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	Hamburg

	Friday, May 12, 1939

	Hannah

	The black bulk of the st. louis loomed several stories above the dock where I stood with Mother. Lifeboats and two mustard-colored funnels striped with red, white, and black caught my eye. Then I noticed something else red, white, and black. A swastika flag! It hung at the back of the ship, above the flag of the ship’s owners, HAPAG, the Hamburg America Line. Gripping Mother’s hand, I pointed.

	“Look Mutter! It’s a Nazi ship!”

	“It doesn’t mean anything Hannah, Leibling. All German ships must fly the Nazi flag.” Mother stroked my hair. “Everything will be fine. You have your ticket, passport, and landing permit. Ruth will watch out for you.”

	Ruth! I hardly knew her. I was only thirteen and she was eighteen, the daughter of mother’s friends from synagogue.

	“But Mutter, I don’t want to leave you. They could send you to a camp too.”

	“They won’t, my love. They only took the men.”

	I wasn’t sure. On Kristallnacht, the night of breaking glass, Nazis had destroyed Father’s jewelry store and sent him, and all the Jewish men in Oldenburg, to a Konzentrationslager, a camp. Soon after, a Nazi officer took our home for himself. We had to move into a tiny apartment.

	“I wish I could stay with you.” Tears pressed behind my eyes. I was terrified of traveling to a new country and of what would happen to my mother, alone.

	“Vater and I will join you when he comes home. Soon, I’m sure.” Mother’s face looked tired and broken.

	“Promise you won’t wait long? Even if he doesn’t come.”

	“Of course, love,” she said.

	“Mutter, please, can’t I get on the ship tomorrow? It doesn’t leave until then.”

	“We talked about this,” her voice began to sound impatient. “It’s bad luck to begin a journey on the Sabbath. You need to be on board before the sun goes down.”

	I clenched my fists at my sides. Mother wasn’t going to change her mind.

	A few other passengers and their families waited on the quay, talking in low voices. Thuds of crates being loaded onto the ship, yells of workers, and squawking calls of gulls filled my ears like the chaos that filled my mind. My imagination, as usual, spun frightening stories — ein Kopfkino, like a movie in my head. The Nazis could take Mother away. Father might not come back. I’d be left in a strange country alone.

	A faint stink of sewage from the river crept under the oil and diesel fumes. Mother coughed again, covering her mouth with her handkerchief. The smoke on the train had made her asthma worse. I should be here to take care of her.

	Nearby, Ruth was hugging her parents. She was tall like her mother and wore a stylish suit. Her brown hair was waved and smooth, like mine never was. Next to her, I felt like a child, even wearing my best blue dress and with clips and bobby pins trying to tame my red curls. Mother always said my wild hair was like me, quick to fly out of control.

	In a moment I’d have to say good-bye to Mother and climb the stairs to the ship’s deck. I shivered.

	Mother squeezed my hand. “Don’t be afraid, my Hannah. Listen,” she whispered, “I didn’t want you to be nervous going through the customs shed, but I sewed two pairs of diamond earrings into the hem of your dress. Sell them in Cuba. It should be enough money for expenses until we get there.”

	I automatically reached down to feel the hem of my dress.

	Mother took my hand. “Don’t draw attention to it.”

	“Sorry, Mutter. Will you have enough money for you and Vater to make the trip?”

	“You ask so many questions. Stop worrying. My jewelry will be enough. And surely your father will be home soon. Two more men just returned from the camp.” She squeezed my hand. “I’m stronger than you think. I’ll come to you, no matter what.”

	“Mutter, I love you. I’m so afraid!” I flung my arms around her thin shoulders.

	“There, there.” Mother patted my back. “Think how exciting it will be to sail across the ocean and see a new part of the world.”

	“I know.” I sniffed and wiped my eyes. As far as I was concerned, the only good thing about going to Cuba would be to learn Spanish. I loved discovering new words, like when we studied English in school.

	After everything Mother had done to get me out of Germany, I had to be brave.

	Ruth tapped my shoulder. She smiled, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Come on, Hannah. We’d better board the ship before sundown.”

	I looked up. The river glinted with the golden light of late afternoon. I swallowed and said, “I’m ready.”

	Mother kissed my cheek. “Go on. I’ll see you soon. Before you know it.”

	“I love you, Mutter. Please come soon.”

	I tried to ignore the black cloud of dread hanging over me. So many things could go wrong. My mouth was dry. I had to wipe the slippery sweat from my hand with my skirt before I could pick up my suitcase.

	Ruth took my other hand and pulled me after her. A few passengers were boarding early like us. Our footsteps rang on the metal stairs leading onto the ship.

	When we reached the top, I turned to see Mother one last time. She waved. I took my hand from Ruth’s to wave back. My heart felt like lead.

	A young sailor reached for our suitcases and told us to follow him. We went down several flights of stairs. Our cabin was in tourist class, on the D deck. Ruth and the sailor talked the whole way. I didn’t pay attention to what they said. After he left, Ruth shut the door and fell onto one of the beds. “What a dreamy guy. Do you think he was flirting with me?”

	“I didn’t notice.” How could she think about boys at a time like this? I started to sit on the other bed, then I thought I should unpack my things. I put my suitcase on the bed but didn’t open it. Maybe Mother was still on the quay and I could get one last look at her.

	“I’m going back on the deck,” I said.

	“I’ll go with you.” Ruth bounced up. “We can look around. We might see that sailor again.”

	By the time we could see the quay, Mother and the Rubensteins, Ruth’s parents, were gone. Probably heading to the train home already. I refused to cry again. I would be brave.

	Ruth said, “Cheer up Hannah. Don’t look so sad. Think of how much fun we’ll have. There’s going to be a swimming pool and all kinds of things to do. Let’s explore.”

	“Not now.” I wasn’t interested in the ship or pools or adventures. “Tomorrow I’ll go with you. All right?”

	As Ruth went off to explore, maybe to find her sailor, I started back to the cabin to lie down. My head was full of fog. The ship was huge, so many decks and corridors. I hadn’t paid attention and I got confused.

	“You look lost. Can I help you?” A white-jacketed steward had seen me wandering. He seemed nice, but I didn’t trust anyone who worked on this Nazi ship. And it was embarrassing to have to be shown the way to our cabin again.

	I unpacked and changed out of my best dress, folding it neatly into the empty suitcase. I wouldn’t wear it again. Not with diamonds in the hem. How do you sell diamonds anyway? I lay down on the bed, willing myself not to cry. I was on my own now.

	I closed my eyes for a minute, and I was there again. Kristallnacht was six months ago, but it still repeated in my mind. Nazi storm troopers and thugs breaking windows, the smell of smoke and the red glow of flames from the burning synagogue, people screaming, dragged out and beaten. Father not coming back. I’d been so scared I’d thrown up.

	I opened my eyes again to the cabin on the St. Louis, shaking my head to make those memories go away. Mother trusted me to do this. I’d show her I could.
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	Hamburg

	Saturday, May 13

	David

	“The son of a jew and an Aryan is an abomination,” the Director had said when he kicked me out of school with all the Jewish students. His ugly words stuck with me. I thought about them while we stood in the customs line watching Nazi inspectors shout rudely at passengers ahead of us.

	“David and Rebekah let’s be quiet and not attract attention,” my father whispered to me and my sister. “These customs inspectors are not friendly.”

	The line wound through a huge shed that looked like a warehouse. Once we got past customs, we could board the ship to Cuba. The other passengers were mostly quiet and probably nervous like us, but the high shed roof echoed with shouted questions of the Nazi inspectors. They scowled and yelled while examining passports stamped with a red letter “J” for Jew, like ours. If they found something they didn’t like, they could stop us from getting on the ship.

	The smell of the Elbe River blew in from outside. Even though it stank a little of diesel and sewage, it reminded me of good times when Papa and I used to come down to the river to watch birds. I tried not to think about leaving our home in Hamburg to go live in a strange foreign country until Herr Hitler was gone.

	Rebekah, my eight-year-old sister, held tight to our mother’s hand. She whispered, “Mama, I’m scared.”

	“Don’t worry, Maus. We’ll be on the ship soon.”

	I thought Rebekah was getting big to be called mouse, but she was the youngest, the baby.

	Papa reached over to smooth Rebekah’s hair, his eyes still on the inspectors.

	I was thirteen and not about to say I was scared. Even if maybe I was. I looked around at the other passengers. Some of them were traveling alone, mostly men. And some had shaved heads. Suddenly an inspector yelled at one of those men and a couple of guards dragged him out.

	“Papa,” I said into his ear, “What’s happening? Why are they taking that man away? Why is his head shaved?”

	Papa leaned close. “They shave men’s heads in the camps. Now hush and don’t say anything.”

	I knew about the concentration camps. Prisoners that came back told stories of lice and rats, of being starved and beaten, some people killed for no reason.

	One of the men noticed me staring at him. I looked away quickly.

	Finally, it was our turn. The inspector looked at us like we were bugs. I didn’t think we had anything we weren’t supposed to, but still … he could stop us from getting on the ship. He messed our things up, digging through our suitcases, tossing everything around.

	All I had in my suitcase was my clothes and binoculars. When the inspector found Papa’s binoculars and mine, he pulled them out. “What are you going to use these for?”

	My heart just about fell into my stomach. Please, please don’t take them.

	“We’re bird watchers,” Papa said. “We hope to see new birds on the voyage, and in Cuba.”

	“Hmmph!” The officer held both pairs of binoculars in his hands, like he was weighing them. The Nazi party badge caught my eye, pinned to his uniform sleeve. “I’ll let you keep them, but you’d better not watch anything besides birds. There are Gestapo on board and if they find you spying, you’ll be brought back and severely punished.”

	“Yes, sir.” Papa’s face was red. I could see he was barely holding in his anger. I clenched my fists and didn’t look at the inspector. So there were going to be Gestapo, Nazi secret police, on board the St. Louis.

	At last we made it out of customs. None of our things had been taken. I could breathe again. We followed the crowd onto the quay. Rain had started falling while we were inside. The St. Louis towered before us, like a black and white cliff.

	I tucked my hands in my jacket pockets and hunched my shoulders against the cold. A band under an awning played one of those oompah tunes. Passengers and their families and friends stood in a crowd, most wearing overcoats, and holding umbrellas. I saw a lot of other boys and girls boarding with their families. Maybe I’d make friends on the ship. At home the other boys had begun to stay away from me. They called me schmutziger Jüde, “dirty Jew,” even though only my father was Jewish. And we weren’t religious.

	People hugged and cried as passengers said good-bye to relatives staying behind. We didn’t have to say any sad good-byes to anyone. Our only relatives, Papa’s sister and her family, were already in England. Mama had family in Germany, but I’d never met them. They wouldn’t have anything to do with us because Mama married a Jew.

	Crew members rushed around, loading supplies. Gulls wheeled, landed, and took off again. I heard a familiar Kee-har call and looked up to see a Black Headed Gull.

	A man stood on the gangway with a camera, taking photos of passengers as they started up to the ship. Some of them hid their faces. All his shots seemed to be of people who looked poor. He was ignoring the nicely dressed passengers and the little children.

	Another man, this one short and wearing an officer’s uniform, pushed his way down the gangplank to the photographer. He acted like he was in charge and spoke angrily. He said something to the photographer, who said something back. I couldn’t hear what they were saying until the officer shouted, “Get off my ship!”

	The first man ignored him and started to take another picture.

	“Get off — or I’ll personally throw you overboard. And you can report that to the Propaganda Minister!” The officer shoved him.

	That got him. The photographer stomped away, holding tight to his camera.

	Papa turned to Mama. “That must be the captain. Good for him. I bet that man was taking pictures for more anti-Jewish propaganda.”

	I looked for the Nazi Party badge on the captain’s uniform sleeves but I didn’t see one. He had a little mustache, like Hitler’s, but lots of men did.

	•          •          •

	When we got to the top of the gangway, a sailor in a white jacket greeted us. “Welcome aboard! May I show you to your cabins?”

	He talked to us with respect, so different from the officers in the customs shed. Maybe things would be better on the ship.

	“Here, let me carry those for you, ladies.” The crewman reached out to take Rebekah and Mama’s suitcases.

	Rebekah giggled at being called a lady.

	“Thank you.” Mama handed over the bags.

	We followed the crewman down two flights of stairs and through a hallway to our cabins in tourist class on the D deck. The thrum of the engines sounded louder the farther down we went. I was sharing a cabin with Rebekah. Our parents were next door. I looked around at twin bunks, one on each side of the room, an armchair and dresser with a mirror, and wood-paneled walls. Pretty nice.

	“This one’s mine!” Rebekah threw her suitcase onto one of the beds. She ran to look at the tiny bathroom. I peeked over her shoulder while she pulled back the shower curtain.

	“It’s perfect. Can you believe it’s all ours? Come on! Let’s go out. I want to see where the games are, and the swimming pool.”

	“This isn’t a pleasure cruise,” I almost said. We were running for our lives. Germany was our country. Hamburg was home. But since the Nazis smashed Papa’s dentist office on Kristallnacht, he couldn’t work. Rebekah and I were kicked out of school even though we weren’t really Jewish because Mama wasn’t. We were forced to leave Germany.

	Still, Rebekah’s excitement about the ship was contagious. We might as well try to enjoy ourselves.

	“Okay.” I smiled for the first time that day. “Let’s explore. We have to tell Mama we’re going.” I grabbed my binoculars from my suitcase. They were good ones. Papa gave them to me for my birthday when I turned thirteen.

	We climbed up and down staircases, wandered through hallways, peeked into the tourist class restaurant, or saloon, as we heard the sailors call it, and even the first-class dining saloon. Everything shone, all white tablecloths and chandeliers. A luxury ship, just like the brochure said.

	We’d seen most of the ship and were looking around the upper deck. Rebekah, sounding disappointed, said, “I thought there was going to be a swimming pool here at the back. Where is it?”

	A steward nearby must have heard her because he came over to us, smiling. “You heard right, young lady. We’ll erect the swimming pool right here and fill it with water once we get into the warmer Gulf Stream. The name for this part of the ship, the back, is the stern, and the direction is aft. You’ll soon learn the terms.”

	The ship wasn’t supposed to leave until eight o’clock in the evening. The upper deck where we were was called the A deck. It was a perfect place to watch some of the gulls wheeling above us. I went to the rail and lifted my binoculars. There were more Black Headed Gulls, which are easy to recognize by their black heads, and some larger birds, probably Herring Gulls. I got involved in watching them and trying to identify species. Leg color. Bill color.

	“Are you going to just stand here and look at birds now?” Rebekah grumbled.

	I’d forgotten her. “Oh, sorry. Just give me a minute.”

	“That’s okay. I’m going back to the cabin to get ready for dinner. Don’t forget about dinner.” She wagged her finger at me.

	“I won’t. Don’t get lost.” She’d be alright. She was eight, and she wouldn’t get off the ship.

	Rebekah rolled her eyes and skipped away.

	I raised my binoculars again to look at the circling birds. When one dove into the water and came up with a small fish, others mobbed it and tried to steal the prize. Pigeons as well as gulls strutted around the quay, pecking at scraps.

	A man’s voice startled me. “Nice pair of Busch binoculars. I have the same model.”

	I turned and saw the officer with the mustache, the one who’d chased the photographer away. He was shorter than me!

	 “Thank you, sir. Are you the captain?”

	“I am. Captain Gustav Schroeder, at your service.” He held out his hand.

	The HAPAG line insignia shone on his uniform. I could clearly see now that he wasn’t wearing a Nazi party badge. I took the captain’s hand and we shook, like two grown men.

	“David Jantzen, sir.”

	“Welcome aboard the MS St. Louis, David. I see you’re interested in birds.”

	“Yes. I love watching them. I’m learning to tell the gulls apart.”

	Captain Schroeder pointed to one of the large gulls down on the quay. “Do you know that one? It’s a Herring Gull. And look! Here’s a Caspian Tern flying over.” He pointed to a large gull-like bird skimming above our heads. I aimed the binoculars at the bird with its long, bright orange bill, black cap and black legs.

	“I wasn’t sure about the Herring Gull, but I’ve seen Caspian Terns before. My father’s a bird watcher too. He gave me the binoculars.”

	“Ah! He and I will have to have a talk. I have several books on ornithology, the science of birds. It’s my hobby. Perhaps you’d like to see them sometime.”

	“Yes, sir. I would. Thank you.”

	A bell rang nearby. Another white-jacketed sailor walked toward us along the deck, swinging a hand bell.

	“The steward is giving the signal for dinner,” the captain said. “You’d better join your family now.”

	“I will. But can I ask you a question about birds?”

	“If it’s quick. I have to get back to the bridge.”

	“Will gulls follow the ship all the way across the ocean? Will we see different birds out there?”

	The captain laughed. “That’s two questions. Let’s talk tomorrow. I tour the ship in the morning but come find me on the bridge deck after lunch. Tell Leo, my steward, I invited you.” Smiling, he turned to go.
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	MS St. Louis

	Saturday, May 13

	Hannah

	When i woke up Saturday morning, all I could think of was my mother, sick and alone in Oldenburg, my father in the concentration camp, Sachsenhausen. Every time I thought about him, my stomach rolled like I might throw up. The wet, drizzly weather didn’t help my mood.

	After breakfast, Ruth insisted I go with her to explore the ship. I went along and tried to show some interest. Everything blurred into the background at first, with the grey and rain.

	I’d never been on a ship before. After a while I started to notice things and even feel a little excited. The ship was enormous, the halls and furnishings deluxe and expensive looking. The decks had different names and letters starting with the A deck at the top. On the C deck, there were other dining saloons besides the one where we ate. We discovered a hair salon and a barber shop, and even a lady’s tearoom with frilly lace tablecloths.

	The best thing was a library that had shelves of books passengers could borrow. Maybe I could read my way across the ocean and stay out of the way of the Nazis. I took two adventure stories, since I was supposed to be beginning my own adventure. I chose Emil und die Detektive in German and The Boxcar Children in English. I’d studied English in school, and it wasn’t hard. Many of the words were similar to German.

	Ruth pointed out stacks of chairs folded away on the promenade deck. “It’ll be glorious to sit out here on deck chairs in the sun. I can’t wait to get out of this cold, wet weather.”

	We ran into a crewman who showed us what he called the “sports deck,” set up to play shuffleboard or deck tennis, even a horse race game with wooden horses running around a track. No one was playing yet. Most of the passengers were still boarding.

	“We’re going to have such a good time.” Ruth squeezed my arm.

	We went down another set of stairs. When I heard men’s voices nearby, singing Heil Hitler dir, one of the hateful Nazi party songs against Jews, my breath caught. My heart raced. For a little while, I’d almost forgotten we were on a Nazi ship.

	Right after the words, “Give foreign Jews no place in your Reich,” the singing halted. We heard a slam and jangling piano keys. The sounds were coming from a door a little way off. We tiptoed over and peeked in through a round window.

	“Just what are you objecting to, Captain?” said a heavy-set man in a steward’s uniform.

	The small man he was talking to wore a uniform with brass buttons on the dark jacket, braid around the sleeves, and an officer’s hat. He must have been the captain because he said, “I won’t have you acting against my orders, Otto Schiendick, or embarrassing my passengers.”

	“As Leiter of the Nationalsozialisten party on board, it’s my job to keep up crew morale.” The pudgy steward said, taking a paper from his pocket and handing it to the captain. “This says we’re authorized to use the public rooms, as long as it doesn’t interfere with passengers.” He spoke as if he was in charge.

	The captain didn’t back down. “I don’t care what your paper says, or if you’re the Party leader. This is my ship. You will not insult or embarrass my passengers.” He thrust the paper back into the crewman’s hand. “Get out! All of you! If I find you in here again, you will need more than a piece of paper to save your skins!”

	Ruth tugged at my sleeve. “Let’s go.”

	I hurried to follow her away from the door. Neither of us wanted to run into the Nazis, or the angry captain.

	“The captain told that Nazi off, didn’t he?” Ruth said, once we’d turned a corner.

	I couldn’t answer. The Nazi song had brought back the hateful things that happened to me and my family. How I’d been singled out and mocked in school. How I’d seen Father knocked to the ground when Nazis took him away in Oldenberg. The synagogue burned and in ruins. My face was hot. I wanted to yell at that Nazi Leiter myself.

	Now I knew for sure that at least some of the crew hated us. The Nazi flag flew at the back of the ship, and we’d seen a large portrait of Hitler hanging above the stage in the social hall. Nazis were in control here too.

	“Do you think they hate Jews in Cuba?” I asked Ruth.

	“I don’t know about Cuba. I haven’t met my mother’s cousin, the one we’re going to stay with. But if they’re letting us live in their country, they must not hate us.” Ruth’s smile wasn’t convincing.

	Any excitement I’d started to feel evaporated. I didn’t want this adventure. I told Ruth I was going back to the cabin to read The Boxcar Children. I couldn’t bear to run into any more angry, hateful people, or see another picture of Hitler glaring at me.

	I tried to read, but I wasn’t able to lose myself in the story. My mind kept wandering back home to my parents. It didn’t help that the book was about children whose parents had died. My heart squeezed with fear.

	Ruth didn’t seem worried. She flitted in and out of the cabin. Each time she came back, she talked about people boarding the ship, how they were dressed, what they brought, and especially about other teenagers she’d met. She’d already made a couple of friends.

	“And I talked with that cute sailor. I think he likes me.”
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	MS St. Louis

	Saturday, May 13

	David

	I couldn’t imagine dinner in first class being any better than what we ate in the tourist class saloon. The four of us sat at a table covered with a long, white cloth laid with china plates, crystal glasses, and silver. Musicians played at one end of the room. Waiters in white jackets took our orders from the menu. First, the appetizers. They had my favorite cheese-filled German puff pastries!

	While we ate appetizers, I told Papa what had happened. “Guess what! I met the captain. You were right. He’s that officer who chased the photographer away. His hobby is birds. I told him you know about birds too. He said you should talk some time.”

	“Hmm.” Papa’s fork was halfway to his mouth. He lowered it. “Well, I suppose there’s no harm in that. His crew seems genuinely polite and considerate.”

	The rest of the menu gave us a choice of two soups, fish or rib roast, asparagus or stuffed tomatoes, French fries or potato croquettes, cookies and other desserts. I ordered Birnenkompott, pears in syrup, for dessert. I was so stuffed I almost couldn’t finish. I don’t think that had ever happened to me before. I didn’t even have room for cheese, fresh fruit, and coffee afterwards. We hadn’t eaten so well in years.

	“It’s all very grand,” Mama said.

	“Yes,” Papa smiled. “They don’t seem to have skimped on anything. Quite as if they consider us the same as any other paying passengers.”

	We were finishing dinner when the ship’s horn blasted. I looked at the clock. It was half past seven.

	Papa looked up. “They must be getting ready for the eight o’clock departure. Like I always say, we Germans are nothing if not punctual.”

	My legs twitched to jump up. I didn’t want to miss seeing the lines cast off, and the ship pulling away from the dock into the river Elbe. But I remembered my manners. “Papa, may I be excused to go on the deck and watch?”
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	MS St. Louis,
Saturday, May 13 – Sunday, May 14

	Hannah

	After dinner, ruth and i went up to watch the ship depart. Most of the passengers stood at the rail, in spite of the cold and continuing drizzle. A blast from the ship’s horn startled me. Under an awning on the quay, a band played one of Brahms Hungarian Dances, loud enough so we could hear it on the deck, even over the noisy activity around the ship.

	A shudder under our feet and the increased roar of the engines meant the ship was about to depart. This was it! We were really leaving. There was no going back for me. I fought another wave of missing Mother and Father.

	Men scurried around everywhere. They shouted commands and signaled with whistles between ship and shore. The gangway was pulled up and the men on the quay undid the ropes tying the ship. The band stopped playing and its leader saluted the St. Louis.

	Ruth grabbed my hand. “Look! The ship’s moving. We’re pulling away from shore!”

	People cheered. Some cried. A woman next to us stared at the shore, her face frozen. “Will we ever see our home, or our country again?”

	Those words went straight to my heart. The Nazis took my home. Germany didn’t want me. Mother and Father were all I had left, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever see them again.

	As if she knew what I was feeling, Ruth put her arm around me. We stood at the railing a long time while the St. Louis moved out into the murky water, past other ships, and into the middle of the Elbe. The ship rocked gently on the water as the land slid past. Finally, the sun set behind the clouds, painting them with an orange glow, and it began to get dark.

	“Why the long face, Hannah, when we’re starting the biggest adventure of our lives?” Ruth took my hand again. “C’mon. Let’s go below. I’m getting cold.”

	•          •          •

	The next morning after breakfast I went back on the deck. The ship had left the river behind and was gliding through the North Sea. I’d never been on the ocean before. I leaned on the rail of the promenade deck to watch, feeling the ship roll gently. The water looked endless. A cold, salty wind whipped my hair into tangles.

	Down along the deck a boy was standing at the rail. He was tall, but he looked about my age. He wasn’t wearing a uniform, so I figured he must be a passenger. But he was blond and didn’t look Jewish either. Is there such a thing as an Aryan Jew? Isn’t that an oxymoron? The boy held a pair of binoculars to his eyes, aiming them at a bird perched on a mast above. He was watching intently, oblivious to anything else.

	Curious, I edged along the rail until I was standing pretty close, but he still didn’t notice me.

	“Hi. What are you looking at? That bird?”

	He lowered the glasses and smiled. His eyes were warm and friendly, but blue like the eyes of those Aryan Hitler Youth boys that had terrorized the Jewish students at school. Who was he?

	“I’m learning about the different kinds of gulls. That one has been holding still up there, giving me a good look.”

	“Oh. There are different kinds of gulls? So you’re a bird watcher?”

	“Yes. There are lots of different gulls, and I love learning about all the birds.”

	“My name’s Hannah. Are you a passenger?”

	“I am. I’m traveling with my family. My name’s David.”

	“I thought all the passengers were Jewish.”

	“I know I don’t look Jewish, and I’m not, really. My father is, but not my mother. So, as you probably know, I’m not considered Jewish — by Jews.”

	“But you are by Hitler and the Nazis. Even if you had only one Jewish grandparent.”

	“Right.” David’s expression turned sullen. “And by all my former friends.”

	Talking about Hitler made me feel gloomy and angry again.

	Neither of us said anything for a minute. Then David brightened. “Hey, did you know your name, Hannah, is a palindrome?”

	“That’s my favorite thing about my name. It’s spelled the same backwards as forwards. I know lots of other palindromes too, like Sei fein, nie fies, be nice, never nasty.” I smiled. I was going to like him
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