ears/ the queen said each tine the king tal ked
of a baby. But the years went by and they had none."

"None, none, none," sang out Rebecca, banging her spoon on the cup
with each word
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"Shut up!" Shana and Sylvia said in unison.

Genma t ook the spoon and cup away and gave Rebecca a slice of apple

i nstead. "Now one day, flnally and at |ast and about tinme, the queen went
to bed and gave birth to a baby girl with a crown of red hair. " Gemma
touched her own hair in which strands of white curled around the red Iike
barbed wire. "The child's face was as beautiful as a wildflower and so the
ki ng nanmed her "

"Briar Rose, " Sylvia and Shana breat hed.

"Briar Rose, " repeated Rebecca, only not nearly so clearly, her mouth
being quite full of apple.



CHAPTER

It was spring, or at least so the cal endar said, but a soft snow hz
been falling all night, coating the Hol yoke streets. The Lynx | abon
up the slippery hill, chugging instead of purring like the Merced
they'd had to | eave behind in the shop
"I told Mother that Mercedes was a | enon, but she on
| aughed, " Sylvia said, playing once again with her gol d-shrin
earring. She'd already worried the right one off and was at work
the left.
"And | told her Father would have done a dammed sight bett
taking a mstress instead of a Mercedes for his mdlife crisis. For o:
thing, they're cheaper!" Shana always had to get off the better |in(
The two of themsniled at each other, their quick tongues, da
hair, w de-set eyes, and hi gh cheekbones marking themas twi
though actually they were ei ghteen nonths apart.
Becca, the youngest, snmiled at them both, but she was not p,
of their magic circle and never had been. Guiding the sputtering lit
beige car up the last hill, she forced it through an attenpted spin-C
with a sure hand.
"Come on, Rocinante," she nurnured. The car had al ready bE
very secondhand when she bought it and Roci nante was the o
nane that presented itself at the tinme. She never felt right ab(
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owni ng sonet hing that perfornmed for her without giving it a nane.
"Come on, baby, up and over."

The Lynx nmanaged to crest the hill and Becca turned it expertly
to the right on Cabot Street, coasting to a stop in front of the
three-story brick nursing hone.

"Here we are,"” she said, as nuch to the car as to her sisters.

Syl via and Shana got out quickly, volleying curses at the snow,
and wal ked in briskly. They didn't even stop to stomp off the wet,
clinging snow fromtheir Ferragano boots.

After locking all four doors of the car, Becca followed. At the |ast
mnute she lifted her face to the snow and tongued in sone snow
fl akes. Magic, she thought. Even when she had to drive in it, snow
had al ways held sone kind of nagic. Especially this year, with a
drought forecast on every channel

There was a nusicale in progress in the Home's square entry hall
It was being led by a balding nan with a banjo who urged everyone
to sing along in a voice nade breathless by his enthusiasm About
forty residents, in five fairly even lines of wheel chairs and straight-
backed rockers, were trying to follow his |ead. Except for Ms.
Hartshorn, off in the corner again, tying knots in her |long, faded hair
like a white Rastafarian. Even the nurses ignored her

"Hell o, Ms. Hartshorn," Becca said conpani onably as she went
by, not expecting any answer, and not getting any.

A ragged chorus of "Onh, Susannah" was straggling towards sone
ki nd of conclusion with at [east two of the staff attenpting har-
nony. Becca checked but didn't see her grandnother in the crowd.
Since they'd been sumobned because Genma was failing rapidly,
Becca only | ooked fromhabit. Sone of the residents recognized her
and M. Silvers waved. She blew hima kiss which he caught in an
exaggerated mme, as a child mght.

Shana was al ready stabbing away at the el evator button as if
expecting that repeated jabs would bring it faster. And Sylvia was
repl aci ng her earrings and pulling the taupe sweater down over her
flat stomach.

Becca didn't hurry. She knew it would be a while before the
tchery machine answered its sunmons, even |onger before it
woul d settle with a squeal onto the first floor

VWen the door creaked open at last, two of the nursing staff



"Wy, hello, Becca," said one. "She was alert and asking for y
The other merelv inclined her head. She was Ms. Hartshor

Becca smiled at them both, an extra-broad grin to compensate
her sisters who hadn't even acknow edged the nurses' presence,
if wte unifornms rendered theminvisible. Then she crowded i

"Three," Becca pronpted, doubting either of them renenbei
Thev'd onlv visited twice in four years, living so far away, on(

"I know, | know," Shana said with an exaggerated sigh. | |

"W both have," Sylvia added, now playing with the heavy E
chain around her neck, picking at the Hands of God as if she cc
pry themapart. "But it's so hard, Becca, | don't know how ',

I mean," Sylvia kept on as if Becca hadn't spoken, "if | E
here | couldn't see her every day. Not in this place. Not the 1

Becca smiled again, but closed her eyes because she was af
that if she kept them open, they would see she was on the verg
tears. And then they'd start in on her again, about how at Gen
age, with the arthritis and diabetes, it was just as well she di
know anyt hing, couldn't suffer, as though the body felt no pa
the mind wandered in the past. Gemma wasn't that old and she
far fromsenile, Becca thought fiercely, the anger at last fighting

She was about to remark aloud on it when the el evator sto
and the door opened onto the nurse's station. No one was there
an open notebook and scattered papers on the countertop ,

2-ma Syl via said, her hands no
her hair, nervously snoothing the -~.ides, checking the black v

"Mostly they lie init,"” Shana *ib. "Ad houses and old pf
snell and | don't plan to live in a9T;z one or be the other,"”
"Think of the alternative," Becca enuttered, angry wth herse.
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rising to Shana's bait. Apart, her sisters were strong, conpetent

worren, Shana in real estate and Sylvia a social worker. But together
t hey becane bickering children. Becca knew this, had spent days

prepping herself for their visit. Yet again, like every other tine they
cane back hone, the quarreling had started. She bit her lip and
silently led the way down the hall. Only Ms. Benton was still in

her room crying softly to herself. Becca couldn't think of a tine
when she visited that Ms. Benton wasn't crying, calling out for her

not her. The rest of Third West were downstairs finishing "Ch,

Susannah" and probably starting on "You Are My Sunshine," but

M's. Benton was sobbing |ike a heartbroken child.

Becca turned sharply into room 310 and | ooked around at the

neat, spare furnishings. They'd been lucky to get this room because
Genma | oved sunlight and it was an unusually sunny corner room
Today, though, with the snow falling outside, the roomwas gray
and col d.

"Hell o, Genma," Becca said brightly to the old woman propped

up in the bed. The bearclaws quilt was tucked in so tightly around

her, it was al nost possible to ignore the fact that she had on a posie
restraint, tying her to the bedsides. The tel evision was crooning a
gane show. Sylvia snapped it off in passing.

Shana went over and ki ssed her grandnother on the cheek, dry

little kisses that barely touched the skin yet still |left marks where they
| anded because the old woman's skin was so brittle. Sylvia waited her
turn and then did the same, nissing the cheek by a hair's breadth.
There were tears shinmering in her eyes. She |owered the side of the
bed and ki ssed her agai n.

Havi ng done their duty, Shana and Sylvia straightened up and
Sylvia went to stare out the window at the snow. Shana noved to
the foot of the bed and set her Vuitton tote softly on top of the quilt.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, Becca took Genma's hand in hers.

It felt bonel ess, as though whoever had once resided in the skin had
nmoved, gone.

"Left no forwardi ng address,’
Becu s thoughts.

"CGCemm? Gernma, it's ne, Becca," Becca said breathily. "l1've
brought Syl and Shane to see you. W |ove you."

"W | ove you," they chorused dutifully.

For a |l ong nonent there was no response at all and Becca

Shana whi spered, as if reading
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wondered i f Shana had been right and there was truly no one ho
Then, as if slowy returning froma far journey, Gemma filled
skin again, breathed a shuddering sigh, and opened her eyes.
were the faded blue of a late wi nter sky.

Becca squeezed her grandnother's hand carefully, aware h
fragile a thing it was she held. "Gemma . . ." she began again

"Once upon a tine," Gemmua said, her voice like a child's,
and whi spery. "VA-iich is all times and no tines but not . . ."
stopped, drewin a little breath that nonethel ess seenmed to fil
up again. " the best of tines." Her breath was as pale as her
and snelled like old potpourri, nusty and sweet.

"Ch God," Sylvia said, her voice tight, "not that again."
didn't | eave the wi ndow and stared even nore intently at the sn
as if fascinated by it, but her shoul ders were shaking and B
hoped she wasn't going to cry. Shana was a noi sy weeper, as if
were trying to bring everyone in on her grief, and Germa a
becane agitated when sonmeone near her cried.

"Once upon a tine there was a castle,” Gernma said.
st opped.

"VWhat castle?" pronpted Becca.

"We all know what castle, Becca. Leave it!" Picking off an invi
hair from her creamcol ored bl azer, Shana hissed, "Don't ma
any worse than it is.”

Becca opened her mouth to argue, but the old woman had fi
back to sl eep

' They waited about twenty minutes, but she didn't rouse aga

"That's it, then," Sylvia said, consulting a thin gold watch

turning briskly fromthe window "Tinme to go." Her eyes were

and there was a single thin mascara |line down her right chee

"She may cone round again," Becca said, alnost pleading.
often does. And you've both conme so far to see her. You may
get another ... another ... chance. Not before she . . . " She coul
bring herself to finish the sentence, as if death were too fi
punctuation. "Let's not go already."

"Already? It's three o' clock and still snowi ng and we'll hav
fight traffic soon." Sylvia held up her hand, the one with the w
as if that added force to her argunent. She was clearly uncom
abl e, al nost afraid.
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"Traffic?"

"Ch, right, I forgot we're back in the boonies. No L.A traffic
here, then. O Houston." She | ooked neaningfully at Shana.

Shana | eaned over and put her arm around Becca. "Listen, we
both know it's hardest on you and we're trying to make it easier
at least for today. You' re the one who does all the visiting after all.’

"But Manma and Daddy . . ." Becca said loyally.

"W know who does the nost visiting," Shana said. "Every-
one knows. So you don't have to try and share everything." She
| ooked over at Sylvia and shook her head, as if to warn her off.

"But Bec," Sylvia said, ignhoring the warnings and tappi ng her
own head oni nously.

"She is not crazy," Becca said, her voice rising to the old whine
she couldn't hel p when she was around her sisters too |ong.

"Not, not crazy. Not at all. Only she thinks-she believes-she once
lived in a castle! The true Belle au Bois Dornmant " Sylvia's accent was
i npeccabl e. She'd studied at the Sorbonne her junior year in college.
"The Sl eeping Beauty in the Wod. A goddamed fairy tale prin-
cess, Becca. Wth a Yiddish accent. If she's not crazy believing it-you
are. G ow up, Becca. Shan and | have."

"It's not that," Becca said, trying to explain. "I mean, it's not that
| believe it. O even that she does. It's like the story is

met aphor . "

Sylvia snorted, the famliar bickering overconmi ng what |ingering

grief she had felt. "A neddl efur, " she said, using the old baby word

the fam ly favored. "Thank goodness you deci ded agai nst graduate
school and stuck with that silly underground newspaper you work
for."

"It's not underground; it's alternative and

"What's the difference," Sylvia said, turning away. "The |eft
VAng is the left wing whether it's above or belowthe dirt."

"You don't want to understand," Becca said, tears spilling down
her cheeks and maki ng her feel years younger than twenty-three,
'41

he
n
I
\%

rc
maki ng her wonder why only her sisters could start her crying.
I
C
-"Once upon a time . Gemma's voice interrupted them All
turned to stare at her. The old worman's eyes remained firnmy
cl osed.
"t
Now you' ve done it," Sylvia hissed. "She's awake again. She'l



tell that beastly story."

like a
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"Which is all times and no tinmes but not the very best of tine!
t he whi spery voi ce continued, "there was a castle, And in it live(
ki ng who wanted nothing nore in the world but a child." Her vo
seenmed to be gathering strength fromthe telling and she noN
swiftly through the well-worn opening. "Now one day, finally a
at last and about tine, the queen went to bed and gave birth t,
baby girl with a crown of red hair." Gemmma tried to reach up
touch her own hair, but the posie kept her from noving and
hesitated as if the story had been-sonehow set awy. Then, dn
ing in another whispery breath, she went on. "The child' s face
as beautiful as a wildflower and so the king named her
st opped.

"Briar Rose," the three sisters chorused, as quickly as if they v
youngsters again enjoying the story though, by their faces, tw,
| east were angry and one-as red-haired as the princess in the t~
was in tears.

As if their antiphonal response was all the assurance she nee,
the old woman fell asleep again. Looking conspiratorially at
anot her, Sylvia and Shana slipped away fromthe bed and he~
for the door.

"Bec-" Shana called fromthe doorway.

Becca shook her head and didn't nove. She meant by that |
shake that she woul d stay, that she forgave themtheir deser
And she did. It was an awful, urine-snelling place and there v
terrible sense of sadness and defeat underlying it, despite the
tea service fromwhich the residents drank their ten o' clock te
the four o'clock Happy Hour and the cheery crafts room an
desperate strains of "C enentine" and "Down by the Ad
Streamt drifting up the elevator shaft. She understood her s
entirely and | oved them even though she often hated the t
they said. It was why she cane to the nursing home every aftex
after work at the newspaper and stayed with Gemma three an(
hours each weekend, afraid that Gemma ni ght becone a
Hart shorn who never had visitors and nade nacrame of he
O a Ms. Benton who never stopped crying for a nother who
came. O a Ms. Gedowski on Two West who sat in the hall ct
in graphic detail that even rap singers would have envi ed.
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They left and Becca sat listening to their footsteps fade down the
hall. She could hear the bustle of the Hone outside the door: the

el evat or cl anking and wheezing its way down to the first floor, a
tel ephone ringing twice at the nurse's station before being answered
by a weary voice. A cart rattled by, acconpanied by the slip-slap of
a nurse's cushioned shoes. The tel evision announcer's cheery banter
al nost covered the sound of Ms. Benton's weeping.

St andi ng, Becca went to the door ' closed it, then returned to her
grandnmot her's bed. This tine when she picked up Gemma's hand,
there was a desperate strength in it.

"Rebecca?" Genma's whi spery voice seened stronger. "Re-
becca! "

"Here | am Cemma."

The ol d woman opened her eyes. "l was the princess in the castle
in the sleeping woods. And there canme a great dark mist and we all
fell asleep. But the prince kissed ne awake. Only ne."

"Yes, CGemma," Becca replied, soothingly.



The ol d woman struggl ed against the restraints, trying to sit up

At | ast she stopped struggling and fell back helplessly. "I was the
princess!" she cried again. "In the castle. The prince kissed ne."
"Yes, CGemma."
"That castle is yours. It is all | have to | eave you. You nust find

The castle in the sleeping wods. Promise ne." She tried again
to sit up, despite the posie, her face now spotty with agitation
"l prom se, Gemma."

"Promse me you will find the castle. Promise me you will find
the prince. Promise ne you will find the maker of the spells.™

"I said | pronmise, Genma." Becca couldn't believe the strength
in her grandnother's hand.
"Swear it."

"I swear, CGemma."

"On ny grave, swear it."
"You're not dead, Cenmm.'
saying it made it real
"Swear it."

"I swear. On ... on your grave, CGemma."

The spottiness seenmed to fade fromthe old woman's face and she
| ay back quietly, eyes closed again, whispering something that
Becca, even straining, could not hear.

She hated saying the word. As if
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Becca | eaned over, putting her ear as close to the old woma
nmout h as she dared, fearing she m ght suffocate Gemrma by a,
dent. Finally she could make out the words.

"I am Briar Rose," Genma was repeating. | am Briar Rose



CHAPTER
"It's al nost bedtine, " Gema said.
"You promised | could stay up because I'mten, " Sylvia said. "And
could have a story. "
"But not Sl eeping Beauty, Shana begged. "A new one.
"I want Sl eeping Beauty, Becca said. "It's ny favorite." Favorite was
her | atest and nost special word.
"Sl eepi ng Beauty for Becca, and then she goes to bed. Then another story
for your two old ladies. " Gemma smiled but Shana and Sylvia left the
room
"We' || be back when Sl eeping Beauty is over!" Shana called fromthe
ot her room
"And not before, " Sylvia added
But the story was only barely begun when they crept to the door's edge
and |istened.
Genma was saying. so the king said it was time for a party.
"A big party?" asked Becca, already know ng the answer.
"Aterriflcally big party. Wth cake and ice cream and gol den plates. And
not to mention invitations sent to all the good fairies in the kingdom
"But not the bad fairy. "
Genma pulled the child closer to her. "Not the bad fairy. Not the one
in black with big black boots and silver eagles on her hat.
"But she cane. "
"She cane, that angel of death. She canme to the party and she said 'l
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curse you, Briar Rose. | curse you and your father the king a ' nd your

the queen and all your uncles and cousins and aunts. And all the peopl,

your village. And all the people who bear your nane. ' " Gema sh
herself all over and Becca put her hand on her grandnother"s arm
"It will be all right, Gemmma. You'll see. The curse doesn't work.

Genma gave her anot her hug and continued the story.



CHAPTER

The funeral was a small affair, only a couple dozen people at the
synagogue. CGemma had been a private person and there wasn't

much in the way of famly. The rabbi had spoken about soneone

who had only vaguely resenbl ed Genma; Becca had had to keep
bringing her m nd back to the present and away fromthe stories
Genma used to tell. \Wien the cantor began singing with a great
deal of vibrato and at |east a quarter tone flat, she gave up and
retreated to the castle of her grandnother's favorite tale.

There were even fewer people at the cenmetery off King Street.
Trucks runbl ed by as the rabbi said the final prayers, obscuring his
words. Becca's soft snufflings were lost in the screech of tires as a
t eenager took off out of a driveway sonewhere down the road, then
honked his horn at a pani cked squirrel

Wapped in a calf-length black mnk coat, Sylvia shivered and
spoke to her husband in a voice that carried. "April tenth and wi nter
still. Wiy couldn't she have died in Florida, |ike your father?" She
meant it as a whisper, as a bit of hunor to buoy her own flagging
spirits, but it was loud enough to cut across the rabbi's | ast words
to the famly. Becca | ooked at her sharply, the little wind bringing
tears to both their eyes. Embarrassed, Sylvia bit her lip and | ooked
down. When Becca turned her attention back to the rabbi, he was
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done and, with an overturned shovel, was shifting a little dirt
t he open grave.

"Good- bye, Genmm," Becca whi spered as the dirt patt

down. She waited her turn to throw a handful in, first lifting
earth to her nose. Sniffing it carefully, as if to be sure the grc
Genma was to lie in had the proper snell, she sighed. Then

knelt, drewin a breath so deep it nmade her chest ache, and le
dirt tunble slowy out of her palm

"I promi se, Gemmm," she said under her breath. "I sw,
Wen she stood again, her father threaded his armthrough

hol ding her tightly as if afraid he was going to | ose her into the
as well. They wal ked back to the linc, armin arm and she h
the heart to pry his fingers away, though she was sure he

| eavi ng brui ses.

More people came to the house than had attended the se
because nost of their neighbors-nen and wonmen who had k
Genma for over forty years-were Polish and Catholic and
unconfortable by the idea of going into a synagogue, as

church still forbade it. The dining-roomtable groaned with
funeral offerings: kielbasa, galunpkis, salads heavy with mayor
| unpy pi es.

The house snell ed overwhel mngly like spring, the scents
t he bouquets overpowering even the snell of the food. N
t heir nei ghbors believed that flowers were inappropriate for a
funeral, though Becca had tried to tell them Each time th(
door opened, or the back, letting in a new mourner, a fresh
stirred the bl ossons. Becca was sick with the snell.

Sylvia went upstairs to fix her hair one nore tine in front
mrror in her old bedroom The downstairs mirrors were al
with cloth, not because the Berlins were religious enough to
conservative funeral custons, but because the rabbi-who w

ing his respects-would care. The draped mrrors had annoye(
so much, she stonped up the stairs, dropping nud from he

and dunpi ng her mink on the bed with an angry shrug. Brus]
the silk shirt torid it of hairs only she could see, she stared c
at her reflection.

Her husband M ke smiled over her shoulder. "You | o4

babe, " he said.
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"Fine isn't geod enough." But she smiled back at himvia the
mrror, as if to assure himit was.

VWen they went out into the hall, they met Shana and her
husband. Shana's cheeks had little bright spots on them a clear
i ndi cation that she and Howi e had had anot her argunent.

"Were's Becca?" Sylvia asked.

"Downstairs. Serving coffee, no doubt. Dividing |unpy pies.
Entertaining Gemma's friends. Wat el se?" Shana answered, her
fight with Howi e nmaki ng her sharper than she neant.

The nen's eyes net above their w ves' heads. How e | ooked
down first.

Becca was-in fact-cutting the pies and setting themout on the



good china, a fork with each plate. She felt her hands needed

somet hing to do, unlike her m nd, which she kept busy with a
conplicated fist of things still to be done, a conforting m nernonic
nore soot hing than a mantra. But her hands kept shaki ng whenever
they weren't working at something. She knew it was a sinple

reaction to the enotion of the day, but she always had such physica
reactions: able to function in the i mediate enmergency, failing apart
afterwards. just like her grandnother. It was a famly joke.

The Bukowskis, in | oud unnodul ated voi ces, were talking about

Genma in the TV room their hands describing circles that had
nothing to do with the subject. And a small knot of children-
Shana's two girls and Sylvia's little boy and the Berkowitz tw ns-
were playing tag on the stairs. Becca knew that she should go and
deal with their noise because she could see it was beginning to

bot her her nother, who sat swollen-eyed on the piano bench
surrounded by chatting nei ghbors. But Becca couldn't nove. She



continued to cut pies to stop the shaking in her hands.

On their way down the stairs, Sylvia and Shana dealt sw ftly and
professionally with the children, a kind of kangaroo court of noth-
ers, sending them outside, even without their coats. Becca sml ed.

At any other time her sisters would have erred on the side of
caution, loading up the children with sweaters and jackets. She took
it as a sign that they were nore nmoved by Gemma's death than

ei ther one would admit out | oud.

"I could use sone help," she called, a kind of peace offering. But
they veered off into the famly roomand Becca felt that she couldn't
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intrude any further into their grief. Instead she began to cut a pea
pie with a kind of frantic ferocity that | ooked a great deal
unspoken anger. Becca considered it part of her day's endl ess

r ow.

She thought of Gemma lying in the bed, eyes closed, whisper
"I am Briar Rose."

Sl eepi ng Beauty. How could she think of that? Genma's fine hair
escaped its careful braiding and fanned out against the pillow |
a bit of the red still showed. Her skin, like old parchnent on a b
stretcher, had been maplike; the careful traceries of her age shov
where and how she had |ived. Except that none of them knew v
she had lived as a child. Only that she had come to America be
the Second World War.

"Maybe, Daddy, maybe she really did live in a castle somew
in Europe. Like the Rothschilds, you know. "

Her father, a handsome, balding nman, his face still firm unde
chin and his noustache a white parenthesis around his n(
sm | ed and shook his head. "No castle, sweetheart. That's jusl
of Gemma's stories.”

"She seened awful certain of it."

"Not hi ng about your grandnother was certain," he said.
her date of birth, not her country of origin-not even her na:

"CGemma, " Becca said autonmatically.

"That was because Shana coul dn't say G andna."

Becca | ooked down and cut another slice of pie, a thin slic
small to be of interest to anyone but a dieter. "I knew that. 11
Dawra. Dawna Prinz. At least that's what | put down o
famly tree we had to do in fourth grade. | renenber bec
al nost had to do the whol e thing over because | spelled it,
till Mama found sone white-out." She | ooked around for sorn
else to cut.

Her father took the knife fromher and set it carefully on
as carefully as he placed his surgical instrunents when |
finished with them

"Dawna was the name she chose to be called,” he said
"But in the old country, she had another narne-I'msure."

"What was it?"

"How should I know?" Dr. Berlin shrugged broadly., "I
her son-in-law. For alnmpst thirty years. | was |lucky she told
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daughter's nanme when we nmet. A great wonman for secrets, your

grandmot her." He | aughed and Becca tried to feel shocked that he
could act like that today, of all days. Then, drawn into his |augh at
| ast, as she always was, she let herself enjoy it.

Pi cking up several of the plates, she began circul ating around the
room exchanging pieces of pie for murmurs of synpathy. Little
pockets of |aughter seemed to fade as she approached. VWhen her
hands were enpty, she went back to get nore pies.

By the tinme the neighbors left and only fam ly remai ned, Becca was
enpty of tears. She sat at the kitchen table, eyes closed, listening.
Her nother and father seemed al nost happy, washing and drying

t he good china by hand and tal king over the things people had said



to them Fromthe living roomcane the sounds of CNN blaring the
busi ness news. She knew Shana and Sylvia and their husbands were
collapsed in front of the television

"Aunt Becca, tell us a story."

She opened her eyes. It was Benjanmin, his fair hair cut in | ow
bangs. He | ooked so much like his father, she smiled. Imagine trying
to tell Mke a story! But Shana's two little girls were right by his side,
their eyes pleading. "All right. But only one. Wat should | tell?"

"Seepi n Boot," whispered Sarah. Benjam n punched her arm

"Not that one. That's Genma's!"

“"I'd like to tell that one," Becca said. "Because it's Genma's."

"Wn't she be made" asked Susan

"Don't be silly," Benjam n said. "She's dead."

"Well, ghosts could get mad," Susan countered.

"Jews don't believe in ghosts,” Benjanin stated with great author-
ity. Then he | ooked over at Becca. "Do we?"



She shook her head, not because she didn't believe in ghosts, but
because the conversati on was obviously frightening Sarah, who
| eaned agai nst her.

"Even if Gemma were a ghost," Becca said, "she'd be a |oving
ghost. And she would want ne to tell Sleeping Beauty to you. In
fact the very last thing she talked to me about was Briar Rose."

The shadow across Sarah's face |lightened and she sniled. "Once
upon a time .she pronpted and Becca, smling back, began
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VWen the children were finally in bed, the adults gathered in

di ni ng room

"Cemma left a regular will," Dr. Berlin said. "That's what coi

of having lawyers in the famly." He nodded at M ke. "But GCen

had a box of things which your nother and | thought we sh(

open toni ght, now that we are all together."

"What's in it, Daddy?" Sylvia asked, pulling the black bow

of her hair and running her fingernails lightly across the back of
neck

"We don't know. It was Gemma's secret. Mama didn't
know about it until we un-oacked the dresser vesterdav, the oi

Ms. Berlin interrupted, "It's full of ... well ... stuff.” She sl

Dr. Berlin patted his wife's hand twi ce, then stood and went
the kitchen, returning with a wooden box with a carved rose

"Not anot her dammed rose," Howi e said. "Genma was a

"What do you know about such things?" Sylvia snal
M ke began to | augh nervous and Dr. Berlin held up his

Shana and Syl via stopped their argunment at once. In the st
sil ence Becca could hear her nother's ragged breathing, just ~

"Can -Ye see 1l-hat's in the box KA-nm?-" 'RprCq nSleed n |e,

Slowy Ms. Berlin raised the lid and they stared down into
nest of photos and papers. Then she took out the pieces of pap
at atine, setting themcarefully on the dining roomtable un

"And t hese clippings," Shana said, tapping one of the yel
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"Let's start at one end together," suggested Dr. Berlin, picking up
a photograph and turning it over. "Evie and me, 1945," he read

al oud. He passed the photograph around. It was a bl ack-and-white
picture of a woman in an ill-fitting cotton dress holding a child with
bl onde pigtails and big eyes.

"I's that you, Mamm?" Becca asked, pointing to the child.

Her father |aughed. "OF course. Wo could mss those eyes."

"What a ghastly dress," Sylvia said. "Like flour sacking."

"It was the times," Ms. Berlin nurnmured. "But |'ve never seen
that picture before.’

Becca picked up the next paper. "It's sone sort of entry form™
she said. "Into Anerica." She | ooked slowy around the table. "For
a Gd Mandl estein.”

"Gtl?" Shana asked.

"Maybe that was Gemma's real name," How e said,

"No one | knew ever called her Gtl," Ms. Berlin said. "But then
| knew no one fromthe old country. | thought her nanme was
CGenevi eve. "

"You didn't know your own nother's real nane?" M ke was
amazed.



"I thought | was named Eve because of her being Genevieve,"
Ms. Berlin said. "And then she took Dawna as a ni cknane so we'd
be Dawn and Eve. She joked about it."

"And | always thought she took Dawna fromthe story,’
sai d.

"What story?" Shana was clearly puzzl ed.

"Briar Rose, of course. You knowthe princess Aurora. Dawn."

"That's too deep for ne," How e said.

"Everything's too . . ." Sylvia started.

"Syl!" The warning fromDr. Berlin was enough. He picked up
anot her phot ograph. "This one. Wat do you think?" It was a
passport picture of a very handsome young man with hi gh cheek-
bones and a dark noustache. "Gemma's brother?"

"She never nentioned brothers.”

"A cousin, perhaps? A boyfriend?"

"“Your father, Mama?" Becca gently asked the question they'd all
been t hi nki ng.

"I don't know. She never spoke of any husband. O any fanily
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"Let's start at one end together," suggested Dr. Berlin, picking up
a photograph and turning it over. "Evie and me, 1945," he read

al oud. He passed the photograph around. It was a bl ack-and-white



picture of a woman in an ill-fitting cotton dress holding a child with
bl onde pigtails and big eyes.

"I's that you, Mama?" Becca asked, pointing to the child.

Her father laughed. "OF course. VWho could m ss those eyes."
"What a ghastly dress," Sylvia said. "Like flour sacking."
"It was the times," Ms. Berlin nurnmured. "But |'ve never seen
that picture before.”
Becca picked up the next paper. "It's sone sort of entry form™
she said. "Into Anerica." She | ooked slowy around the table. "For
a Gd Mandl estein.”

"Gtl?" Shana asked.

"Maybe that was Gemma's real name," How e said.

"No one | knew ever called her Gtl," Ms. Berlin said. "But then
| knew no one fromthe old country. | thought her nanme was
Cenevi eve. "

"You didn't know your own nother's real nane?" M ke was

amazed.

"I thought | was named Eve because of her being Genevieve,"

Ms. Berlin said. "And then she took Dawna as a ni cknane so we'd

be Dawn and Eve. She joked about it."

"And | always thought she took Dawna fromthe story," Sylvia
[ff"~""said ,

"VWhat story?" Shana was clearly puzzled.

"Briar Rose, of course. You knowthe princess Aurora. Dawn."

"That's too deep for nme," How e said.

"Bverything's too . . ." Sylvia started.

"Syl!" The warning fromDr. Berlin was enough. He picked up

anot her phot ograph. "This one. Wat do you think?" It was a



passport picture of a very handsome young man with hi gh cheek-
bones and a dark moustache. "Germma's brot her ?"

"She never nentioned brothers.”

"A cousin, perhaps? A boyfriend?"
"Your father, Mama?" Becca gently asked the question they'd all
been t hi nki ng,

"I don't know. She never spoke of any husband. O any fanily
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at all. Only that everyone in the castle had fallen asleep and she ha(
been rescued by the prince."

" Cbsessi ve-conpul sive," How e said.

"Talk to us about teeth, Wisman," Sylvia warned.

There were newspaper clippings, several nore photographs of t~
same woman in a background filled with people as poorly dressf

as she, and a snmall black velvet bag. Ms. Berlin opened the bag wii
trenbling hands, drawing out a man's ring with a |arge, dark ston
She passed it to Becca.

"Maybe that was our grandfather's ring," said Sylvia.

"The prince?" Howi e asked. "Or M. Prinz?"

"l don't think she ... well, I'"'mnot sure she ... | wonder if s
even knew who ny father was," Ms. Berlin said. "It was the w

Thi ngs were crazy. She just nanaged to get out in tine."

“"In time? But Mama," Becca said, "the date on that entry fc

i s August 14, 1944. She didn't get here until the mddle of the wz

"That can't be right," Ms. Berlin said, |ooking puzzled.

"Maybe Gemma isn't Gtl," Mke said. "After all, you n(

heard her called that."

"Then why keep the forn?" Dr. Berlin asked

Becca held the ring up to the Iight and gasped. "Manm, the
something witten in the inside."

Dr. Berlin took the ring fromher and went into his st

emerging with a magni fying glass in hand. "There are three le

and a date-JWP 1928."

"Not Gd and not Mandlestein," said Mke, |ooking a bit
fied.

"It's aman's ring, idiot," Sylvia said, but she said it with ob,
fondness. "P for Prinz."

"What does it all nean?" Shana asked.

"Only Genma knew, " said Dr. Berlin.

"And it's too late to ask her," M ke added.

"Unl ess you believe in ghosts,"” Becca said. "And Benjarr
sures ne that we Jews don't."

" (bsessi ve-conpul sive. "

"Shut up, Howie," the three sisters said together

Dr. Berlin set the ring down next to the photo of the wom-
the child. "It's a riddle wapped in a nystery inside an eni,
"Russia," said Sylvia,
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"Churchill," added Shana.
"That's my girls!" Dr. Berlin smled.
"I"'mgoing to solve it." Becca put her hand over the ring, cove

the picture as well. "The riddle and the nystery and the eni gma.
going to find the castle and the prince and reclaimour herita
These pictures and this ring and all this other stuff will help m

prom sed Genma. "
" Cbsessi ve-conpul sive," Howi e tried again.
This tinme they all ignored him



CHAPTER

Becca had a friend overnight for the flrst tinme and Genma prom sed
a story at bedtine.

"She'll tell Sleeping Beauty if we ask, " Baca said. "She tells it
The part about the curse frightened them both.

"Vhen you are seventeen, " Genma said the wicked fairy said, "m

will come true. You will Iie dowmn and a great mist will cover the cast,
everyone will die. You, too, princess. " And then Gemma gave a

| augh, high and horri bl e.

"Quick, Genma, say the rest of it, " Becca begged, half hidden un

covers, her friend Shirley spooned around her

"What about the spinning wheeM What about the need7e?"
whi spered, her breath stirring Becca's hair and bl owi ng hotly agai
neck.

Becca el bowed her into silence.

"But one of the good fairies," Gemma said, "had saved a w s)

everyone will die. Afewwll just sleep. You, princess, will be one.'
Shirley sat up in bed, furious. "That's not how it goes. You'v,
W ong.

Gemma smil ed.
"That's how it goes in this house, Becca said. "'And if you dc
it, you're not ny best friend any nore."
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| want to go home, " Shirley said. "I don't feel good. My tunmy hurts
and ny throat wants to swallow up."

They took her honme. She and Becca renmined friends in school but she
never stayed overni ght again. Becca never invited her.



CHAPTER

The house was silent when Becca got up, except for the tick

the grandfather clock in the hall. She had not been able to slee
room had seened too hot and she'd thrown off the covers ~
sweepi ng, al nost inperial gesture. Not five mnutes later, the
was freezing and she had to scrabble around recovering both b
and quilt. After two hours of successively sweating and shi~

she gave up and got up, checking the clock-radio on her b

tabl e. As she watched, the nunbers ticked over from1:59 tc

Si ghi ng, she put her feet over the side of the bed, feeling arou
her slippers. Then she went downstairs, belting her flannel r
she went.

She got out a handful of chocol ate chip cookies fromth
and-white cookie jar and padded into the living room C
through the thirty-six cable stations, she found three soft-cor
i es, one of which she'd already seen, sone stale news, a:
weat her channel promising rain in Texas and a heat wave ir
ni x. When she found herself staring at a test pattern for noi
a few seconds, she clicked off the television with rathe
vehenence than warranted, and went back into the kitche

The cookie jar was enpty except for three stale Fig Newo
hated Fig Newt ons, even when they weren't stale, but she at
anyway.
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Wandering into the dining room she turned on the light. The
pat chwork of papers still littered the table. She wal ked around

table slowy, trying to pretend the collection of old photos and
mysterious fornms and newspaper clippings were not worth a night's
sl eep.

"Gemma was just not there in the end," she whispered. "This
means nothing." It didn't surprise her that the inflections were
Sylvia's and not her own.

She pulled out a chair and sat at the head of the table by the
wooden box. After a minute, she put her hand on the boxtop and
pressed down, hard enough so that the carving of briar and rose
imprinted on her palm Wen she | ooked at her hand she coul d see
the outline clearly.

"I't's no good," she whispered, neaning it was no good trying to
convi nce hersel f the pieces of paper were uninmportant. The fact

Genma had them tucked away in a box all these years, carrying the
box with her to the nursing honme, had to mean sonethi ng. Gemmma,
Genevi eve. Dawna. G tl. Briar Rose. \Woever

Al at once, as if the words were being spoken al oud, she heard
her grandmother telling the story of Sleeping Beauty. The room was

suddenly filled with it:

I ng, Once upon a tinme, which is all times and no times but not
sidethe very best of tinmes, there was a castleand the queen went
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to bed and gave birth to a baby girl with a crown of red hair.
Becca touched her own springy red hair and smled. She and
Genma, the fanmily roses, Daddy called them Like nost redheads,
Becca hadn't had a full head of hair until she was nearly two. But
in fairy tales anything was possible. She | ooked around guiltily,

case anyone had seen her gesture. But no one el se was up
So the king said it was tinme for a party with cake and ice
cream and gol den plates. And not to nention invitations sent to
all the good fairies in the kingdom But not the bad fairy. Not
the one in black with big black boots and silver
"Eagl es," Becca said al oud. She wondered, and not for the first

if her own ability to tell a story, to invent details, canme from
I
Gernma. Inventing details was not a gift a journalist should
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"I curse you and your father the king and your nother the
gueen and all your uncles and cousins and aunts.... And al
the peopl e who bear your nane.

Becca shuddered. It was only a story after all; she had hear
hundred hundred tines. But suddenly it occurred to her that, il
Gemma had had no one el se who bore her nane. No not hi
father, no ... husband. Only a daughter who had three daug
Maybe that was why she had been so obsessed with the sti

Briar Rose. Just a fairy tale, she whispered to herself, a ki
confort. But in this house of death it was no confort at al]
The good fairy had prom sed not death, but sleep. And af
what was so bad about sl eeping? She and Shana and Sylv
tal ked about it over and over.

And then, all at once, Becca's childhood question was ans
"I't's not the sleeper who nminds. It's the ones |eft behind, a~
Genma' s story never ended happily ever after except |
princess Briar Rose and her own little girl. There had al wa)
somet hi ng deci dedly odd about the whole telling. Only nc

Becca able to adnmit it. In Gemma's story everyone-other d
prince who wakes the princess with a kiss and Briar Rc
afterwards their child-everyone el se sleeps on. But what ab
and Gemma' s voi ce cane back, the dark words tunbling acj
di ni ng room

Everyone slept: lords and | adies, teachers and tunm e
dogs and doves, rabbits and rabbitzen and all kinds ofcitizens -

Becca took a deep breath and the sounds of Gemma's words
to fade. In the storybooks she'd read in school, everyon,
wake up at the prince's kiss. But in Gemma's version, the
tion was that they all still slept under the w cked fairy's ser
death. Death by sleep. No wonder Shirley what's-her-na
had |ived down the bl ock never wanted to come back and s.'
at the house again. Death by sleep

"Cemma, what can you have been thinking of!" B(
fiercely. Then she yawned and pi cked up the photograr
worman and child. "And did you live happily ever after?"
it. The woman stared straight out at the canera, her b
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gazi ng past Becca. No matter how Becca noved the photo, the
worman' s eyes stared over her shoulder. The child, a finger in her
mouth like a stopper, lay with cl osed eyes, head on her nother's
br east .

By the time the others were straggling down to breakfast, Becca had
organi zed the contents of the box, falling asleep at the table, her
head resting between two of four piles. One pile was photographs,
the second clippings, the third docunents, and the fourth what she
called "others": That included the ring, an envel ope with two curls
of hair, one gold and one red, a brass button, possibly froma
uniform and the torn half of an Italian train ticket.

The clippings she had arranged in chronol ogi cal order, the first
from August 30, 1944, the last from June 3, 1956.



The phot ographs were inpossible to date. Only one had any kind

of identification at all, though the sane young wonan appeared in
each. She was clearly pregnant in all the photographs except the one
i n which she was holding the child. In all but that picture she was
wearing the sane dress, a shapel ess dark dress with white piping at
the collar and sl eeves. They showed her standing a little apart from
other people in front of a row of barracks, a bit of a |lake or ocean
appearing in the background, behind the buildings. In each shot she
hel d her right hand protectively over her belly and | ooked warily to
the side of the photographer.

It was the docunments that Becca puzzled over the | ongest, seven
inall. One was the entry forminto Anerica with the same date as
t he ol dest newspaper clipping. Another was a white paper, 81/2 by
14, with Gtl Mandl estein's signature in careful penmanship at the
bottom It |ooked like a kind of visa. There was a birth certificate for
Eve Stein, a certificate of citizenship with a photo of a solem and
still young Dawna Stein dated July 6, 1946, a rental agreenment for
an apartment on Twelfth Street and Avenue A in New York City,

and an | mmuni zati on Register. Finally, bound in pale blue, there
was a nortgage docunent for the house on School Street where

Becca and her sisters had grown up. Gemma had bought it in 1958
for $8,500. Thirty-eight years ago.

"Si gnposts,"” Becca had whi spered, turning each one over. But
why had Gemma kept them secret? And what had any of themto

do with the story of Briar Rose?
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"Cemma, |'mtrying," she had whispered to the silent r(
before falling asleep at the table, head on her hands.

it was her nother who found her and woke her gently. "Becc~

on to bed. You'll just nake yourself sick this way. And | can't
with you being sick right now "

She blinked owishly up at her nother, then sighed. "Only F

i se you won't move anything? | have it all arranged. Pronise 3
keep them out of the piles." By them she nmeant her sisters.
"But what about breakfast?"

"Eat in the kitchen, like always. Never nmind what they

Syl via had conpl ai ned once about how unsophisticated it was

at the kitchen table, but that was after she had nmarried Mk
they had a live-in nanny for Benjam n. Sylvia had taken |
cooki ng | essons; she ate with candi es. "Pronise?"

"I prom se, dear."

Only then did Becca grudgingly go up to bed, but her slee
fitful, disturbed by the screans of the three children as they
up and down the stairs and through the halls.



"Why do you tell Sleeping Beauty all the time, GemmV Becca asked on

the day she graduated from ki ndergarten. They were seated at a Friendly's

i n Northanpton and Becca's stomach was tight with the strawberry fribble.

Sone of it had dribbled down her dress front. She was gl ad Shana and

Sylvia were still in school, otherwi se they would have teased her
"Fribbl e

dti bble!" they would have chanted all the way hone.

"Don't you like Sleeping BeautyV' Gema asked.

"I like it. But why do you say it all the tineV Becca had persisted.

"Because | like it, too, " Genma said.

She had told it in the car on the way honme. And when she got to the part
where the king said: "Sing and dance, ny people. Sing and dance. Keep al
t houghts of the mist away. | forbid you to think about it, " Becca said it

with
her .

"And do you know the next part?" Gemra asked.

"l do, | do!" Becca said.

"Well, as it is your graduation from ki ndergarten, and next year you will
be in hard school . . .'~-hard school was what Shana and Sylvia called it
because they had homework- "you will probably not want to hear ny little
story ever again. "

Becca had | eaned over, putting her hand on her grandnother's arm "'
will want to hear it always, Gemma, Because it is your story

"Fromyour lips to God's ears, " Gemma said.
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"That's not fromthis part of the story, silly Gemma, " Becca said. And
as her grandnother smled, Becca spoke the nw part of the tale.

"V hen princess Briar Rose was seven teen-that's ten-levens nore than ne,
Gemma.

"That's twelve nore than you

"When princess Briar Rose was seventeen, one day and without furthe
warning ... Wat's a warning?"

"Telling you to watch out. "

"Ch! Wthout further warning, a mst covered the entire kingdol?

What's a mist?"

"A fog. An exhaust."

"Amst. Agreat mist. It covered the entire ki ngdom And everyone
it-the good people and the not-so-good, the young people and the not-,
young and even Briar Rose's mother and father fell asleep. Everyone sl e]
| ords and | adi es, teachers and tumml ers, dogs and doves, rabbits a
rabbitzen and all kinds of citizens. So fast asleep they were, they were i
able to wake up for a hundred years. Are you a hundred years, GenV4

"Not yet."

, I "Msix,"

"Not yet."
"I's a hundred a | ot?"
"A hundred years is forever



CHAPTER

By the time Becca got up it was noon. Sun streamed in through the
slats of the blinds, making fam liar and confortable patterns on the
floor. She knew she had dreamed |l ots of short dreams all through

the night, a veritable anthology of them but she couldn't recall any.
Stretching, she got up and did a quick ten floor touches and ten
deep- knee bends, then went to the bathroomto brush her teeth.

The bat hroom door was shut and she coul d hear Howi e hum

mng to hinself inside. Alight tap on the door brought no response,
so she shrugged and went downstairs. She supposed coffee could

di sgui se the bad taste in her nouth as well as toothpaste.

The kitchen sink was piled high with breakfast dishes, and the
cof f eepot was enpty, which meant her nother was back in bed.

She filled the pot, got out a new filter, threwthe old one onto the
gar bage, and counted out five tabl espoons of Col unbi an Suprene.

Then she waited while the magi ¢ of nodern invention turned tap
water into a hot dark-brown caffeine-powered drink. It was better
than any Biblical mracle and risked no beliefs. Wile she waited,
she rinsed the dishes and put themin the di shwasher

A smal |l body careened in through the door. "Aunt Becca, he's
chaaaaasi ng ne. "

"Not now, Sarah," Becca said, "your grandmother's in bed." But

she knelt anyway to encl ose her niece in the safety of her arns.
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Benjam n raced in, braking to a stop when he saw Becca.
he pouted. "No fair. No grownups."

"I haven't had ny coffee yet," Becca warned.

Benjam n turned and raced out and Sarah, peeling herself o
Becca's arns, followed screamng, "I'm gonna get you!"

"Coffee!" Howi e wal ked into the room and poured hi n
large mug of it, sipped it down, then topped it off again.

Becca stood and rescued the rest of the coffee for herself,
qui ckly started another potful. "How e," she began slowy
you ...

"Not till | drink ny coffee, Becca. Are you maki ng break]

Hi s voice was childlike, wheedling.

Pointedly ignoring him she wal ked into the dining roorr.
not her had kept her prom se; the four piles were as Becca h
them inviolate. She sat down, putting the coffee nmug on a c(
and stared at the pieces of paper. Finally she picked up the
of Gemma and the child as if by touching it she nmight get som
of clue. The nore she stared at the woman in the picture, tl
t he woman | ooked |ike Gemma, just sone ill-dressed strange
a hal f-century past.

VWhen she finally took a sip of the coffee, it was | ukewar
she made a face, Then she pushed the four piles together, sw
t hem back into the carved box. Hefting the box she wo:
how as frail as Gemma had been-she had managed to cart t
to the nursing hone; stranger still that Mama had never
bef ore. But she renenbered suddenly that a visiting nur
hel ped Gemma pack. And Gemma had al ways been secretivi
things. Certainly about the past.

"Ariddle wapped in a nystery inside an enigma." It v
father coming in to sit beside her, clutching a coffee nug

“"Churchill,"” she said automatically. Then she added.
Gemma. "

He reached over and patted her hand.

Still holding the box, she stood and ki ssed himon the to]
head. "I'm going over to the Advocate."

"Honey, it's just the day after the funeral. Nobody expt
at work. And your nother wants the famly to sit shiva for
seven days."
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"I"'mnot going to work to work, Daddy," she said. "lI'mgoing to
t hi nk."

"About that box." He inclined his head towards it.

She nodded. "About the box. About its contents. And about our
riddle. About . . ."

"About Briar Rose." He nodded back. "Besides, it's hard to think
in the house with Shana and Sylvia here. If | hadn't already cancel ed
all ny operations. . . " He chuckled. Wen their eyes nmet it was as
if they shared a fanmly secret. "Go on. I'Il cover for you."

"Thanks, Daddy. You're a peach. The peachiest."

"I, on the other hand, have no favorites," he rem nded her, nock
serious.

"I know, Daddy, | know " She smled as she left.

Even though the box was heavy and awkward, Becca decided to
wal k. The day was unaccountably mld and the newspaper was

housed in a building that was only two country bl ocks away.

As she made the turn on School Street, she saw Dr. G enzke
weedi ng the herbaci ous borders by his house. He waved but the box
was too heavy to shift so she just shouted a greeting back. By the
ti me she passed Monty's grocery with its cheery neon beer sign and
the hand-lettered poster advertising a tag sale, the corner of the box
was beginning to dig into her side. She was afraid to shift it for fear
of dropping it, so she set it on the sidewal k, then picked it up again,
| ong-ways around.

By the Polish Club, she had to put the box down once nore.
When she knelt this tine, a chorus of whistles floated down from
t he porch. She | ooked up, ready to say sonething sharp, and

| aughed. It was M. Stowkowski and his son Jam e. Janmi e had been

a year ahead of her in high school and they'd gone to the junior
promtogether. He and his father were in construction, Jam e the
plural part of Stowkowski and Sons. Soon to be grandsons, she

rem nded herself. Jamie's girlfriend was pregnant.

"Shouldn't you two be at work?" she called out, standing once
again with the box.

Break!" they called out together. Eerily their voices were exactly

~al i ke.

She | aughed and wal ked on

The Advocate was housed in an old renodeled m |l overl ooki ng



Jane Yol en

MIl River's waterfall. New Engl anders, her father often rema:
were very conservative when it came to place names. There wE
| east seven MIIl Rivers in Massachusetts and Connecticut th~

knew of . The buil di ng was al ways bustling with gossip a
revol utionary ardor indistinguishable fromreligious fervor
intensity. As Jonathan Edwards had been the minister in n(
Nort hampton two centuries earlier, such ardor seemed approp
But since the advent of conputers in the newsroom thing,
becorme quite a bit quieter. Now the constant basso of the wat
was broken only by the ringing of the phones and an occa,
burst of laughter. An alternative newspaper, the Advocate cam
once a week so the laughter was of the frantic variety. As Shan
excl ai med when Becca first got the job there, "It's free to eve]
except its advertisers. Hope you actually get paid." And Syl vi
added when she heard, "Even the Revolution has to pay its |
Becca's first professional bylines-she didn't count the oni
the Smith Coll ege Sophi an-had appeared in the Advocate: a ful,
article on the local shelter for battered wonmen, Jessie's Hous(
a page and a half on Merlin Brooks, who wrote | eshian s(
fiction at her farmin Mntague. Merlin had been Becca's xA
teacher for one semester at Smith before politics and a nc
Board of Trustees had conspired to kick her out. The signs Bec(
posted all over canmpus (FREE MERLI N BROOKS and KEEF
MAG C AT SMTH) in tine for reunion weekend and thi
pi eces she wote for the Sophi an-sharp angry pieces-had
Becca a canpus celebrity. And a friend of Merlin's for life. (
if you are straight,” Merlin had told her in that unfortunate sq
little-girl voice. "Even if you don't have a sense of the ironi(
The box was unbearably heavy by the time she reach(
Advocate. Swollen by spring rains, the waterfall was cascadi ng
over its rocks and Becca turned for a nmonent to look at it. Ev
box's weight could not stop her from her regul ar obei sance
falls. But when she finally pushed through the door into the
tion area and | owered the box on the receptionist's desk, she g
Merelle with a | ong sigh:
"There," she said.
Merel |l e | ooked up and covered the nout hpi ece of the 1
"Hi, Bec. Sorry to hear about your grandnother. But | thoug.
were taking the week off."



"Then why are you here? No," she said hastily into the phon
((not you, sir. I"'msorry." She covered the nout hpi ece nore care-

fully and | ooked at Becca expectantly.
"To get away from home," Becca said.

Merel | e nodded i n understandi np, She came froma fanmlv o

Lifting the box once nore this time to her shoul der Becca went
up the stairs to her own desk. She nodded at the other reporters as
she went, effectively cutting off any expressions of condol ence.

Most of them had sent cards anyway. This tinme when she put the
box down, it was as if a great burden had really been lifted from her
shoul ders. She smiled wyly to herself and whi spered, "Walking

She turned around. In the doorway of his office was Stan, he

"No." She shook her head. "Just calling myself all kinds of fool."
She touched her hand to her hair. Being around Stan al ways made

her do things like that: fix her hair, snoboth down her skirt, tug the
sweat er over her jeans. He made her feel part schoolgirl, part co-
guette. Not that he actually said or did anything. It was just his
presence. Thirty-five years old and thinned down to bone wre-
firmed gl asses that only magnified the blue of his eyes; straight
brown hair cut short but never in any recogni zable style, as if he
trimred it hinmself in front of a half-mirror; a nose that was short
and strai ght and unremarkable. And a low voice with an edge to it
that al ways threatened | aughter behind its intensity. She didn't
under st and why he made her feel so left-footed. It wasn't as if he

"What are you doi ng here anyway? You said the other day you

He | aughed. They bot h knew he was pure Yankee an Epi scopa-
fian who hadn't seen the inside of a church since hiah school |t was

~ Per 1,anA straved to her hair avain and she willed it to return and
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touch the box instead. She opened the lid. "M grandnot her
this with her at the nursing hone. It's filled with ... with d
ments and stuff. | thought it mght tell me who she really w,,

"What do you nean-who she really was? She was a nice
a Jewi sh grandnot her, who wal ked around the block in rain,
or snow every single day of the year. A Hatfield |l andmark. W
was. Do you think she was a spy? A Russian nole? A runner of
for the Irgun? A mafioso noll? Harlan Ellison's secret mnusc
per haps you think she had a sl eazy past on New York's |
second Street."”

Becca knew he was trying to make her |augh but all she coi
was shrug. "Dammed if | know. "

"Well, what do your parents say?"

"Damed if they know either."

"Real | y?" H s head cocked to one side.

"Real |y, yl

He left the doorway and came over and sat on her desk, w
He was good at waiting.

Becca touched the box again as if touching a talisman.
really knows where she came from She never said. She-
going to sound dumb ......

"Say it. | won't care. If it's dunb and the facts bear it ou
you're a genius. If it's dunb and the facts don't bear it out,
it won't make it any dunmber. O you."

Becca | ooked up at the ceiling and drew a deep breath,
times | wonder if she really knew where she cane from"

"Everyone knows where they cane from Becca. O do yo
she was adopted? | was adopted. But | know where | cam
| know ny adoptive parents and my birth nother, too. It,
first story | ever chased down. | was fourteen."

"I didn't know that," she whispered.

He shrugged as if giving her back whatever pity or awe s~.
be feeling. "So what do you nmean? Real | y?"

Becca opened the box and stared down at its contents.
sure. Except she al ways spoke of her past as if it were a fai

He put his hand on the lid of the open box and | ooked dc
the pile of things. "A fairy tale?"

"Briar Rose. You know- S| eepi ng Beauty. She al ways ins
she was the princess in the castle and that a mist cane
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entire castle and everyone fell asleep. She was the only one kissed
awake by the prince."

"Always?" He | eaned forward and the space between them sud-
denly seenmed charged. It wasn't personal; she'd | earned that |ong
ago. He always | eaned forward when he was interested in a story,
maki ng the nmonent electric. It made hima great editor. "She al ways
spoke of it that way?"

Becca shifted away fromhimslightly and tried to answer with a
cool ness she didn't feel. "If you nean before she got sick-yes.

Al ways. At |east as long as | can renenber."

He | eaned back, considering. At last he spoke. "Wat do the facts
say, Becca?" He began fingering the top paper, the visa. "Any castles
inthe famly? Any pal aces? O at |east a mansion?" He picked the
visa up and scanned it.

"She didn't have any noney to speak of, Stan," Becca answered.

"W al ways thought she came to Anerica before the war, but

evidently she came in 1944. She worked real hard, scrinping and
saving all her life. She was still working hard up until the tine she
got so ... sick. Until she started forgetting things and had to stop."

"Anastasia didn't have any noney," Stan said quietly. "Any
deposed royalty is without its castles and pal aces and

"She was Jewi sh, for God's sake, Stan!"

He smiled. "And she had a visa that let her into the country right
after the war. Maybe she was a Rothschild. It was difficult getting
in here without the right connections-family or friends to sponsor
you. Maybe she worked for the Rothschild's at a castle or pal ace or
mansi on. And what about that prince?"

She shook her head. "W don't even know if she was married."”
Unaccountably her eyes filled with tears.

Stan reached over with gentle fingers, raised her chin, and stared
at her. "My birth nother wasn't married, Becca. Wat does that
make ne?" He shook his head. "So you've found no castles, no
princes. At |east none yet. Except those in the fairy tale. I'msorry
about your grandnother, Becca. The times | nmet her, | liked her. But
you have only begun to investigate this story."

He stood and went back to his office, whistling. She recognized
the tune. It was Sondheims "Into the Wods." She'd seen the play
at Uvass | ast semester. Biting her lower lip lightly, she realized she
could still feel the pressure of his fingers on her chin.
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It took her fifteen minutes to re-sort the piles, but when she ~
done, she felt the sanme kind of focusing that attended the start
any new story. Looking again at the entry formand at the new,,;
per clipping fromthe sane date, she sighed. The clipping was fr,
the Pal | adi um Ti mes, the dateline OCswego. The clipping was no m
than some kind of |ocal news report about a town council. Th

was an ad on the back. She wasn't even sure where Oswego %
except somewhere in New York State. She went over to the bo

case where the state naps were kept.

OGswego was on Lake Ontario, halfway between Rochester a
Syracuse. Editor and Publisher gave her the listing for the Pall adi
Ti nes,

As she dial ed the nunber, she whispered "Lake Ontario" al oi
t hi nki ng about the water behind the buildings in the photogra
"What am | doi ng?" she added, underlining the nunber of i
newspaper with sharp heavy strokes in tine to the ringing pho:

The second person she talked to was a reporter. She introdu(
hersel f.

"So, how can | help you, reporter to reporter?" the man ask

"Why do you suppose,” Becca nused al oud, "that ny gra
not her woul d have kept a clipping froma 1944 Pal |l adi um Ti me-,

"Beats ne," the man said. "G andnothers can be real stran,

Take mine, for exanmple. She collected wasp nests. Anmong od
t hi ngs.

"Aclipping fromthe sane date as her entry visa,'

"Entry visa?"

"Yes-is that inportant?" Becca asked.

"She was sone kind of war refugee, you nmean?" The m
hesi t at ed.

"Some kind," Becca said, a cold shiver going down her back, t
ki nd of shiver she got whenever she was closing in on an inporta
detail of a story. "I just don't know what kind."

"Well, maybe it's not related at all," he said, "but GCswego W
the only war refugee shelter in Anerica. Fort Oswego. Roosev,
made it a canp and in August 1944 sonme one thousand people wE
brought over and interned here. From Naples, Italy. Mstly Je\
and about one hundred Christians. We ran a nunber of articl

Becca add-~
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about it recently. It's quite a story actually. They're turning the Fort
into a nuseum and-"

Becca found herself gripping the phone so hard, her fingers hurt.
"Can you send me copies of the articles?"

"Sure thing, honey. Just give me your nane and address."

She |l et the honey go by and told himwhat he needed to know.

"By the way," he continued, "besides the articles | have a couple

of addresses you might want. Wait a mnute . " She coul d hear
himrooting around his desk, nuttering some colorful curses. "The
Nati onal Archives ... where is that frig-footed ... there it is. It's
in Washington, D.C., and will have material on the shelter, docu-
ments and all. Under the War Refugee Board, | think it was. O the
War Rel ocation Authority.”

Becca scribbl ed the nanes on her pad.

"What isn't in the articles, they m ght have."

"Thanks. "

"My pleasure. My grandnother died just |ast nonth. You
woul dn't believe the stuff we found in her closet. Some of it
well ... pretty surprising."

"I"'msure," Becca said warmy

"In fact, incredibly surprising,” he said.

"Can you send those articles soon?" Becca asked.

"They're already in the mail," he said. "Anything el se, just give
me a call. That's Arnie, with an i-e. Professional courtesy and all."
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CHAPTER

"Al'l around the castle,
they were all in sleepi

Genma sai d, nmaking tucking-in notions tho
ng bags in the big tent, "a briary hedge began to

with thorns as sharp as barbs."
"What's barbs, Gemma~" Syl asked. "You never tell us what h

are,
"Better you shoul dn't
"But we want to know,
all. /1
Littl e Becca, second f
the smaller tent cane t
I gnoring the question,
t horny bush grew unti

know.
Genma, " Shana said. "W want to kn(

I nger in her nouth, was already half asleep
he sound of Dr. Berlin and his wife tal king C(
Genma continued the tale. "H gher and high

it covered the windows and it covered the doc

covered the high castle towers and no one could see in and-"

"And no one could see
barbs. ' /

"l want to hear the st

"And no one could see

out, Sylvia said. "But you didn't say abo

ory, Shana said, nudging her sister
out, Genmma said, oblivious to the two, wa

t he sl eeping Becca as she spoke. "And no one cared to know abc

sl eepi ng fol k inside.

"1 want to know about the barbs,"

"Shut up," Shana said.

sai d Syl vi a.

"Gemma, she said shut up."



Genma said pointedly. 'So no one told about themand neither will L
"Now you've done it, " Sylvia said.

"You did, too, " said Shana. "Please, Gemma. Pretty please. Wth
strawberries on it. And roses. "

But Gemma coul d not be persuaded to flnish the story that night.
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"Did not.

"Did. //
"And no one cared to know about the sleeping folk inside,"



CHAPTER
10

It was ten days before Arnie-with an i-e-sent the clippings.
prose was flat and Becca found she had to force herself t(

t hrough them wunderlining possible salient points with a ye
mar ker. The National Archives had-surprisingly-sent a packet
arrived the same day. Becca worked on them at the dining
tabl e that evening.

The house was quiet, Sylvia and Shana and their famlies h
at last gone hone, nore reluctantly than Becca coul d have po!
guessed. Shana had ~ nade her swear to call if she felt eve:
slightest bit blue and Sylvia had slipped a check for two hu~
dollars into her pocket, whispering, "Buy something for yoi
Becca. Just for you."

As she sat shuffling through the papers, her father went p.
his way into the kitchen. "You are going to wear that stuff ou
conmmented wyly. "All those years your grandnother hc
t hose documents and clippings and within tw weeks of her
they are going to crunble from overuse."

"Leave her al one, Jerold," her nother said, follow ng hi
the kitchen. "A promise is a prom se.”

They went into the kitchen and out the other door, a
conpani onably about popcorn, while Becca settled back to th
full of papers. Arnie Salenbier's articles about the Fort C



shelter told her little that seenmed inportant to her grandnother's
past except that it gave her a possible starting place. The Nati onal
Archives, on the other hand, had sent a whol e packet of forms
relating to the Gswego shelter, including biographical data sheets.
They' d had no informati on about Dawna Stein or even Dawna

Mandl estein or Cenevi eve Mandl estein. But they had hit pay dirt

with Gtl.

Bl OGRAPHI CAL DATA CONCERNI NG ALLI ED, NATI ONAL,

OR NEUTRAL headed the first sheet. G d Mandl estein had been

married, had lived last in Poland, was white, was Jew sh, was able to
work-all filled in with a steady hand. But the date of that marriage
had been left blank, the village and district in Poland had not been
not ed, and enpl oyment and educati on questi ons had not been

answered. Wiere it asked: HAS REQJ STRANT A HOVE TO

VWHI CH HE DESI RES TO RETURN? the answer had been left blank

aswel | . The sheetwas dated 1944.
"Gtl," Becca whispered. "Gtl Mndlestein. Your life seens to be
nostly blank. How can | possibly fill it in nearly fifty years later?

How do | even know you are ny grandnother? My Ger nma?"

There was a loud braying | augh fromthe TV room Her father

al ways enjoyed hinmself to the fullest. If the |laugh was an answer,
it was not the one she wanted to hear.

VWHAT |'S YOUR TRUE AND CORRECT NAME? G d Rose

Mandl est ei n.
"Rose?" Becca said. "Really? So-elenmentary, ny dear \Watson-
stein!"
I F YOU ARE A &4ARRI ED WOVAN WHAT WAS YOUR
06,
|VE!

MAI DEN NAME? G d Rose Mandl estein.

"Didn't you understand the question, Gtl? Was the English too
hard?" Becca asked.

BY WHAT NAMES HAVE YOU ALSO BEEN KNOMN: (I N

CLUDE PROFESSI ONAL NAMES OR ANY OTHER NAMES BY

VWH CH YOU HAVE BEEN KNOWN.) Ksi gfini czka.

Bri ar Rose

"And Eve. Dawna. Gemma."

VWHAT WAS YOUR LAST PERMANENT ADDRESS? The an-

swer was crossed out with a single dark stroke.

MALE. FEMALE. WHEIGHT: 5 foot. WEIGHT: 139 pounds.

HAIR red. EYES bl ue.

"It has to be Gemma. Height, hair color, eyes. Wight ... that's

RQ
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much too heavy," Becca thought, sighing. The rest of the questior
were nostly left unanswered: father's nanme, nmother's name, ag
Didn't she know then? O had she been hidi ng sonething? Ar
why shoul d she hide, now that her war was over, now that she w
safe in Anerica, safe in Fort Oswego, safe in a shelter? It nade i
sense.

Under the heading |F YOU HAVE ANY LI VI NG CH LDREN,

a peculiarly Germanic italic hand, soneone had witten "Wth ch,
due any day."

"Maybe . . ." Becca said, standing, "nmaybe that explains
wei ght." She stretched and headed toward the TV room It w,
commer ci al break and her father had silenced the set with
renote clicker. He was offering the bucket of popcorn to his
when Becca cane in.

"Mom exact|ly when were you born?"

"Exactly August thirtieth dear. | thought you knew that. You
me a present every year."

"l mean-what year?"

"Why, 1944. Is it inmportant?"

The -1"V clicked on again to the aggressive thene nusic of L.A
"' Due any day/ " Becca expl ai ned.

"What dear?" her nother asked over the sound of M
Tucker and his wife quarreling.

"Maybe, " Becca said, raising her voice a little, "from Aug
to August 30 was sinply 'any day. |y

"So you think G d Mandl estein was your grandnother a
came from sonewhere in Poland,"” Stan said the next m
runni ng a bony hand through his hair. He pursed his E

t hought a minute. "And that other nane by which she was
Ksi ~i ni czka- any i deas?"

"No. |'ve never heard it before."

"I's it Yiddish?" he asked.

"Probably Polish." She shrugged. "At a guess."

"Don't guess. Find out. It's your only lead." He stared
fully at her.

Becca had to | ook away.

Stan went into his office and cl osed the door and Bec
back in her chair. The conforting, famliar sounds s~rrou
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hel ped her think. In between witing a story on a local factory strike
and organizing the list of the Best of the Valley poll, she'd worked
on her grandnother's papers. In her mnd she could hear Howi e's

nasal voice warning, "Obsessive-conpul sive!" and her father cau-
tioni ng her against wearing out the tattered fornms. But Stan had

been the one to urge her to continue,

VWhen he saw her hunched over the papers that norning, he'd sat

on her desk and | eaned forward. "Stories," he'd said, his voice | ow
and al nost husky, "we are nade up of stories. And even the ones that

seemthe nost like |lies can be our deepest hidden truths. | don't think
you' re going to be happy until you find out who your grandnot her
was, Becca. Just as | couldn't be happy until | found ny birth nother

She pi cked up the phone and called the Town Hall

When the clerk answered, Becca greeted her warmy

"Sorry abbut your grandnother," the clerk said.

"Thanks. It's about her, actually," Becca answered.

"What about ?"

"She was called Ksi~iniczka at one tinme. | think that's Polish and
I know you spoke Polish at honme." She spelled it.

The cl erk chuckl ed. "Wat an awful hash you' ve nade of the
pronunci ation."

"Too many c's and z's,
conmon name?"

Becca said by way of excuse. "lIs it a

"Not a name, really. It's pronounced Kshen-zhni ch-kah. Wth a
nasal Wlike in French. Means princess."

Becca was stunned. "It means princess4" she said at |ast.

"Li ke in king and queen and the clerk said. "A young
princess, actually. There's a different word for an old princess.
Ksi ~i ni czka. "

"Cesundheit!" Becca answered. They both | aughed. But as Becca
put down the phone, her heart was pounding. Genma's mniddle
name had been Rose and her ot her-nicknanme? alias? code nane?-
had been princess.

"So, Watsonstein," she said to herself, "what's so elenmentary
now?"

She stared at her grandnother's papers for another hour, but could
get nothing nore fromthem and, at |ast, pushed themreluctantly
to one side to work on the strike story instead. There she had nore
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facts than she needed; everyone involved had wanted to talk a
the issues. It was the focus she hadn't got yet.

By noon, her brain felt scrubbed, as if she had al ready worki
entire day.

Taki ng her yogurt out to the side of the waterfall, she sat
on the still-cold ground. The poundi ng of the water over the
bl ocked out everything except the quarreling of two housefti
over yesterday's crunbs.

"I"d give you this," she said to the birds, holding out the
finished yogurt, "but | don't think it's your style."

"Way not? | like yogurt." Stan squatted down by her sid
noi se of his arrival having been disguised by the water's ins
boom He took the container and spoon from her unresisting
and spooned sone of the strawberry yogurt into his nouth,

Startled, Becca found herself blushing unaccountably.

"Not much left,"” he said, |ooking ruefully into the cup. "I
"Il have to go to Monty's and buy ny own." He grinned sl ow
handed t he contai ner back. "How s that story?"

"Lots of facts, no focus," she said.

"Thought you didn't have any real |eads."

For a nmonent, she was confused, then realized he was |
about her grandnother. "Oh-that story. | found out that
ni czka . " she stunbl ed over the pronunciation, "nmeans prir

"Cesundheit!" he said.

She gi ggl ed.

"Princess. Hmwnrnmm | think I"'mliking this story nmp
nore. But | don't think we can talk about it at work. Can'.
over this evening and | ook at the papers with you?"

"No. Yes. | nean. " The flush on her face deepened; sh
tell just fromthe generated heat on her cheeks.
"CGood," he said, not seeming to notice. "I'll be there after

About seven?"

"Sure," she began, but he was al ready standi ng and

across the lawn toward the street. She watched until he wa.~
sight. When she | ooked down at the yogurt container, she
was enpty. That didn't stop her fromrunning her finger aro,
i nside and popping the finger into her mouth, licking it sen
and t hi nki ng about nothing at ail.
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CHAPTER
11

"I't, 71 11 hundred years," said Gemma.

1 4Y, Genmma? Wya hundred years?" Beccaasked. They werepeeling

appl es in preparation for nmaki ng appl esauce. Genma made t he bestappl e-
sauce, better even than store-bought, Becca thought. Sylvia and Shana

hat ed
it though.
"It's | umy,
"It's got the pips,
share.

"A hundred years, a thousand years,
Dead is dead. "

"But they weren't dead, Syl via rem nded her. 'Just sl eeping.
"That's why a hundred years then, " Gemm said. "It took a hundred
years and then a prince of a nearby country . "

"Was it Anmerica?" asked Becca, America being the only country she
knew about .

"Was it England?" Sylvia was in hard school. She knew these things.
"Was it France?" Shana was, too.

"I see England, | see France . Sylvia said. "I see Shana's under-
pants. "

"Do not."

"Do, too."

"Do not. Genma, she does not.

Shana said. "It's bunpy.
" Sylvia added, giggled, then refused to eat her

Genmma said. "It doesn't mmtter
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"I see them too, " Becca said, though she couldn't see themand im
ately felt bad about telling a flb.

"The prince canme froma nearby country . . . " Gemmua tried agai
even she could see that no one was |listening, underpants being nuch
interesting than princes in this day and age.



CHAPTER
12

Stan arrived exactly at seven, as if he had been waiting outside unti
the town clock tolled the | ast stroke of the hour. Becca opened the
door just as pronptly, not being able to bear the wait any | onger.

"Dr. Berlin, Ms. Berlin," he greeted her parents formally, al-
nost - Becca t hought-as if he were picking her up for a date.

:'"l have things spread out on the dining roomtable," she said,

'CGood. Let's get to work."

"You certainly don't believe in foreplay," Dr. Berlin comrented

Becca felt her cheeks bum but Stan | aughed. "Not on stories
anyway," he said. "Get in, get it over with, get out."

They wal ked into the dining room Becca relieved that her father
just nodded and went upstairs. |f he had said another word, Becca
knew she woul d have throttled him

"So, give ne the Cook's tour," Stan said, gesturing to the pieces
of paper she had so carefully arranged around the table, "A second
eye and all that."

She wal ked himaround, telling himthe few facts she had been
able to glean fromthe photographs and the papers. Wen he bent
over to |l ook at a particular piece, he pushed his glasses up onto the
top of his head in order to read. They went all around the table
before he offered a coment.
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"Pretty sparse gl eanings." The gl asses were back down on
nose.

She nodded.
"And you've gotten al nbst as nuch as you can fromthis, a
as | can tell. Time for sone footwork."

"What do you nean?"

"Tonmorrow i s Saturday. You and | are going to visit Fort
wego. "

"But that's . She had no idea how far away it was.

"Five to six hours fromhere. | have a friend fromcoll ege
lives there. W can stay with her. I'll drive. You navigate."
grinned. "l judge people by how well they read maps."

She stopped herself from asking how good a friend fromco
the OCswego | ady was. After all, it was none of her business. Ins
she nodded again. "Map reading is always nmy job on fanily
My mother's terrible at it. She gets east and west nixed up
Shana and Syl via al ways fought too much. | got the job by de
and |'mpretty good."

"Sonehow | knew that," he said. "Let's nmake an ear start.
don't forget to bring all this along. Samantha m ght be able to
some connections." Hi s sweeping gesture took in everything o
tabl e top.

"Samant ha, " she whi spered. OF course.

"See you tonmorrow norning. Seven. No later." He tu
abruptly and wal ked to the door, calling out, "Bye, Dr. Berlin.
Ms. Berlin."

VWen Becca cl osed the door behind him her parents were s
ng in the door of the famly room

"That was a mighty short date, dear," her nother said.

"It wasn't a date. We're going to Gswego tonorrow. "

" Cswego?"

"I'n New York State," Becca expl ai ned.

"That's a good six hours fromhere," her father said. "Coi
stay over?"

"I don't ... yes ... no ... probably."

"I told you he didn't believe in foreplay," her father said.

"Jerol d!l'"

"W will be staying-if we stay over-with a friend of Stan's
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col l ege," Becca explained slowy, as if talking to soneone in a
forei gn | anguage.

"That's nice, dear. Wo?" Ms. Berlin asked.

"Her nane is Samantha. "

"Of course,” Dr. Berlin said.

"I amtwenty-three years old," Becca said.

"dd enough,” Ms. Berlin said and taking her husband by the
arm led himback into the famly room

Becca ran into the kitchen and got herself a glass of cold water,
drinking it right down and wondering what she could possibly
wear .

in the end she wore her grey wool pants because a dress woul d

hanper exploration but jeans m ght be too casual for any possible
interviewing. If she had expected Stan to take as much care with his
appear ance, she was di sappointed. He arrived at seven dressed as he

al ways did, in corduroy pants and an open-necked shirt, and the
same corduroy jacket he lived in at work. There was a picnic basket

in the back seat and a bl anket. She didn't exactly raise her eyebrows,
but he must have seen sonething in her face.

"It's still alittle cold to sit on the ground for a picnic here," he
expl ained. "Even if you are used to squatting by the waterfall every

day, rain or shine. But we're going north. It'll be a lot colder there."

It was-and it wasn't-like a date. They tal ked about the weat her
about politics, about safe office subjects. The closest it got to per-
sonal was when she asked Stan about the search for his birth
not her. The way he stopped and started and inserted elliptica
expl anati ons, she knew it was not a story he told often. To her
horror, she found herself blurting out, "Wiwy? Wy don't you ever
tal k about it?"

Stan was silent for a |long monent, the car speeding al ong the
hi ghway. It seemed the | ongest nmoment Becca had ever sat through
She was just formul ating an apol ogy, knowing this had to be done
with careful thought, when he sighed.

"l guess once | was done with it, once | knew who she was-and
the fact that she really didn't know who ny father was-I was
satisfied. The story was finished. Over. Conplete. I'mlike that with
all the stories | work on. She wasn't a part of my life and | wasn't
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a part of hers. | had all the answers | was going to get. So | got
withit. "

"WIl this be the sanme thing?" she asked.

" Meani ng?"

"Meaning when | find the story .

“I'f you find the story. You don't always, you know. "

She nodded thoughtfully. "If | find the story-will it be ove:
"l guess that depends," he said.

"Depends on whaW

"On whether it's a happy-ever-after ending or not, like all g
fairy tales," he said. He sped up to pass a line of poky cars.

"CGCernma's Briar Rose never ended happy ever after.”

"How did it end?" He pulled into the right |ane and gl anced
at her.

She shrugged. "Wth a kiss. And a weddi ng."

He | aughed. "Isn't that happy? | |ike kisses.'
weddi ngs. "

"The prince isn't nentioned in the last line. It's as if he disapF
after the cerenony. Only the princess and her baby daughte

mai n. Watch out!" The car ahead had suddenly slamed o

br akes.

Stan expertly braked and simnultaneously turned the A
slightly to the right. "Asshole!" he muttered

Becca wasn't sure if he meant the driver ahead-or hinself,

He paused.

It was al nost seven, hours when they turned into Gswego,

pi cni ¢ havi ng sl owed them down about an hour. Stan's picnic
consi sted of pieces of barbecued chicken, w ne, bread, cheese,
celery sticks. Plus two yogurts. He had forgotten the spoons.

Becca had | aughed, while digging around in her purse. "Ta
she'd cried, triunphantly, holding up a battered plastic spoon
had seen better days.

"Alot better days!" Stan said, wiping it on his shirt.

They took turns with the spoon and sonmehow, after that, t
were nuch nore rel axed between them

Once they passed the first signs to OGswego, Stan handed

pi ece of paper on which there was a series of directions in his u
scrawl . Becca read themout to himwi th enough tine to spa:
the | ane changes and left turns, of which there were many.
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"That's my girl," he nuttered, but he said it with a grin, to let
her know that she was neither a girl nor his.

They slipped into a quiet residential street in the niddle of the
af t er noon.

11 There-nunber nineteen,"” Becca said, pointing. The house was
fromthe 1930s, nondescript but confortable-Iooking, and nuch too

| arge for a single person. Becca wondered about that. She had
studi ously avoi ded asking very much about Samant ha, and Stan had
been uncharacteristically silent about her as well, except to say she
was an illustrator. O children's books. Becca suspected bunni es and
ducki es, an effective silencer for soneone |ike Stan. Again, Becca
wonder ed how good a friend Samant ha had been. On the coll ege

paper together, he had said in passing. Had she gone fromraise-the-
barricades cartoons to bunni es-in-britches?

A dark-haired child cane running across the | awn of nunber 19,

her chubby cheeks spotty with the exercise. For a noment Becca

hoped it was a Samantha cl one. Then she was foll owed by a second
child, and a third. They ran into the house next door. Becca sighed
out | oud.

"It will be good to get out and stretch," Stan said, nistaking the
reason for her sigh.

"Yes."

They were still retrieving their overni ght bags, when the front

door of nunber 19 opened, and a slimblonde came onto the porch
(She woul d be bl onde, Becca thought. And slim)

"Stan!" the blonde called, waving.

"Well, hello stranger," Stan called back, pushing his glasses back
up the bridge of his nose. "CGood directions."

"Some things |I'mgood at," Samant ha sai d. Somehow Becca

| mew t hat was not all she was good at.

"And you nmust be Becca. Cone on in. Have you had | unch? Linn
won't be hone until seven, and the kids will eat early, but | saved
out sonething for a snack."

Becca felt a great grin spread over her face. Linn. No wonder
Samant ha and Stan hadn't gotten together. "W ve had | unch
t hank you. What a | ovely house." She meant every word.

Linn was equally tall and had been bl ond once upon a time. He was
now nostly bald. After the requisite jokes about Linn and Sam and
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parties at which no one could keep them strai ght, Becca confessed
t hat she had assuned Linn was the other half of a |esbian partner-
shi p.

"Me-gay?" Samant ha had | aughed at that, heartily seconded by
both Stan and Linn. Alittle too heartily, Becca thought. But the
others didn't seemto notice.

The children had eaten noisily, sparring through their own neal -
t he chubby-cheeked girl and a boy still in that androgynous three-
year-ol d stage. But they were quiet through the grownups' neal,
havi ng settled in front of the television for a D sney novie.

During di nner Samant ha and Stan rem ni sced sone, but nostl)
the talk was of politics. Linn was nore conservative than Stan, anc
they argued in a mld sort of way about events in the Sovie
Dis-union, as Linn called it, and in the Middl ed East. Sanantha
style was to potshot at them both, asking |eading questions tha
kept the argunent going, as if she enjoyed watching them go heac
to- head. Becca was unconfortable and coul dn't have said wh)

t hough she guessed it had nore to do with style than substance,

In the middle of dessert-a truly delicious créne brClee (sonethin
el se Samant ha was good at)-with both children draped over h(
begging for bites, Samantha said suddenly, "OF course poor Becca
waiting for answers to all her questions. herwise it's a |ong way |
cone for a neal. Let nme put the nmonsters to bed, Stan, and yc
expl ain."

Becca turned sharply to Stan and he put his hands up in a gestu
of surrender. "\What she neans is that she and Linn have inviti
some of the Oswego people who were living around here in t]
forties and may be able to remenber stuff. Linn's been on the boa
of the Fort nmuseum and Samdid sone illustrations for their bi
chures. So they are pretty linked in with what went on back ther

Just then the bell rang and Linn got up. He opened the door a
ushered in two nmen and a woman, all in their sixties or seventi

Li nn introduced them around and settled everyone in the |ivi
roomw th coffee.

The tired-1ooking man, with a shock of white hair and poucl
bl ue eyes that had been piercing before exhaustion paled th
down to a watery col or, was Randol ph Feist. He had been
Gswego hi gh school teacher

The woman, Marge Pierce, smoothed her hennaed hair do~
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not once but tw ce, before sitting. She commandeered the over-
stuffed chair, offering as her reason for doing, "Lived here all ny
life." Her ankles were puffy and her feet seened shoved into the
tiny shoes.

Becca's attention was taken nost by Harvey Gol dman. Small,
conpact as a runner, he had a face the shade of old parchnent that
had been witten over and scraped down too many tinmes. Wat had
been witten, she guessed, had not always been pl easant.

They passed a few mnutes in small tal k-the weather, the drive
up, how Cswego had changed over the years. "Not for the best,”
Marge of fered. She repeated it inmediately. "Not for the best."

In the middle of Marge's second opinion on the state of Oswego
affairs, Becca suddenly got up and went into the hallway where she
had | eft the rosewood box. She brought it back into the |living room
cradling it in her arns as if it were a newborn

Stan was just finishing a summati on of their reasons for visiting,
when Becca returned, saying, "So if we could know sonethi ng of

your ... involvenent ... with the refugees and the Haven. And
perhaps if you could | ook at some photographs.”
Randol ph cleared his throat. "I was one of the teachers who took

t he high school students out to the canmp at open house

"Not so open for us," Harvey interrupted.

"You see," Randol ph continued as if Harvey hadn't spoken

"there'd been these runors He paused.

"What kind of runors?" asked Becca.

"Well, silly runors, really. But that the refugees-and there were
nearly a thousand of themwere living high at the taxpayers' ex-
pense. And this, of course, after all we had been put through because
of the war. The boys and girls had tal ked of nothing el se for days,
whi ch neant of course that their parents were saying the sane
t hi ngs-or worse-at home. Hi gh schoolers are like that, repeating
their parents' arguments as if they are their own. So Ral ph .

"M. Cornell," Marge put in, touching her hair again, "the princi-
pal . | was one of those kids. And you should should have heard sone
of the things they were saying!"

". . . so Ralph insisted that the students go to see for thensel ves.
And one | ook at those bare barracks and the barbed wire

"Barbs!" Becca whi spered.
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"Barbed wire?" Stan asked. "But these were refugees, not pri
ers.”

"Barbed wire!" Harvey said enphatically. "And this, mnd
while the German POM in other parts of the country were 9
weekend passes!”

"But after we saw," Marge said, alnpst quivering with eagen
"some of us cane every afternoon after school to bring candy
stuff.”

Harvey sniffed. "And you shoved it through the wire as
were animals in a zoo." Gearly it was an old argumnent.

"Now, Harvey, you know the refugee children got to p
school once things settled down a bit," Randol ph said. "And it
a long tinme ago."

"Ti me does not excuse conscience," Harvey said shortly.
does not erase this." He unbuttoned his |left sleeve and shove
materi al back up his arm Then he held out the armfor them
see. There was a nunber tattooed in faded bl ue.

"No " Stan put in smoothly, "tine nmay heal wounds, but it
not erase the scars."

Harvey rolled the sleeve back down and silently rebuttonE
cuff. Marge | ooked down at her feet, and crossed and recross(
puf fy ankles three tines as if that were sone sort of a c
Randol ph | ooked entreatingly at Becca.

"What el se do you want to know?" he asked. "W h
museum now. The Safe Haven Museum And the G uber boc
call ed Haven. Have you seen it?"

"M. Feist," Becca said, "I never even heard of Fort O~
before a few days ago. When ny grandnot her died, we fou
box anong her things. There were newspaper clippings fro
Pal | adi um Ti mes and some old photos. I'"mjust trying to track
her past. She may have been in the refugee canp. At least s
some papers that suggest that." Becca was careful not to sa
thing about the fairy tale.

"What narneV Harvey asked.

"Gd. Gtl Mandlestein. O Dawna Stein. O Genevie, ~
seens to have had a nunber of nanes," Becca said.

"Gd. Gtl." Harvey closed his eyes and his fingers rubbed
arm as if the nunber under the shirt could be read like bra:
shook his head slowy. "Dawna. GCenevieve."
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"Can | show you the photos?" Becca asked her voice al nbst a

whi sper .
"Done!" Conming into the roomw th a burst of energy, Saman-
tha's cheery voice seened to energize themall. "The nonsters are

down for the night. Mre coffee anyone?"

The cups were refilled and whatever tension had been in the

roomwas effectively broken. Becca suspected that Samantha had

pl anned it that way, an entrance as dramatic as any on stage. She

i Mmediately felt guilty about the thought, as if to think such a thing
of Stan's old friend was a disloyalty of, the worst kind. Hastily she

drew out the photos and passed the first to Harvey.

He shook his head. "So |long ago," he whispered. But he stared
at one of the pictures, where a nunber of people crowded around
Genma in her sack dress. He placed his second finger, right hand,
on top of one young man. Becca saw he had no nail on that finger

"What is it, Harvey?" Samantha asked. "Are you all right?"

Harvey had cl osed his eyes. She placed her hand over his.
"That's me," he said. "That's the only photograph, of all the

ones we have in the nuseum that has me init. It makes the old
ni ght mares real . "

Becca stared at the photo in his hand. The face of the young man
was hungry; he was staring yearningly at Gemma.

"And that's Ksiginiczka."

"What!" Becca and Stan spoke together and Stan | eaned forward
as well.

"We called her that. It meant princess. Because. . . " Suddenly he
| ooked puzzled, as if nmenory-and the desire to renenber-were

simply not enough
"Because she was born in a castle?" Becca asked, the words
al nost painful in her throat.

"A Jew born in a castle?" Harvey was nonentarily nonpl ussed.
"No- because she woul d have nothing to do with the rest of us.
Wth me. As if . . ." Hs voice trailed off. Alnbst as an afterthought,

he added, "It's so |ong ago."
"Can't you renenber?" Becca. begged. "Anything? Did she go to

school ? Did she tal k about the vast? Did she ... ?"



"She had a new baby but no husband and . . . That is all
remenber. "
"Please try, M. Coldman," Becca begged. "Please,"
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Randol ph held up his hand as he nust have done so often in t
classroom "Harvey's right. It's all so long ago. And menory is st:
a strange and unwi el dy device. W renmenber odd things. Like
ol d wormman who ki ssed the ground when she arrived."

"You didn't see that, Randol ph," Marge interrupted. "It wa,,

t he paper."

"You're probably right," Randol ph admtted. "But it seens a
| remenber it. That's what | mean about menory. Still, | do rem
ber the refugee children who came to school. Pathetic little th~
nost of them undernourished, junpy. And how they stuck
gether. But so bright, even in their broken English." He srn~
"This Ruth G uber who wote the book, she was the one who
to pick which refugees cane to the Fort, and they weren't all J
either. Some were Catholics, who were allowed out to attend r
at nmy church because it was nearest the Fort. And sone Protesu
too, | renmenber.”

"Fromltaly we came," Harvey said. "Fromhot to cold. And
baby died in the crossing. That | renmenber. The nother coul c
cry for two days, but she could not speak either, until we passe,
Statue of Liberty. Then with everyone else crying with joy she,
thi ng, sobbed her sorrow "

For a monent they were all silent.

"And | renmenber thinking," Harvey continued, "how fre
were. At last. How free. And how shocked | was when we
suddenly back behind barbed wire again. | was sure we had
all that way just to be killed in Amrerica."

"And | ook at you now," Marge said, "You own half of Osw

"I have one small shop, but | amcontent," Harvey said irr.
ately. "How is that half of the city?"

"Pl ease," Becca interrupted, not having Samantha's gift
prise, "what about ny grandnot her?"

"She carried herself like a princess," said Harvey. "The
renenber. She was |ike something out of a fairy book, the
skin and the reddest hair, as if the war and all the horrors cot
touch that beauty. You look quite a bit |ike her, except for th
Your eyes are warm They are here. Hers were-sonewhere e
boys were all half in love with her, I think. But she did no
to any of us. It was as if a curse had been placed upon he

"A curse?" Becca asked.
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"The Nazis were the curse," said Harvey. "They still are."

"The Nazis are all dead, Harvey," Mrge said, her hands once
nore snoot hi ng down her hair.

"For you they are dead," he said. "Not for me." He sighed and
stood. "I must go. It is too late for an old man |ike ne."

"I aman old man, too," Randol ph said.

"But not like nme," said Harvey. He w nked at Becca, then took
her hand. "I amglad to have net the granddaughter of Ksigqi-
niczka." Smling shyly, he kissed her hand. Then he gave Sanmant ha
a kiss on both cheeks and left.

The rest soon foll owed.
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13
"A prince cane froma nearby country, " said Genmma. Becca was in bez
pneunoni a. Her sisters called it "Flu-nmonia" and tried to get it, toc
Genma shooed them away. ' Tou can't get out of school that easily,
sai d.

"Why is it always a prince who rescues her?" asked Becca.

"l ou watch too nuch television, " said Genma. "Too nuch Cerald
Donahue. Too nuch wonmen's rights. In the old days it was a prinn

Becca's chest and throat hurt too rmuch to argue.

"The prince cane riding by with all his troops. He saw the hedge A
tried to see over it. He tried to see under it. "

"Why didn't he just uproot it?" Becca asked, the fever makit,
cranky.

“"I't would have torn his poor hands to shreds,"” Gemma said. Sh
a cool cloth and wi ped Becca's face with it slowy, and hunmed a bit tl
her nose. 'Just then a peasant canme by and saw himtrying to see ov,
trying to see under. 'Better not/ the peasant said. 'Woever goes in 4
come out. ' "

" Uhmmmm sai d Becca, nore conforted by the washcloth's soft
trations than the story.

"The prince turned to the peasant. 'And how do you know?' The p
smled. He had only a few teeth. W peasants al ways know this
thing. ' " Gemma paused and put the cloth into the basin on the dresse
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turned back to Becca who was al nbost asleep. " 'But do you know courage?
asked the prince. And so saying he put his right hand into the thorns. "
Becca shivered. This was the part of the story she |oved the best, better
t han
the kiss, better than the wedding, better than the curse. She didn't know
why.
Havi ng pneunoni a nmeant that once she started shivering, she could not
st op.
Genma pul l ed the covers up around her and then | ay down by her side,
giving her extra warnth. Becca was asleep before the story ended.
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The nmuseum had been an anticlimx. There were no pictures in

whi ch Gemma appeared, though there were photos of hundreds of

worren dressed in sack dresses. And as Harvey ol dman had sai d,

none in which he could be identified either. The rest of the exhibits
were interesting and depressing.

"Li ke nmost histories,"” Samantha commented. As a nmenber of
t he board, Linn had been able to get themin early Sunday norning
and, with the place to thenselves, they were loud in their conmen-
taries.

"Li ke nost norgues,” Stan said. "lIt's why | prefer current
events."

Becca | ooked up shanply Fromthe ipictjire %e'd beet-, eyarn-in~S
It was as if Stan had suddenly explained hinself to her. "Find out
what the past has to say, and then nove on?" she asked.

"Yes!" He grinned at her

"Well, this past doesn't seemto say anything nore about ny
gr andnot her except she was here."

"Then where was she before she got here?" asked Sanant ha.

"The sixty-four-mllion-dollar question," said Stan

"That used to be the sixty-four-dollar question," Linn said.

"Inflation!" Stan and Samantha and Becca all said together. They
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were still |aughing about it when they | ocked the door to the Safe
Haven Museum behi nd t hem

The ride honme seened to go too fast. Becca and Stan sang ol d songs
and told fanmily stories, and even di scussed a coupl e of pieces that
Becca wanted to wite for the Advocate. Two of them Stan vetoed
but the third made himturn his head towards her. "That interests
me, " he said.

"She sets the hook," Becca said, smling.

She slept all the way from Al bany, apol ogi zi ng profusely when
upon waking with a start, saw they were just comng off Route 91
into Hatfield.

"Gave nme tine to think," Stan said. "I find it hard to think
around you."

Becca decided not to ask what that neant. It m ght nean not h-
ing. It nmight nmean sonething. Either way she foresaw probl ens.

"What did you think about?" she asked.

"About the princess. And where she was before she got to the
Fort. 1'd like to |l ook at those papers again."

"Tonorrow," Becca said

"Lunch," Stan agreed.

He I et her off at the house but didn't come in. He didn't try to
ki ss her, but he didn't shake her hand, either. Becca thought that
meant they hadn't been on a date, but -were closer than just col-
| eagues. She'd think about it later, when Stan wasn't around.

Her parents were asleep when she got in, so she spread all the papers
and photos once nore over the dining roomtable. Gemma's face
stared up at her, with Harvey Goldman's hungry face behind.

"Ch, Gemmm," Becca whispered, "what are you | ooking at? The
past? O the present? O maybe seeing into the future?"

A hand on her shoul der startled her. "d ad you got back safely,
sweet heart." It was her father in his pajamas. "Learn anything
new?"

"Cemma was at Fort Oswego. There was a man there who
remenbered her. Remenbered her as The Princess.”

"And was she?"

"Ch, Daddy!" She sniled.

"Never heard of Jew sh Anerican Princesses?" he asked.
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"Ch, Daddy!" she repeated.

He kissed the top of her head. "W are so |ucky, you know, " he
sai d. "Whatever Gemma went through and renenbered, or didn't
renmenber, we are so |lucky."

"I know, Daddy," Becca said softly. "Listening to Harvey Col d-
man and seeing all those photographs and the nunmber on his arm
and ... Daddy!"

"What ?"

"Cemma didn't have any nunber. So she couldn't have been in
a canp. So what kind of refugee was she?"

"Not all the canps burned nunbers into the prisoners' arns,

Becca," he said. "Not all of themkept their prisoners |ong enough.”

"How do you know t hat ?"

He spoke into her hair. "I read nore than nedical journals, ny
sweet. Go to bed.”

She stood up, turned, and hugged him then dutifully went up to
her room She didn't hear himon the stairs and pictured himsitting
at the dining roomtable turning the pieces of paper over and over
as if, by touching them he could solve the puzzle.

Stan and she sat on a bl anket by the waterfall and shuffled through
t he papers once again. The one Stan finally stopped at was the
bi ographi cal data form
"This," he said, pointing to the line that was crossed out.
Squinting in the sun, Becca read: WHAT WAS YOUR LAST
PERVANENT ADDRESS. "Can't read it," she said.
"It's our only clue, Becca. W're going to have to read it. Let's see
if we can enlarge it." He stood and pulled her to her feet. "Comne
on. 17

Hastily Becca picked up the yogurt containers an~ Stan's grindey
wr apper while he gathered Gemma's papers. They left the bl anket
for later.

At the Xerox machine, Stan enlarged the paper three tines untf
the scratched-out portion was |arge enough to read.

"That's a K " he said.

"K-E-L ... Kelm sonething?" Becca asked

"Looks nore |ike Kul msonething," Stan said.

"I think you're right. Kulm... and maybe hef or hof There's tha
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slash through it, though, so | can't tell if it's an e or an o. Sound
German to you? Or mddl e European?”

"Polish,” Stan said, running his fingers through his hair. "Don't
forget that princess stuff. That was Polish. She'd lived in Poland at
some point. My guess is she came fromthere."

"Or came through it."

"Good point."

"so .... ?"

"So get on with it. Check the atlas, call the university and
He grinned.

"What about ny work? |'ve got a couple of stories to do and-"

"Ais is going to make one hell of an article,"” Stan said. "I can
feel it." He turned abruptly and wal ked back into his office, shutting
the door with such finality, it felt |ike punctuation

Becca stared for a long noment at the closed door, trying to
i magi ne what Stan was doing behind it: sitting at his desk with his
feet up, shooting rubber bands at the picture of George Bush in a
golf cart; doodling on a paper with those bl ank-faced nonks in robes
that he al ways drew during story conferences; or nmaking phone
calls to old girlfriends. None of it seened likely. O real. \Wat
seened real was the paper in Becca's hand and she stared down at
it, and at the word-Kul mhef or Kul mhof or whatever-that had been
scrat ched out by her grandmother in anger or horror or grief so
many years before

She went over to the atlas and opened it to the Ks. Leaning over
t he hi gh desk and using the nagnifying glass attached by a red
string, she found the right place.

"Kulm North Dakota," she read al oud, shaking her head. "Sure!"

She read further. "Kulmin Switzerland, two different cantons.
Kul mai n and Kul mbach, both West Gernany-possible. Kul masa,
Ghana, definitely not." She wote down the two possibles and, at
the last minute, wote in the Swiss towmns as well. Then she

sl anmed t he book shut.

"Becca, phone!" soneone called out.

Taki ng the piece of paper with her, she returned to her desk. The
call had to do with an old story and she fielded the questions deftly,
all the while underlining the West German town nanmes over and
over. By the tine she hung up, she had gone through the paper wth
the pen point in two places.
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But somet hi ng about the names bothered her, and she shook her
head back and forth as if that could dislodge the problem Before she
could puzzle it through, Stan's door opened and he | eaned very
casual Iy agai nst the janb. "Anything?"

"One North Dakota and one Ghana, two Swiss and two West
German. None of them exactly Kul mhof or Kul mhef "

"Hmm " He took off his wire-rinmred gl asses and pol i shed
themon the front of his shirt. He didn't speak again until he'd
repl aced them on his nose. "Maybe we should call Samantha's
friend and ask."

"Wi ch one?"

He cocked his head to one side and twisted his mouth, as if to
say: You ki ddi ng?

"Harvey Col dman," she answered hersel f.

"I have his card here somewhere,” Stan said, pulling out a hand-
ful of change, car keys, and about ten business cards fromhis

pocket. "He gave it to me before he left. 'In case you need to know
anything,' he said. 'O want to buy a shirt.' " He sorted through the
cards quickly. "Here: Harvey's Haberdasher's." He chuckl ed.

"Can't believe anyone would still call a store that!"

Becca took the card fromhim careful not to touch his hand, and
went back to her desk. She sat down slowy and pushed each button
on the phone as if it were made of glass. For sone reason she was
suddenly reluctant to call, not at all the way she usually felt when
movi ng ahead on a story.

The phone rang tw ce, then was answered by a cheery young
fermal e voice. "Harvey's. Can | help you?"

"May | speak to Harvey CGol dman, please. It's not business, so
can wait," Becca said.

"Grandpa!" the girl yelled, her voice only slightly renoved from
t he phone.

Becca heard a slight shuffling, then an adnoni shing, "Don't yell
Mrra," and finally a clear and recogni zabl e voi ce said, "Harvey
Gol dman here. ™

"M. CGoldman, this is Becca Berlin, the wonan tracing her grand-
not her. We net Saturday at Samant ha and Linn's house."

"Yes, yes, | renenber. | amvery good with nanes," Harvey said.
"Except, of course, your grandnother's." He chuckl ed.

Becca's hand felt sweaty on the phone. "I ... we ... that is, Stan
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and | enlarged one of the fornms on the copier and we di scovered
somet hi ng we thought you m ght be able to help us with."

"Anything," Harvey said. "Ch excuse me a minute. Mrra, please
hel p that gentl eman. Yes, you were saying, Becca?"

"There is a line on one of the forns-'what was your |ast pernma-
nent address.' And the answer's been crossed out, but we were
able to make out sonmething, only | can't find any reference to it in
our atlas. At least not exactly. And Stan thought you mi ght recog-
nizeit."

"I will try. What does it say?"

Becca took a deep breath. "It says, well it |ooks like ... Kul nmhof
or Kel mhof or maybe hef " She stopped and waited.

There was no sound except a kind of heavy breathing on the
other end of the phone.

"M. Col dman? Harvey?"

Not hi ng.

"Are”you there? Did | pronounce it wong?" Becca asked.

"Kul mhof!" he said. "My CGod!"

"I's is somewhere?" Becca asked, her voice a harsh whisper

"In the darkest regions of hell."

"l beg your pardon?"

"You asked where it was, Rebecca, and | answered you. Kulm
hof. It was not even a concentration canp. It was sinply a place
of ... extermnation."

"Then ny grandnot her was there?"

"That is not possible, ny dear," Harvey said, his voice suddenly
very old. "No woman ever escaped Kuhnhof alive."
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"As the prince's hand came near the thorns, all the bones of the many pri

who had been there before himrose up fromthe thorn bush singing. "
"What did they sing, Genmma?" Becca asked. She'd never aske.4
guestion before. She and Gemma were part of a class trip and the C
children on the bus were busy throwi ng things and punchi ng one anoth
the arns. Only Gemma and Becca-and a boy named Barney who
somet hing wong with his hands and so no one el se woul d pl ay
himwere listening to the story.
For a monent Gemma | ooked stunped. Then she sang:

"Tsvantsi k mayl bin ikh gelofn
Hob i kh a shti bl ongetrofn.

Bal ebos! Gt mir a shtikl broyt;
Zet mayn ponem vi bl eykh un toyt.
I kh hob zi kh gevashn un gebentsht,
|z arayn a khaper nent sh. "

Her voice trailed off and she | ooked out the w ndow.

The words of the song were so harsh and ugly, Becca was afraid t(
what they neant. But Barney had no such fears.

"Ms. Stein," he said, "is that silliness? O what?"
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Genma pul l ed her eyes fromthe wi ndow and stared directly at Barney.
"O what. "

"CGCemma, flnish the story,
story. "

"I don't like stories | don't understand, Barney said. "My dad al ways
says to ask if you don't understand sonething. " Barney was a great asker
in school .

"So-what do you want to know, Barney?" Gemmua said.

"What those funny words nmean. Do they mean anyt hi ng?"

Genma nodded and | ooked out the wi ndow agai n.

By this tine Becca was caught up in the contest of wills. "Wat do they
mean? Tell us."

Genma sighed. "It's an old song. An old song for an old story. They say:

Becca begged, suddenly afraid. "The real

| ran and ran for twenty mles

Until | came upon a house.
Sir! Gve ne a piece of bread;
Look at ne: |I'm pal e and dead.

| had al ready washed and said the bl essing

i n wal ked the khapernmentshn . "

"What are khaper " Barney began.
nment shn?" Becca fl ni shed.

"Ki dnappers, " Gemma expl ained curtly.

"Ki dnappers?" There was outrage in Barney's voice. "There aren't any

ki dnappers in Sl eeping Beauty. "

Genma | ooked at himflercely. "What do you know about stories? \Wat

do you know about Briar Rose?"

Under her withering gaze, he turned around in his seat and did not | ook

back again. Gemma did not say another word the rest of the trip hone.
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"And he said Kul mhof was one of the first of the exterm
canps to open," Becca said that night at dinner, her plate
| yi ng untouched in front of her.

"Becca, eat," her nother said, not touching any of her o

"When had it opened?" her father asked.

"Sometine in 'forty-one, he said. H's voice was real sha
he tal ked about it, but not |like he was scared, nore |ike
angry. Furious. Furi ' ous and unable to do anything about tha
Becca said. She | ooked down at the cold food. Normally beef
sauce was a favorite of hers. "Jews and Gypsies, he said,
main victinms at Kul mhof."

Dr. Berlin cleared his throat. "It was an awful long tine
said. "W can't do anything about
"This was Gemma, " Becca said.

Her nother reached out and touched her; it was as if h
were hot as a brand. Becca could feel it sear right down to th
"But M. CGoldman said no woman had escaped fromthe
couldn't have been Gemma."

Becca i gnored the burning hand. "He said Kul mhof wa
fifty mles northwest of Lodz in Poland."

"Pol and Ms. Berlin said.

) |
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"And here we are in a Polish farmcommunity," Dr. Berlin said.
"No wonder Gemma chose it."

"But no wonman ever escaped from Kul mhof," Becca whi sper ed.
"And why woul d she choose to |ive anong Pol es here in Anerica
if . . .11

"It was probably her famly that died in Kul mhof, then," said Dr.
Berlin. "And naybe she thought by living anmongst Pol es here, she
m ght sonehow get word of them™

"What fam ly?" Ms. Berlin asked, "I always thought | was al
her famly."

"Until we cane al ong," Becca added, renenbering how often
Genma had said, "This is nmy famly, " loudly and with such outl and-
ish pride at each graduati on or Honor Society induction or ball gane
that they had all been enbarrassed.

"It explains a lot," Dr. Berlin said, pushing his plate away with
bot h hands.

"It doesn't explain anything," Ms. Berlin said quietly, alnmpst in
a whi sper.

Becca waited a nonent for the silence that followed to be bro-
ken. Then she said, matching her nother whisper for whisper
"There is a place where it could all be expl ained."

"No!" Dr. Berlin said, shaking his head. "No!"

"At Kulpmhof-if it still exists. Fifty mles fromLodz." She pro-
nounced it carefully, renmenbering Goldman's voice as he said it, the
horri bl e hush

"Not possible," her father said.

"I promised Gernma. | swore | would find our inheritance.’

"A concentration canmp is not an inheritance."

"A burden?" Ms. Berlin said, still quietly. "Afamly secret?"
"I prom sed," Becca repeated. "I swore." She stood and sniled

grimy. "It's a kind of fairy tale, isn't it."
Her parents began to argue even before she left the room

She thought about it as she lay in bed and her dreams were filled
with i mages of the canps, gl eaned from many horror novies: the
scarecrow nmen, their ribs protruding |ike hideous maps; the piles of
bodies in the mass graves all grown together as if in a garden of
death; children with eyes |ike deval ued coins, caught behind the

Wi re barbs.
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She got up early, exhausted, and was in the office even be]
Stan; she was tracing several possible routes to Lodz in the a
when he wal ked in.

He didn't even say hello, just came and stared over her shou
as her finger noved across the Polish border towards Lodz one n
time.

"A sudden passion for gal unpkis?" he asked.

She smled briefly, then noved away as if his shadow on hers
an unconfortabl e burden. Turning instead to | ook directly
seriously at him she said, "I called Col dman."

"I thought you might." He did not pursue it, waiting patientl
her .

"He said Kul mhof was an exterm nation canp."

"Jesus!"

"And that no wonman ever got out of there alive."

"Hmmm " Hi s hand went up to his hair automatically an
scratched at his scal p as he spoke. "So-she wasn't there. O m
she had fanmily there or "

"I'"mgoing," Becca said shortly.

"Of course you are." He smiled. "Wsh | could come, too.
he went into his office and cl osed the door

Becca turned back to the map. "Of course | am" she nutt
If it hadn't been settled before, it was now Al she had to do
find out howto get there, how nmuch it would cost, and som
to do her translating. The only Polish she knew was limt/(

f ood-and t he name, of a single canp.

Her University of Massachusetts contacts pointed her to the
Department. A professor there told her to check on a book
the Atlas Sanochodowy Pol ski, which she got down correctly
three wong tries.

"I'l'l have it transferred downstairs to the reference libra
desk," he said. "If you trace the route, check on road nu
ei ghty-one. I"'mpretty sure that's the right one. It goes o
Warsaw, to Plock, then to Torun, then to Bydgozcz . "

Becca t ook the names down phonetically, then asked himtc
them correctly.

"Chelmo is a half hour fromthere by car.”

“I"'msorry," Becca said, "but the name is Kul nhof."
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"That's the Gernman nane," the professor told her. "Wen the
Germans took over, they called it Kul mhof. Its Polish name-what
it's called nowis Chelnrio."

"Chel mo, " Becca repeated. It nmade her shiver in a way that she
hadn't before, as if the word itself had been inmprinted in her genes.
" Chel mo. "

"You will pass through nmany |lovely places," the professor was
saying. "These are old cities, not like Anerican cities, and the |and
around themis mainly flat and green. One of the cities . "

She stopped listening. Al the pictures she had seen of concentra-
tion canps canme back to her in a rush; her dreans of |ast night
seened as clear as if she were staring directly at the past.

to the thirteenth century,"” he was saying.

"Thank you very much, Professor Radziw cz," Becca said. "Can
| call you again if necessary?"

"My pleasure,"” he said. "And you may want to check also with
the Polish Jewi sh program at the University of Connecticut in Storrs.
It is connected, |I believe, with the Polish Jewish Institute in Cra-
cow. 17

She took down all the information, thanked himtw ce nore, and
hung up. The paper on which she'd taken notes was full, and on the
sides, like sone sort of horrible marginalia, were rows and rows of
swast i kas. She had no nmenory of draw ng them

St andi ng, she thought Why am | doing this? And answered herself
al oud, "For Gemmma." But that wasn't right and she knew it. "For
all of us." She shook her head. Then she wal ked into Stan's office
wi t hout knocki ng,

He gl anced up. The light glinting off his glasses blocked his eyes
and for a nonent he | ooked blind.

She sat in the chair reserved for visitors. "Tell ne again why you
searched for your birth mother."

"Because | had to. Blood calling to blood, and all that." He | eaned
forward across the desk and stared at her. Wthout the light on the
gl ass, his eyes were so blue she felt cut by them as if they were ice.

"That's not it," she said.

"Because | was so dammed curious, | had to find out or die," he
sai d.

"That's closer."

There was a hush between themthat stretched out until it was
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simply a thin line. Becca felt herself poised to walk across it caref
like a circus acrobat.

"Because . " he whispered, "what's past is prol ogue."
"Shakespeare," she said, quietly. "I forget just where."

"The Tenpest," he countered. "But it's true."

"You didn't answer me truly."

"I don't knowtruly. | only knewl had to do it."
"Ckay." She stood. "I amgoing to want ny two weeks vaca

early, and an extra week w thout pay."

"WIIl you wite the story?"

"If there is one.”

"Happy ending or no?" He was serious.

She attenpted a smile. "Fairy tales always have a happy endi
He | eaned back in his chair. "That depends."

"“On what ?"

"On whether you are Runplestiltskin or the Queen."

It took | onger than she thought to set the trip up. The passpori
vi sa al one was a three week project. The Polish Enbassy in Was
ton, D.C., was hel pful, the Boston passport office was not.
Pol i sh Tourist Ofice in New York gave her car information. '
can rent through -us," the woman had said, her voice |ight
fruity, with just a touch of an accent. "A Fiat Uno for six days
than two hundred dollars, and drive fromWarsaw. It only

four hours."

Becca hung up, having arranged for the Fiat, a variety of r
and information about restaurants and hotels.

On her father's suggestion, she contacted the Polish Jew s~
gramat Storrs for a possible translator and they pronised a stl
woul d neet her at the plane. For a small fee (and several pa
bl ue jeans, size twelve, the woman suggested), she would be i
capabl e hands of Magda Bronski .

"Sounds like a novelist's idea of a Polish wonman sone
bel ow a countess," Becca had said.

The woman at Storrs had chuckl ed, her |augh over the f
conforting. "Mother Jew sh, father not. The girl is rediscoverir
roots. Alot of themare these days."

"Me, too," Becca said.
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"I'n Chel mo?" The woman's voi ce was suddenly dark. "All the
roots there were severed."

Becca told Stan of the conversation, but not her parents. He only
shook his head and asked her for a due date on another story. It was
as if his interest in her trip was purely professional now Becca felt

architectural ly inportant nonuments
that withdrawal as a deep | oss, and she couldn't say why.

Clearly her father was still troubled about the trip because within
days Becca got three phone calls, one from Sylvia, two from Shana.

"This is crazy," Syl shouted into the hone

"I made a prom se," Becca said.

" Deat hbed prom ses don't count.

"I f deathbed prom ses don't count
ki nd of pronises do?"

Syl made a list of prom ses, including peace treaties, nmarriage
vows, and New Year's resolutions. "And all of them are broken
regularly," she finished.

"This was a prom se to Gemm, " said Becca, hanging up and
feeling-as she usually did after arguing with one of her sisters-
nmoral | y oppressed.

Shana called not long after, and Becca was careful not to discuss

Becca countered "wha

her trip in terms of the promise to Gemma. "I didn't take a vacation
| ast year because of Gemma and so | have two weeks com ng. And
by taking a third on ny owmn, I'lIl get to see a |lot of Eastern Europe."

"But Daddy says you're going to a concentration canp. Wat

ki nd of vacation is that?"

"An exterm nation canp, but I'll see churches and cat hedral s and

lots of other historical things." She shuffled quickly through the

many notes she had taken, canme across the paper with the swas-
tikas. "I'll see sone of the cities on the Vistula. In fact, one of the
experts | talked to says there is a thirteenth-century cathedral there
t hat has been designated by the U N as one of the world's npst

"A vacation expert told you this?" Shana wasn't convi nced.

"Who el se?" She hated to lie but she hated argunents even nore.
Shana hung up slightly nollified and call ed back | ess than an hour
later. "You're going because of that prom se!" she said. "Not a
cat hedral . "

"You' ve been talking to Syl."
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"Well, you're not to go. Especially with the political situation
there. It's liable to bl ow up any m nute."

"That's the Soviet republics," Becca explained carefully. "That's
Yugosl avia. Not Poland. Poland is quite stable at the nmonent."

"At the monent "

It took another ten mnutes before Shana would | et her go, and
t he whol e evening had tired Becca out. She went to bed and finished
only a few pages of MKinley's Beauty, a book she read whenever
she felt troubled

Though she'd set June first as a possible travel date, she had to be
satisfied with June fifteenth.

"Best laid plans and all that," she explained to Stan. "SIl ow
passport, slow visa, and Baroness Magda's availability."

"A real baroness?"

"Am | a real granddaughter of a princess?"

"I don't know are you?"

"Sometine after June fifteenth | mght actually know " She
smled slightly, but he didn't smle back. "Look, don't tell anyone
here what | am doing in Poland."

"It's your story, Becca," he said. "You alone can break the spell."
" Spel | ?"

"That's what | finally decided. You asked why | had to | ook for

nmy birth nother and | put you off with quick answers. But in the
end, all | could think of-and believe nme, | have been thinking about
it alot these past weeks-is that | alone could break the spell. It
wasn't so rmuch flnding her as looking for her. And only | could do
it." This time he sniled-grinned, actually-and held out his hand.

She took it and felt real pleasure when he squeezed it.

"As far as the office is concerned, it's a vacation mxed with a bit
of reporting. Wien you come back, you can decide how nuch to

tell and who to tell, but . . ." H's grin turned wi cked, one corner
tilting up higher than the other

"But you want the story."

"In witing."

"I't begins Once Upon a Tine."

Hs grin faded. "Don't count on Happy Ever After. This is the rea
worl d."

"I won't. How happy can it be? Gemrmm's dead, after all." She
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turned away and went back to her desk, packing up everything she
woul d need for the trip. Stan watched her go fromthe door
She waved good-bye to the other reporters and Jimin production
cane up to give her a big hug. As she went through the waiting
room Merelle was just bending over to pick up her pocketbook
"Ch, bye, Becca. | hear you're going off to Poland. You m ght
want to be sure and | ook at the paper cut-outs. My friend Jannie just
went | ast year and she stayed with her great aunt and uncle. Had
never met them before. They took her to this open air market where
there were these paper things."
"I"'mgoing on a story actually,
"What kind of story?
"Afairy story," Becca said
"Gay rights?" Merelle | ooked puzzl ed.
" Sl eepi ng Beauty."
"You are such a kidder, Becca,’
Break a leg."
Becca smil ed, nodded her head, and left. "Break a spell would be
nore appropriate,” she said aloud as she wal ked down the road.

Becca sai d.

Merell e said. "Have a good trip.
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"The prince sang too, and as he added his voice to theirs, it was w
wi tnessed all their deaths in the thorns. It was as if he had know edge
their lives, past and present and future. "

"How can they have any future lives if they're dead?" Syl had,
finally. It was a question the girls had puzzled over in the famly ro(
they played with their doll house. Shana had wondered flrst and bc
ol der girls had wanted Becca to ask. But she had refused. So Syl,
braver that year, had done what they had all wanted.

"How?" Syl asked * again.

Genma | ooked over her hal fglasses and said, "The future is when
tal k about the past. So if the prince knows all their past lives and t
t he people who are still to cone, then the princes live again and h
future. '

"Ch, " said Syl, as if she understood, but she hadn't. She said thA
when Gemma had flnished the story and the girls were once again

at dolls. "I didn't understand at all. "

"I didn't either, " Shana said, marching the nomry doll fromth,
roomto the kitchen.

"Didn't either, " said Becca, even though she did. But she had Ic
learned it was best not to contradict her sisters. They just got mad.
the baby doll into its cradle and went out of the roomto their rea

where Gemma was meki ng a cake.
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"l understand, " she said to Genma.
"You al ways understand, " Gemma said, handing her the icing bow to
lick. Becca preferred |licking the cake dough bow, but it was already
sitting
in the sink with soapy water.
"Always, " Becca agreed, though she wondered if this were really true.
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The plane was al ready an hour | ate and Becca was |ong past try
to sleep. The pilot had twi ce prom sed they would nake up
time, once when they boarded in MIlan and once somewhere o

the Italian border. He had not prom sed since.

Becca unfastened her seatbelt and, careful not to disturb
seatmate, bent over to get her pocketbook fromthe floor. Unzipp
it, she took out her passport and the envel ope with the photos
Genma. Then she pulled down the seat tray and spread the pho
out, placing the opened passport next to them It was sonething
had done a hundred tines since having her picture taken. Tho
Genma' s photos were in bl ack-and-white, grainy rem nders of ti
passing, and hers was brilliant-and wong-in its coloring, the
worren coul d have been one. The sane surprised eyes, the sa
strong nmouth, the sane broad forehead, the same heart-shaped f
narrowing to a chin that m ssed being pointed by a small cleft.
one had ever conmented on how rmuch they | ooked alike, she
Genma, except of course for the red hair. But then, no one had e
seen the pictures of Gemma as a young worman before. Still,
resenbl ance startled Becca anew.

"How many nore surprises, Gemma?" Becca whi spered.
sound of her voice, even pitched so | ow, woke her seatmate
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chatty woman with Polish cousins, she started in on her bland
rem ni scences even before the sleep was fully cast from her eyes.

Becca listened only half-heartedly; the worman tended to repeat
hersel f endlessly. That was the third tine she was telling this partic-
ular story. Putting away the photos, Bacca kept the passport out a
m nute | onger, opening and closing it. It was so fresh, so new. Soon
it would have its first stanps. Polish stanps. Border stanps. Al npst
a violation, though wel come. Gemma, she renenbered suddenly,
had had no passport, not in her bank box, not in the rose box. In
fact Germa had often boasted how she was perfectly happy in
America and had no intention of ever crossing another border. Mst
probably, Becca thought, she never had a passport; the woman at
Storrs said the mpjority of the refugees were considered displaced
persons who had gotten their visas through American consul ates.
"Someone runni ng desperately in a war," she'd said, "rarely stops
to find the proper papers.”

Becca t hought about her grandnother, about the war she had
been running fromwhen she was close to Becca's age. Then she put
t he passport back in her pocketbook, zipping it closed with a sound
that was both rude and funny. Snmiling, she turned to her seatmate.

"I"ve never been to Poland," she said, cutting into the wonan's
nonol ogue.

"Well, | have, ny dear,
my cousins . "

"I'"ve never actually been anywhere before.”

"Sort of a Sl eeping Beauty, are you?"

Becca started | aughing and could not stop. The woman | ooked
shocked and after a nonment rang the call button. A stewardess,
fearing she had a hysteric on her hands, cane running with a gl ass
of cold water.

the wonan answered. "Third tinme. And

Havi ng nothing to declare but the blue jeans for Magda ("Not even

a set of cousins," she thought to herself, but knew better than to
make jokes with custons officers), Becca got through the long Iine
with relatively little fuss. There was no size twelve student waiting
for her, so she stopped for a nonent to glance around. The airport
was decidedly lowtech, not |like an American airport at all. Three
young wonen in enbroidered skirts and dirndls were the only spot
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of color. They were holding up a sign in English: "Wl kom Aun
Anna and Uncle Stosh." She resisted the urge to copyedit it,

VWhen no one tapped her on the shoul der, she perched on top ¢

her suitcase and waited, lulled by the buzz of voices. It occurred t
her that if Magda size twelve didn't show up, she m ght have som
serious problens naking herself understood, the Polish phraseboo
in her coat pocket notw thstanding. But within five mnutes-a ver
long five mnutes-a broad-faced, blonde young wonman, muc
smal l er than a size twelve, stopped before her and asked: "M!
Berlin?"

" Magda?"

"I am so pleased to make your acquai ntance." Magda held o

a hand whose grip turned out to be firmand famliar. "There w
much cars today."

"Traffic?"

"Yes, traffic. | think ny English will nuch inprove for the ne:
three weeks."

Becca smiled. "Over."

Magda | ooked puzzled. "Over?"

"Over the next three weeks." Becca picked up her suitca,
"Maybe | can learn a little Polish, too."

"Al'l things are possible." Magda's face was sunny and open

if deceit were a foreign commodity. Her eyebrows worked indepf
dently of one another, which gave her the | ook of a slightly

ment ed dove. Becca decided she |iked that.

"What do we do first?"

"You nmust have changed noney. And then we go to ny aun
apartment where we will spend the night. It is too late to go off a
wi t hout good plans. Tonorrow we get the autonobile."

"W would say car. "

"Yes, the car. And | will show you toni ght sone of Warsaw
you are not too tired. It is a wonderful city for tourists and has bf
much rebuil ded since the war." During this little speech, Magda ~
careful ly guided themto a ki osk where noney was exchang
"How much woul d you like changed?"

Becca took out a packet of traveler's checks. "Wuld two h
dred do?"

Magda grinned and her right and |l eft eyebrows did their li
i ndependent dances. "It will do very well, though you nust ki
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al so dollars ready. People like dollars very nuch. Do not say | told
you this." She turned and spoke quickly in Polish to the wonman
behi nd the counter.
The woman | eaned forward and said in heavily accented Engli sh,
"Do not trouble. | am speaking your |anguage. Sign the checks, and
| give you zlotys. It is forbidden to take zlotys out of country. Al
must be spended here."
"You see-many speak English here in Poland," Magda said ex-
pansi vel y. "Perhaps you will have no need of ne."
"I will have much need of you," Becca said. "Especially once we
go out into the countryside."
"Especially then," Magda agreed cheerful ly.

They left the airport and got a taxi. "Just give himdollars," Mgda

advised. "That is the way to make it very inex: ... how do you say,
cheap?"

An hour later, with Magda pointing out the sights-"That is the

Ri ver Vistula, and there is the A d Town, perhaps we will | ook

there, and that done like an onion is St. John's and where the
Jesuits-is that right, Jesuit?-yes, church. And-" They arrived at
their destination

Becca gave the driver one-dollar bills, counting themout into his
open hand, his round, ruddy face beamng with delight.

"Too much, too nuch,"” Magda said |oudly, but Becca kept up
the count. Finally Magda put her hand pal m down over the driver's
at seven dollars. "Wstarczy! Enough!" she said roughly to himand
he made a face back at her

They got out and Becca was delighted to see that they were in a
much ol der part of the city.

"Auntie lives there." Magda pointed to a series of |ow buildings.

"Can | pick her up a present of sone kind?" Becca asked. "That
is acustomin Anerica. Wen you stay at soneone's house . "

"She woul d I ove a bottle of good slivovitz," Magda said. "There
is a store over there." She pointed across the street. "It is too
expensive for her that often.”

They bought the bottle with an awful ot of zlotys, and went on
to the building that Magda had originally pointed to. Auntie |lived
on the fourth floor, up steep, uneven stairs. It to-ok both of them
carrying the suitcase to manage it
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"Why did you bring such a heavy case?" Magda asked, as

rounded the third fl oor

"I am staying three weeks," Becca said, the stairs making
nmonentarily cranky. But she was suddenly enbarrassed by al

cl ot hi ng she had packed. An athletic duffel with fewer things w
have made much nore sense

Auntie proved to be a greyer and wi der version of Magda
ebul l i ent and wel comi ng. The slivovitz was a great hit, tho
Aunti e Wanda insisted they all have a drink to cel ebrate Bec
arrival. Not being much of a drinker, Becca choked on the str
liquor, nmuch to the anusement of Magda and her aunt.

Becca unpacked in the tiny roomshe was sharing with Ma

only to the extent of hanging up her skirts and one dress. She pu
out the blue jeans and brought them back into the roomthat se
as a living room dining room Kkitchen, and-she suspected-Aun
bedroom as well. "These are for you," she said, handing the
Magda. "Though | was told size twelve and they are probably rr
too large. You can't be nore than a size six."

"Ch, they are much in appreciation,” Mgda said.

"Appreci ated," Becca corrected.

"That, too. | can sell themon the black market and Auntie

I will have a wonderful holiday." She said it with no enbarrass
what soever. "She has raised me since ny parents are gone. | ca
not enough for her."

Becca nodded.

"Now, if you are ' not too tired, | will show you ny c
Magda's face was so pl eased4ooki ng, Becca coul d not resist.
"I amnot too tired," she said. "Besides, | will sleep very

toni ght."
"Very well indeed," Auntie Wanda put in. "My Magda doe
snoring."

Magda's city was a conbination of very tall, new skyscrapers, s

war ruins, and a bustling Od Town along the royal route. M
insisted they had to go to the Royal Castle, now a treasury o

and relics. King Sigismund Vasa the Third | ooked down from
high colum in the square. It was all so European, so unlike
ica, that Becca forgot how tired she was and managed to enjoy i
Her favorite place, though, was the sunmer pal ace of, the
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Polish king. Sitting on an escarpment overlooking the Vistula, wth
classic parks around it, the palace was just right for a fairy tale.

"I wonder," Becca said aloud, "if ny grandnother's pal ace was
like this~"
"Your grandnot her had a pal ace?" Magda asked.
"So she said. Or at |east, she said she lived in a palace. | prom sed

her 1'd come back and find it."
"W will find it," Magda said, right eyebrow arching |ike a bow
while the left flattened nonentarily. She held out her hand.
Becca took her hand, "W will," she said, and for the first tine
believed it.

J-4
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"And the thorns parted before him" The sinple statenment was a
acconpanied in Gemma's telling by a nonment ofsilence fromall her listen
Only once had Becca broken that silence early. She had had to go to

bat hroom quite desperately, yet didn't want to | eave, afraid Genma wo
flnish the story without her. She knew the story by heart, but she didn't
to mss it. There was always the possibility that this tine sonething n
woul d happen.

"And the thorns parted before him" Gemma said.

On the sofa, the threegirls breathed a deep, urgent breath.

"Huri)~ Genmyg, " Becca said.

Genma | ooked startled, her washed-out blue eyes opening wide. Th

kind of interruptions were so unlike Becca who, of all the girls, unders
the rhythm of a story.

"Shut up, " Syl said and poked Becca with a sharp el bow.

Becca felt the wetness slip out, through her pants, soaking into

gol d- col oured vel our cushion. She started to cry, as nuch for the | oss of
story as the danp spot she knew woul d soon be di scover ed.

"Look what baby did!" It was Shana who noticed flrst.

"Wet - pants, wet-pants!" cried SyL "Genma, she's disgusting."

"She's only a little girl, and you two are big ones. " Gemmma picked B
up and held her close, never m nding the wetness now runni ng down B
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| eg, not caring that Becca was squirmng with enbarrassment and rage and
di sappoi nt nent .
"I want the rest of the story~

Becca cried. "I want the rest. | want
t he
hall and the m st and the kiss and. "
"You know it already, " said Gemma, and she carried Becca up the
backstairs and ran a bath for her. Only when Becca was sitting in the
bat h,
with the special bubbles nounding up on each side, did Genma flnish the

story. Just for her. Syl and Shana refused to come in and listen
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"We coul d have taken a train," Magda expl ained as they set
fromthe car rental. "It is much inex ... how you say cheap
change in Lublin."

"I checked," Becca said. "There are only two trains a day

Chel mo, and what would we do once we got there?" She stee.

the gray Fiat carefully onto Route 8 1, as Magda instructed her %
a great flurry of hand-waving~ 'he was al ready thinking of the
as Charger as nmuch for the exj, ~ise on her Visa card as its refere
to steeds of old.

"Wal k," said Magda. "But | nuch appreciate the auto. The ca

"Besi des," Becca continued, snmling, "I ama tourist. | want to:
pretty places and take photographs and eat at good restaurants

"Then | very much appreciate the car," Migda said. "Besides
your grandnother had a palace, it would not do to wal k. W m
inthe grand style. It would be ... expected of the granddaught
O what? A countess? A princess?"

"Ksijiniczkal/' Becca said.

"You speak Polish!" Magda cl apped her hands. "You did not

me." Then she made a grinace. "But what a terrible accent!"

"That was what ny grandnot her was cal |l ed, before she cane
Anerica. W don't knowif it was a title or a nicknane."

"Pardon me, but what is a neekname?" Magda asked.
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"A pet name, a famly nanme," Becca expl ai ned
"Ah, and | amcalled Kotek, which neans little cat," Magda said,
"By ny nother and father first and sonetimes still by ny Auntie.”
Becca was about to ask why when the route took a turn and a
sign said PLOCK. Beside it, the land ran back flat and green, seenmingly

unt ouched.

"Isn'"t that one of our towns?" Becca asked.

"W are not interested,” Magda said.

"Why not ?"

"It is not of interest. There is a cathedral and then tall chimeys
and they are . " her hands described a vol cano.
"Spewi ng fire and snoke?" Becca asked.
"Yes, so. Exactly. One at the beginning of the city, one at the end,
i ke on either side of books."

"Bookends," Becca sai d.
"So. We will stop in Tor6n. You will like it. It is famous for
its ... oh, | haven't the word. You will see when we are there."

"Can | guess?" Becca asked.

"It is a kind of cake, with wonderful spices. And baked in the
shape of grand | adi es and gentl enen. Maybe . ." Magda | ooked

i mpi sh, "even in the shape of a Ksi~iniczka!" She pronounced it the
way Becca had, and giggl ed.

"G nger bread?" Becca guessed.-2

Magda shook her head, |ooking-, ~~izzled. "I amnot sure."

The road to Tor6n was flat and they could see the Vistula, some-
times near, sonetinmes far, wi de and grey, like clay.

"Rol |l down your w ndow," Magda said, though the air was crisp

and cold. "Sonetimes you can snell the cake baking in the factory,"

But though they both drew in great breaths as they passed row
after row of red brick buildings, Becca snelled nothing but a kind
of old city odor until they stopped.

"Here," Magda said, "we will park and walk. It is best when you
can to walk in a Polish city, yes?"

"Yes!" Becca agreed heartily.

They wal ked around admiring the ol der buil dings, and stopped at
last in a kind of cafe. They chose to sit outside under a nondescri pt
unbrella that kept the intermttent sun fromtheir faces.
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Magda said, "I will order the cakes, but you nust tell ne
are preferring coffee or tea."

"Tea, please," Becca said.

Wthin mnutes they had a plateful of gingerbread nobility
two cups of very dark tea in heavy white utilitarian ceramc
"G ngerbread," Becca pronounced.

"G n-ger bread. Wiy not cake? G n-ger cake?" Magda as
"l don't know," Becca admtted.

"W nust discover this sonetine,"” Magda said. "You
ournalist. You will find out and wite to nme the reason
gi n-ger bread?"

"Yes and yes."

"CGood," Magda said and, with a great grin, bit the head off
gi ngery count ess.

"You," Becca nunbl ed around her own bite of gingerbrea.
the nmost 'up' person | have ever net."

"Up. Yes. That is good?"

"Yes."

"What does it nean?" Magda's accent was, peculiarly, nma
pronounced by her nouthful of cookie.

"It nmeans optimstic. Happy. Full of joy."

"Ah, yes. But | am Polish."

"I's everybody who is Polish optimstic?"

"I'f one is not optimstic in Poland, then there is too m

—

weep about," Magda said. "In the not-so-past history are
tragedies. Every family can recite them The blood of so
martyrs are still wet on our soil. Once . . ." Her face too

dreany expression, the rest of the gingerbread forgotten
plate. "Once | was not so optim stic. But | was young and
know t hese things and so can be forgiven. | was not so
not her she was Jew sh, ny father Catholic. Only neither w
were doing their religions."

"Practicing," Becca put in softly. "W would say practic

"How odd. To practice a religion, like a violin! Wat a
| anguage English is." Magda giggled and her eyebrows danc
right-left again. "I was not brought up in either one.™

Becca nodded and si pped her tea.
"Then one day our teacher saw that we knew little of P
real history, not the history of heroes and general s burthe



Bri ar Rose
107

of the people. O rather that what we knew of the imredi ate past
we saw as the sane kind of thing-just history, but not real. Not
havi ng anything to do with us. | amnot saying this right."

"You are perfectly clear. Only drink your tea. It's getting cold.

Li ke an obedient little girl, Magda drank her tea down in a single
gul p. "Good. | like being perfectly clear. So our teacher nmade us
trip. Do you have this in Amrerica?"

"Class trips? All the time. To places of Significant Historica
Interest." Becca smiled. "To see history."

"She took us to Lublin. Qutside of Lublin is Mjdanek. It was

canp during the war. There is a nmonunment of grey stones, a great
mausol eumthat is the word?"

"Yes." Becca barely whispered.

"A nmausol eum dedi cated to the 360 000 nen and wonen and-

she told us-even children of our own ages who were nurdered and

di scarded, |ike aninmal carcasses. So close to where we lived. That is
what she said. She told us how the young |ike us, and the elderly

i ke our grandparents, and the sick like M. M eczko who cl eaned

our school but had bad |ungs-were put into ovens. Burned up as if
they had been neat. O bread." She pushed the plate with the cake
away fromher with a sudden angry novenent. "She said the

children were whipped with cattle whips and their bodies piled onto
lorries like filth, and taken to the rose garden which is what the
guards called the gas-chanber. | renmenber every word she said.

"By then nost of us were crying, some of the ol der boys were

even sobbing loudly. And she said ' See how green and | ovely are the

| awns around the nenorial. Think of what horrors were buried

here forty years ago right under our feet; think about what it is that
has so fertilized this rich soil.' She made us | ook at the grey stones
for a long time, then she had the bus take us honme." Magda was
silent for a nonment. "She did not return to teach the next year."
"No," Becca said.

"No." Magda sighed. "I loved her very much. She was m
first-oh love affair is the wong word. | was el even years old. She
did not touch nme in any way."

"W woul d say you had a crush on her."

"Crush?" Magda's hand described a downward arc, as if crushing
sonet hi ng.

Becca nodded.
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"How odd. Yet how true. My young heart was crushed, esp
cially when she was not returned. She was a very good teacher

"And . . ." Becca urged.

"Ah, you want an ending to the story. Not every story has
end, nmy friend, Becca."

"But, friend Magda, | suspect this one has."

Magda | aughed delightedly and pulled the plate with the cal
back towards her. She broke off a piece and put it in her nout
rolling her eyes as if to enphasize how delicious it was. After s'.
swal | owed and dabbed at her lips in an exaggerated fashion with ~
cl ot h napkin, she sighed. "Oh, yes-an ending. Fromthat day or
started practicing-yes?-being Jewish. | joined with other studer
who were Jewi sh and went to their honmes for the holidays. Not
kept the holidays, you know. My nother did not approve."

"And your father?"

"He did not care. He just did not want ne Catholic."

"Do you practice your Jew shness now?" Becca asked.

| do not practice the holidays," Mgda said.

"Cel ebrate.”

"Yes-1 do not practice or celebrate the holidays. | do not spE
or read Hebrew. But | read history at University, and especiall
read Hol ocaust history. | am nenber of the Polish Jew sh Stud(
League. "

"That's how | got your name," Becca remi nded her. "Throu
the Cracow group."

"Yes. So you see, if ny teacher had not taken us to that horri
pl ace, you and | would not becone friends."

Becca smiled. "And | would not have had such splendid gin~
bread. "

They paid and left, walking artn-in-armalong the little boul eva
At first Becca was enbarassed, but after they passed many g
doi ng the sane, she rel axed.

"And now to Chel mo?"

I think we take a little I onger and go west to Bydgoszcz. )
will like the streets and buildings there. And soon it will be tine
[ unch. "

"But we have just eaten," Becca said.

"Ah-but if you once snell bigos and pirogis, once you hav
taste of nalesniki, you will not resist further."
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"I have eaten all of those. Well, maybe not bigos. | live in a Polish
farm community, you know "

Magda stopped, withdrew her armfrom Becca s, and | ooked at
her seriously. "But you have not yet eaten in Poland! First, though
I must show you the monunent for Niklas Koppernigk. You would

call him Nicol aus Coperni cus. You have heard of hinP"

"Of course | have heard of him"

"Well," Magda had gotten that twinkle in her eye again. "I have
heard how poorly Anericans have their education. N col aus Coper -

ni cus was born here, in Torfin. And there are many wonderfu

houses in the Ad Town. | would love to live here some day,
t hi nk."

Becca smiled and decided that, for the rest of the day, she would
play tourist and | et Magda take her around. After that, she was
determined to continue her search. Genma she was sure would

appr ove.

They ate lunch in a restaurant. Becca accepted what Magda ordered
wi th good grace: a dish of strong stew, which was the bi gos Magda
had mentioned, and sonething that was a cross between a blintz

and a crepe filled with cheese and covered with a sour cream sauce
that was sweet and filling.

"If I ate like this every day, Becca warned, | wouldn t even fit
into the size twelve jeans | brought you." She paid for the entire
nmeal , both hers and Magda's, and was surprised at how cheap it
was.

They travel ed on to Bydgoszcz, past fields of yellow | upine bl ow
ing distractedly in the intermttent breezes. Overhead the white
cl ouds | ooked fresh-washed. WI | ows stood knee-deep in pockets of
the river ' not the weeping kind that Becca was used to, but a variety
that lifted its branches straight up from massive trunks. Becca com
mented on them

"They do not grow that way by nature, Magda expl ai ned, but
we cut them back to get branches to make baskets. You know
basket s?"

"Wl ow baskets!" Becca exclainmed. "I never thought they wer
made of willow W

"You Americans never stop to be an amazenent!" Mgda sai d.

"Cease anaze ne corrected Becca.
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"Yes.' |

Becca pulled al ong the shoul der of the road and stopped th
"A phot ograph?" asked Magda.

"Yes-you and the willows."

"Only | do not stand in the water. | do not grow well that v
Magda gi ggl ed at her joke and Becca joined her |aughter. She
the picture while they were both still |aughing, then took a se

just in case.

Once nore on the road they passed large fields and then s
of white birch, gleaming in the afternoon |ight.

"l love birch trees," Becca comented. "W have one
triple trunk on our front [awn."

"The birch is a favorite to nme, too," Magda said. "Do you
what the birch tree nmeans in Pol and?"

"No." Becca gl anced over at her.

"My professor told me. Once it was believed birch trees h
soul s of the dead. Even today, at Pentecost, what we call Z
Swi 4t ki, the G een Holiday, people cut down branches of the
and bring it into the house to put around the wi ndows. Is
pagan here still, yes?"

Becca | ooked back at the road. "Mist have been a | ot of
trees at Mj danek."

Magda made a strange sound, sonething between a cough
sigh. "My friend, Becca, there are birch trees everywhere in Po

They arrived an hour -later in Bydgoszcz and booked into a hot
Br da.
"First time | ever stayed in a hotel w thout vowels,"
comrent ed as they unpacked.
Magda shook her head. "There are two towels in the bath,
This is not so poor a country as that. The hotel has three s
Becca tried a fewtinmes to explain the joke, realized there
vowel after all, and gave it up as a bad job. They went do
for a wal k. The evening, though, had begun to turn chilly. Bec
glad for the sweater she had brought al ong, but Magda was
a short-sl eeved bl ouse. When Becca saw her shiver surreptiti
she announced: "I amcold, Mgda, even through ny sweater
go back to the hotel."
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Magda gave her no argument. But as they wal ked, they plannec
the trip for the next day.

"It is only one half hour if you drive, Becca," Magda said.

"How long if you drive?"

"Forever, | amafraid. | do not drive in auto ... in cars," Mugdz
said. "l cannot afford a car and | live in Warsaw. W have trains anc
buses to every place | want to go. But is it true everyone in Americ~
has at | east one car?"

Not quite everyone," Becca said.

"Do you?"

"Of course. But | live in the country," Becca said quickly. "An
there are no buses or trains that cone near ny house."

"No buses, no trains." Cearly it was a stunning idea to Magda

They reached the hotel still deep in a discussion of transportation
and went right into the hotel's dining room Though Becca swor (
she couldn't eat a thing, still being full fromlunch, the waiter-whc

spoke English, even better than Magda-with Magda's hel p ordere
her a full meal. Wen it canme, the nedallions of veal and the thin
delicate French fries were too appealing to resist. Becca finishe
them the small green peas, and a piece of cream cake besides.
"Tormorrow you will try borscht,” Magda said.
"My andnot her made borscht,"” Becca said. "No thank you

They slept in the narrow twin beds. Auntie was w ong. Mgda

someti mes snored, though lightly. Becca suspected it was because o
the unfamliar mattress. By the time she finally fell asleep, those
[ight snores were the only sound in the hotel.

Hot beet soup ... !'" She winkled her nose.
"You have never had it in Poland," Magda said.
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"The prince wal ked al ong the path of the overgrown forest, t
openi ng before him On either side of the path white birch trees gle
the souls of the new dead. "
"I wish you wouldn't say that part, Gemma,
on Hall oween. "
"It is as true on Hall oween as any other tinme,’'
"It's not true ever!" said Shana.
"I's, " Becca said. "Is, too. She was dressed like a princess, wit
and scepter even though Shana had insisted only kings carried t
"I's not!" Shana was a pirate. Her w cked bl ack shoe-polish
shone with perspiration. She was wearing | ong underwear for
bet ween houses.

Syl vi a whi spe

Genma sa

"l's, too. " Becca turned to Germa for support. Gemma sinply
the story.
"Then at last he came to the palace itself A nmist still lay all

wal Il s and floors, hovering like a last breath on the lips of all the
She stopped to take a breath.

"Not on Hall oween, Gemmg, " Sylvia said, getting up, the
tutu of her ballerina costume sticking up at an odd angle and m
exit sonewhat |ess dramatic than she had hoped.

Shana followed Sylvia out of the room pirate sword draggi ng.
before, the sword had bel onged to Sylvia's king costume and S
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coveted it for 364 days. Now she was annoyed that it banged in
when she wal ked. It was that, and the hot underwear, rather A

t hat were maki ng her cranky. But Becca was only eight years ola
no way she coul d understand.

"Go on, Gemma, go on, " Becca said.

Genma went on, needing little encouragenent where Sl eeping
concer ned.
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Magda rose early and |l eft the room Becca heard her go and
over, falling back to sleep at once, jet |ag having overcone he
to start on the day. By the time she woke again, sunlig
streaming into the roomand Magda was sitting reading in 1
chair.

"I overslept," Becca said apol ogetically.

"You mi ssed breakfast," Magda said, her nouth for oi
smling.

"That's all right."

Magda grinned and pointed to the dresser. "I brought up
Becca sat up in bed. "I really don't need anything."
"You will need your strength. W go now to Chel n-no anc~

been readi ng about it. Do you want to hear?"

"I already read quite enough about it before coming. It w
Becca hesitated. "It was not a pleasant place.”

"I't was worse than Majdanek. There, at |east, was sonme h(
the strong."

Becca grimaced. "I already know. "

"Then why . . ." Magda cane over to sit on her own b(
stare at Becca. "Then why are you here?"

"Because this is where ny grandnother's trail seems, to b
don't know why."
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"Perhaps she lived in one of the nearby towns, or in the Lodz
ghetto. The Jew sh ghetto," Magda said. "It is witten here in the
panphl et that the Nazis rounded up-that is the word?-yes,
rounded up thousands fromLodz and the little Jew sh towns and
brought them by cart and by railroad to Chel mo. Maybe your
grandmother's famly died that way but she was sonmehow hi dden
undi scovered. It could have happened.”

"Yes, it could have. No wonman escaped from Chel mo," Becca
said. "At least that is what | was told." She shivered,

"W do not have to go there. W& can go instead to the Biai owi eza
Forest. It is not far. The Polish kings used to go to the hunt there.
It still has bison. You know bison? And . " She stopped because
Becca stood up abruptly. "You are not interested in forests and the
bi son. "

Becca turned. "No."

"You are not interested in the hunting places of kings."

"I amsorry, but no."

"I amnot either. But . Magda shrugged. "Sometinmes it is
important for a friend to ask these things."

Becca nodded, "I'Il be ready shortly."

They headed northeast along route 83 and several small towns |ater
cane into the city of Swi ecle. There they turned south, crossing over
the wi nding Narew Ri ver, broad and slownmoving. Alittle further
along the flat, unvarying route, they came to a small sign: CHELMNO
Ahead was a white church spire.

The grey day at that very nonent decided to shake off its dul

coat. The sun shone through the fragments of clouds with such
sudden ferocity that as they cane into the village, Becca was tenpo-
rarily blinded. When she could see again, they were al nost upon a

| ar ge wooden wagon with high plank back and sides. She braked

qui ckly, throwing them both forward agai nst the seat belts.

"Quf!" Magda said, and followed it with sonething sharp in

Pol i sh.

"Hor se-drawn wagons, " comrented Becca. "It's another century
here."
Magda gi ggl ed and snoot hed down her hair. "I have seen this in

an Anerican novie. Going back to the past.”
The drive through the town-once
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took |l ess than five mnutes. Chel mo was a nud-col ored

except for the church, which gleanmed white and solid and ve
of place in the dun village. The houses lining the street wer
some | ooked rotted through. Then the greyness of the d
reasserted by the overhead clouds, and it was as if the air b
the sane col or as the buil di ngs.

Becca turned at the far end of the village and headed back, p
up next to the church. Shutting off the engine, she asked
"What do you t hink?"

"It is a very odd place."

"Qdd for a Polish village?"

"No. It is very Polish. But odd because to read the panp
was a place of such horror. Wiere would you put 300,000 p
even dead?"

Becca shuddered at her matter-of-fact tone.

"And it is so ordinary. So quiet. So undistinguished."

Openi ng her door, Becca stepped out. She took a deep bre
if that might bring her some scent of an evil that was fifty
di sgui sed. Al she snelt was the horse pulling the cart as it ca
even with the car and went past. Magda got out and stood n
her silently.

An old woman in a drab, proletarian coat reaching her
wal ked by across the street.

"Ask her," Becca urged Magda. "Ask her."

"Ask her what?"

"Ask her-where was the concentration canp. Wat hap
here? Is there anyone around who was here then? Wuld sh
at ny grandnot her's photos? Anything."

Magda nodded and ran across the nuddy road. We
reached the old woman, she began to speak quickly, ges
eagerly with her hands. The old wonan turned her head o
| ook at Magda, then turned and wal ked away, head down.
few more steps, Magda quit follow ng her and crossed back

"Wl ?"

"You saw. She woul d not speak with ne."

They | ooked up and down the road. "There!" Becca said.
are some nmen. Let's ask them" She pulled Magda al ong.

The smal |l knot of men they approached were in dark cloth
stared at the strangers with sullen eyes. There were five of
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three snmoking cigarettes with such ferocity Becca was sure their
nmoust aches were in danger of going up in flames. Magda began to
speak even before they were cl ose. One nan grow ed sonet hi ng

t hat sounded |i ke "Braaaagh," and turned away sharply, his hand
suggesting they | eave. A second suddenly found great interest in his
own pockets, searching for what eventually turned out to be a
cigarette and matches. The third and fourth nerely glared at them
but the fifth, a man no nore than fifty, wearing a dark cloth cap
spoke volumes with his hands as he talked in rapid Polish. Becca was
gl ad she didn't understand the words.

Magda held her own hands up as if to contain the waterfall of
words. Finally, without replying, she grabbed Becca and turned her
around, shepherdi ng them both back to the car, away fromthe nman
whose voice seened to rise in direct proportion to their escape.

"What did he say?" Becca asked when they were close to the
sanctuary of the Fiat.

"He said nothing worth the repeat."

"He said a lot."

"It was filth. Better not to know "

"I must," Becca put her hands on Magda's shoul der and | ooked
directly into her eyes. "l nust."

"He said that nothing happened here and that we should take our
Jew questions away or that the nothing would happen again."
Magda' s shoul ders were shaki ng.

"Prezepraszam " It was the old wonan who had refused Magda's
guestions earlier. "Prezepraszam "

Magda turned to her and the old wonman spoke qui ckly, pointing
towards the church where, as it happened, a round-faced priest in
a bl ack cassock was energi ng. Then ducki ng her head, as if warding
off a blow, the old woman scurried, beetlelike, down the street.

"What did she say?" Becca asked. "Wy did she point to the
church?"

"She said that the only one who could tell us anything is the
priest. He is the only one who will talk to us about these things.
She said not to ask the people anything. Especially not the nen. But
the priest, she said, is the one to ask."

"Enter the priest," Becca said. "Right on cue. Do you think he
knows anyt hi ng? He doesn't | ook ol d enough to have been here fifty

11
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"Priests in these little villages know all the secrets,” M

"After all, they hear confession."
"But | thought," Becca whispered, "I thought confes
secret."

"Secret does not include history," Magda sai d. She wal
church path and intercepted the priest, speaking quickly a

"It is okay," the priest said, |oud enough for Becca to h
a year in America. In Boston College. | am speaking Eng
to call me Father Stashu.”

"I am Rebecca Berlin and this is nmy friend-and ny
Magda Bronski," Becca call ed back.

"Pardon me if | ask, but Chelmmo is not a usual stop
Not even tourists-" and he | ooked piercingly at Becc
Hol ocaust tours."

Irritated, Becca asked, nore pointedly than she nean
| ook Jew sh?"

Father Stashu smiled. "Not at all. But Americans wh
way to this part of Poland are al nost al ways | ooking for
nments. There are no nonunments here in Chel nmo. And
do not like to talk about what happened.”

"Fat her Stashu,"” Magda said, "I do not wish to be
your intelligence or ours, but 300,000 people died here
you not want to talk of it?"

The priest's pink cheeks turned even pinker, as if bu
her remarks. "I did not say, ny child, that I would no
| have nmade a great study of the evil that happened he
peopl e who lived through it do not like to discuss it. Es
to strangers. It is making themunconfortable."

"Unconfortabl el Becca excl ai ned.

"When | first came here twenty years ago, | thought
place ... a career in the church. Afewyears inlittle pla
nmove on to larger city, and maybe becone bishop. Y
Polish priest can aspire to greatness in these tines." H
but when they did not join in his little joke, he quic
"But when | began to | earn what happened here fifty
well, it was only thirty years ago then-1 knew | had to
t hese poor ptople cleanse their souls. It becane ny |if

"How can you cl eanse them. " Magda began

" if they will not tal k about it?" Becca finished
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"Come, ny daughters, walk a bit with nme, and I will explain it
to you." He led them an armthrough each of theirs, across the
street, stepping over a snmall ditch filled with nuddy water. "This,
you see, was where the Nazi schoolteacher and his wife lived. There
were Nazis inported here, homesteadi ng, you see. They brought in
good party menbers to col oni ze-to nake Gernan-this town. They

gave it a new nane."
"Kul mhof " Becca whi sDered.

"Ah, yes-you have done your homework. There are no Germans

left here now Only Poles. But that does not excuse them ny poor
people. If you ask them they will tell you they were as mnuch
victims as were the Jews. But they do not in their very hearts believe
that. Only sonetines in the confessional will they cry to me. Only
sometines, on their deathbeds, will they tell ne they fear dying
because they will have to confront the souls of all those nurdered
Jews. And Gypsies. And other Pol es, too-Conmunists and protest-

ers. And a few priests, as well."
They were wal ki ng al ong the road now, away fromthe church

and Fa er Stashu guided them past a dirty barricade, past sone
br oken- down stone outbuil dings, the whole thing the color of the
nmuddy r oad.

"And | say to themthat if they are truly repentant, God will
forgive them And if God forgives them they will also be forgiven
by the souls of the Jews and Gypsies and Conmuni sts and priests.”
He srniled, but the corners of his nouth turned down instead of up

and his eyes did not ook as if they were smling



"You do not sound-forgive ne for saying this, Father-terribl)

convi nced, " Magda sai d.

Becca bit her lower lip. It was just what she had been thinking.
"When | was twenty-three and coming here for the first time, |
was convinced of the truth of what | have just told you, But | have
been here now twenty years, and each year | |earn nore about what
happened then. It is hard to keep one's faith with that know edge.
But | try." He stopped and rel eased their arms. "This, schlo5s, for
exanmple. "
"Schl oss! Schloss! This is a schloss!" Magda's voice had rise*n.
"Magda, what is it?" Becca asked, a sudden chill descending
upon her. The sun was conpl etely behind the cl ouds now and an
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om nous runbling came fromthe north, thunder of cou
sonehow al so |i ke the sound of trucks over cobbl es.

"A schloss is a castle, Becca. A castle. "

Becca turned around quickly. The ruined buildings | ook
i ke farm st ockbarns than anything el se. The cobbl ed stone
road were uneven, many of them m ssing. "Castle?"

"It was an old castle once. Ruined in Wrld War |," d
explained. "But it was here that the prisoners were brou
Nazis said it was for baths, for delousing. But it was only for

Becca reached out a hand and Magda took it, steadying
castle," she said.

"Not much of one, really," Father Stashu was saying.
before Wrld War L"

But Becca did not hear him She was trying her best to c
breath, to stop shaking. Wth Magda's arns around
breat hed deeply several tinmes. Father Stashu | ooked at her
"My child . . ."

Magda | ooked up. "She is all right, Father. Perhaps we s
back now to the car."

"Cone to the church. | will nake us coffee. | have so
cakes. You will be fine. Now you see why | could not |eaN
is much here that needs to be atoned for. You feel it, too

Downstairs in the church, in the priest's study, they sat an
cakes and sone of his very strong coffee in the sane kind
ceram ¢ mugs they had drunk fromin the Tor6n cafe. Fath
spoke about spring and summrer in the Lublin Upland, whe

been born, with its long, narrow fields, gentle slopes of hi
ing ravines, old untouched forests.

"I rarely get there now," he said. "But when | do, it re
soul . "

"This coffee and these cakes have renewed mne," Be
"Thanks." She was no | onger shaki ng.

"Did you have fam |y who died at Chel mo, then?

St ashu asked. He took the enpty cups fromthem and put
alittle serving table. "Or are you nore than a little psychic
the word?" 4

"l don't know," Becca said. "I cane here to find that o

MY famly. yy
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Fat her Stashu sat back in his chair. He folded his hands, lacing his
fingers artlessly under his chin. The pink spots on his cheeks were
pale in the greying light of the room "Were are you stayi ng?"

"I n Bydgoszcz, at the Brda Hotel ," Magda said.

"That is good. | have a friend who is in Bydgoszcz-Josef Potocki
He was a partisan in the war. He lives there now, though he could
live anywhere in the world. Like nme, he is drawn back by the souls
of the dead. If | know nuch about what happens now i n Chel nmo,
he knows everything about what happened then. But unlike ny
poor flock, he will tell you anything he feels you need to know Let
me call him"

Becca and Magda exchanged qui ck gl ances.

"Tell himwe will be at the hotel this evening. After dinner. W
will have coffee.”

Fat her Stashu smiled, stood, and went to the wall where there
was an ol d-fashi oned tel ephone. He dialed the nunber, turning as
he did so to Becca. "He is not always at hone, but ... ah, good ..
Josef! " The torrent of Polish that foll owed was inconprehensible to
Becca, but Magda followed it closely, nodding in agreenent at the
things the priest was saying.

Before the conversation came to a close, with several obvious
ef f usi ons, Magda had whi spered, "Good. He can be there."

"Josef will be happy to see you this evening, ny children," Father
Stashu said after hanging up the phone. "But he is an old nan, and
rather frail, so do not tire himtoo nuch."

"W won't," Becca pronised.

"And if you go out the way | show you, you will cone to a
beautiful part of the Narew River. Even on such a grey day, it wll

have its own brightness. And its own peace. That peace ... it is
al nosta miracle, considering. " For a noment he was silent. Then
he | ooked at the ceiling. "I cannot forgive them you know 1| can

| ove them but | cannot forgive them But then-1 do not have to.
am not Cod."

They followed his instructions and cane to a place where the river
was gentle, glassy, and wi nding past patches of trees, the dark
trunks thrusting out fromthe banks. On the other side of the river
were nore fields, and the town church spired up past a barrier of
trees. To their right was a great field, surrounded on Aree sides by
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trees, on the fourth by the river. Odd stone walls marked o
rectangul ar building sites. There were no buil di ngs.
"Listen " Becca said.

Magda |istened. "What is it? | hear nothing."

"Exactly," Becca said. "lsn't that odd?"

The two of themlistened for a while to the silence. Then,
speaki ng, they got back into the car and drove away.
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"As he wal ked through the castle, he marveled at how many | ay asleep: the
good peopl e, the not-so-good, the young people and the not-so-young, and
one of themstirring. Not one. "

""at is stirring Gemm?" Becca asked as they wal ked through the
Three County Fair. She felt very grown up because it was her flrst tine

goi ng

pai d

to the Fair in the evening. There was so nuch to see, she had scarcely

attention to the beginning of the story. But as she and Genma waited for
their turn on the Ferris wheel - Shana and Syl already on their second | oop
around- Gemma had started Briar Rose to keep Becca from becom ng overev-

cited.
But that word . "Wat is stirring, Gemma? Like stirring the soup?

Wth a spoon~ Why woul d they have soup spoons when they were sl eeping?
Wiy woul d they want to be maki ng soup when they're |ying down? | don't
get it. I don't . . . " Her voice, in her excitement, had kept rising
"Stirring nmeans novi ng about, waking up, " Genma said, holding tight
to her hand.
"Then why not say that? Wiy not say, 'and not one of them noving
about. Not one of themgetting up? Wiy say stirring. That's like soup
Genma. That's silly. And Sl eeping Beauty isn't a silly story. ™
"No," Gemma said, her voice suddenly quiet, thoughtful; her eyes far
away t hough she was really staring at the Ferris wheel "Not a silly story
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"Then why say stir, Gemma?" Becca asked agai n.

Genma didn't answer this time, but sinply pulled her along in

wai ting chair where fear and anticipation so mngled with the who

the rocking seat being lifted, that the story was forgotten as Becca c
"Ch, Genmma, A Gemma-look at the sky!"
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They sat in the lounge, fresh coffee in their cups, and waited
wi t hout speaking for Josef Potocki

Becca thought about the ride back from Chel mo, with the day

dar kening around them first a grey mst off the Narew, then the
clouds closing entirely over the sky, and at last a steady drizzle
whi ch acconpani ed themthe rest of the way. Neither had wanted
to explore the city in that rain and they had rested in their room
readi ng books. Becca's book was a history of Poland and she had
been surprised to find the nane Potocki as one of the aristocratic
fam lies known in southern Poland since the thirteenth century.

"Do you think our Josef Potocki is of royal blood?" she asked,

her voice a sudden intrusion into the silence of their room

"W have no royalty in Poland anynore,"” Magda said shortly.
Then she | aughed. "Anyone can shorten his nane or change it. You
see princes and castl es everywhere."

"That schl oss . " Becca began

"I'f that was your grandnother's castle, she was froma very poor
fam ly indeed," Magda said.

7bey were both silent for a long nonment, then Becca said sud-
denly, "You think I amfoolish about this quest? My sisters think
it's crazy."

"It is not crazy to want to know the past. It is only crazy to live
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there, Iike so many of the aristocracy." Magda smled. "Co
di nner time."

D nner had hardly interested either of them and they had
at their food. The coffee and cake were the only things Bec
eaten with any gusto. The wait in the | ounge, fresh coffee
cups, seened endl ess.

"What time is it?" Becca asked, not for the first tine.

"He said eight o' clock. It is but half eight,” Magda an
"' The past has been waiting for fifty years or nore, Becca.

hour nore or less. . ." She laughed. "I sound like Auntie to
you are ol der than L"
Becca returned the laugh. "You're right. 1'm being a goo

"Goose? How is this a goose?"
"CGoose, ninny, el stupido, nitwt

"Ah, | know nitwit. | had a boyfriend who was Ameri
woul d slap his hand to his head so . . ." She denonstrated
anitwit/ he would say. So a nitwit is a goose. A nine-y?"

"N nny."

"Good, | learn nore English. And El stu

"El Stupido. Not English exactly. Spanish. Well, not rea

"I will keep goose, | think," Magda said. She sl apped her
her head. "Such a goose!"

They bot h | aughed uproari ously.

"It is good to hear such laughter on a night like this."
was smooth, cultured, with British intonations, a bit hig
with age. "Are you the two young wonen | ooking for j
tocki ?" There was a sel f-nocking undertone to it. A tall
stepped into the little bit of light thrown by the table |anp.
prom nent hi gh cheekbones that gave an oriental cast to
and a perfectly straight nose. Hs mouth was [ arge and no
firmer than his age denanded. He | eaned on a sil ver-headed
stick. The hand holding the stick was livered with spots,
real indication of his years, but the grip seened very firm

"Yes," they spoke together, and Magda was quick to
t hem

He sat down in the one chair left and, with an easy
hand, signaled to the waiter. Coffee was brought to him at
it was clear he was a well-known figure at the Brda.

"So you wi sh to know about Chel mo?" he asked, The
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said the word, it was al nost a curse, but one spoken so often that
the very famliarity had | eached out its power to dam.

"Yes," Becca said. She |eaned forward. "At least | think |I do. You
see, ny grandnot her nay have cone fromthere."

"Was she Jew sh?" Potocki asked. "I do not ask this with any

i mputation. | merely ask, you see."

"Yes," Becca said. "She was."

"Then she could not have come fromthat place." He said it
sinmply.

,,May | tell you what | know?" asked Becca.

"Pl ease proceed." He took a sip of the coffee, put it down, then
sat back in the chair, the wings of which nearly obscured his face.

Becca spoke qui ckly about Gemma, about her death, about the
papers with the nane of Gtl Mndl estein, about the single word
Kul mhof that had led her all the way to Poland. "And | have
phot ographs of her as she was in the refugee canp in Fort Oswego.
And ot her things."

"May | see the pictures?" Potocki's voice was now sonmewhat
brittle and suddenly tired. Becca realized that he nust have repl ayed
this same sort of scene many tinmes with many travel ers searching
for | oved ones. Hi s hand reached out. It shook a bit with age.

Becca slipped one of the photographs fromthe fol der and handed
it across to him "The child is ny nother. The photo is dated 1945,
as you can see. That is really all | know"

He took the picture and settled back against the chair, and though
she could see the hand with the photo, she couldn't see his face. She
wai ted for sone reaction, but when it canme, it was not at all what
she'd expected. There was a soft odd sound, a shu-shu-shu. After a
second Becca realized that he was sobbing quietly.

Leaping from her chair, Magda bent over him speaking rapidly
in Polish, then calling for the waiter to bring sonething-a glass of
wat er, perhaps, or a towel.

Pot oki took a |inen handkerchief from his pocket and | eaned
forward. The handkerchief had entwined initials in dark blue. He
dabbed at his eyes. "The dead," he said. "The dead cone back to
life so unexpectedly." He | ooked over at Becca, as if studying her
face, "OF course-lI should have seen it at once. You are her. Ksigi-
ni czka. "

Becca felt her hands begin to trenmble. Suddenly she saw it all. The
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initials on the handkerchief were JMP, just like the ring. She
passport picture of the man fromthe folder and stared at
could she have not seen. It was Potocki, very young
handsonme. She wondered that none of them her nother a
and she-1ooked at all like him Taking a deep breath and w
hands to be still, she said at last, "So, you are . . . yo
grandfather.” She was stunned by the sinplicity of it all.
the ring from her pocketbook and held it out to him

He began to chuckle then, and then to | augh, not a grea
a laugh but a very sedate and frail |augh. Putting the han
up to his nouth and then to his eyes again, he shook his he
no, no, child, that is not possible." He spoke to Magda q
Pol i sh and Magda, too, |aughed and sat back down in her

"He says, Becca, that the ring is his, but. . ." The | augh
for a nonent. "But he cannot possibly be your grandf
is ... he has always been ... | do not know how to s

English." She turned to Potocki and shrugged.

"I do not nake |love to wonen," he said sinply, "thou
| oved many as friends."

"You're gay?" Becca said with sharp surprise.

"The American expression is so . " he shrugged w

smle. "In ny life gaiety has not been the dom nant factor
certainly~in your word-gay. It was why the Nazis inte
Even with ny famly connections. | cannot possibly be y

father. But | knew your grandnother.”

"And my grandfat her ?"

"And your ... grandfather. They were with ne."

Becca drew a deep breath. "In Chel mo? In the cam

"I'n the woods. W& were partisans. It is a long story. To
tonight. This shock has tired me. Cone to ny house tom

I will tell it to you."
He rose and Becca could see that both his hands were
"Forgive me ny lack of strength. | look forward to to

He bowed slightly and reached into the breast pocket of
Taking out a silver card case, he held it to her. "Open this

My hands are too stiff. The card has ny address. | wll
at eleven. For lunch of course.” He bowed to Magda as w
of you are expected. You are, | amsure, not |ike nost you

and will be on tinme."
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Becca took the card, and he returned the case to his pocket. Then
bent over his stick, he wal ked away fromthem and the doors
seened to open magically before him Becca knew there were
doornen and waiters doing the actual nechanics, but she Iiked the
t hought that-1ike the thornbush in Gemma's story-the doors were
parting because he was some ki nd of prince.

"Well!" Magda sai d when he was gone, "there is an ending to
your fairy tale.”

"Or at least a nmddle," Becca said. Then, she added, "I hope he
doesn't die in the night."

"I think," Magda said, suddenly quite serious, "that there is a
man who will not let death take himby the hand until he has
fini shed what he has begun."

I think you are right," Becca answered as sol emly.

Josef Potoki's house was nmade of brick and stone and had been built
inthe mddle of the |ast century. Wen they rang the bell, the door
was opened by a plunp, pleasant-|ooking woman dressed in a
conservative dark dress with white piping around the collar, She
spoke only Polish, so Magda expl ai ned.

"He is waiting for us in the drawing room Draw ng room- This

is right?"

The room was a conbination of living roomand library. There
was a fireplace with a fire spitting sparks and just settling down.
Three stuffed chairs in a senmicircle around a table by the hearth sat
like a welcoming fanmly, Potoki was already in command of the one
closest to the fire.

"Come in, cone in, my young friends. The story is a |ong one,
so you must nake yourselves confortable. W will have a fight

l unch, and tea around four, and dinner-if the story is stiff ongoi ng-
in here. In the dining roomif | have finished by then. Do not worry.

It is not dull, It will not be a bore. Sone of it will be about your
grandmother. Not all. She is only a part of a very large tale, as you
will see. But | will try and stick as close to her part as | can

Ksi ~ni czka. Ksiq;iniczka. You are so |like her indeed. Tell ne, did

e have a good life, child?"

Becca sat down on his right, in a chair with a floral pattern of red
and gold. "I think so. She had the one daughter and three grand-

11
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daughters. She worked hard. | ... we ... all loved he
much. We lived together, all in the one house."

"A |l arge house?"

"A very large house, sir."

"Ah . . . she would have liked that. And did she n
agai n?"

" Agai n?"

He smiled. "She told you nothing then."

"Al'l she ever told us was the story of Briar Rose."
Pot ocki | ooked inquiringly at Magda, who reel ed

Pol i sh sentence. Then he turned and smiled again. "TI
La Belle au Bois Dormant." His French was flaw ess. | u
"I don't," Becca said.

"You will. You will." And without further introducti (
the promi sed story, telling it with a practiced econony,
only a storyteller and not one of the mmin characters.



CASTLE

The thirteenth fairy

her flngers as long and thin as straws,
her eyes burnt by cigarettes,

her uterus an enpty teacup

arrived with an evil gift.

-Anne Sexton, from"Briar Rose (Sl eeping
Beauty)" Transformations

Once we have accepted the story we cannot escape the story's fate.

-P.L. Travers: About the Sl eeping Beauty



CHAPTER
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You nust understand (he said) that this is a story of survi-v
heroes. The war was full of them A man is not a hero if he s
to stay alive; if he struggles for one nore crust of bread, o:
ragged breath. W were all heroes of the nmonent. None m

Josef P.

He was born the last child and late of a large fanm |3

connection with the aristocracy was nore a matter of [ong
than noney. When his father died, his still beautiful noth(
ried al nost at once, causing the nore know edgeable to
to the runors of her affair with the |ocal Potocki heir. Josef
away, much too young, to a British public school where hi
ugly for a child, but quite beautiful for an adol escent raised
when stories of faery abandonment were current in certair
brought hi m both abuse and favoritism He was first bullie
cifully, a British specialty, and then doted upon by both th(
and the top boys. He managed by sheer stupidity, really, tc
virtue until he entered the university where a particularly |
tutor managed to instruct himin both Dante and the act!
He believed at that point that he would never go hone t
again and adopted his stepfather's last nane and title bi
Engl and he had becone a snob

He was wong in many things, but never about his feelL
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he found he had three aptitudes: for the theater, for political amme-
sia, and for |ove.

He took a first at college, nore by accident than study, and went
i mediately to Paris where he discovered a fourth aptitude-for the
demi nonde life. To say he survived it is to point out the obvious.
To say he understood his survival is to credit himwith nore introspec-
tion than he-at the nonent-actually had. He went fromParis to
Vienna to Berlin with as little thought, witing for the small theaters
and bei ng passi onate about his |eading nen.

He was on the cusp of his thirtieth birthday, deternmi ned to enjoy
every last minute of it, in Berlin in 1936. He was in love with the
nost perfectly Aryan-looki ng boy of twenty-two. The boy had a
shock of white blond hair, even teeth, a G eek nose, and cornfl ower
bl ue eyes. H's name was Adam CGottlieb. He was a Jew. But under
Pot ocki's protection-Prince Potocki as he was known in the theater
circ es-Adam was safe. They changed his nane to Al an Berg, Al an
of the Muntains, and everyone conveniently forgot that he was
Jewi sh. Especially Josef P

Josef loved it best when he and his Alan drove out into the
nmount ai ns on hol i days, staying in the small chalets, and hiking for
days. He used to crown Alan with tw ni ngs of edel weiss and they
woul d gaze out over the high peaks, singing songs fromthe | atest
cabaret shows. It was as close as Josef would ever get to heaven.

They were, of course, living in the belly of the wolf. They never
t hought they woul d be devoured. Apolitical, noticing only each
ot her, quoting Goethe and Schiller and the darkly sensual verses of
Ri nbaud and Baudel aire ("May they come, may they cone," Al an
woul d sing over and over, "the days which enchant us.") they were
surprised when the world overtook them Their first real shock cane
when they entered the town where they had rented a new chal et.

A banner was suspended over the road: JEWS ENTER AT THEI R
O/MN Rl SK

For a monent Josef could not understand why Al an had cried
out. Then he reached over and touched Al an softly on the shoul der
careful not to disturb his driving, but nevertheless to assure him
Josef thought the banner a hateful thing.

"No one will know, " Josef whispered.

"I know," Alan said. "It is enough." Hi s shoul der shuddered
beneat h Josef's hand.
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"In Bavaria . " Josef said, oT,;noi~aq, he had hoped that in
a small village politics would play no gert. But when they pul

in front of the hotel that rented out a a chalets, there was a si
the door: "Dogs and Jews not .1lroM"

"I will not stay," Alan said. "1 %411 not." His arms shoob
the tension of holding his hands still on the wheel
"They will not know," Josef said. in, not understanding

the wong thing to say, not e*i s the gulf that had su(
opened between them "How could ahey know?"

Al an did not even try to respond -isrd so, foolishly Josef sz
final thing to divide themand did 4xeit till years later unde
what he had done. "But we have '-Vn | ooking forward to
away together, and it is just a stupid -itn. What harmcan it
Look-we will not even eat inthe s M9 9 room | wll cook fc
the chalet. I will even go in now and Tt the keys. You do n(
to do any of that."

Al an shuddered but said nothing esixe.

They stayed only overnight, -MM in separate beds. TJ
nmorning they returned to Berlin, TI:Whg bitterly all the w
never mentioning politics. Josef did oot see himagain. A
first to Paris, then | ater-Josef W# M Pal esti ne where he
some silly border squabble. Such a vAste of a beautiful Iif
t hought then, raging mndlessly at 4b desertion. But yea]
sitting in a dark forest, outside of 0lrnhof, he realized th
had gone down fighting and that in itself, a good th
had even quoted Charles Darnay's so Mel speech in Alan's n
with as nuch theatricality as a agL.L&M bottle of cognac co
hi m

M believe it was God's will to send .vboy forth fromthis
the Reich, to let himgrowto o-sm MeTeld, to raise himto b
of the nation. .
He listened to that speech over Rete radio in the arm
Vi ennese lover. It was 1938 and Josef believed his [over A
after all, high up in von Schuschnigg'--. government, wher
that Hitler was a false, wetched liar mho did not stand
agai nst the strength of the Austrian gople.
"W are a people,"” he had told -M, "who have nor
in our noses than this paperhanger 19%in his behind."



It was the crudest thing Josef had ever heard his | over say and
Josef giggled nervously at it. He refused to hear the fal se bravado,
the utter fear behind the boast. How could he? They rarely talked
politics. They rarely talked at all. They ate together, long |leisurely
neal s. They slept together. It was enough

They made | ove during Hitler's victory speech, a horrible,
angry, passionate thrusting, that |left Josef bruised and sonmewhat
stunned. He had planned to have a long talk with his | over about
bei ng more gentle the next norning. But when he woke, he
found the man dead in the marble bath, his wists still bleeding
soft red lines into the tub. There was no note, but the blood was
fike scripting in the water, and even Josef could read that. He
fled, carrying only an overni ght case, crossing back into Germany,

t hough by then the borders between Germany and Austria were
9ply paper formalities.

did he stay in Gernmany? Wy did anyone stay? The nusic stil

in the cafes and nightclubs: "At Katrina's with the gol den

air ... tumde-dum ... The boys and girls are dancing there ..

m de- dum . " The drinks were cheap. The theaters were stil

open. And Josef was not Jewish. He turned his eyes away fromthe
yel low stars on the coats, the beatings. Hadn't he survived his own
floggings in school, survived his own tauntings? And the the nusic
stiff played in the cafes,

Wiy did he stay in Gernmany? Wiy did anyone stay? There was

an electric current of national pride in the air. Wne ran |ike bl ood
fromthe open necks of bottles in the beer halls. Slogans charged the
waf fs of every street. And there was the hunor- Gl genhunor, gal -

| ows hunor-which they all shared and whi ch nade everyone

l augh. So nuch | aughter. Jokes like: Have you seen the Gernman

Forest brand suits that began to swell in the spring and change col or
inthe fall? He did not really notice when the Comruni sts began to

di sappear, and the Gypsies. He had a protector in the Berlin govern-
ment. They | aughed at the FUhrer, that ugly little man, but only at
night, only in bed, only within the circle of their own arns. And the
music still played in the cafes.

Wiy did he stay in Germany? Wiy did anyone stay? Children on
the street corners junped rope to rhynes:

Bri ar Rose
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Handschen fal ten, kopfchen senken
Und an Adolf Hitter denken

Fold your little hands, |ower your little head,
And think of Adolf Hitler.

The panphl ets about the Jews multiplied. He heard ru

i nternment canps for antisocial elenents |ike Jehovah's V
and socialists. And faggots. The kind who cross-dressed a
flagrant in their habits. The kind who sang fal setto and apj
men in the streets. The kind who frequented the honosey

The kind who had to wear pink triangles. The 175ers. H
have a lover for a year. But the music still played in the

The persecution-systematic and horri bl e-agai nst the horr
had begun as early as 1933. Some part of Josef nust hav(
But it was nostly runor. He was good at disnissing runor
men who di sappeared weren't just honbsexual s. They \

known agitators-politically outspoken or garishly arrayed.
tors. Not |lawyers. Not playwights. Wth his dark, mascu

| ooks, with his famly connections, with his protectors v
al so protecting thensel ves, Josef never thought the pin]

| aws were neant for him

But he stopped going to the theaters and bars and
stopped frequenting parties where nmen were the only gues
even from hinself, dating wonen of linmted virtue. He e-
l[imted |ove to one of them Only one.

In the end, of course, he was found out. After the 19"
Putsch it was inevitable. It is only remarkable that he was
out until the end of 1940.

Hi s arrest happened in such a banal manner, he alrr
telling of it. He was reported on by his |andlady who h
ered-so she said-literature of an unnatural nature in his n
never said what she was doing in his roons, except spyin,
line did himno good. What she had found was his batt
of Krafft-Ebing' s Psychopathia Sexualis, a textbook fromhis
days, which he had not opened since a student. Erotica N
any interest to him Yet it was enough to bring himto tho
of the Gestapo and their attention was guaranteed to



an. He admitted finally not only to honosexuality, but nanmed his
past lovers as well. Since two of them Alan and t he Vi ennese
politician-were well beyond the heavy sticks of the SS, they concen-
trated on the others, forgetting to tell Josef that the nmen he naned
were already in their custody. He found that out nuch later, though
had he known at the time it would not have relieved his guilt. He
was sent without further trial to Sachenhausen

es
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Sachenhau5en. The nane does not have the same death knell ring as
Dachau or Bergen-Bel sen or Auschwitz. But for the prisoners, what
they called it did not matter. Thirty kilonmeters north of Berlin, so
conveniently located in the town of Oranienberg, it was an ill-kept
secret. Only Josef seened never to have heard of it. Prisoners were
brought there openly by public railway, disenbarked at the station
force-marched through three kilonmeters of residential and factory
streets. The local industries used the inmtes for hard | abor. Every-
body knew. Except Josef. Hiding fromhinmself, he hid fromthe
facts, too
Sachenhausen was a | abor camp, not strictly a death canp, and
not an extermnation canp. The distinction was |ost on the 100, 000
peopl e who died there. But for Josef that distinction nmeant a half-life
of alnmpbst a year's duration in what the president of the people's
court, Judge Roland Freisler, called a "recreation hone."
The train that Josef was on arrived at the station mdday, and the
cattl e cars opened. Prisoners were haul ed out but Josef managed to
cou
T
*cat ~
p down on his own. Hs head was still ringing fromthe beating
at
had cl osed one of his eyes, and he thought he heard sone
hn
orrible chorus of singers. Shaking his head to try and clear it, he
or ~
only succeeded in naking the nusic louder. It was then he realized
that the prisoners were surrounded by a crowd of jeering townsfolk
who were hal f singing, half chanting:

Kill the Bromberg murdererb5!
Vengeance for our brothers in Poland.
Bl ut fuer blut!
He turned sl owy,
"But | amyour brother in Poland!" he cried.
It was the wong thing to say. One m ddl e aged wonman, seeing

theatrically around, raising his hands to them
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the pink triangle on his coatsleeve-a present fromthe
aimed a stone at him "Faggot!" she cried. "Filth!" Her ai
and she hit the man standing next to him

A boy near her, not nmore than ten years old, was bett
the stone he shied hit Josef on the arm "Butt-sticker
cried.

"Don't talk to them Don't |ook at them Run! Run!"

a cry of fear but a command fromthe guards. Wile

conti nued, uninpeded, to pelt them w th cobbl estones
and street filth, the weary prisoners began to stunble f
run down the streets.

Later he found out this was the usual greeting given
by the cultured citizens of O anienberg. Wars do not
of everyone.

Josef's first glinpse of the canp was of the wooden e
with one eye swollen shut fromhis interrogation, an
slight concussion as well, the gates | ooked tw ce as tal
intheir outline. He was by this tinme no | onger running
wal ki ng quickly side by side with a nan who was cle
vah's Wtness, for he kept up a steady litany of strang

"Shut up!" Josef suggested, but it only served to nmake
| ouder, which in turn served to get them both beaten ra
several times with the butt of a gun. The Wtness said
silently fromthen on, and Josef was careful to wal k
ahead and two to the left, just in case. Wars nmay na
men, but not all the tine.

'They were herded into a great assenbly square unde
afternoon sun. Josef was surprised the skies were not
them then al nost |aughed at his own fancies, exce
woul d have hurt his head and his ribs. He dared a q
around with his one good eye. There were signs eve
one read them qui ckly, they made a kind of perverted

THERE IS A ROAD TO FREEDOM

I TS M LESTONES ARE:

OBEDI ENCE, | NDUSTRY, HONESTY,
ORDER, CLEANLI NESS, SOBRI ETK
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TRUTHFULNESS, SPIRIT OF SACRI FI CE AND
LOVE OF FATHERLAND.
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A nocking smle played around Josef's nouth. It was hard not
to be obedi ent and sober when a gun was at your head. It was hard
not to be truthful when a boot was on your neck. It was hard not
to be sacrificed when the other man was the one in power.
"But | amdamed if | amgoing to love the fatherland doing it."
He must have spoken al oud because too many of the other prisoners
| ooked quickly at himand noved as qui ckly away. Luckily he spoke
in Polish, not German. All he got for speaking aloud was a rifle butt
to the stomach. It knocked his breath away; it did not make him
A
1 throw up. He hadn't been allowed to eat for days.



CHAPTER
26

Picture if you can (he said) an enornous senicircle, the outsid(
encl osed by an arched stone wall. To one side is a fine barrack
cl ubhouse and theater and adm nistration building, all for tl
stapo and SS Reserve units. Flowers surround the structur
pretty formations.

But the center is the roll call area, a place so large fully t
t housand nen-they have to march into it for roll call three

a day whatever their physical condition-are almost lost in j
Near the roll call area is an isolated barrack. If God had

it would be outlined in red. The sign over the door reads Pat]j
Not a hospital. No. A place of such ordinary horror that by &
Josef arrived at the canp, its nane is never mentioned. You
notice at once the drainage ditches inside. That is necessary
bl ood flows so freely. And a storeroomfor 5,000 corpses. Jo
not believe the nunber when he was told that first night by tl
who lay in the hard bunk by his side.

"That cannot be," he said.

"Everything that goes on here cannot be," the man said, Ii
dulled by the dark. "But still it happens.”

"Five thousand corpses?" Josef nurnured, still not believ
the first week's end he could nane a good many of them

The prisoners were housed on the other side of the stor
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far enough so the Gestapo did not have to | ook on the eighty-six
barracks every nmonment. Here, indeed, was the life of the canp. Each
barrack, overfilled already with a hundred people, held three and
four hundred, lying head to toe at night |ike sardines.

And on the far side of the camp were the hothouses full of flowers
and veget abl es and a hog-breedi ng farm

Josef had never paid rmuch attention to flowers before, except for
the edel weiss to crown Al an's head, except for roses brought to the
theater door. And it seenmed odd to himthat in this place-where

men were routinely castrated, where corpses were dissected and the
heads shrunk for experimental purposes, where guards made prison-
ers roll naked in the snow for hours-that in this place he | earned
about flowers. Later he could not smell the powerful spice of carna-
dons or the sweet scent of lilac without connecting it with the odor
of bl ood.

Josef quickly learned not to | et anyone know he was Polish, because
the Pol es suffered dreadfully in Gernman hands. For nonths the
guards refused to allow air into the Polish barracks, keeping the
doors and wi ndows shut whatever the tinme of year. Many died at

ni ght from suffocation

He learned not to identify with the Jews, because they too
suffered horribly in the canp. They received one-half food rations
and were routinely denied any kind of nedical attention, until they
were corpses. Then the doctors in the Pathol ogi e got new heads to
shri nk.

He learned not to identify with the Gypsies for they were the
prime live targets of the Pathol ogi e experinents. Dr. M ugowsky
used themas targets for his aconitine nitrate experinment, shooting
projectiles into their thighs to prove that it would invariably bring
death within two hours. The guards had betting pools on the exact



time of those deaths. Romraces.
He was identified as a honosexual, a pink triangle. They were
treated terribly enough.

I f you had asked Josef Potocki to describe hinmself before he entered
Sachenhausen, he woul d have said: "I ama Pol e educated in Cam

bri dge, a poet and playwight, a menber of the mnor aristocracy,

a man of literate tastes, nmaster of five |anguages (Polish, German,
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English, French, and Italian), and a gournet cook," He woul,
have nentioned sexual preferences. That was no one's busir
his own. Besides, he was quite aware of famly honor w
manded an heir, an abstract concept he was prepared to de
in the future.

After Sachenhausen he woul d have said, "I ama fag
gay-there was not hing gay about being a honosexual in thz
Not hi ng sexual either. Like the other nen, he lost all de
anyt hi ng but staying alive. The option of "rehabilitatio:
tricky. If a night in a brothel proved one could not perforrr
prostitute, one would be castrated. Josef preferred to t
chances with the beatings and tortures.

Josef was driftwood, really. He floated through life, ma
decisions, no plans. He had drifted into his first |ove affair
bridge, drifted to London and Paris, to Berlin. He had not b
to nake plans to | eave Germany, and so he had drifted
hands of the Gestapo. |In Sachenhausen he drifted into a
escape.

It was in Novenber of 1941, the snow crisp and evei
ground. Josef was lying in his bunk unable to sleep. Qutsi
the drunken | aughter of the German guards as they ,
t hrough the prisoners' barracks. It was clear fromtheir vc
they were standi ng outside the Jewi sh huts, for they ca
"Pig-Jews, cone out. Qut. Now. At once." And he cou
hear the frantic scrabbling as the Jews in that particul ar hut
into the cold in their thin striped paj anas.

"Take of f your clothes, and roll," conmanded a voice
Josef had shuddered, know ng what that neant. The~
roll in the snow until the SS nmen thensel ves were too colc

about watching any nmore. Then the Jews woul d be all owe(
back into their unheated huts and try to get warm under
bl ankets. Many woul d be dead in days of pneunonia cou
despair.

Though he had heard of this, he had never actually sc
somet hing seenmed to force himto get up, to walk to the d
barracks, to open it a crack

"Josef!" Someone whi spered his nanme, put a hand on h:
is nothing. We can do nothing. Do not make a fuss."
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He turned abruptly, started to say sonething al oud, sonething
about bei ng nen, about fighting, about dying with honor, some-
thing theatrical. A hand was sl apped brutally over his nouth, his
arnms were pinned behind him

"Do not hing. When they are gone, we will be gone, too. W will
kill you if you ruin our plan." The words were whispered fiercely
in his ear.

He nodded and the hand dropped from his nouth. He whi spered
back: "Take nme." He did not know the plan, He did not know the
pl anners. He did not care. "Take me." They might kill himanyway.
He did not care. He was driftwood, you see.

VWen the drunken sol di ers had had enough of the gane-"Jesus,
Maria-it is too cold for this. | want sone nore schnappes," one
conpl ai ned-and the |last of the Jews had craw ed back inside the
hut, someone in the dark tapped Josef on the shoul der



"Come," a voice muffled by the night told him "You can be the
| ookout. Karol is at the last mnute too frightened. Better the devil
you know. "
He went with them not knowi ng either the plan or the direction
not knowi ng that Karol had already inforned on them that Karol
was a spy who was neither a fag nor a Pole, but a Czech jailed for
profiteering. They slipped out through the trap door in the ceiling,
by the chimey, the door that was supposed to be sealed shut. He
never found out who had opened it. They cl anbered down the sides
of the building. Josef was told to cone last, to watch, to call out any

war ni ngs.
The guards were waiting for them counting them and nam ng
them just as Karol had listed. But Josef, still on the roof, crouched

by the stovepi pe chimey as the | ookout, was neither expected nor
counted. And when the others were nmarched away to the Pathol ogi e,

a wel cone addition to Dr. Mugowsky's dw ndling supply of exper-
irnental prisoners, Josef shivered in his thin striped pajamas by the
chimey and tried to plan his retreat. But the trapdoor was shut
again, either frozen by the cold or bolted frominside by the in-
former Karol. So once nore Josef drifted.

Pl eased with the night's catch, the guards began to drink riotously
in their own warm barracks. Josef practically strolled up to the fence
and, heedl ess of cuts to his hands and feet, flung hinmself up and over
the wire.
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By morning's light, he was in a forest somewhere-he was:

to be sure where-outside of O anienberg, colder than he ha6
been in the canmp, his hands cranped and stiff, his nose rui
ceasel essly, a line of diarrhea brought on by fright hardening c
inside of his right thigh. But free.

He woul d have frozen in that filthy condition had not a wo(

ter discovered himjust as the sun was rising.

The woodcutter was Henrik R-, also known as The Rz

was a partisan.



CHAPTER

27

Forget every romantic notion you have ever had about the partisans
(he said) for they are all incorrect. These were not brave nen and
worren brilliantly plotting noves ajzainst the slug-gish eneny. These

were not the underground chess gane masters checkmating the

P, ei ch. These were farmers and woodcutters and escapees. These
wer e students and housew ves and professional thieves. These were
the flotsamand jetsamof the world, driftwood |ike Josef, whose
victories were sonetimes catastrophes, whose defeats were the stuff

All of themwere |iars because the were afraid or because the
were brave or because thev could not care or because thev cared too

Once he was no | onger starving, no |onger freezing, no |onger
runni ng fromthe Sachenhausen Gestapo, Josef joined the particular
cell that The Rat led. He did not |ike the woodcutter, who was a
rough, unlettered boor. But Henrik nmade himfeel safe, for the firs
time in years. He becane a partisan because he was grateful and
because he was afraid and because |ike any piece of driftwood, he
went where the tide nulled If Henrik had wanted to nake love to
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him he would have assented; if Henrik had beaten him he w
have bl essed the striking hand.

At night, deep in the forest, in lean-tos Henrik showed them
to build-but without fires to give their positions away-the five
and three wonen of Henrik's group told little stories of the r
ance to |l end thensel ves courage.

One, a Jewish university student who had fled to the w
under cover of a terrible stormwhile being transported to Dal
reported to themof the diarists in Warsaw, the "Joy of Sab
circle that recorded the news of any who fought back. '
not her," he recalled, "fought like a lioness."” He had repeate
word several times and the wonmen nodded, echoi ng him

"A lioness," they said.

"She refused to turn her baby over to the nurderers as
asked. "

"A lioness," said one wonman, herself a nother whose chJ
had all died on a forced march. She called herself Mitter H

"And what happened?" Josef asked.

The student shook his head. "They grabbed the child fro
and hurled it fromthe w ndow But. " he turned a ravago
towar ds Josef and there was a shining in it, a reflection of borr
courage, "but she did not turn the baby over to them on her own.

Josef did not speak but nmade a tsach with his tongue agair
t eet h.

Mutter Holle put her hand on Josef's arm "You think, then
not matter, that the results were the sane. But you are v
Prince." They called him Prince because of his manner and b(

t he student had known sonet hing of the Potocki famly, b
Pole hinmsel f. "But we are all stronger for such wonen."

Josef did not know what to say. He was thinking: a deac
is a dead child. There is nothing good that cones of nmurde
baby. But he had seen so much horror in his year at Sachenh
he dreamt at night that drains in his body were constantly
wi th bl ood, though when he had been in the canp he ha(
dreaned of food. He said nothing and the women took
agr eement .

"Josef understands,"” Mutter Holle said. "He is a Prince.’
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Only once did Henrik speak to them of the resistance as a nove-
ment. "W have not cone here to live," he said, pointing to the
forest around them "W have not come here to stay alive. It is our
sacred duty to fight when we can and to die if we nust, but to
avenge what they have done to our Germany." Then having deliv-

ered hinself of the only beautiful paragraph he was likely ever to
utter, Henrik finished in rather nore usual fashion, "The shits. W
will kill themall."

Josef did not remind himthat of the eight of them only four were
actually German-Henrik, Miutter Holle, and the two nen, brothers,
who had escaped conscription into the arny: Fritz and Franz,
known as Donner and Blitzen

Josef lived with the Oranienberg partisans in the forest for the four
nmont hs of winter: Novenber, Decenber, January, and February.

And in all that time-except for a raid on a grocery in the outskirts
of Orani enberg for much-needed supplies, and three |ate-night

forays onto the train tracks to destroy sections of it that were built
back again the next day by concentration canp i nnates-they did
not hi ng except exchange stories.

In March, the little band finally planned a real raid. Henrik told
them of a storage depot on the other side of Berlin, and even drew
a map to show them how they could fan out and then neet again
safely.

"W have only four guns," Josef pointed out.

"W have courage," said Miutter Holle.

"They are shits,"” Henrik said. "If necessary we will kill them
VAth our bare hands." He said it in his growl of a voice but Josef
noted with sone detachment that he did not offer to give up his

own gun.

And so the plan was set. The guns were in the hands of those who
knew how to use them Henrik, Donner, Blitzen, and Josef who, as

a boy, had often gone hunting on his stepfather's estate. He did not
them that he had never actually killed anything on those trips,
"i~xcept once a wood pigeon, and that by accident. The bl ood on his

o
hands as he tried to breathe |life back into the little grey bird had

made t he ganeskeeper and his stepfather |augh
Those wi t hout guns-the three wonen and the Jew, who was,
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after all, a student and a rabbi-carved spears out of bran
maki ng the points as sharp as Henrik's knife.

In their layers of cast-off clothing, nakeshift weapons in
they | ooked less |ike a band of partisans than a pl eistocene hu
party out after sabertooth. But Henrik's fierce | eadership sust
them "They are shits,” was the war party's hunting cry.

The outcone of the raid was never in doubt. They all exp
to die, though not a one of themsaid it aloud. They revived tf
resi stance stories: the nothers who would not give their ch
over to the Nazis, the rabbis who rushed onto the points (
bayonets scream ng the Shema, the partisan who threw him ~
front of a bus as a diversion so his conrades coul d escape.
filled thensel ves with such stories, never nentioning that a
stories ended in death.

Josef alone said it. "W are all going to die."

They shunned himthen. They literally turned their backs o
t hough he was telling no nore and no less than the truth t~
knew. From the nonent he said what was in their secret hea
no | onger existed for them Henrik took his gun away and ~

to one of the wonmen. She kept her spear as well. So Josef
went into that final battle against the storage depot witk
weapon.

Because of it-who says that God does not have a sei
hunor ?- he al one was not kill ed.

The storage depot was not one building but three great silo~
rik's plan had been sinmple; he had drawn it with a stick
muddy ground. Those with guns would be in the forefront
wi t hout guns behind. They would rush the small wooden h(
whi ch the depot manager lived, take himprisoner, find sorr
with which to bl ow up the silos, and escape.

"Melt back into the woods," Henrik said.

VWhen Josef asked how they might expect to find sonet]

bl ow up the silos with, no one answered. He had becone
person, his questions not worth answering. And he unde
then, that the point of their raid was not to bl ow up anythin,
The point was to die so that they, in turn, could becone sto
other partisans to tell around the fires that were not fires.
So when Henrik and Donner and Blitzen and the wonai
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Nadi a went forward with their guns, followed closely by the rabbi
Mutter Holle, and the third woman, who had rabbity teeth and was
call ed Hexe-wi tch-josef stayed behind. He was not afraid. Having
lived a year in Sachenhausen, having nanaged through four nonths

in the woods, he had no fear left. But he did not want to die for
someone el se's story. If he had to die, he wanted to die for his

He watched t hem cut down by machine gun fire, for Henrik had
not nentioned, perhaps had not even known, that there were
guards atop the silos. He watched and he did not even weep for
them He knew that when he told their story a day or a nonth or
year fromthen, then he would cry.

He went back into the woods, found the last of their meager
supplies, broke off a walking stick for himnmself which, w thout

rik's knife, he could not sharpen as a weapon, and began to go due
east: towards the rising sun, towards the border that was no | onger
a border, towards Pol and, towards hone.



CHAPTER
28

It is difficult to believe (he said) that Josef P. nade it to his
ther's estate alive and unharnmed. But the war was filled wt
unbel i evabl e stories. This man hid in the cupboard of his nei~
house the entire war. That one was killed out wal king his do
worman ni ssed her train and it was bl own up. That wonman
a ride and was nurdered. This child lived safely three years
woods. That one had its brains slamed agai nst the canp':
wall. There is nothing that is not believable in this world.
cane hone

He wal ked into the house to find Potocki dead, taker
conspirator and shot in the ganmeskeeper's hut where he
often gutted rabbits and skinned deer. Hi s mother, still be
was mstress to the conmandant who had set up his headc

in the house. Josef stopped only to take a few possession
fresh clothing, a backpack of food, a passport with an extra
graph, a knife, his stepfather's prized hunting rifle and extra

he was no fool after all. These were given to himby his olc

who al so cut his hair and trimed his nails and let hims
nightfall in her own bed, his head resting on her breasts as if |
still a child and not a man. He did not see his nother

"Take your father's ring," the old nurse had said, put
stepfather's ring in his hand.
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"This is Potocki's ring,"
entwi ned letters.

"He was your true father,"

Josef said, looking at the crest and the

she said. "You are his true son."

"My not her?"
"Ah, poor lanb, no better than she should have been. But the old
man. . . " and by this she neant the first husband, whom Josef had

al ways believed was his father, the old man was a beast.
Unnatural. Her true |love was Potocki. And you were of that union

i ndeed." She kissed himand sent himinto the night. He never was

to know whet her that story was, like all her stories told to himlate
at night, a fairy tale or real. H s nother died near the war's end, her
beauti ful gol den hair shaved off, hanged by the |ocal partisans as a
col | aborator. He never saw her again.

The woods around his stepfather's estate were well known to him
and he planned to stay there throughout the war, for everyone said
it would not be a prolonged seige. The Germans woul d never stand

up to the conbined nmght of the world, not to the revenge of the
Poles. So his old nurse had told hinm so he now chose to believe.
Forgetti ng Sachenhausen and the tales he had heard. Forgetting the
deat hs he had already seen. Cean clothes, a fresh haircut, food in
the belly-they are great convincers. Josef was tired of death. He
dreaned of peace. He dreamed of sleep

He woke up surrounded by nen.

The sun was al ready overhead and stream ng down in bright

ri bbands through the trees. At first all he could see were the shad-



ows of nen bending over him elongated, black, backlit, nenacing.
Then one noved cl oser and he could make out a face, an angel's face
hal oed in gold curls. For a nmoment he thought he had di ed and was

i n heaven and Al an had found hi magain. Then the angel pulled him
roughly to a sitting position and Josef saw he | ooked nothing Iike
Al an, the gold curls being only a trick of the Iight behind. He had
brown hair with gold highlights and his nose was slightly beaked.
H s eyes were the dark nmud of the Vistula in flood,

"Who are you?" he asked Josef in Polish, then in German.

Caution, never an old habit, suddenly cl ained Josef. He answered
in Polish. | amcalled ... Prince. "

"He | ooks like one," a man commented. "Those cl othes."

"Don't be stupid. What would a prince . "
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':They shot the old one."

, I's he the sen?"

"The nother is a collaborator."

"We should kill himnow "

"Wait." It was the boy. He knelt beside Josef and puE
Josef's left sleeve.

"What are you doi ng?" Josef asked.

"Looki ng for a number," the boy said. "To see if you a
or an escapee."

"There were no nunbers in Sachenhausen. "

The boy sat back on his heels. "So .... a Jew?" He spok(
in a | anguage Josef did not know, though he guessed it was
Josef shook his head.

"You do not have the ook of a Rom"

He shook his head again. "I ama Pole. | am... a faggot.
A. . .11

The boy stood. "He would not admit to that if he
Ger man. '

"Why not?" The speaker was a heavy-faced man,

growing in black and white clunps. "All Germans are se

If he is a fag, he is just telling us he is a Gernman. And you kn

fags are: liars and bl abbernouths, incapable of loyalty."

"That," Josef said, finally standing and | ooking straig
man, "is exactly what H mm-Aer said. Perhaps you are t
Cer man spy."

The man hit himand Josef went down |ike a stone.

The boy knelt beside himagain, but he was |aughing,

pure | augh. Joseph had not heard such laughter in yez
seenmed to be no cynicismin it. None at all. "No German E
be so inept," the boy said, helping Josef to his feet once
say we keep him"

"He will be the death of us all,"” the bearded man w
Secretly Josef agreed with him if past history were any
And that is how he fell in with a group of Jew sh pa

There were thirteen in all. The boy-who was no boy
twenty-three-was call ed The Avenger, for his entire f
been burned alive in their synagogue and he al one, away
school , had been spared.
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The bearded man was known as Rebbe though, as far as Josef

was concerned, he was the |least holy man he had ever net: foul-

mout hed and qui ck to judge.

There were three brothers known as The Hammer, The Anvil and

The Rod who rarely spoke, except to each other. There was a thin,
dark Russi an aesthete who answered to lIvan the Terrible and who

had carved a tiny chess set out of oak, with acorn chessnen. He had
pl ayed the gane by hinself until Josef arrived and then, after Josef
won their third gane together, he never played again. There were
actually two wonen, known as Shuttle and Reed-though in all the
weeks Josef was with them he never was able to tell which was
whi ch. They stayed to thensel ves and al ways slept apart fromthe
men, their arns about one another. They m ght have been sisters,
with the sane square jaws, green eyes, blue-black curly hair cut
short, |arge peasant hands. They m ght even have been nother and
daught er, though Josef couldn't have said which was the ol der

There were five nmen in their sixties, grey-haired and grey-bearded,
who had conme fromthe sane village. Wodcutters, they had been

away deep in the woods when the Germans had arrived. On their

return they had found their famlies slaughtered, their hones | ooted
and burned. "Even the gold wedding ring on my wife's finger was
gone," one said. "Along with the finger." He did not say it sadly or
angrily or with any enption at all. It was as if he were reciting an
old old story told to himso long ago, it had lost its power to shock
or wound. Four of the nmen had taken the names of trees: Cak, Ash,
Rowan, Birch. But the fifth, who was their |eader, called hinself
Hol z- WVadel because that was the forestnen's nane for the ful

nmoon, a tine when felling of trees was at its height. "I fell only
German trees," he said. Again, wthout enotion.

They were on their way to the outskirts of Lublin. There, al nost

in sight of the city, was a new death canp: Majdanek it was call ed.
It had been started the previous Decenmber and was filled with
Russi an sol di ers-prisoners of war. It was Hol z- Wadel ' s i dea-and
supported by other partisan groups they had cone in contact wth-
that if they could liberate at | east sone of the canp, their ranks
woul d swell with nmen who had been trained as fighters.

Josef nodded his head. It was at |east a plan, so unlike the sort
of stories and silly dreanms that Henrik and his crew had been about.
"Take ne," he said.
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They were all practiced woodsnmen, the wonen, too: careful, (
and strong. It would have been hard to tell where one had tra~
t hrough the forest, nuch | ess fourteen, and Josef reveled in
conpany. The stories they traded at night had nothing to do
resi stance and horror, nothing to do with the many awful wa-
dyi ng. They told one another the old stories: the wodcutte
counted the folk tales of their mountains; the Avenger being c
of themall to childhood, the nursery stories his nother had
him Rebbe, true to his nane if not his nature, recalling stories
the O d Testanment. The Russian aesthete told Russian stori
verse, translating themfor the others in a voice rmade high
enot i on.

VWhen it was his turn, Josef began by reciting English ballad
Sir Patrick Spens and The Wfe of Usher's Well. He ignored h
favorites-Schiller and CGoethe-judging that his audience i
guess his choice of German poets neant nore than sinple ac
tion. They were still unsure of him He was the only non-Jev
his training in the theater stood himin good stead, and he
becanme their favorite entertainment. He ran through the ear
glish poets and then renenbered pieces of Dante for good ne
t hough the portions of the Inferno proved too dark and too r(
them When he transl ated "Abandon All Hope. . ." the two xh
put their hands up over their ears and began to weep silently
stopped, watching themin fascination. He had never seen a
weep without a sound. When he nentioned it the next norr
the boy, he was told they had learned to weep that way in
the canps, so as not to be noticed. The Avenger did not te
whi ch canmp. Josef did not ask

And so they cane, by slow, cautious stages, to the outsk
Lublin. There they joined up with a larger group of partisans
woods but were warned that Myjdanek was too well guardc
stories of death began again; they told themlike beads on a
The Shuttle and the Reed |l eft Josef's group then, for ther

ot her wonmen who took themin. And lIvan the aesthete, tirec

in the woods, was given fal se papers and sent on his way t1

t he vari ous undergrounds towards the west, a trip which se
doubl i ng back al ong sonme of the sane trails they had just ti
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They heard nonths |l ater, runmor piled upon runor, that he had been
killed near Paris, captured and tortured but refusing to give out any
nanes.

"Who woul d have thought the bastard had it in him" was the
Rebbe's terse conment. As it seened an appropriate enough obitu-
ary, no one said anything nore.

But Josef thought about Ivan's death, doubting he, hinself, could
have held out in silence. After all, hadn't he given the nanmes of al
his lovers, living and dead? Hadn't he held back in the raid when
Henri k and Donner and Blitzen and Nadia and the rabbi and Mitter
Hol I e and the Hexe had all gone down under the rain of the Nazi
guns? Then, unable to bear thinking any nore about his failures, he
t hought instead of Paris, renenbering it as it had been when he had
lived there: the small cafes, the busy streets, the life that had been
so quietly purposeless and so full of hope.

He was still trying to sort it all out when they broke into groups
of sixes and sevens and ei ghts and began, over a period of a nonth,
an active canpai gn of sabotage against strategic railway |lines and
st orage depots.

"Always railway |lines and storage depots,"” he muttered once.

"Those bastards don't shoot back," the Rebbe answered,

Josef did not nention how his earlier conmpanions had died. He
concentrated instead on their stealthy incursions, on the feel of a
steel pry under the tracks.

And one night, the tracks they worked on were the ones that |ed
tothe little town of Chel mo, by the Narew River.

It was in June.



CHAPTER
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How does one beconme a man of honor (he asked); how di
redeema |life? Think of Gskar Schindler. He was a gan
wormani zer, a drunk, a profiteer, a Nazi. His life was spell¢e(
one di shonor after another. Yet he saved 1,200 people. The.
saved said, "Anong the unjust, we do not forget the just.'
just so, a piece of driftwood |Iike Josef P. becane a herc
Unl i ke Auschwi tz, Dachau, Bergen-Belsen, the canp at C
was a secret. Even the Jews of the Lodz ghetto who were se
by the thousands,. even the entire Jew sh popul ati on of the
gau killed there did not fear the name. They had never

Chel mo has no national survivor organizations. No one s
Two nen only escaped; two men were found there aliv

war's end. Four nmen. And one wonan. Ksi~ini czka.

A rumor cane to Josef's group fromthe Warsaw ghetto p

But it was runor only. It was said there was an exterm nab
fifty kilometers fromLodz. The runor was horrible eno
they had all seen horror. They were nen and wonmen who
tortured, who had numbers burned in their arns, who ha
their butchered babies or seen themthrown into a fire, ~
been in a building where the drains ran red with human b
course they believed the runmor. They just did not know w
coul d do.
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"W will blow up the tracks to Powi ercie." Hol z-\Wadel offered

his one solution, running his fingers through his thick grey hair. The
runor had said prisoners were brought into that town, then

rdarched down the dusty road to Zawadki where they spent the

night in a [arge unheated m Il building.

"W will blowup the mll," argued Rebbe, hawking up a big glob
of phl egm and deliberately m ssing Josef's boot by the space of a
finger. "We could rush the Nazi bastards there." But the runor had
also said that in Zawadki there were SS barracks,

"We could dynanmite the SS barracks," said Avenger. "If we had
enough dynanite. If we dared." But he said it with a grin to show
that even he thought it was a terrible idea. Hs snmle was so infec-
tious, a small laugh ran around the circle of plotters.

"The schl oss," said Ash, and the tree brothers agreed with him
The runor said that it was in a schloss, a castle, that the prisoners
wer e hel d.

But Josef shook his head vigorously and threw his hat on the

ground. "W want to live, not die. W want to save people, not be
martyrs. Yes?" He spoke directly to Rebbe, but he neant it for them
all. And he spoke with such ardor, they all nodded their heads: yes,
yes, yes.

"Then we nmust follow where they take the prisoners, and rescue
who is left alive." For the final part of the runor said that this was
a canp on wheels. On wheels. They did not know what that mneant,

but they nmeant to find out.

That night, and wi thout further preparation, three nmen-Birch, Ash,
and Avenger-went to watch the trains cone into Pow ercie. Three
men- Rowan, Rebbe, and Hol z- Wadel -went to scout the mill build-
ing. Three nmen-the brothers Hamrer, Anvil, and Rod-went to
check on the SS barracks. And one man-Josef, because he was not
Jewi sh, because he spoke both Polish and German with an ari sto-
cratic accent-actually went into the town of Chel mo, called Kul m
hof by the Germans, to see what he could find out.
The brothers never returned. If they were captured, if they were
tortured, they surely gave nothing away. But they were gone as if
they had never been. So it was with this war.
The others met back in the woods three nights later to report.
"The trains are heavily guarded, soldiers everywhere," said Birch
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"The m |l |ikew se," Rebbe said. "Bastards!" He spit
ground, but this time away from Josef.

For a monent they were silent, thinking about the SS ba
t hi nki ng about the brothers and their fate, wondering if the
alive, believing that they were dead, willing still to wait but
ing nothing. So it was with everyone Josef had nmet in the
in the woods. One day a nan was there, the next he was i
did not even have any nore tears.

"What of the town?" Hol z- Wadel asked, the sentence eve
nmout h, without enotion, without fear, alnost wthout hc
nost .

"The town," Josef said, and for a nonment stopped. \Wa
he say? It was nothing, that town. Small, insignificant, a sinj
through it and nud-col ored. A church, a fine house for the i
a ruined castle surrounded by high wooden wal |l s festoont
barbed wire. And Nazis everywhere

"I hitched a ride with a local man, on his hay cart. H's ho
as old as he, and with probably as few teeth. He was qui
tive."

"The horse?" Avenger asked, but he w nked at Josef to sl
j oke.

"The horse had little to say, but the man spoke |ike at
horse pulling an ass," Josef said. The others | aughed.

"I told himl| was a Potocki and he pulled his forelock. F

if I was traveling hone, and | agreed. To see nmy mother, | ti
He had a cousin who had once seen ny nother, he said, on
to a ball. O maybe it was ny grandnother. A fine wc:

handsome worman, he said, if he could be allowed the com
| said he could."

"Ah, the aristocracy . . ." Rebbe said. This tine he did

"Then the old man | ooked at the road and gave a little s
the reins as if that could urge the old horse on. 'The Jews,
munbl i ng between w dely spaced teeth, '"they are like | eec
wound. Better to salt themdown.' "

The woodcutters grunbled at this.

"I did not say it-he did," Josef said. "But | asked him!|
salt was to be applied. And he told ne that it was to
directly. There. In Chelmo. And he was glad of it. 'How
| asked. And he said the Jews of the Warthegau were being
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by freight trains to the Kolo junction, transferred to another train on
the narrow gauge track, and proceeding to Pow ercie."
"Maybe we could dynamite the tracks between Kol o and Powi er -
cle," mused Hol z- Wadel, but the others ignored him
"He said that transports fromthe ghetto came in special twelve-
car trains fromLodz."
"W saw one, then," Birch interrupted.
"Yes-twel ve cars," Ash added. "W counted.”
"And over a hundred police acconpanying it," Avenger put in.
"That's what the old man said." Josef nodded. "A special unit."
"For an ass, he certainly brayed a lot." Rebbe hawked up
thought better of it, and swallowed his spit.
"What of the town?" Hol z- \Wedel pronpted again, and again
wi t hout enotion, neither inpatience nor anger.
"They come by van to the schloss, " Josef said. "This | saw nyself.
Through the gates. | could not get closer.”
"And the old man? Wat did he say about them once they are
i nsi de?" asked the boy, putting his hand on Josef's arm
Josef was silent for a long nonment, renmenbering. \When he



spoke, his voice was |ow, on the verge of a whisper. "He said that
they go in and they cone out but it is not the sane. And he | aughed.
| laughed with him W had a good |augh at those Jews." His arm
was trenbling under the boy's hand. "I saw several nen wal ki ng,
their ankles in chains. | pointed at them W had another |augh."
"And the town?" Hol z- Wedel said

"It is small and full of SS nen. The vans that take the Jews from

t he schl oss head out of town, towards a forest. | did not go there nor
show any interest init. It would have been too suspicious. The old
man and | |aughed all the way through Chel mo, about the Jews,

about the Gypsies, about social deviants, about fags. How we

| aughed. He admired the crest on nmy ring. | |aughed and said

farewel |, He would have invited me to his home to neet his wife

but I was afraid | nmight murder himin his kitchen. | said ny nother

was expecting ne and the one thing she would not tolerate is that
| be late. He nodded. He understood."

"Towards a forest . nmused Hol z-\Wdel, and there was the
tiniest bit of enption in his voice.
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They circled carefully through the woods towards the far
Chelmo. It took themthree nights traveling, three days hi
carefully dug trenches, the tops overlaced with branches. Th
t aki ng no chances. They came at |ast, round and about, to tl
of the forest. Up to twenty feet away were alfalfa fields, the
flowers noving sluggishly in a puzzling wind. There were
hutches at the field' s end, and they could see three nmen an
of about thirteen shuffling along, feeding the rabbits. To tt
was the Narew River, meandering slowy. They kept the
down, for flat-bottoned boats were occasionally poled alo
The guards seened quiet and they had no dogs, which
| east was thankful for. He had no wish to shoot a dog, tho
had no conpunction about shooting the guards if he had to
had he come in his two years of war.
They waited several hours, before Hol z- Wedel said wh
were all thinking. "This is not yet where the vans go." H
peared quietly into the deeper woods, the others foll ow n~
Josef watched the shuffling nen at the rabbit hutch for a
nore and saw how they seemed to watch over the boy, tho
one of themtouched him Then he, too, went back into
woods.

That night they circled even further away from Chel mo
nmorni ng were in place, crouched on the edge of another c

The sun came up and the birds sang their hearts out, as if th
were as sweet and pure as the first norning of God's paradis
Josef would know the nane of the wood: Rzuchow.

sunrise it seened |ike Eden.

Then a group of thirty-five nen in an open truck arriv
when they got out at the far edge of the field, they shu
manner that rmade Josef know at once that these were p

They stood still, as if waiting, but unlike nbost people in
anticipating an event, they did not nove about or talk or
at flies. They were as still as statues and, in the golden s

| ooked made of bronze. Only the truck driver and the gua
hi m spoke, sl apping one another on the back twice in the c
their conversation

There was a nonent of conplete silence-guards and bird
t aneously quieting-and Josef could suddenly hear a stra
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runbling. If later he renenbered that runble as the sound of the
WIld Hunt, it was only a fancy on his part. Pot within mnutes the,
rumoling turned into ffiree |IaTge vans, Vi ke furniture-noving vans,
about six by three nmeters. The outsides of the vans were covered
wi t h narrow overl appi ng boards, and with the sun glinting off the
sides, he thought at first that they were arnored. It was only later
he realized they were nmerely wood painted a dark grey.

"Why such vans here?" Avenger whispered to him and Josef had



no answer. The old man had said not hi ng about them

Then the vans stopped and the shackl ed nen shanbled to the

back. One man strained for a nonent at each door and the nearer
van's doors suddenly flew open and a naked worman tunbl ed out

onto the ground.

A small noan ran around the watching nmen in the forest but Josef
silenced themby lifting his hand. In the few seconds the nmpan and

t he ensuing silence took, three nore bodies had fallen fromthe back
of the truck.

Every two hours the vans arrived in the clearing and all Josef and his
conrades could do was squat behind the dark trees at the forest's

edge and witness the horror of the events, for the vans were escorted
by scores of SS vehicles. The partisans were vastly out nunbered and
out gunned.

Wen they saw the first bodies tunble out, they were angry. But



when that woman was foll owed by another and another and an-

ot her ~ei ghty-two people in all pulled, dragged, and rolled out of the
van-they were nunb. And though they could not see clearly from
behi nd the trees, they found out soon enough that the corpses had
been mangled for the gold in their teeth and then rolled into an
enornous mass grave there in the field by the grey Narew.

Once the three vans had been enptied, off they were driven again
toward Cheh-nno, |eaving the shackled workers and their guards
behi nd. Every two hours they returned with another full [ oad.

That first day Josef and his friends watched from sunup to sun-
down, seven trips for the vans, three vans each tine, twen"ne
bads. Josef did the arithmetic for them "Between eighty and one
hundred dead each tinme means they have killed over eighteen hun-
U dred to al nost two thousand men and wonen and chil dren today
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alone. It is worse than Sachenhausen." He had thought

coul d be worse

The nmen did not respond to his mathematics, but sinply
swiftly back into the deep woods.

That night, by nmutual consent, they said nothing. They

even plan for the norning. But Josef could hear one man or
weepi ng far into the night. Near nidnight, Rebbe cane to

did not speak but handed Josef a bottle of cognac. Josef did
how he had cone by such a treasure, he just drank fully a

of the bottle straight before the man took it from himand
alone. It was then he thought of Al an, whom he had never

of in Sachenhausen or in the six years since his desertion

" 'Tis a far, far better thing," he quoted to hinself w
passion, nmeaning it was better to go down fighting in z

di spute, better to be cut down in a hail of bullets on a raid,
be gassed in a six-neter van, fighting eighty relatives and fri
a last breath of air. Better to be a resistance | egend than to be
away like an old rag into a vast, unmarked grave.

In the norning they returned to the forest's edge. It was a
could not believe what they had seen the day before, that

to see it again for it to be real. And so for a second day,
overcast with a sky as grey as the river, they counted va
trips this tinme, despite the threatening weather, and the ad
a round of machine gun fire.

"They have shot the shackl ed prisoners,
best eyes. "There are to be no w tnesses."

By evening the field was totally deserted and t hey chan(
across it. Not all of themand not all at once. The boy, B
Josef drew the short straws and went first. They ran wa
over, and Josef kept turning to stare at the river grown
every mnute, but they were alone in the harrowing field

They came to the side of the pit in the deepeni ng dar
enornous, full of shadows: shadows of arns, of |egs,

t hrown back, nouths open in silenced screans. Lines of |

t hrough Josef's mind but, he realized, not even the great
could touch the horror of what lay at his feet. The snell-a
fog of exhaust funes, the stench of |oosened bowels, t
sickly odor of the two- and three-day dead-drenched thi

Rowan said. H
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Josef stared down at the bodies, but only one in the thousands

did he really see-a child, no nore than three or four, fair-haired, on
the very top of the heap. Its thunb was firmy in its nouth, like a
st opper.

He wept.

They all three wept, |oudly and unashanedly.

Then Avenger cried out, "Look! Someone is noving!"

At first Josef thought it rust be because of the dark, because of
t he shadows, because of their fear. Then he had an even darKker
t hought that the gasses bodi es exude when decomnposi ng nmust be

rising fromthe earlier dead. But Avenger was, after all, a nedica
student and surely he would know all that. Besides, he had al ready

| eaped down into that hellish pit, pushing the stiffening bodies

asi de. And when he stood up again, shakily, on the backs and

breasts and sides of slaughtered people, he held a single body in his
arms.

It was a young woman and, even in the qui ckening dark, Josef

could see that her armwas nmoving sluggi shly, that her face had an
odd pattern of roses on the cheeks.

Avenger handed up the body to Josef and Birch hel ped the boy

climb out hinself, But by that time the girl had stopped noving, had
even stopped breathing. Josef could feel her die in his arns. So he
| aid her down on the ground and, putting his nouth on hers, the
taste of vomit bitter on his lips, he tried to give her breath.

They took turns trying to revive her, Avenger using the nedica

school method, lifting her arms up and down and, when he was

bred, Josef breathing into her nmouth. And it was into Josef's nouth
that she, at last, sputtered and coughed. By the time she was able

to breathe on her own, the field was conpletely dark. There was no
nmoon. There were no stars. They could all have been dead and in

the pit for all that they coul d see.

The girl did not speak, did not say her nanme, did not ask where

she was or who they were. She only put her hand to her head as

if it ached, as if she were dizzy and could not stand. So Avenger took
off his jacket and wapped it tenderly around her. Then he picked

her up and carried her, as if she were a child, going unerringly back
to the -woods, though there was no light to see by. Josef and Birch
followed theminto that darker dark.
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In the norning she was still alive, still silent, though the ro
| onger bl oonmed so brightly on her cheeks. Her body was s
with feces and vonit, her own and that of the other victins. F
hair was matted and tangled. There were three scratches on h,
and neck, and one on her left leg. Qccasionally she coue

phl egm and t hen, enbarrassed, turned and spat it on the gi
Avenger gave her his jacket and Birch his shirt. Wen she t
return one or the other, they shook their heads and Avenger
that tender snmile of his. She buttoned the jacket carefully o
shirt, and the tails hung bel ow the jacket and hal f down her

The next night, flushed with the victory of her life, and th(
after as well, they went back to the pit, sorting through the
ing bodies, trying to find soneone else alive. The girl stayed
in the protection of the dark forest.
Though they found two nmen and one wonman who w(
breathing, the men both died, raving, in the forest before m
It was, Avenger explained to them a normal conplication (
gassing. The wonan lived till noon the next day, wapped in
coat. She conpl ai ned of starbursts, of shadows novi ng towai
Before she died, she told them how she had conme to Ch
her voice never rising above a hoarse whisper, as if it had
di ed. Later the men pieced together her story. She spoke
castl e-the schloss, she called it-a nanor house with an old i
and two wooden huts. She and her family had been brought |
fromthe Lodz ghetto, then by truck, into the schloss cot
There they had been reassured by a handsome Gernan cc
dant, in passable Polish, that they were only going to a worl
"Only a place to work where our | abor would help the (
fatherland," she whispered, then pointed. "See the shado' A
there were none.
So they needed to wash, the commandant had told th
whil e they washed their clothing would be disinfected froml
and horrible ride. Those had been his words, such words of c¢
"the long and horrible ride." They had to disrobe, therefore,
their valuables, their papers, and other itens of identificat
| ockets and rings, in baskets especially marked with their:
"Then we went into the cellar at the schloss,"” she w
hoarsely. "I held ny little daughter's hand. W were both s(
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rassed being naked in front of strangers. Even naked in front of

fam |y menbers. It is not done, you know. It is not done." Her eyes
fflled with tears. "I would have picked up ny child, but she said

"No, Manma. Not skin on skin.' So | held her hand and read the signs

out loud to her as we wal ked down the hall. To the washroom said

one sign over a stairway, To the Doctor another. | told her not to be
afraid. h . . . " She had silently then, whispering through the tears,
"that | had held her that one last tine."

She told themthat all the prisoners were sent down the stairs and
to an enclosed ranp that led into a van. They had to run fromthe

bl ows the Germans had suddenlv bezun to rain uoon their heads.
Al nost one hundred peopl e had been cranmed in.

"My little daughter was buried in the crush,” she said. "I heard

her cry out once, and then not again. | came the very last into our
van and the doors slammed after nme. The floor was of tin and
latticed. It hurt ny bare feet. W were all scream ng, crying out.
call ed ny daughter's nane over and over and over but she did not
answer. Then the van started up and that is all | can renmenber.”

They did not tell her that everyone else in the van was dead, dead
fromthe exhaust piped in, dead in the crush of so many people
scrabblin2 for air or dead froma final bullet in the brain. Thev did

not have to

Later that norning, just before she died she cried out the nane
"Rachel ." Josef knewthey all knew even without being told- at
it was her daughter's nane. They buried her there, in the woods,

with a sinple stone to mark the place. Josef stood with the others

around her rave



"There are only eight of us," Hol z-Wadel said, "And one is not

a Jew. Not enough for a real mni n
"Nine," the girl said suddenly. "And God will not care. It was
the first time she had spoken. She joined them hugging herself.
Josef was not sure if she nmeant God woul d not care whether they
had the proper nunmber of men for the funeral or that if she neant
He sinply no | onger cared about anyone at all. He did not ask.

After they realized she could speak, they questioned her: what was
her name, where had she cone fromwho had been with her

She shook her head. "I do not know. "



Avenger took her hand in his. "You nean you do not remem
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ber." He was worried. He knew t hat gas poi soni ng brought

choses, brought deterioration of personality.

She shook her head. | do not know. | have no nenories in

head but one."

"What one?" Hol z- Wadel asked.

"Afairy tale."

"M shuganah! " Rebbe said, shaking his head and wal ki ng o

"What fairy tale?" Josef asked.

She shrugged. "I do not know its name. But in it | ama prin
in a castle and a great m st conmes over us. Only | am ki ssed aw

| know now that there is a castle and it is called 'the schloss.'

do not know for sure if that is nmy castle. | only renmenber the
tale and it seenms, somehow, that it is ny story as well."

"She nmeans ' Sl eeping Beauty in the Wod,' " Josef said.

The woodcutters nodded and Avenger smled, al nost as
wer e simultaneously amused and charned. And relieved.

"Then we will call you Princess," Josef said. "Princess Briar
after the storv." But he used the Polish word: Ksifiniczka.

B



CHAPTER
30

Tag-ein tausenit " (he said). It was sonething Josef heard years
later fromhis friend, the priest of Chel mo. That was what the
guards used to say to one another, and to the people of the toVWM
"Ein Tag-ein tausend~ " It means One day-one thousand, the nunbers
of people to be killed. Atally stick. A rota.
t Jose and his conrades had saved one. One in a thousand.
t hey knew their chances of saving one nore were shm And
danger ous.

"W nust get her away," Josef said to them "W nust find her
cl ot hes. Shoes. Real food."

"Oxygen if we can," added Avenger

Cl ot hes and shoes and food were possible. For oxygen she woul d
have to breathe the air. They all knew that. They had been eating
nmushroonms and berries and many greens that the woodcutters knew
were safe. They had caught fish fromthe Narew, but eaten themraw,
Bu
d
dan
do~

not willing to chance a fire. They thenselves wore old clothes, old
shoes. Josef renmenbered a pair of boots he had given to a servant
because they had not fit properly. Wat he woul d have given for those
boots now. He dreaned at night of the gateau he had eaten with Al an

in Paris. Or Vienna. Or Berlin. He was no |onger sure. He didn't dream
of Alan, just of the cake. One norning he had awakened, certain he
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"Food first," Josef said to them "And shoes next." F
surprised when they agreed, when they asked for his advice
how, by breathing life into the girl, by nam ng her, he had
a person of consequence, had all unwitting becone their |lea
was-and he was not-pleased by it.

"And we must report this back to the others. This nessag
t he vans and about the canp. W nust pass it on." How c,
have known that the news of the place was al ready known, r
as a runor in a ghetto, but substantiated by one of the two eE
passed on to the Polish underground, fromthere to the
government-i n-exile. How could he have known that alre
June of that year all the details were known even in London
knew was that the nen agreed with him nodding to cong
t hensel ves, though the boy Avenger was the slowest and Jc
not the only one to notice that his eyes were, the entire tine

girl.

They noved through the forest only at night, and silen
AWenger carrying the girl over the roughest parts to save |
feet, allowi ng no one else to hoist her up. And she, in turn,
to want only his hand in hers, his arm about her wai st,
enbarrassed that she wore nothing on her |egs,

They | et her bathe one night at a turning of the river,

Ash and Birch and Rowan posted a hal f kil ometer upstrea
Wadel Rebbe and Josef posted a half kil ometer down. No o
exactly where the Avenger stationed hinself. In the norn
could all see how springy and clean her red hair was, how
her face, and that the scratches on her cheek and neck werE
beginning to heal to three thin red lines. The roseate bl oo
t he gas poi soni ng had been replaced by a constant bl ush.

It took themthree nights of travel to cone around to th
the other partisan groups. Josef and Hol z- Wadel and the t
Ksiginiczka to the | eadership and told themthe story of \,V
had seen. The ot hers thought her nane a code, like thi
approved of it. They found her clothes: a peasant skirt, a sh
only a size too |l arge which she stuffed with rags for the

"W can send her on," a small man with round gl asse
t hem

Ksi gfini czka clung to Avenger's arm "I have nowhere to
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id, "no one who is wanting ne." She | ooked at Avenger but spoke
to themall. "I do not want to be sent on. Take nme. Take ne."
Josef remenbered how he had used those exact words when he

had been driftwood, and his eyes burned with unshed tears. He put
hi s arm around her and, inadvertantly his hand touched the boy's.
He forced hinself not to shrink fromthe contact. "W will take
charge of her," he said to the others. "W are her famly now. "

So she stayed and they found her a gun which she handl ed badly,



and a knife, which she used as if cutting apart a chicken. But she was
fearl ess nonet hel ess, and cheerful, having no past to haunt her
O'ten when they were very deep in the woods, she would sing
quietly, for song lyrics, at least, she could renmenber. One Josef
t hought particularly beautiful, a Yiddish lullabye. He learned it
easily, having a way wi th | anguages:

Shl of zhe mre shoyn, Yankele...
Sl eep, Yankele, ny darling little baby,

Shut your big bl ack eyes,
A big boy with all his teeth-

Shoul d his mother still sing himlullabies?
"You will have nmany big, beautiful, dark-eyed boys," Josef said
to her one evening after she sang that song.
"And you will stay away fromthem" she answered back, but she

touched his hand and smiled when she said it, to take away the
sting. He wondered how she had known about him He did not ask.

They had agreed not to go back to Chel o because it was usel ess,
after all, and too dangerous. Instead they joined the others in raids
on tracks and depots once again, and they were over a year in the
great track of the Polish forests, energing every few weeks to blitz
one small target or another, then fading back again through the trees
and traveling mles away through the trackl ess woods. They | ost
very few fighters, except to influenza and occasi onal despair, though
they sent many through the underground routes towards freedom

But one day Hol z- Wadel came to Josef privately.

"Rebbe and |," he began slowy, "we have been tal king." That
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meant, Josef knew, that Rebbe had done the tal king and Ho
the listening. But he said nothing. "W are thinking that tl
enough." He gestured around him to the forest, but Josef
did not mean the trees. "W think that tracks and depot
and tracks are good, and of inportance. But after what w
that field, this is nothing. W counted, you know. One 3
t housand a day. There can not be that many Jews in Pol

Josef nodded, still silent.

"What do you plan to do about it?"

He had pl anned not hi ng, of course, but now his brain rei

i deas. They could go to Vilna and help spirit children
ghetto, They could join the underground of guardians v
peopl e from Cracow, from Lodz. But a voice inside of him
rescue one, they kill one thousand. Still-one is enough.” H
bered the bitter taste of Ksiqfiniczka's nmouth on his. An~
if afire had descended suddenly in his brain, he underst(
Rebbe and Hol z- Wadel wanted. And he understood wh

and his followers had cared nore about maki ng a powe
than life itself. He wondered only that he had been so slov
He gathered them together under a | arge oak tree, away

ot her partisans. The oak was old and gnarled and he | eane(
against it, borrowing fromits strength. The woodcutt
shoul der to shoul der, clustered around Hol z-Wadel . Stan
apart was Rebbe, arms fol ded over his massive chest. K

and Avenger were armin arm her red hair now braided
wel | bel ow her shoul ders. He had the start of a fine b

gol den feathers, on his chin and cheeks.

Josef told themhis plan. It was sinple. It was dire
deadly. He held out his hand. "WII| you cone?"

One by one by one they had nodded and taken his haj
for the boy who bit his lip. "First, there is sonmething to
he sai d.

"What ?" Josef asked, his voice snooth, but there waE

chill in his chest and belly, as if announcing the com ng of
Ksi ~i ni czka smled shyly and taking the boy's hand, sl

it up to her breast. "W wish to be married," she said. The
they grasped Josef's hand.
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Three days later, the marriage was hel d under a canopy of sticks and
| eaves threaded through with vines. The woodcutters and Rebbe

and Josef stood at the corners of the chuppa to give the bride away.
One of the partisans, a real rabbi who had sonehow managed to

keep his white fringed tallis through the months of living in the
woods, said the words over the couple as he renenbered them for

he had no prayer book. Those who had no head coverings wore
makeshi ft hats of wood. The few wonen converted petticoats into
headscarves. One even tatted a bridal veil fromthe tassels of the
rabbi's tallis.

The bride was given the marriage name of Eve. "Because," the

rabbi said, "you are the first woman to be married here in the woods
and because Ksi#niczka is not a Jewi sh name." The groom of f ered

his own real nanme: Aron Mandl estein.

There was no singing; it would have been too dangerous. But
when the rabbi pronounced them husband and wife in the sight of

CGod and the groom ki ssed his bride shyly but with growi ng enthusi -
asm a nurnur ran around the ragtag forest congregation

"Mazel toy, " they all whispered, and Hol z- Wadel explained to

Josef that it meant "good luck."

'Mazel toy, " Josef whispered, too, though his eyes had begun to



fog with tears and he turned away fromthe sight of all that happi-
ness.
Then men with nen and wonen wi th wonen-and the bride
with the groomthey began to dance to no nusic at all around the
clearing, the only sound their feet shuffling through the fallen |eaves.
Josef stood apart, |eaning against a tree, remenbering Paris,
Vi enna, Berlin. Remenbering Alan. Renenbering life as it used to
be and coul d never be again.

The nine of themleft in the nmorning, tracking back towards

Chel mo, returning out of life to death. It was | ate Novenber 1943.
The woods were grey with the end of fall. Few birds sang. Then

very early in the norning, the sky threatening rain, they came at | ast
to the thinning-out of the forest less than a kilometer fromthe
Chelmo fields. They did not know that in the year since they had
been gone, the canp had been di sbanded, then reinstated. That in

the year since they had rescued Ksiqiniczka fromthe pit, transports

to Chel mo out of the Lodz ghetto had resuned at an accel erated
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rate. That crematoria had been built in the fields to facilitate
probl em of dealing with dead bodies as well as to aid in the recl,
tion of dental gold. That the nunbers of guards had nultiplic
And even if they had known, they woul d have cone back

They stopped by the Narew to wash, the nen first and ther
girl, not so much to bathe but to prepare thenselves for the
ing fight. They di pped their hands into the water and ano

their heads with it. Rebbe washed his hands over and over

over again, nuttering Hebrew prayers. Then the nen clinbe

and turned away to |let Ksi~iniczka take her turn.

She slid down the enmbanknment and was just bendi ng ovi
wash her face when the machine guns split the grey air with
chatter.

Hol z- Wadel fell first, face down into the hard-packed e

Rebbe fell on top of him Aron-Avenger-was next and he rn~
funny sound as he went down, part gasp, part cry. Ash and R(
threw thenselves to the ground and tried to crawl towards hirr
the bullets hit them simultaneously, shattering both their hea
thoroughly, they no | onger |ooked hunman.

Josef had been standi ng somewhat apart fromthem and s(

had a monent to try and flee to the Narew. He never saw
happened to the rest. A bullet caught himin the leg as he turne
he went down the enbankment, tunbling toward the rive:

Ksi g~ni czka who was still bent over. He knocked them both ini
cold water.

She screamed out Aaron's name and tried to scranble up tc

but Josef grabbed on to her and held her down, partially to ke(
fromher death but al so because at the nmonent all thoughts es~
himand he was sinply too terrified to let go. The pull of the
caught them and they floated entwined in one another's
downstream chilled to the bone but otherw se unscat hed.

After several neandering turns, they managed to haul them

out of the river and clinb the enbanknment. Ksi~iniczka had t
Josef after her, for his right shin had been shattered. Ateri
draggi ng himand cursing him she got himinto the woods.

They clung together that night for warmh, not |ove, and we
morning for the others. But nostly for Aron
She bound up Josef's leg and nade a splint for it, using the
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she still had because it had been in a sheath held fast by her belt.
Nei t her of them had managed to keep their guns.

Sonehow they made it back through the woods over days or
weeks, Josef was never to be sure. He was feverish nuch of the tine.
H s menmories of the trip back remained forever phantasmagoric.
The one thing he could clearly recall was |ying on his back, staring
up through the canopy of trees, and thinking that the stars were
until the first ones hit his face and he realized it was snow

Two weeks after they found a group of partisans, the fever gone and
his | eg nendi ng, but crookedly, Josef |ooked around for Ksiqi-

ni czka, but could not see her anywhere. As had becone usual for

hi m he pani cked when she was not close by, and he asked sone

of the wonen if they knew where she was. They pointed to one of

the paths and he linped down it, |ooking for her

She was kneeling in a snmall clearing, and at first he thought she
was weepi ng. But she was not. She was vomiting quietly and
efficiently into a small hol e she had dug.

When he touched her shoul der, she turned around, sinulta-
eously wi ping her nouth with her sleeve.

"Are you ill?" he asked.

| amwith child," she said. "And | will not let it die."

So they forged papers for her in the name of Eva Potocki, and
Josef gave her his stepfather's ring and his passport photograph in
case she needed further corroboration. She would be a Polish prin-
cess traveling incognito, he told her

She smled. "And | shall never forget the dark prince who kissed
me awake."

Since he never heard from her again, Josef convinced hinself on
good days that she had nade it to America and had cone, once or
twice, to Paris in the hopes of finding himin a small cafe. But on
t he bad days, when his |l eg ached with the wet and the cold, when
he dreamed of Aron dying with his mouth spewing blood in an arc
like a devil's rai nbow, Josef was sure she was dead and the baby
with her.






HOVE AGAI N

We say to flbbing children: "Don't tell fairy tales!" Yet children's fibs,
like old wives' tales, tend to be over-generous with the truth rather than
economical with it.

-Angela Carter: The Add Wves' Fairy Tal e Book

Per haps we are born knowi ng the tales for our grandnothers and al
their ancestral kin continually run in our blood repeating them end-
| essly, and the shock they give us when we first hear themis not of
surprise but of recognition

-P.L. Travers: About the Sl eeping Beauty

E



CHAPTER
31

"Then he canme at last to a tower room It had a tin ceiling and a
covered with latticework. In the mddle of the roomwas a four-poster
damask curtains hangi ng ftomeach corner. And on that bed | ay
beauti ful young woman the prince had ever seen. "

"How beautiful was she?" Shana asked. The picture she was
was of a princess who | ooked remarkably |ike Shana.

"More beautiful than the sun. Mre beautiful than the noon.

hair as clean and shining as a river."

"Can she have bl onde hair, Genma?" Shana asked. She | oo

own drawi ng where the blonde princess lay, stiff as a piece of co
a |l arge bed.

"I'f you like, nmy darling your princess can be bl onde.

"Can mny princess have dark hair, Gemma?" asked Sylvia. Sh
taken the yellow crayon and refused to give it over.

"Dark indeed," said Genma.

Littl e Becca was vigorously coloring her own picture. The red cra
in her hand had already deflned the princess's hair and body and,

spilling of blood, had waterfalled onto the octagon that was the
"And t hen what happened, Gemma?" Shana said. "Tell th
part. | like the kissing part.

"Me, too, " added Syl via.
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Becca did not | ook up fromher drawi ng which was now conpletely red.
It was as if she had not heard her sisters.

"He was so struck by the princess's beauty . Gemma began

"And her blonde hair, " said Shana.

"Bl ack, " said Sylvia.

"Bl onde, " said Shana.
Their argument threatened to overcone the story's end.
"That he put his mouth on hers, " whispered Becca to her reddened page.

nen she stood and clinbed onto her grandnother's |ap, put her chubby

little
arnms around her grandmother's neck, and ki ssed her right on the nouth,
strawberry and peanut-butter sandwi ch and all. Genmma ki ssed her back as
if the taste didn't matter,



CHAPTER
32

Becca and Magda had |istened, al nobst without noving,
recitation. His voice had a wonderful flowto it, and even th
things he had to say were beautifully said. The fire had burne
twi ce and twice the plunp housekeeper had cone in, sile

stoke it up again. She had brought in lunch as well, whi
barely touched, and then later a tea which only Potocki ha
nor e- Becca suspected-to soothe his throat fromthe tell
fromany need to ' eat.

Becca had excused herself only once during the story, to

bat hroom an el egant narbl e-fl oored powder room appo

chintz and china. She had stayed in there | onger than ne
trying to take in all the details of the narration, trying to be
with the idea of a grandfather who was a war hero, t

under stand that Gemma- her Gemma-had di ed and bee

rected by a kiss of life given by a man who had probab

ki ssed a woman before-or since. She thought suddenly, o
Merlin Brooks telling her that she had no sense of the ironic.
ironies in Potocki's story were too many and too overpo

How coul d anyone have a sense of thenf?

Goi ng back at last to the drawing room she passed Ma
they did not speak. Indeed, except to refuse the food, n
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them had said a word the entire tinme. It was as if-Becca thought-
they had been turned to stone by the telling.

"Wong fairy tale," she whispered to herself, shaking her head.

VWhen Pot ocki finished the story, his head dropped to his chest.

He sat so long in that pose, Becca was suddenly afraid that he had
passed out. O died. She stood and went over to him touching his
hand tentatively.

He jerked awake, took one | ook at her, and whi spered the-nane,
"Ksi ~i niczkal!™ Then just as suddenly, he excused hinmself. "Ch, ny
dear, ny dear, you do |l ook so rmuch like her. How could | have
m ssed it?" He reached over to the table by his chair and rang the
silver bell standing on it.

The housekeeper came back at once, flooding himwth Polish.

He spoke back rapidly, then turned to Becca and Magda. " She
worries so. And perhaps she is right to. | tire easily. But that is
not hi ng. Just my age. The Potockis are a long-lived famly. Unless
they are cut down in their prime. She says that di nner has been
sitting on the table for ten mnutes already. She is very cross with
us. Come." He had a little trouble getting out of the chair, but
managed at | ast and, using his silver-headed wal ki ng stick, |led them
down the hall to the dining roomwhere a feast waited.



Once they had been served, Magda nodded at Becca as if asking
perm ssion, then turned to their host. "I do not wish to be offensive
sir, you have been so very kind. But my friend Rebecca has cone
so very far to hear the truth."
"And you wonder, child, if | have told it, or if | have added
somet hing theatrical for the effect?"

"No, no, no," Becca said. "I think no such thing. Magda, how
could you?"
"Dear child, she is right. I am by nmy own adm ssion, a play-

wight and a liar. You gave me all the clues, you know the ring, the
town, the canp-even your grandnother's last name." He ticked

themoff on his fingers. "I could be making all this up. Yet another
fairy tale.™”

Magda | aughed. "And you like to play ganes."

"CGanmes?" Becca asked.

"Yes. When you are my age, there is little else to do. | have
outlived all ny friends-the ones who nmade it through the war. And
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all ny desires. My dreans at night are not pleasant ones. 0
to remenber being a hero, you know. | never got over his
"Whose deat h?" Becca asked. "Al an's?"
"Ch no," Magda said. "He was in love with Aro
Avenger."
"Then it is true," Becca said, turning first to | ook at Mg
at Potocki. "All of it?"
"OfF course," Magda said. "He was the first to say her
Ksi ~i ni czka. "

"In the forest?" Becca said, still |ooking puzzled.

"Last night, at the hotel,"” Magda said.

"I think . . ." Becca shook her head at Magda, "I think
to play games, too."

Magda grinned. "It is not his age, you know, it is tha

Polish. If one does not play ganes, then there is too nuch
about. Is that not so, Josef Potocki?"

"That is so, lovely Magda." He kissed his hand at her the
"But you asked about truth, young ones. 'Wat is truth? sai
Pilate; and would not stay for an answer.'

"W stay," said Magda.

"W stayed," corrected Becca.

"And | told you nmore of the truth than | have ever told
| gave Ksiginiczka the breath of |ife and she in turn gave
How could I not tell you the truth of that?"

"You said you were not a hero, that there were no hero
Becca. "But | think you were a hero. And so was ny GCe

He smiled. "Your own American witer Enerson said:
is not fed on sweets but daily his own heart he eats.' If
definition you can accept, then | will tell you | have dined
hard on ny own heart. And it is bitter."’

Al most on cue the housekeeper brought in the dessert,

i n individual dishes.

"But no nore talk of heroism Let us eat Madane G
créme caranel while it is still fresh. | taught it to her year
now that | can no | onger cook it myself, she does the hono
nmust admit-better than nmine.”

As they were | eaving the house, Becca took Potocki's hand
honestly think she renenbered. Not you, not ny grandf
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any of it consciously. It had all becone a fairy tale for her. She nust
have told us the story of Briar Rose a million times. But it was al
there, buried.”

"Just as well it was buried, nmy dear. | amglad she did not have
ny dreanms."” He bent over and kissed her hand. "Wite to an old

man now and then. | think | amyour step-grandfather, in everything
but nane."

"Do you want your ring back?" Becca asked. "O your photo-

gr aph?"

"Ch no. | gave it to her as corroboration for her story. And now

it belongs to you for yours." He smiled slowy. "Your grandfather
was the real hero, you know. He dived into that pit of hell and
brought her out of it alive. I can think of no one braver."
Magda stood on tiptoe and kissed himquickly on the cheek. "I
can," she said. "Sonetines living takes nore courage than dying."
And they left.

The next norning Becca drove them back to the field by the Narew
They got out, closed the doors quietly, and wal ked al ong the nuddy
road.

"Was it here, do you suppose?" Becca asked.

"Here-or close by."

They stared over the enmbankment down into the flat, grey water,
then crossed the nuddy road to stand in the field.

"Listen," Becca said.

Magda |istened. "What is it?"

"Trees in the wind. The river going by. Birds."

"And you expected what? Screans? Cries? The chatter of ma-
chi ne guns?"

Becca shrugged. "I didn't expect it to be so ... so quiet ... so
peaceful . "

"A grave is always quiet. Always filled with peace.™

Becca nodded.

"Unli ke dreans," Magda said.

They got in the car and drove away.

They drove back to Warsaw wi t hout speaking, both lost in the
story. The rest of the day in Auntie's apartnent their conversations
were full of the inconsequentials of planning the trip hone.
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"You found what you were |ooking for?" Auntie asked
Only once.
"I found what | was | ooking for,
"She found nore,"” Magda said.
"And | ess," Becca said. For the first time she realized that s
not really know how Eve becane Gtl, or if Gd had bee
grandmot her's real nanme. And she realized, too, that she kn
t hat her grandfather's nane had been Aron Mandl estein and
had been a nedical student. "And a hero." She hadn't neant

Becca answer ed.

it aloud.

"Poland is fdled with heroes," Auntie Wanda said. "S
deep. "

"Auntie you read too many of the western books," Magd
| aughi ng.

That was the | ast they spoke of it.

VA, ile they got ready for bed, Becca. turned suddenly to
"“Your Auntie is wong, you know "

"Wong? About what ?"

"You snore," Becca said. "Alittle. | thought you should

"She snores, too," Magda said, an inmpish smle lighting h
"That is why we do not share a room But it is not polite say
to strangers. Especially Americans, who expect everyone t
each in a single room Yes?"

"My older sisters shared a room" Becca said. "And secret
were jealous that | had a roomto nyself, even if it was the s
roomin the house, not much bigger than a |l arge closet."

"Smal l er than this roon?" Magda said, gesturing.

Becca smiled sheepishly. "Alittle."

Magda clinbed into the bed and pulled the covers up to h
Hesitating a noment, Becca sat down on her bed. "I neve
know any of ny sisters' secrets and thought | was mssin, ~
thing. And now | know ny grandnother's-and |'m not sur
to know. Should | tell themeven/thing at hone? Do you

Pot ocki would want ne to? Is it better to |l et sone things
"Let sleeping princesses lie?" Magda | aughed. "W are a
ing princesses some tinme. But it is better to be fully awak
you t hi nk?"

Becca considered for a nonent. "Better for who?"-
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"For whon®? | know this granmar. But | do not understand the
guestion," Magda said. "Perhaps ny English is not so good after
all."

"Good grammar, bad English. O rather, it may be your American
that's | acking," Becca said.

"Americans do not want to be awake?"

"Ch," Becca said, "we like the truth all right. Wen it's tidy."

"Truth is never tidy. Only fairy tales. This is a very Polish notion
And you are Polish, you know. "

"I know now," Becca said. "Good night, friend Magda."

"Good night, American princess." Magda turned over and was
soon asl eep but Becca | ay awake and thinking until nearly dawn.

The plane ride back was nore than two hours | ate, but Becca sl ept

al nost the entire way. The Potocki ring nestled between her breasts
on the gold chain Magda had insisted she buy. Even in her sleep her
hand went to it.

Custonms in New York was slow and she al nost missed her

connection to Bradley, but with sone quick footwrk she managed
to make it just before they closed the doors on her flight.

She sank gratefully into her seat and got imediately into a deep



conversation with the man across the aisle about late flights. It
quickly turned into a discussion of her trip to Pol and.

"Is it pretty?" he asked, "lI've never been there."

"Not pretty," she said. "Not to me. But ... well ... haunting."

He nodded as if he understood. "Lots of old stories buried in
those cities and towns, | bet."

She thought about the rnud-col ored street running past the ruins
of the castle; about the old wonman pointing them away fromthe

men in the cloth caps who had threatened them She thought about
t he burni shed cheeks of the m ddl e-aged priest and the way Po-
tocki's hands shook on the silver-headed cane. She thought of the
nanes of the canps as Potocki had spoken them Sachenhausen

Dachau, Chel mo-Ilike a horrible poem She thought about a pit
filled with corpses and a young hero bringing his bride-to-be up out
of it into the clean air. She thought about the kiss of life. She
t hought about the silence of the field. She thought about what she
would tell her famly.
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"Lots," she said, and ordered a club soda with a linme frorr
passing drink cart.

VWen she de-pl aned, she searched the gate area for her parents
t hen she searched baggage claim She was surprised to see
wal ki ng towards her.

"Meeting someone?" she called out.

"You," he said, pushing his glasses back on his nose. "I a,
your parents to let me pick you up. Your father said sonet]
about fast work. He's a funny man."

"He's a good man," Becca said. "And occasionally too funn)
his own good."

Stan grinned. "And did you get your story? Find your ca
Meet your prince?"

Becca held out her suitcase to himand he took it easily. "Yes
yes and yes," she said. "I found out nost of the story, but not

"Fam |y stories are like that," he said suddenly seriously, lea
toward her.

"And the castle. It's called 'schloss.'

"Really? Am | talking to a princess then?" He | eaned even fu:
into the story. "I'mnot sure if the paper can afford a princes!
even if it's politically correct to hire one."

"And |I'm not sure. " Becca said slowy, working hard to
her smle under control, "if |I have any royal blood. But if you
me, | might just start to wake up. That's the way it goes in the
tale." She said it lightly so she could turn it into a joke i
had to.

He dropped the bag and stepped the rest of the way towarc
Taking her in his arnms, he gave her a long and very satisfactory

VWen it stopped, she whispered, "It ends happily, you k
even though it's awfully sad al ong the way."

"Then let's start at the beginning," he said, picking the b
agai n, and reaching for her hand. "Wth once upon a tinme. Fr
that fast a worker. We'll get to happily ever after eventually.
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"And as he did so, giving her breath for breath, she awoke saying '| am
alive, ny dear prince. You have given nme back the world.' After she was
married, she had a baby girl, even nore beautiful than she. And they lived
happily ever after. "

"The prince, too, Gemm? " asked Becca. "I don't think I was ever really
clear on that point. " She had come into the roomjust at the story's end,

Benjam n had taken his linger out of his mouth and offered it to his
great - grandnot her. Sarah was already fast asleep. She rarely nade it al

way through the tale. She was only two.
"The prince, too, " said Benjamn, offering his flnger to Becca as well.

| aughed and shook her head.

"I want to hear Genmm say it."

"You are a troubl emaker. You al ways were,
the sl eepi ng Sarah

"No, Genmm, you have nme mixed up with Sylvia. O Shana. |I'mthe
good sister, renenberV

"That's not what Manma says.
nmout h.

Sl eepily Sarah opened her eyes. "Seepin BootV she asked.

"Happily ever after, " Gemma said flrmy, "means exactly what it says.
And one child in her arnms, the other at her heels, she went directly up

Genma sai d, picking up

Benj am n popped his flnger back into his

stairs.

F



AUr HORI'S NOTE

We know this about Chel n-no: that 320,000 people died there

al together, gassed in the vans. From February 22 to April 2, 1942,
there were 34,073 exterm nated. From May 4 to 15 another 11, 680
peopl e were gassed there. The Nazis were such exquisite record
keepers. Nunbers-not nanes.

The killings began in md-January 1942 and, with several interrup-
tions, ended January 17, 1945, when the guards sl aughtered the
remai ni ng prisoners just ahead of the liberation by the Russian
arny. Two nen-both part of the forced grave-digging detail -
managed to escape, though shackled, in the early years. Two ot her
men were miraculously alive in the canp at the war's end.

During the tine that this book posits a rescue-June of 1942-
there are no records of killings, which may nean that there were no
actual deaths or nore likely that those particul ar records have been
| ost.

The town of Chel mo exists. There may be a priest there, but |
have never met him There may be good people there. | have never
heard them i ntervi ewed.

This is a book of fiction. Al the characters are made up. Happy-
ever-after is a fairy tale notion, not history. I know of no woman
who escaped from Chel mo alive
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"Tern Wridling's Fairy Tal es shows over and over again

that difficult truths can sonetinmes only be told through the
medi um of fantasy. In Briar Rose Jane Yolen tells nme of the
darkest tales of the twentieth century in spare, lyric prose,
showirig us obliquely a truth too terrible to be faced, giving

us a beautdul tale of darkness and redenption.”
-Lisa Col dstein, audior The Red Magiciar

'ghere are few witers capable ofusing the fairy tale,tale formto
wnte about all the rarnifications of the Hol ocaust, and
Jane Yolen is one of them.... A superb acconplishnent."”



