
Still We Hope

By Amanda Wilhelm

Copyright © 2019 by Amanda Wilhelm

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, organizations and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author’s imagination or used factiously.

ISBN-978-1-7331851-1-0

Thank you GASH and Erin


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Part One

Prologue – 1931

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

Part Two

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

Part Three

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

Epilogue – June 19, 1945

The End

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

Author’s Notes

Other Books | by Amanda Wilhelm

More Books by Amanda Wilhelm | Mistakes

New in Town

Role of a Lifetime

Class of ‘96

The First Time Trilogy | First Time | Never Enough | Come Back to Me

The So Unexpected Trilogy | So Unexpected | My Angel | Forever is Here

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Part One

[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue – 1931
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“COME ON LOVE,” KATHLEEN’S mother said.

She tugged the girl’s arm and dragged her faster down the street. Kathleen knew better than to argue, or to talk back. She just picked up her speed, until she was almost running to keep up. It was a ways to walk and there was a lot to see. The street was wider than the one she lived on, and the houses were bigger. Her mother had already told her that only one family lived in each one, which was hard to believe. How could one family need such a big house?

Kathleen had never been this far uptown before, though her father had told her, promised her really, that he would take her to see the Empire State Building, just as soon as it was finished. She asked him just about every night if it was done, and he’d always say, “Any day now,” and give her a wink.

She stopped to look at a building across the street. The corner of it was round, like a circle. As she was wondering, how there could be a room inside a circle, her arm got another yank.

“This is it,” her mother said, stopping, “have a look.”

Kathleen looked, up the steps at the house. It was enormous. Both the steps and the house were made out of some sort of brown rock. She reached out and ran her fingers over the rough stoop the wrought iron fence rose out of. Then she reached for the railing.

“What are you doing?”

Her mother spoke sharply, yanking on Kathleen’s arm again.

Kathleen looked back at her mother. She wasn’t sure what she had done wrong, but she had done something, obviously. She waited. If she said anything it was sure to make it worse.

Her mother sighed. Kathleen was familiar with that sigh. Her mother made it every night when she got home from work, and took off her shoes. Some nights Kathleen was asleep before her mother got home, but most of the time she was still awake. On those nights, from her little bed in the corner of the kitchen, she would peek out from under the blanket. She would watch her mother sit down on one, of their two chairs, take her shoes off and sigh. Sometimes her father was already asleep in the other room, but sometimes he wasn’t. She would listen to her parents talking, about rent and money, usually. Occasionally the talk turned to the epidemic. Polio, or measles, or mumps. Or whooping cough. Either way before her mother went into the bedroom she’d come over and smooth Kathleen’s hair back. Then kiss her on the forehead.

Her mother sighed again.

“Come on,” she said, a little more gently this time.

And she didn’t yank on Kathleen’s arm either.

“Is it a long hard day?” Kathleen asked.

She wasn’t sure how it could be, as the day had barely started. Her mother ignored the question.

“We don’t go in that way,” her mother said. “That’s for the family. Only. And guests of course.” Kathleen let go of the railing. She looked one more time up at the house.

The front doors, two of them, were huge and elaborate. They were made of wood, like the ones at the church, but stained a much darker color. On either side were windows, as tall as the doors. The glass wasn’t colored, liked the stained-glass in church. Instead they had a pretty pattern of diamonds, squares and triangles.

“We go this way,” Kathleen’s mother said, and led her around the side of the building.

They entered through a plain door into a small hallway. It was a little cooler and Kathleen wrapped her sweater around her. She hadn’t wanted to bring it, but her mother said the spring mornings were still too cold to go without one.

“This way,” her mother said. “Come on.”

The hallway led to a kitchen. It was enormous, Kathleen realized. Way bigger than the two rooms that made up her family’s home. And this was just the kitchen. She took it all in, not one but two stoves, both at least double the size of the one in her kitchen/bedroom. On one side of the room, water ran into a sink that was as big as a bathtub. Kathleen watched as a woman turned the water off.

“What’s this?” the woman asked Kathleen’s mother. “Have you lost your mind, Mary? You can’t be bringing your daughter to work with you.”

“Please, Elsa,” Kathleen’s mother said, “she’s been staying with my neighbor, but now her children are sick. Kathleen won’t be any trouble. She’s a good girl. She can help, clean and dust, and what not.”

“Oh dear Lord,” the woman said. “No dusting. How you suppose you’ll be paying for any of those things if she breaks one? Sit,” she ordered Kathleen, indicating a chair in the corner. Kathleen sat. “And you best be tucking that away,” she added, pointing to Kathleen’s chest.

Kathleen looked down. Her mother reached out and grabbed the tiny cross Kathleen wore. She slid it under Kathleen’s dress and gave it a pat.

“You be good,” Kathleen’s mother said. “Listen to Miss Elsa.” Kathleen watched her mother put on a clean white apron. “It’s ready is it?” her mother said.

“Aye,” Elsa replied.

“I’ll be up in the dining room,” her mother said, as she picked up a large tray. “You stay put.”

“Yes Mum,” Kathleen said.

Her mum left and Kathleen continued looking around the kitchen. Something smelled very good. Sweet. She sniffed loudly. Elsa laughed.

“That’ll be the honey cake,” she said, opening the stove door and peering in. “Almost done.”

Kathleen raised her toes up and down, as high and as low as she could. She decided to count how many times she could do that. She quit when she got to twenty. She could count higher, much, much higher, but there was nothing interesting about it, nothing at all. By the time the honey cake was done, she was tired of sitting. She stood up, but a quick glare from Elsa and she fell back onto the chair again.

Once the honey cake was done, Elsa left it on the counter to cool, then left the kitchen. Kathleen scurried over to the counter and looked at the pan. She didn’t dare touch it, but it was wonderful to stand over it, breathing the hot, wonderful smell. She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply.

“What’s this?” Elsa said, and Kathleen jumped.

“Sorry,” she said, and ran back to the chair.

“Oh stop,” Elsa said. “Come here. Plum crazy of Mary to expect a child to sit still on a chair all day.”

Elsa wrapped two towels around the cake pan. She grabbed Kathleen’s hands and together they turned the cake, out onto a platter.

“It’s for the son,” Elsa said, “and his teacher. He’s having his lesson now. They don’t want him going to school on account of...”

“Polio,” Kathleen guessed, out loud.

Elsa responded by smacking her on the head.

“Don’t be saying that here,” she said. “They like to pretend it ain’t happening. Anyway, sometimes they don’t even eat all the cake. You might get a bit of it when they’re done.” Elsa set a stool besides the sink and filled the cake pan with water. “You scrub that till it’s good as new,” she said.

The water was warm and wonderful. Kathleen had a fine time washing the pan, especially turning the water on and off, as much as she wanted. By the time Elsa had the tray ready to go, with the honey cake, the pan was shining.

“Come on then,” Elsa said, “can’t leave you here alone, you’ll be getting into something, I just know it.”

Kathleen followed Elsa up a narrow, dark staircase. They came out at one end of a long, wide hallway. At the other end Kathleen could see the front doors she had admired from the street. The hallway was covered, from the floor to the ceiling, with dark wood and the ceiling was very high. Not as high as at church, but higher than any home Kathleen had ever been in.

“Shut that for me,” Elsa said. Kathleen did and was stunned to see the door disappear into the wall. It was like it wasn’t there. “Come on then,” Elsa said, and Kathleen followed. There was an enormous staircase that wrapped around the hallway as it rose up to the second floor. Looking up, as they passed, Kathleen could see it kept going and going. She tried to remember, from outside, how tall the house was. The tenement she lived in was four stories, plus the attic.

She followed Elsa into a smaller room, but it was just as fancy as all Kathleen had seen so far.

There was a man and a boy, sitting at a table. They both looked up as Elsa and Kathleen entered. Kathleen immediately ducked behind Elsa.

“Who’s that?” the boy asked.

“Just Mrs. Mary’s daughter, David,” Elsa said.

“What’s your name?” David asked.

“Her name’s Kathleen, never you mind about that.”

“Can’t she talk?” David asked.

“Of course I can talk,” Kathleen said.

“Then why didn’t you?” he asked, and reached for the cake Elsa had set down in front of him.

The man slapped David’s hand and he withdrew it.

“When you’re done with your reading,” the man said.

“Is David being a problem?” a woman’s voice said.

“No mother,” David said quickly, as Kathleen turned around.

The woman was tall and beautiful. She stood strong and proud, the way Kathleen’s mother was always telling her to stand. The way Kathleen’s mother never did.

The woman raised her eyebrows.

“I’m sorry,” David said.

“I was looking for you, Elsa,” David’s mother said. “I need you to get an extra chicken, from the butcher.”

“Yes ma’am,” Elsa said.

“And this is Mary’s daughter? I saw her upstairs and she told me she was here? How are you dear? You are feeling well, I hope?”

Kathleen wanted to shrink from the woman’s gaze but she forced herself to stand strong and proud.

“I’m perfectly well,” she said, “and you?”

David’s mother let out a short, sharp laugh before turning back to her housekeeper.

“You may take her with you to the butcher then, Elsa,” she said. “and it’s the end of the month. Mr. Rosenbaum left the money in the dining room. You may come get it, to pay the bill.”

“No ma’am,” Elsa said, “I mean, yes ma’am, of course, but Kathleen should stay here ma’am, what with the fever going around.”

“All right then,” Mrs. Rosenbaum said, “let me know when you are ready to go, I’ll get you the money for the bill.”

She left and Elsa began to follow her.

“Come on Kathleen,” she said, “back to the kitchen with you.”

“Can’t she stay?” David asked.

There was a brief discussion where Elsa and the teacher decided it would probably be all right. Elsa left and the teacher brought a chair over to the table. Kathleen sat between David and his teacher. If she pointed her toes all the way down she could just touch the rug with them.

“Can we have the cake now?” David asked.

“Read one more chapter,” his teacher said.

Kathleen listened as David read. He could read as well as her father. Occasionally her Da would read to Kathleen and her mother from the Bible, the only book they owned, when Kathleen’s mother asked him to.

When David finished the chapter, he laid the book on the table and pushed it in front of Kathleen.

“Your turn,” he said.

Kathleen stared at the book.

“I can’t read,” she said.

“You can’t? How old are you?” David asked.

“Five,” Kathleen said, and quickly added, “almost six.”

“Well I’m seven, and I could read when I was five.”

Kathleen looked at the floor.

“Do you even know your ABCs?” he asked.

“Of course,” Kathleen said.

David leaned back in his chair and folded his arms.

“Well?” he said.

Kathleen looked at the teacher. He smiled and gave her a little nod. So she recited the ABCs. That was easy. She sang them all the time, with the girls on her block, when they jumped rope. She bet David couldn’t jump rope worth a darn. No boy could.

David didn’t say anything when she was finished. He just got up and walked over to one of the bookshelves that lined all the walls of the room. Kathleen looked at David, and then at all the books on the many, many shelves.

“No one could read all those books,” she thought.

Not in a hundred years. But David could read them, if he had the time. He was a splendid reader. Splendid was a word Kathleen’s mother used to describe something that was very special.

“Look,” David said.

He pushed away the large volume he had been reading from, and placed a smaller, tattered book in front of Kathleen. She looked at it.

“Do the ABCs again,” he said.

Kathleen obeyed without thinking, and watched, as David turned the pages and showed her each letter. There were pictures on the pages too, and words for each picture. When David was satisfied Kathleen understood what he was telling her he shut the book. Then he picked it up and held it out to her.

“You can keep it,” David said.

Again Kathleen looked at the teacher and again the teacher nodded.

Late that night, when Kathleen headed home with her mother, she had the book, and also a generous portion of honey cake, tied in a napkin. It would be years before she realized the book had been the greater prize.
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“THANK YOU ALL FOR JOINING us,” his father said. “Today is a proud day, for me, for my whole family. We’ll always remember the day David was called to the Torah. I’d like to ask David to do the blessing. David.”

David said the HaMotzi, then he tore a piece of challah off and tasted it. As the challah was passed around, he raised his wine glass and everyone in the room did the same. Everyone was looking at him. Even though he knew the blessing by heart, and had for many years, his hand shook. He prayed no one noticed.

“Baruch atah, Adonai, Eloheinu, Melech Haolam, borei p’ri hagafen,” he recited.

There were some cheers as everyone drank, David included. And not just the tiny sip he was used to having on the High Holidays. A big sip. He checked, but neither of his parents were paying attention, not that it mattered. He was thirteen, he had just made bar mitzvah that morning, he was a man now, according to Jewish law anyway. He could have as much wine as he wanted. He took another big gulp and swallowed. The wine was sweet and easy to drink. He finished it.

“David,” his mother said. She swept him up into a hug and planted a kiss on the top of his head. “Oh what is that girl doing?” she said, as she pulled away.

David watched his mother walk over to the table set up at the end of the room. The table that held the honey cakes Elsa had spent most of the day before baking. He followed his mother across the room.

Kathleen stood behind the table, and the cakes. Today she wore a black dress and a white apron.

“Kathleen,” David’s mother said, “what are you doing? Cut the cake.”

“Oh yes ma’am,” Kathleen said, “I was...sorry. I will.”

She bent her head to the task, her long hair hanging down around her face as she picked up the cake knife.

“I told her, so many times,” David’s mother said.

David snuck a look at Kathleen, but she didn’t look up. His mother shook her head and walked off to greet one of her guests.

“David,” Kathleen said, holding out a plate for him. He took it. The fork almost fell off the plate, so he grabbed it with his other hand, the one that was still holding the wine glass. “I’m sorry,” Kathleen said.

“Why?” he asked, looking around.

He set the wine glass down on the cake table. Kathleen quickly grabbed it and put it on a tray set up behind her.

“Your mum, I mean, sorry, Mrs. Rosenbaum, she said to wait for you to say the blessing, then cut the cake.” Kathleen cut and plated several more pieces. She added a fork to each one and set them on the front edge of the table, positioning each one carefully. “I was listening David, I was. I didn’t hear you say it.”

Kathleen’s hands were shaking as she cut the next piece.

“She meant the Hebrew blessings,” he said, as gently as he could. “I did them, first the one for bread, and then the one for wine.”

His words sounded a little strange coming out of his mouth, for some reason. His mouth felt a little strange too. Kathleen handed out a couple of pieces of cake. One of the men she gave a piece to clapped David on the shoulder.

“Mazel Tov!” he exclaimed, before turning away.

“Mazel Tov?” she asked David, looking around.

“That means congratulations,” he explained.

“It must be amazing to speak another language,” she said. David didn’t really speak Hebrew, he could only read it. “The book I’m reading,” she stopped as some more people came up to the table for cake.

David didn’t ask which book. He knew, because he had given it to her. Lent it to her, actually. He had been doing that since they were little.

“I can speak French,” he told her, “and Latin.”

He watched her face light up and he was sure he had impressed her. He also realized that her dress was too small for her. A little bit, just the top. He quickly raised his eyes back to her face, but she was so pretty that didn’t help. In fact, it made it worse.

“I should go find my friends,” he announced, and walked away from her.

He chanced a look back. Luckily she was focused on the cake again, and didn’t see him.

“Latin,” David muttered, as he headed out of the room.

He hated languages in general, but Latin was the worst one. No one even spoke it anymore. What David loved most was math. Kathleen was good at math too. When they were younger, during one of the polio scares, Kathleen had started coming to work with her mother every day. She couldn’t be getting in Elsa’s way in the kitchen, and her mother was busy cleaning. So she sat with David, and his teacher, for their lessons. They had just started on multiplication when David’s parents decided it was okay for him to go back to school. And Kathleen had stopped coming to work with her mother. For a few years David had barely seen her at all. But now that she was older, she came to the house to work, with her mother, on Saturdays. Usually she cleaned, but when David’s parents had company, she would skip school to help Elsa in the kitchen all day to prepare for it. Then at night she helped her mother serve, sometimes, in the dining room.

David was rarely invited to those parties. But he knew if he snuck down to the kitchen, after the adults had moved out of the dining room, Kathleen would have saved a piece of something sweet for him. Kathleen’s mother would cluck her teeth at them. Elsa would pretend not to see what they were doing. It was then he would sneak her the books, under the table.

Now, as he made his way to the back of the house, he thought of his first Latin primer. Maybe he would give that to her next. And give, not loan.

“Mazel Tov,” Naomi said, as David walked outside.

“Mazel Tov,” a couple of the boys mimicked.

David quickly thanked Naomi. Her mother was one of David’s mother’s closest friends. He was supposed to be nice to her, always.

“Glad it’s over?” his friend Morris said, when he saw David.

The other boys laughed. David laughed too. Some of them had already had their turn at the synagogue, standing at the bima, all the eyes of the congregation on them. David realized he was very relieved it was over.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

Morris threw a rock. It bounced off a bigger rock.

“Killing Hitler,” he said.

David squinted at the largest stone.

“That one’s Hitler,” Milton said. Milton was Morris’s younger brother. He grabbed David’s wrist and slapped a rock into his hand. “Go on, get him.”

David carefully took aim, then let the stone fly. It hit the top of the target and shot straight up in the air. The rest of the group cheered.

“Wait,” Milton said. He picked up the smaller rocks that were scattered around and handed them back out. “On three,” he said, “One...”

“Two, three,” they finished, in unison, then threw the rocks.

David couldn’t tell if his rock hit its mark, or where it ended up, there were so many.

Milton gathered them up again. David looked at the boy standing next to him. He realized that the boy, Jacob, hadn’t thrown his rock. Jacob stood quietly, staring down at the rock in the palm of his hand.

“What’s wrong with you?” Morris said. “Don’t you hate Hitler?”

Jacob closed his hand back up.

“My cousins came here from Germany,” he said. “My mother’s sister, Tante, and Uncle. They had a store. They hid under the beds, my cousin told me. The soldiers were outside. They hid under the beds all night. In the morning they went downstairs. All the windows were broken and...”

“What?” Morris said.

“They said there was blood, in the store. Pig’s blood. My Oma is still there. My mother, she writes to her, tries to get her to come here, to New York and live with us. Or to Chicago, where my Tante went. But she won’t leave.” Jacob looked down at his hand, and then around at the group of boys. “My father says Hitler’s not supposed to have an army.”

“He’s not,” Morris said. “My father says the same thing.”

Jacob closed his fist and threw the rock as hard as he could. But not at the Hitler rock. Just as hard and far as he could. David patted Jacob on the shoulder.

“I hear my father talking about Hitler too,” he said, “but I’m not supposed to hear.”

There was a murmur of agreement in the small crowd. Then someone suggested they play tag and they chased each other, around the small courtyard, until Morris and Milton’s mother came out to tell them it was time to go home. She yelled at them all, soundly, for getting their good clothes dirty.

As the day went on most of the guests left, until only a small group of adults were left. The men went into the study, to talk about what was happening in Europe. The women were in the parlor. David presumed they were talking about the same thing. He based his assumption on the numerous times he had eavesdropped on similar groups. He never could understand why they didn’t all just talk together.

When all other boys his age were gone, David went up to his room. He found the math book first. It was full of the multiplication tables he had written, over and over.

He kept looking until he found the Latin book. Then he snuck down the back staircase. When the door to the front hall opened, he paused at the first landing. He hugged the wall and walked halfway down the flight of stairs.

“You and your mother should go home now, Kathleen,” David heard his mother say. “Elsa can finish up tomorrow.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Kathleen said. “We do have church in the morning. Sunday you know.”

Kathleen’s voice sounded like she was smiling brightly, but David could just imagine the scowl on his mother’s face, at the mention of church. He waited until Kathleen had shut the door and then crept down the stairs after her. He didn’t want to startle her, but he wanted to catch her, before she got back to the kitchen, where presumably her mother and/or Elsa were.

“Kathleen,” he said, in a loud whisper.

She turned around.

“David,” she said. “You scared me.”

“Sorry.”

The stairwell was barely lit. Her pale face and big eyes stood out in the darkness.

“Here,” he said, holding out the books. “It’s math. And Latin.”

The smile she gave him made him feel bad. It was just a couple of old books.

“Thank you, David,” she said. “Thank you so much.”

“It’s nothing,” David hurried to say.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“What’s a...bar mitzvah?”

David thought about it. It was hard to sum up quickly. He had spent more than two years studying diligently for it. The rabbi had given a speech to the congregation about it. And then there was the speech David had written and delivered. It was a lot to explain, especially to Kathleen, who, he had heard his mom point out more than once, was, “Catholic!”

He simply said, “It’s my thirteenth birthday.”

“Oh,” she said, “and I haven’t a present for you.”

“You don’t need to give me a present,” he told her.

She put her hand on his shoulder and kissed him quickly, on his cheek.

“Happy Birthday David,” she said. “I best be going now.”

“Uh-huh,” David said.

She disappeared through the door that led to the kitchen. David stood in that spot, not moving, until the rattling of the door knob told him someone was coming. Then he ran up to his room. When he got into bed, he cupped his hand around his cheek and supposed that this was the best day of his life.
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“PAPER? PAPER MISS?”

Kathleen looked at the newspaper the little boy had shoved in front of her.

“REDS INVADE POLAND,” it said at the top.

She reached out her hand for it. Instantly the boy snatched it away.

“You gotta pay for it first,” he said. “Do you even have any money?”

“No,” Kathleen said.

“Didn’t think so.”

“So why did you...?”

Kathleen didn’t finish her question. She looked at the boy. He was so small, she’d have guessed he was barely five. But he talked like he was older. She wondered if he had eaten any breakfast.

“Sir you want a paper?

He turned away from her and started chasing a man who was walking the other way. When that man wasn’t interested either, he turned around, looking for someone, anyone, else. Kathleen opened her bag. She had packed two rolls with her lunch. Her mum brought food home, from the Rosenbaums, just about every night. Kathleen guessed these were leftover from dinner the night before. They were still very soft.

Kathleen went after the boy.

“I don’t have money, but I have a roll,” she said, holding it out.

“I can’t take that, you need money,” he said, but he was looking at the roll.

“No, just take it,” Kathleen said.

He hesitated but then he took it.

“Thanks,” he muttered, looking at the ground.

“I have to get to school,” Kathleen said, turning to go.

“Wait,” he said. He reached into his bag and pulled out a paper, part of one anyway. “This one was ripped so I didn’t have to pay for it. I was going to keep it, for winter, you know.”

Kathleen did know. Newspaper was great for lining your coats and boots. It really helped keep out the wind and absorb the dampness. You just had to overlook the black newsprint rubbing off on everything.

He shoved it into her hands and scurried off after another customer.

“I’ll bring it back,” she called out to him, “after I’ve read it.”

Then she tucked it under her arm and headed off to school. She had to hurry but she made it in time. As she slid into her seat she saw the black smudge on her sleeve. Usually she wore her blouse to school all week, washing it on Friday night. Now she’d have to do laundry tonight and hoped it dried for tomorrow.

The teacher began the lesson by assigning them a chapter to read in their book. Kathleen opened up the book on her desk. She had already read that chapter, and several more. Once she started reading it was hard to stop. She skimmed the chapter and figured she remembered it well enough. She was sure she could answer any question if she was called upon but that probably wouldn’t happen. The teacher only called on people who raised their hands, or who weren’t paying attention. Kathleen was neither of those.

She looked up. The teacher was reading something on his desk. She looked around and saw a girl pass a note to another girl. She glanced over her shoulder and saw a boy with his head down on his crossed arms. He looked like he was asleep. Kathleen knew what would happen. Slowly but surely the other students, the ones that were bothering to read the assignment would finish. Once everyone was finished they would start breaking the rules, out of sheer boredom. Eventually the teacher would have to take notice, which he would do by screaming at them.

Kathleen unfolded the paper on her lap. She was sure to get screamed at, as part of the group anyway. Having the paper sitting there, with all those unread words, was too big of a temptation to resist. Plus she really wanted to know what the headline meant. She read about the Russians invading Poland and looked up at the world map, hanging in the front of the classroom.

She knew Germany had invaded Poland weeks ago. Then France and Britain had declared war on Germany. That day at school she had lingered in front of the map, wondering how France and England could possibly get to Poland to help at all. Now Poland was being attacked on the eastern side as well. Kathleen thought it looked hopeless.

Mr. Rosenbaum thought the United States should do something. Kathleen couldn’t fathom what or how they could do anything, from all the way across the Atlantic. One thing she did know, Mr. Rosenbaum wanted them to let people from Germany come here. He had gotten very upset over the summer.

“They’re children!”

Kathleen shut her eyes and she was back in the hallway. She had been going to the dining room to fetch the silver, on instructions from her mother. Polishing the silver was a dreary job on any day, but on the sweltering July afternoon it had seemed even worse. When she heard Mr. Rosenbaum shouting Kathleen had stopped dead in her tracks. Then she realized he was on the phone. A second later he hung up the phone hard. He turned and looked right at her.

“I’m sorry sir,” Kathleen said.

“What?” Mr. Rosenbaum said.

He wasn’t yelling anymore. He sounded like himself. Then he sighed and rested his forearm on top of the phone. He looked like he was leaning against it, like he would fall over if it wasn’t there. Then he picked up the phone again and dialed. Kathleen hurried into the dining room.

“It’s over,” she heard Mr. Rosenbaum say, as she headed back into the hall. “No I didn’t expect to win, of course not. I just didn’t expect him to give up.”

Kathleen had been curious, and she had asked David about it that night. They were sitting in the kitchen together, David had come down looking for another serving of dessert, which of course Kathleen had given him. David said that there was a bill in Congress that would have let twenty thousand children come to America, but it hadn’t gotten passed. That’s what his father was upset about.

“Are they orphans?” Kathleen asked.

“Maybe, some of them,” David said.

“So why don’t they want them to come here?”

“I’m not supposed to know this,” David said, “I was eavesdropping”

“I won’t tell anyone,” Kathleen said.

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t you trust me?”

“Of course I trust you,” David said.

Kathleen didn’t say anything, she just folded her arms and waited.

“They said the children would grow up into ugly adults.”

Kathleen thought that made no sense, no sense at all, but before she could ask David more about it, her mum had come back into the kitchen. Kathleen had forgotten about the conversation, until now. Kathleen looked up from the paper in her lap. If she wanted to continue reading the article she was going to have to open the paper. She decided to risk it. Carefully she pulled the page up, glancing up again at the front of the classroom as she did. Unfortunately, the page was too big to turn over in the cramped space between her lap and the underside of the desk. The teacher looked up. Kathleen watched his eyes sweep up and down the rows. Then he stood up and stretched his arms over his head.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, and walked out of the room.

When the door banged shut behind him Kathleen grinned. Immediately she pulled out the newspaper and laid it on top of the book. She was about to open it when a hand came down on top of it.

“Whatcha reading?”

Kathleen didn’t need to look up to know who it was. It was Ian. Kathleen had spent just about every recess in elementary school looking over her shoulder, watching for him. If she saw him coming, she ran away, as fast as she could. He pulled her braids whenever he could get his hands on them. He hadn’t done that for years of course, but lately he had started talking to Kathleen, sometimes. Some of the other girls told Kathleen they heard he liked her. They had said that back when he was trying to pull her hair too. The difference was, now they said Kathleen was lucky, because for sure Ian was the handsomest boy in their grade, if not the whole school.

“It’s the paper,” Kathleen said.

She felt stupid immediately after the words left her mouth. Of course he knew it was the paper, he had eyes, didn’t he?

“You read the paper?” Ian said. “Every day?”

“Oh no,” Kathleen said. “The paper boy gave me this one because it was ripped. Well because it was ripped, and I gave him a roll.”

She could feel her face getting hot.

“Do you know what that means?” he said, pointing.

She looked, his index finger was right on the word, “REDS.” Of course she knew that reds meant the communists, especially when it was all in capitals. But if Ian wanted to explain it to her, she’d let him. She shrugged and shook her head no. She managed to look him right in the eyes while she did. That made her tremble all over and she prayed he couldn’t tell.

“He’ll be back soon,” Ian said, glancing over his shoulder, at the door, “but I’ll tell you after school. If you let me walk you home that is.”

“Okay,” Kathleen said.

She gave him a smile, which he returned. That made her stomach flip around. He walked back to his seat. Kathleen could do nothing but look out the window to her left. She didn’t even hear the teacher come back.

“And what’s this, Miss O’Dell?” the teacher said.

Kathleen had no choice. She let the teacher take the newspaper. She fretted over it the rest of the class. When she got up to leave she waited, shifting back and forth next to her desk, until all the students were gone. Then she went up to the teacher’s desk. He looked up at her and she was sure he was still mad at her.

“Can I have the newspaper back sir, please?” she said.

“Do you think you deserve it back?”

“No sir.”

“So why should I give it to you?”

“It’s not mine,” Kathleen said. “I borrowed it from the paper boy. He’s going to keep it for winter.” The teacher frowned. “You know, to keep warm. He can put it in his coat or boots.”

As the words left Kathleen’s mouth she wondered if the newsboy actually had either, a coat or a pair of boots. Her teacher opened his mouth, as if to say something, then shut it. Without a word he passed her the newspaper.

“Thank you, sir,” Kathleen said, snatching it out of his hands before he could change his mind.

The precious paper back in her possession, Kathleen could now focus all of her thoughts on Ian, and on him walking her home. What could she possibly talk to him about? He didn’t talk to her, or even look at her the rest of the day. By dismissal she was convinced he had forgotten about it, if he had been serious about it at all to begin with, which she was starting to doubt.

She met her friends, Ivy and Sadie, to walk home with them, like they always did. As they went down the front steps of the school, she saw Ian, talking with a few of his friends on the sidewalk. She quickly looked away. He had just been teasing her of course. She turned right, with her friends, at the bottom of the steps and started home. They had to walk right by Ian and his friends, and Kathleen turned her head, focusing on Sadie, so Ian couldn’t possibly think she was looking at him.

“Kathleen.”

Kathleen pretended she didn’t hear him. It was Ivy who looked behind them.

Kathleen could hear his footsteps as Ivy hissed, “It’s Ian.”

No one had time to say anything else because he swiftly scooted in front of them and stopped. They had to stop too.

“Kathleen said I could walk her home,” he said. Then he looked right at Kathleen. “Did you change your mind?”

“No,” Kathleen said.

She was afraid if she said anything else she would sound stupid again. Ian reached out. She looked down and watched him take her books out of her hands. She looked back up. Ivy and Sadie were all but running down the sidewalk, away from them. Kathleen watched them disappear around the corner. Then she turned back to Ian. She felt extremely nervous but couldn’t understand why. She had no idea what to say. Luckily Ian had plenty to talk about. All Kathleen had to do to keep the conversation going was say “Yes,” or “Oh.” Ian was talking about his oldest brother when they turned down the street that Kathleen had met the newsboy on that morning.

“Oh!” she said. “I mean, excuse me.”

If she couldn’t come up with anything clever or interesting to say, the least she could do was be as polite as possible.

“No problem,” Ian said. “What did you want to tell me?”

“The paper,” Kathleen said. “I need it.”

As the words left her mouth she looked up and down the street. Then she checked again. The newsboy wasn’t there.

“This?” Ian said, pulling it out from the stack of books.

“It’s okay,” Kathleen said.

She didn’t need the paper anymore. Ian stopped walking and put his foot up on the nearest stoop. He put the books across his thigh and opened up the paper.

“I told you I’d tell you,” he said. “I didn’t forget.”

“Oh,” Kathleen said, “it’s okay.”

“Reds are communists,” he said. “Commies. You know that right?” Kathleen nodded. “Also Bolsheviks. And you know what they all are?”

“What?” Kathleen asked.

“Jews, all of them,” he said.

“What?” Kathleen said again.

She sounded ridiculous, she had to think of something else to say. Ian was going to start to think she was stupid. She decided the best thing to do was to listen carefully, then show him she understood what he was talking about.

“It’s very simple,” Ian said. “The Bolsheviks started the Russian Revolution. They were Jews. Now the commies have invaded Poland. They want to take over the whole world.’

Kathleen still didn’t know what to say. Germany had invaded Poland too, just over two weeks ago. And from what she could gather, from snippets of conversation she picked up at the Rosenbaum’s house, the Germans hated Jewish people, a lot. Mr. Rosenbaum, in particular, was upset and worried about it.

“Trotsky was Jewish,” Ian said. The way he said it made it seem like that there was all there was to know on the subject. “It’s all part of their plan.”

“Whose plan?”

“The Jews. They plan to take over the world. Poland is just the start.”

“But...” Kathleen said.

“But what?”

“France and England are fighting Germany now, right?”

“Right.”

Kathleen didn’t even know what questions to ask. It seemed to get more and more confusing every day. If the commies wanted to take over the world then what did Hitler want? And what did the Jews have to do with any of it? Surely there were people in Russia and Germany who weren’t Jewish, just like there were here, weren’t there? She looked at Ian. He looked like he always did, confident. The one thing Kathleen did know was that the prospects of another war scared every adult she knew. Every single one.

“We can’t go to war too,” she blurted out. “America, I mean. That would be horrible.”

“It would be,” Ian agreed. “That’s why we have to fight it here. Lots of commies here.”

“There are?” Kathleen said, looking around.

Ian laughed. Kathleen laced her fingers together and looked down at her hands.

“Hey,” he said.

He reached out and put his hand under her chin. Gently he pulled her head back up, until she was looking right at him again.

“Don’t be scared,” he said. “They think we don’t know they’re here, but we know. We know exactly who they are.”

“Who?”

“The Jews of course.”

“Oh.”

“We can’t let them know we know,” he said. “That’s very important. Do you understand?”

Kathleen didn’t, not at all. David wasn’t a commie, nor was his father. Mrs. Rosenbaum wasn’t particularly nice, but that didn’t make someone a commie, at least Kathleen didn’t think so. She nodded anyway.

“Don’t let them know we know, ever, just act natural. Can you do that?”

“Of course,” Kathleen said.

“Good,” Ian said. “We better go, if you’re late your mother will wonder, won’t she?”

Her mother wasn’t home. She was at work, at the Rosenbaum’s, but Kathleen wasn’t going to point that out to Ian.

“Yes,” Kathleen said, “we better go.”
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CHAPTER 3
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“THIS IS THE LAST OF it.” Elsa said. “You have anything you want to put in there, before I close it up?”

David looked at the pile of socks, and underwear, Elsa had in her arms, then looked away. Elsa knelt down and disappeared behind the open lid of David’s trunk, which was set in the center of his room. She and Mrs. Mary had been in and out of his room constantly for the past week. They added stuff to the trunk, then decided it needed to be repacked again. David had given up thinking about it. The one time he had put something in there, a ball, he had gotten a talking to.

“No thank you,” David said.

Elsa slammed the lid down and fastened the latches. She grabbed the handle on one end and lifted it. David ran to grab the other side.

“What are you doing?” Elsa asked.

“Helping you,” David said.

“It’s too heavy,” Elsa said, setting her end down. “I knew it would be. We’ll wait for the man to come with the car. He can carry it.”

“I can do it,” David said.

“David-”

“Come on.”

David picked up one end of the trunk. Elsa shook her head at him. Then she picked up the other end. They walked the trunk out of the room and down the hall towards the stairs.

“Do you want to stop?” Elsa said. “You don’t have to do this.”

“I can do it,” David insisted.

“Well then grab the corners like I am,” Elsa told him. “Your fingers must be about ready to fall off.”

David grabbed one corner of the trunk with his left hand. Then he let go of the strap he had been holding onto with his right, and grabbed the other corner. He got a good hold of the trunk, balanced it on his palm and wiggled his fingers. Elsa had been right, his fingers were killing him.

“You ready?” Elsa said.

“Ready.”

Elsa had needed to back out of the room, but the stairs were wide, they could walk straight down. They made their way down the stairs, one at a time. On the landing David walked in a half circle to turn the trunk around, while Elsa turned in place.

“All set?” Elsa said, before they started down the second flight. David nodded. “You’re stronger than you look.”

“Thanks,” David muttered, but he looked down at the trunk, away from Elsa smiling at him.

He was the smallest boy in his grade. Half of the girls were taller than him, for Pete’s sake. It had always been like that, but it was even worse now. The last three years he had watched practically all of his classmates, and most of his friends, shoot up around him. Finally one night, not long after his bar mitzvah, David had followed his father into the study after dinner. David figured he could ask his father any question now, since they were practically equals, um, mostly.

His father had been heading to his desk but then he abruptly turned. David almost bumped into him.

“What are you doing?” his father asked, as he went to the side of the room and poured himself a drink.

David had practiced his question multiple times, in his head, over the past several weeks. He looked up at his father and reminded himself that his father had once been as short as David. David just wanted to know how much longer he’d have to put up with being short.

“I was wondering,” he said.

His father looked at him and waited. When David didn’t say anything, he took his drink to his desk and sat down.

“You may sit,” he said, indicating the other chair.

David walked over to the chair but didn’t sit down.

“When will I grow already?” he said. It burst out of him, startling David as much as his father. “I hate being so short,” he said. “I’m the shortest. I’ve always been the shortest.”

“You eat well,” his father said, “you’ll grow when you’re ready. You’re a strong boy-”

“I’m not!” David said. The look his father gave him made him shut his mouth immediately. “Sorry,” he said. “I’m not strong sir.”

He wasn’t a boy anymore either, but he wasn’t going to push his luck on that one. Strong wasn’t a matter of opinion. Shortest and weakest, that’s what David was. Why, he’d bet even some of the girls could beat him arm wrestling. Elsa probably could. Or Mrs. Mary. Her arms were huge. Not that David would arm wrestle a girl, ever.

“Ah,” his father said.

He stood up and removed his jacket. He folded it precisely and laid it across the back of his chair. Then he removed his tie, tossing it on the desk. He came out from behind the desk, unbuttoning the top two buttons on his shirt as he did so. David turned around as his father got to the center of the room. Stunned, David backed up until he bumped into the desk, and couldn’t go any further.

“If I can remember,” his father said, shutting his eyes. David didn’t know what to do, so he just stood there. “In the army it was called setting up,” his father said. “Every morning, after revelry, before morning mess-”

“Mess?”

“Breakfast, morning mess is breakfast and don’t interrupt.”

“Sorry.”

“We did this every morning and we got stronger. You do this every morning and you’ll get stronger too. Now copy me.”

David followed his father’s motions. Then his father told him to go to bed. David went up to his room feeling good about his plan. He did the setting up the next morning. Then he did it again when he got home from school, and once more before bed. David figured that way he’d get stronger three times as fast. After a week he had shown his father what he had practiced. Not because he was stronger, that hadn’t happened yet, but sometimes it felt like it was starting to work.

No, David just wanted to make sure he wasn’t missing anything. His father had watched him, correcting him and reminding David of two maneuvers David had completely forgotten. David went through the now complete routine again, determined to commit it to memory. When he was done he looked at his father, who nodded at him.

“What else did you learn?” he asked his father, after he was finished, sure he was going to be dismissed soon. “In the army?”

Whatever else his father could teach him David was willing to learn, and practice. But his father just shook his head.

“Nothing good,” he replied.

David had kept practicing. Eventually he got to the point where he could get through the whole routine with ease, and faster. He did the exercises every morning and added more repetitions as time went on. It felt good to be stronger. But he was still the shortest boy his age he knew. He hoped that at his new school, maybe, he wouldn’t be the smallest in his grade anymore. Especially since he was going to be in the youngest grade and that would make him the smallest in the whole school. There weren’t even any girls there.

David had been hearing about the prep school for as long as he could remember. He had never really believed the day would come when he would actually go. Even the tour they had gone on the year before didn’t make it seem real somehow, but the day had finally arrived.

When they got to the bottom of the stairs, David let Elsa set her end of the trunk down first. He pumped his arms up and down experimentally, testing the weight of the trunk. He was sure he could carry the trunk by himself, if only he could get his arms around it, which he could not.

The doorbell rang and David opened the front door for the driver. Outside he could see the car his father had hired to drive him up to school. The man was even taller than David’s father, and much wider. When Elsa pointed to the trunk the man jammed his hat down on his head even more firmly. Then he picked up the trunk, like it weighed nothing at all. David stood in the doorway, watching the man take it down the steps.

The trunk did not fit in the rear of the car. The man slammed the door down and slid the trunk into the back seat. Annoyed, David went back into the hallway to say goodbye to his mother. Did the driver really expect David to sit in the back with the trunk, all the way to Tarrytown? Probably the man thought David would fit just fine, being as small as he was.

“Don’t look so unhappy dear,” his mother said. She grabbed his shoulders and kissed his cheek. “It’s a beautiful school.”

“Yes Mother,” he said.

“Come here,” Elsa said, but she was already walking over to him. She gave David a big hug, then she grabbed a package off the table. “There’s honey cake in there, and cookies, for the ride.”

“What kind of cookies?” David asked.

“I don’t know, Kathleen made them Saturday.”

“Kathleen made them?” David said. “I mean, what kind?”

Elsa gave him a strange look.

“Told you I don’t know, but does it matter?” Elsa asked. “And I tucked some extra treats in your trunk too, so you best be unpacking as soon as you get there, you hear me?”

“Yes ma’am,” David said.

“Write as soon as you can,” his mother said. “Every week, promise me.”

David promised.

“I’ll walk you out,” she said.

“I can walk myself out, Mother,” David said.

She made a face, as if to scold him, but she didn’t. David waved goodbye to Elsa one more time. She returned the wave then rubbed the corners of her eyes with her knuckle. Then he left, shutting the front door behind him. The driver was standing at the curb, next to the car. He opened the door when David got to the sidewalk. The front door.

“I hope you don’t mind riding in the front sir,” the driver said. “I had to put your trunk in the back.”

Mind? David had never ridden in the front seat before, ever. David’s father refused to buy an automobile when the train was so convenient. He hired a car when they needed one, which was rare. When they did that, David sat in the back with his mother.

“I don’t...mind,” David said.

He had to pause to calm his voice down, to hide his excitement from the driver. After all, as far as this man knew, David rode in the front seat all the time.

“That will fit in the back,” the driver said, reaching for the box Elsa had given David.

David shook his head no.

“I’ll hold onto it, thanks,” he said and got into the car.

It took a while to get out of the city and it got very hot in the car. Once the road opened up they could go faster. When the breeze began blowing in the window, David began to really enjoy himself. Sitting in the front seat was a lot better than sitting in the back. He decided to open up the package, Elsa had said it was for the ride after all. He set aside the honey cake. It was too messy to eat in the car, but he also really just wanted to see what Kathleen had made him.

Saturday David had gone out to see his friends. He had thought he would have time to say goodbye to Kathleen afterwards, at dinner. When he got home his mother had told him they were taking him out to a restaurant that night. Since they weren’t eating at home, she had sent Kathleen and her mother home early. David had no choice but to hide his disappointment from his parents.

He poked around in the box, unwrapping the paper. Kathleen had baked him not one, not two, but three different kinds of cookies. It wasn’t as good as the time she had kissed him, the night of his bar mitzvah, but it was close. She could have just made one kind of cookie, or two, or none even. He was thrilled that she had done this just for him. He stared into the box, taking his time to decide which one to try first. He grabbed one and ate it. It was delicious and he reached for another one, this time a different flavor. He stuffed it into his mouth, then remembered his manners.

“Do you want one?” he said, holding the box out to the driver.

“Huh?” the man said.

Of course the man didn’t understand him. David chewed and swallowed before speaking again.

“Try one,” David said. “My...friend made them.”

“Okay, thank you,” the man said. He helped himself and took a taste. “Wow,” he said, after his first bite was down the hatch. “Your friend made these you say? You should marry her. When you grow up, that is.”

“I...”

“I’m just kidding son, but thank you.”

David offered the man the other two flavors to try. They sampled all of them. Then they spent the rest of the drive debating the merits of each kind. They agreed the oatmeal was the least favorite. David liked the plain cookie the best. The driver preferred the large square of chocolate that seemed more like a cake than a cookie. They were still arguing when they pulled up in front of the school.

David stopped talking when the driver stopped the car. He stared up at the building. It looked part castle, part church. The school actually had a church, or a chapel as they called it. David had seen it on the tour he had taken with his parents, months before. They had met with the headmaster in his office, then the man’s secretary had taken them around the campus. She had stopped in front of the chapel.

“We can go in,” she said, “if you want to see it.”

“No thank you,” David’s father had replied. “We don’t need to.”

Despite the church-chapel building, the school wasn’t religious at all. That was fine with David. He knew his father had picked it, at least partially, for that reason. His mother hadn’t been thrilled with the decision. David had stood outside his parents’ bedroom door, listening to them discuss it.

“I can’t believe you want to send him there Samuel,” his mother said.

“He’s going to be dealing with gentiles all his life,” his father said. “What good is it to shy away from it?”

“I don’t want him picked on, even more than he is now,” his mother said.

“People are anti-Semitic Deborah. He’s going to have to live with that. He needs to learn it, understand it. And words...well, words are nothing. My father brought us to this country because of far worse.”

The driver was waiting outside the car. David had to get out. There were some people milling about, but not many. He figured most of the students had gotten there earlier in the day. The driver waited, while David found the right person to talk to. David came back to the car with his room number, and directions. David set the box of cookies from Kathleen down, on the center of the trunk. Together they carried the trunk to David’s room. The driver moved a lot faster than Elsa, but David was able to keep up just fine.

Once they got there, and set the trunk down, David looked around. His roommate was nowhere to be found. The other boy’s trunk was open but not yet unpacked. As David scanned the room he caught a glimpse of the driver. The man was obviously just as curious as David. When he realized David was looking at him, he grabbed his hat off his head and clutched it in front of him, looking down at the floor.

“I need to head back to the city now,” he said, and turned to leave.

“Wait,” David said. He grabbed the box of treats. Hastily he wrapped up one of each cookie, a slice of honey cake and two of Kathleen’s chocolate squares. “It’s a long ride,” he said, holding it out.

The man hesitated but took it.

“Thank you, sir,” he said.

Then he was gone. David helped himself to a cookie. He stuck it in his mouth as he bent down to open his trunk. He wasn’t too keen on unpacking, but he did want to see what other food Elsa had hidden in there for him.

He started digging through his clothes, then jammed his hand down into the trunk, as deep as he could. He felt around and his fingertips brushed something promising. He was trying to get a better grasp on whatever it was, when the lid of his trunk dropped down on his arm.

“Hey!” he said.

He looked up and found himself staring into the face of a boy who definitely was not his roommate. This boy was older, and he wasn’t alone. David went to push his trunk back open, off his arm. It didn’t hurt, but he was annoyed. The boy had his foot on top of the lid. David pushed a little harder. The boy responded by pushing back. Now it did hurt but David wasn’t going to give whoever this was the satisfaction of letting him know it. Suddenly the boy stopped pressing down and took his foot off the trunk.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

David didn’t want to obey him, but he reacted automatically. The boy looked David up and down and started laughing.

“You’re the runt of the new ones, huh?” he said. “Let’s go.”

This time David didn’t move so the boy reached across the trunk and poked David really hard, in the shoulder, with two fingers. David walked around his trunk and headed to the door. He got jabbed between the shoulder blades and told to hurry up.

In the dorm hallway there was a cluster of students. David looked right and saw a single file line of boys. They looked to be closer to his age.

“Back of the line,” David was told.

He hurried to the end.

“What’s going on?” he asked the boy who was now next to last.

“I don’t know,” was the answer.

“Where are we going?”

“Don’t know.”

“Shut up! No talking!”

They marched in silence out of the building. David looked back when they stopped. They were in clear view of the dormitory, and some of the other buildings. He wasn’t sure if he should feel good or bad about that.

The leader didn’t bother to introduce himself. Instead he launched into a lecture on how they were all lower than dirt. They were expected to do whatever the upperclassmen wanted, whenever they wanted it.

“And in case any of you worms get any ideas,” David hoped that this was the conclusion, but he wasn’t sure, “just know that Jackie here can do twenty-five pushups.”

David couldn’t help it, he laughed. In an instant Jackie was in front of him, breathing right into David’s face.

“Let’s see how many pushups you can do smarty,” Jackie said, punching David in the shoulder for good measure.

“I don’t-”

“He doesn’t want to do them Tom,” Jackie said.

The leader, whose name was Tom, apparently, was at Jackie’s side in a flash. Now they were both breathing all over David’s face. He took a step back.

“Pushups shrimp, now,” Tom said.

He accentuated his order with the shoulder poke, which David was really starting to hate.

“You better just do them,” one of the boys behind David said.

David didn’t dare turn around to see who. He got down on the ground, shaking his head.

“Count ‘em too,” Tom barked.

“Yeah!” Jackie added.

David started. He could do a lot more than twenty-five pushups. He still started every morning with his setting up routine, just like his father had told him to. Well actually first he went to the bathroom. Then he went back to the room for the setting up. Except some mornings lately, actually most of them, he couldn’t go to the bathroom right when he got up. He couldn’t do his setting up routine right away either, but he could do pushups. So that’s what he did when he got up, until it went away. His record was sixty-four pushups.

When he got to twenty, and showed no signs of slowing down, the other boys in his grade started counting with him. He could hear the excitement in their voices. Every time he completed another ten they screamed the number out with him. After fifty each pushup seemed a hundred times harder than the previous one. David thought his arms might break off, but he kept going. He failed on number sixty-eight and collapsed face down in the dirt, too tired to care. The boys jumped around him cheering. Then they dragged him to his feet.

“Shut! Up!” Tom screamed. Then he screamed at them to line up, which they scrambled to do, single file, behind David. “We’ll see you at dinner,” Tom said. “See how strong you are then.”

Then he stormed off towards the dorm building, his friends trailing behind him.

“What happens at dinner?” one of the boys said.

No one knew for sure, but they discussed it at length as they made their way back to the dormitory, carefully keeping a safe distance behind the older boys. That night they ate together, casting nervous glances around the dining hall the whole time. Halfway through his meal David glanced up and saw Tom heading towards him. Tom walked around the table. David refused to turn around, but he could tell, from where everyone at the table was looking, Tom was behind him. David would have sworn he could feel Tom staring at him.

“You gonna eat your dessert?” Tom said.

He was already reaching for it.

“No,” David said.

It was the answer Tom wanted but, from his reaction, David guessed he wasn’t pleased anyway. One by one, the older boys came to their table. None of the younger boys stood up to them, but they didn’t act intimidated either.

After dinner David led the group back to his room and shut the door. Then he doled out cookies and honey cake to all of them. As he watched the last of his stash disappear he couldn’t help but be sad. But it would be weeks before he saw Kathleen again and the food wouldn’t have lasted that long regardless.

“No,” David thought, giving away the cookies was the right thing to do.

He had no regrets about that. Maybe when he went home for the High Holidays he’d find a way to tell Kathleen what had happened. Then he’d show her that yes, he really could do that many pushups. After that, who knows.
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CHAPTER 4
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KATHLEEN TOOK THE TRAY upstairs, to the dining room.

“Good morning sir, ma’am,” she said, to Mr. and Mrs. Rosenbaum.

Mr. Rosenbaum looked up from his newspaper to smile at her.

“Where’s your mother Kathleen?” Mrs. Rosenbaum asked.

“She’s...home,” Kathleen said. “But don’t worry ma’am, I can do all the cleaning.”

“Will she be back tomorrow?”

“I’m sure she will ma’am,” Kathleen said.

It wasn’t a total lie, she might. Kathleen’s mother hadn’t wanted to stay home. Kathleen had been trying to convince her. Her mother had been up all night, coughing. But it was Kathleen’s father who finally ordered his wife back to bed.

“Kath can do it,” he said. “She’s plenty old enough.”

Kathleen knew there was no way they could afford to not get her Mum’s pay, even for a day. So Kathleen had gone to the Rosenbaums to work by herself, for the first time. She always went with her Mum on Saturdays anyway. Sometimes she skipped school, if there was extra work, because the family was having a party, or company.

“There’s a letter from David,” Mrs. Rosenbaum said.

She picked the letter up, off the pile of mail Kathleen had placed on the table.

“Anything else?” Mr. Rosenbaum asked.

Mrs. Rosenbaum put David’s letter down. She looked at her husband over the top of her reading glasses.

“Nothing from Germany, if that’s what you’re asking,” she
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