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Chapter Minus Two: Author’s Foreword

Make no mistake: this book, and those to follow it, are works of fiction.  I have attempted to make the depiction of history as accurate as possible, but where the facts were scant or non-existent at the time of writing, I invented them.  Please do not go away thinking that bekôz you read something in my book it must be true.  I hope that you will check everything I say.  Much of my historic data comes from sites that I visited on the Internet, so the data is as accurate as that.

It wód add to your enjoyment to follow trips from one place to another.  You can find the places mentioned on an Internet map of Poland, and on Google Earth.

You will come upon certain words that you judge to be misspelled.  The spelling of the English language is long overdue for an overhaul.  I have invented an alphabet which does just that.  It is based on the Midwestern American accent.  The underlying principle is, one symbol to one sound.  There are no more diphthongs.  Thus, thru = through; tho = though; tŭf = tough; shód = should, etc.

Chapter Minus One: The Angel Zuriel’s Forward 

I am Zuriel, the guardian angel of Valentine Karnowski, whose life is the unifying thread of this and subsequent books.  This one is about how he was born.  As an angel in the presence of the triune God, Who is Truth, I know a lot more than you on earth:  I know the truth, rather than commonly-held beliefs about human events.  I am a precise kind of being, and that is why I often give times of sunrise, sunset, haй- and low- temperatures, wind speeds and other facts of weather, bekôz I know the influence these can have on human events.

Well, why am I writing these books?  Valentine Karnowski has led a most unusual life, having lived thru many events of historical significance.  I want to show the hardships forced on him and the Polish nation, of which he was a part.  I want to show the faithfulness of the Poles to Jesus’s Catholic faith.  I want to show that - relative to wealth - the “upper class” is actually the lower class, and - relative to morality - the “lower class” is actually the upper class.

This book is in the form of a journal, bekôz the life of Man happens day by day.  While something is happening in one place, something else is happening in another.  The problem with many novels written by chapter is that e.g., in chapter 1 they will deal with the weather over a period of time, then in chapter 2 they will go back to day 1 and deal with geography.  Chapter 3 will go back to day one and deal with Mr. X, etc.  I tell you about things that are happening simultaneously.

How am I writing them?  I give inspiration to Mr. Schmidt, and he types it all out.
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Chapter One: Moishe Gets Marta Pregnant.
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Mon. August 30, 1841.  It was an extremely hot and humid day, with almost no air movement.  Marta Nering (15), had been working outside under the sun since it rose at 5:13 am.  At about 2:00 pm she felt sweaty and uncomfortable since, in true peasant style, it had been days since her last bath.  She asked her mother if she kód go over the hill to the pond and bathe.  This was grudgingly granted.  The large pond called Melno Lake was almost entirely surrounded by trees, which afforded her some privacy.  She removed her clothing and hid it under a bush.  She plunged in; the water, tho warm, was refreshingly cool in comparison to the air.

After a while a peddler’s wagon pulled up on the dirt track, and a man jumped out, looked around, stripped, and slid down the sandy bank into the water.  Marta kód see from a distance that he had a very handsome body.  It didn’t take long for them to become aware of each other.  She felt embarrassed and panicky as he called over to her a greeting in broken Polish.  “I’ll turn away if you wanna put on your clothes”, he shouted across the surface, “Then you turn around while I do the same”.

When they were both dressed he approached her.  “I recognize you”, the young man said; “Your mother sometimes buys my wares.  Your name is Marta, isn‘t it?”  She recognized him: he was Moishe (Moses, Moe) Karnowski (23), the oldest son of Shmuel Karnowski, the town rabbi of Łasin and owner of the Kashruth chicken store there.

Moe shód have entered the Prussian army on his birthday at age 20, July 14th, 1838.  After serving the usual two years he wód have mustered out at age 22 on July 14th, 1840.  

He bribed someone in the army, delaying his actual departure an entire year, meaning that he shód have served until his birthday, July 14, 1841, but he was expelled on May 14th of this year, after being convicted by court martial of a sexual incident with a young German private.  

His younger brother Baruch had been mustered out of the Prussian army on August 23rd.  Baruch had competed with Moe in many things, and it seemed to Moe that his father favored him.  He nurtured a resentment toward Baruch, not least for the fact that Baruch had actually finished his tour of duty.

Moe lived in Łasin, where there was a large Jewish quarter, and traveled all around to the Eйt villages that made up the parish of Łasin, peddling whatever he thôt people wód buy, with a horse and wagon.  He was a typical peddler: a real salesman, not in the least bashful.  With men he was brash; with women, much less so - more inclined to flattery.

Marta had never been alone with him before; she had never had much to say to him before.  For a while they stood trying to talk, he in his broken Polish, she in the local Polish dialect, tinged with ​Kashubian.  Then he invited her to sit with him on the grass and chat a while.  Their talk turned to places where he had served in the Prussian army not long before.  Marta’s mind gradually embarked on a magic carpet ride.  She had never been away from Słup, the village where she and her family lived.  Moses seemed like a man of the world.

He began by brushing the hair from her eyes with the backs of his fingers.  This led to some gentle touching of her cheeks.  In time he was holding her hand.  Before long they were embracing, then kissing and having sex - something that she had never done.  Marta was swept off her feet.

Afterwards Moses’ mood changed.  Marta had wanted to stay in each other’s embrace, savoring their love, but he began to re-dress, not looking at her.  His mind was on departure.  She was torn between wanting to leave, and wanting to be with Moses.

Before he finished dressing his desire to discard her was replaced by a need for another fix.  He held her by the wrist and insisted, “Let’s do this again”.  She protested that her mother wód wonder what was keeping her so long.

“Well, I wanna see you again.  How ‘bout next Wednesday?”

Nervously, and quickly she replied, “You must know that that’s an important Catholic holy day, but it’s only in the morning.  All raйt.”  Moses got into his wagon, and with a “Brrrrr” to his horse, trotted off, satisfied with himself, and planning his next conquest.  Marta was left with competing feelings of euphoria and malaise.

When she got home her mother adopted a hurt attitude:  “What kept you so long?  Didn’t you know I need you to help with supper?  Can’t you make my workload a little easier on my namesday?”  Tears came to her mother’s eyes, which she wiped away with her apron.  Marta felt disgusted with herself.  Nevertheless she figured she had to lie, saying that the water had been so comforting that she kódn’t break away.  That made her feel worse.  That naйt as she lay on her mattress of rye straw, looking out the window at the full moon, she pondered with sick regret the manner in which she had lost her virginity.  She didn’t expect it to be like this.  She didn’t know it but she had conceived.

Wed. September 8, 1841.  This was the feast of the Birth of Mary, which Poles called the “Feast of Greenery“.  At dawn (5:27) Marta’s mother got everyone up, washed and dressed in their finest for the 6:00 Mass at Szczepanki.  This included Adalbert (41), the father; Julian, just short of 18; Daria (16), Eva (9), and Bronislava (Bronia, 7).  Another brother – Laurence had disappeared on March 29th of the current year.  He wód be thirteen if he were still alive.  Like the other farm people Marta’s mother got her and her siblings to carry to church vegetables and grains, interwoven with flowers from field and garden, and great bouquets of herbs, all of which wód be blessed by Fr. Berent (47), the pastor.

The Nerings walked to church buffeted by a strong cold wind.  While they were on their way Fr. Berent was saying his office and talked with Jesus, kneeling on the stone floor of the cold empty church.  At 6:00 the sexton pulled the rope for the Angelus.

As the Nerings were approaching the church door they met the Flises.  Justin Flis (13) smiled at Marta and said, “This is my day off”.  Then, thinking himself too bold, he scurried off to sit with his parents.

Fr. Berent’s sermon was on Prov 8: 32-35:


“Now ye children, hear Me: Blessed are they who keep My ways.  Hear instruction and be wise, and refuse it not.  Blessed is the man who hears Me, and who watches daily at My gates, and waits at the posts of my doors.  He who shall find Me shall find life, and shall have salvation from the Lord.  But he who shall sin against Me, shall hurt his own soul.  All who hate Me love death.”



He explained that the book was talking about finding Wisdom, and by further extension, Jesus Himself.  He defined Wisdom as “seeking the things of heaven before the things of earth”.

After Mass the Nerings walked home in braйt laйt.  At home some of the blessed food was consumed at breakfast, during which Marta was silent.  She was thinking: “I know that I am not being wise, but I can’t help it.  Oh, Lord, be merciful to me, a sinner.”  With all looking on, Marta was asked to tie the bouquets and hang them from the rafters, for use during the following year.  When there was sickness in the household, the herbs wód be brewed and used for medicinal purposes, not only for the people, but for the livestock as well.  After breakfast and this little ceremony, since this was not a true holy day, everyone changed to work clothes and went about their usual tasks.  Marta again used the excuse of wanting to bathe in the pond to get away.  She knew that this pretext wód be good only so long as the weather remained warm.
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After sex Marta suggested meeting the following Thursday, but Moe declined, saying that it was an important Jewish holiday: Rosh Hashana - New Year’s; his father wód require him to spend a lot of time in the synagog.  He was lying; he had no intention of spending any time there; he had another assignation lined up.  He countered with the question: kód they meet the previous day, which wód not be so bad?  She agreed, but added that the onset of cold weather wód take away her alibi.

Wed. September 15, 1841.  For the Catholic Nerings this was an Ember Day - not a very important day on the church calendar, but it DID mean fasting and abstaining from meat.  For the Jewish Karnowskis it was the Eve of Rosh Hashana (New Year).  In the Karnowski household there lived Shmuel (46), the father; Moses (23); and Baruch (22) - children of the deceased Rivka; Zeidel (36) their stepmother; and Shmuel-and-Zeidel’s children Bertha (18), Nathan (15), Rosa (13) and Sarah (12).  Zeidel got the children up early, and when everyone was cleaned up and seated around the table, Shmuel gave them a little talk.

“Do we have to hear all that again?” moaned Moe, “It gives me a headache”.

“Now Moses, be forbearing.  YOU have heard it many times, but the younger ones have not.  Anyway, today marks the first of ten days which we call the Days of Awe or Repentance.  They will end with Yom Kippur.  This is a time to consider our sins of this last year and repent”, Shmuel said.

He went on: “During the Days of Awe imagine that God has ‘books’ into which He enters people’s names, writing down who will live and who will die, who will have a good life and who will have a bad life, for the next year.  God writes in these books on Rosh Hashanah, but our actions during the Days of Awe can alter His decree.  The actions that change His decree are called ‘Teshuvah, Tefilah and Tzedakah: Repentance, Prayer, and Good Deeds’.  These ‘books’ are sealed on Yom Kippur.  This is why we will be greeting each other during this time: ‘May you be inscribed and sealed for a good year'".

“At this time I want you to seek reconciliation with those you may have wronged during the year.  The Talmud says that Yom Kippur atones only for sins against God.  To atone for sins against men, we must first seek reconciliation with them, raйting the wrongs committed against them if possible”.

A period of awkward silence followed, during which the children looked at each other.  Then, to give good example, Shmuel said, “Zeidel, my dear, I am sorry for the many times I lost patience with you.  You children, I am sorry for being unfair in assigning chores.”  He then went around and embraced all of them.  “Now you must be reconciled with each other.  You don’t have to do so in front of the others - you can do so privately.”  In the course of the next ten days, all of them did so, all except Moses.

Thurs. September 16, 1841.  At 5:42 the first day of Rosh Hashana dawned cool and crisp, with a blue sky and a few luminescent white clouds.  “Good, good.  A good start”, thôt Shmuel, the Rabbi of Congregation Bnai Yitzhak in Łasin.  Shmuel got to the synagog early to pray alone and to get things in order.  “Oh, Lord, make me worthy to lead these Your people”, was the gist of his prayer.  The president of the congregation arrived, and he and Shmuel discussed the blowing of the shofar (ram's horn).  The congregation arrived, and the shofar was blown, good, loud and raucous.  All heads nodded approvingly.

Shmuel led a somewhat expanded liturgy, focusing on the concept of God’s soverynty.  He did so with a heavy heart, for before leaving for synagog he had approached Moses and invited him to accompany him in late afternoon on a walk to the Łasin Lake, to perform Tashlikh.  Moe was reluctant to go.  “I can be makin’ money by tradin’ with the Polocks”, he countered, “what with the other Jews suspendin’ trade today and tomorrow, and the Polocks needin’ things”.

Shmuel shook his head from side to side.  “Won’t you do it for me, just bekôz your father asked?”  “No.  Now I’m leavin’”, stormed back Moe.

Much of the day was spent in synagog for the Karnowskis and the other pious Jews.  No work is permitted on Rosh Hashanah; even if it were, there wód not have been much time for it.

After the service, everyone filed out into a small courtyard, where they all wanted to wish each other “L'shanah tovah” (for a good year).

When the Karnowskis got home they ate apples and bread dipped in honey, a symbol of a wish for a sweet new year.  While his family ate festively, Shmuel himself wasn’t entirely present.  Then Shmuel sadly wended his way to Łasin Lake, and emptied his pockets into it, symbolically casting off his sins.  “Oh Lord, how I wish I were also casting off Moses’s sins”, he lamented.
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In the hamlet of Kłódka Moses Karnowski had an assignation with Mrs. Euphrosina Schreder (35), a recent German colonist, resulting in his seducing her.

Tues. September 21, 1841. Adalbert’s day off.  Marta Nering had known that her relatives Franz Smolinski, Einlieger, and wife Dorothea Bezdon, living in the village of Gruta, had succumbed to government-sponsored pressure and become Germanized.  This was a cause of much friction in her family.  But she also knew that Dorothea was expecting a child any day and needed help.  She asked her mother if she kód stay with the Smolinskis until the birth, figuring there maйt be some payment, either in money or kind, and permission was granted.  Today she walked over to the Smolinskis.

Wed. September 22, 1841. In Gruta Dorothea gave birth.  Marta took careful note of everything that went on, storing up what she considered valuable knowledge for her own time.  It was a girl. One of the attendant women walked over to the church to inform Fr. Musolf that the Smolinskis wód be coming in for a Baptism next Sunday.

Certain Kashubian superstitions were observed around the birth and Baptism bekôz the midwife was a Kashube.  For example, she inserted a needle in the baby’s swaddling clothes so that she wód become proficient in sewing.

Marta stayed on until Friday and then walked home.  She informed her mother that the Baptism wód be next Sunday, and got permission to attend that and stay over as necessary.

Fri. September 24, 1841.  The Eve of Yom Kippur.  Shmuel Karnowski’s chicken store did a terrific business today, bekôz of the custom known as Kapparot.  The Łasin Jews were not only Orthodox: they were Chasidic.  Consequently they were part of a slowly-dying group which observed Kapparot in its true form.  Basically, one had to purchase a live fowl, and on the morning before Yom Kippur wave it over his head reciting a prayer asking that the fowl be considered atonement for sins.  The fowl was then slôtered and given to the poor.

The chicken store was a long rectangular one.  Behind the dirty front window was a large public area.  Then came a counter across the narrow dimension, behind which were stacks of crates containing chickens.  After a chicken was selected it was taken behind a partition where its throat was slit.  There was a long line of metal cones.  A chicken was placed head-first in a cone, while its blood dripped into a trôf.  The customer had to wait for the chicken to die.

The store was crowded.  People knew he wód be closing at noon so as to get over to the synagog for Afternoon Service.  It was dusty from the feet of so many people kicking up the sawdust.  There were chicken feathers in the air.  It smelled bad from their droppings, not to mention from the accumulated blood in that trôf.  It was also very noisy, what with the customers hollering, “I’M NEXT!” or otherwise jabbering with each other, and the constant clucking of the chickens, and their squawking as their necks were slit.  The never-ending activity didn’t leave much time for Shmuel to think of Moe, which was a blessing.  At noon he promptly closed up, went home, washed up and changed into his best black gabardine suit.
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Upon entering the synagog Shmuel donned his talith and led the Afternoon Service.  After the congregation went home, he stayed behind in the empty synagog and meditated on what he had just done.  He brôt his thôts to a close with the awareness that he had to get home, eat, and get ready for the Evening Service.

After sundown – 6:01 pm - Shmuel began the Evening Service with a Prayer of Silent Devotion, before the actual beginning of the Service.  Then an introductory hymn was sung by the choir, and the Evening Service proper was begun.

In time Shmuel led the congregation in praying to their deceased fathers, mothers, wives, husbands, children, brothers, sisters, friends, and those of the congregation who had died during the year, and brôt the service to a close.  He stayed on afterward and spoke to his deceased first wife.  “Rivka, my beloved, I still feel the pain of your loss.  Pray for our wayward son Moses.  I feel responsible for how he is turning out.”

Then he addressed his dead son Saul: “Saul, even now I find it hard to forgive you for killing your mother during your birth.  Pray for your brother Moses, that he take his Judaism seriously.”  Afterwards he returned home, exhausted.  He and the family retired early.

Sat. September 25, 1841.  Yom Kippur, the annual Day of Atonement.  Shmuel awoke at 5:30, before dawn (5:57), and as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes, he remembered sadly that this was the day in 1825 that his son Lazar had died.  But duty called.

He began the service promptly at nine o'clock.  First he said a Prayer of Silent Devotion, as he had done before the Service of yesterday.  Then he moved into an introduction to the Morning Service.  Eventually he bid the mourners to rise.  After some prayers of atonement, he led them in the Confession: “O forgive us, our Father, for in our great folly we have failed; pardon us, our King, for our iniquities are numerous”.

Later a procession with the two scrolls of the Law formed.  It moved to the reader’s desk, where the first scroll was unrolled.  There were readings from the Law and Prophets.  Then the choir sang Psalm 103 and Psalm 121.  The Service ended with more prayers.

It was a long service, and at its end, Shmuel was very tired.  When he got home Moe had still not returned.  Sundown was at 5:58.  Moe got home about nine pm.

Sun. September 26, 1841.  Marta attended 9:00 Mass in Gruta and stayed for the Baptism of the Smolinski child.  It was a local superstition that betrothed couples acting as sponsors brôt good luck.  The Smolinskis were careful to rule out any expectant mother as sponsor, for the local belief was that to do so meant that their child wód die.  Thus the Smolinskis asked a recently-engaged couple of German colonists to act as Baptismal sponsors.  One of the smaller Polish estates had been bôt out by the State and divided into small holdings.  These holdings were then in turn homesteaded to German colonists from Westphalia.

Local custom decreed that the sponsors choose the name.  The parents told them that they kód not name their dôter for any deceased person, so the chosen sponsors kept asking the parents until the name AnneLiese was agreed upon.  Besides, it sounded German.

The Smolinskis stuck a pen in the baby’s Baptismal gown so that she wód grow wise, and a needle so that she wód always keep her clothes in good order.  These superstitions were actually of Kashube origin.  They had been adopted by the neyboring Poles over the centuries.  Even tho the Smolinskis were trying to pass as German, it was hard to throw away centuries of tradition.

Custom also decreed that the parents not attend the actual Baptism.  They stayed home preparing for a party that wód take the remainder of the day.  Most of the guests were German.  The majority of the Smolinskis’ Polish relatives boycotted the affair on principle.  The few who attended did not do so out of tolerance or brotherly love, but rather out of indifference and seeking a good time.

The language of the Baptismal party was German.  In spite of being not very proficient at German, Marta enjoyed herself.  Most of the male guests got very drunk and a few tried to get fresh with her.  Since it ended very late she stayed over and walked home the next morning with twenty-five Groschen in her pocket.

Sat. October 16, 1841.  The village of Słup, where the Nerings lived, as well as the villages of Szczepanki, Gruta, Jasiewo and Nowe Mosty, belonged to the magnate of Rogóźno Zamek, Lord Romuałd Rogoziński.  It is time for a word about the history of this noble family.  They had owned this estate for many generations.  It consisted of 4,554 hectares (11,248 acres).  Besides a farm at Rogóźno Zamek, there were farms, known as folwarks, at each of these villages, under the supervision of overseers.  The estate had been awarded by Ladislaus Jagiełło, king of Poland/Lithuania, to Chrysostom Rogoziński in gratitude for helping to defeat the Teutonic Order in the Battle of Grunwald, July 15, 1410.  It was thus known as a knaйtly estate.

In 1772, when the Germans took over, there was already a German element that had been allowed to live there in peace by their Polish neybors for centuries.  They had never assimilated with the Poles, altho they had adopted many Polish customs and their Low German dialect was heavily influenced by the Polish and Kashubian languages that surrounded them. (Their language wód have been totally unintelligible in those German principalities where Low German was spoken.)  These Germans thôt that with Germans now in the ascendant, they were going to be treated as being on the winning side.  They thôt, for instance, that large estates like those of the Rogozińskis, wód be subdivided and handed out to Germans.  To their surprise, the new rulers decided to govern thru the societal system that was already in place.  Thus, Lord Rogoziński had, until recently, been the local county president (Landrat).

There were many hectares of the estate devoted to meadow and forest.  In Lord Romuald Rogoziński’s day the Prussian government had still done little in the process of enfranchisement of the peasants, i.e., allowing them some say in governing their own affairs, allowing them their raйt to vote, or freeing them from serfdom and compulsory labor.  In the Polish days, men like Lord Rogoziński had the raйt of corporal punishment of their serfs.  In an earlier day they even had the raйt of capital punishment.  The serfs still had to perform compulsory labor one or two days per week for him on one of his folwarks.  No one really owned land except nobles like Lord Rogoziński; peasants had varying raйts to use it, but it all belonged to him and those in his class.  The peasants kód gather firewood and fell lumber from HIS forest, mow hay from HIS meadow, fish in HIS ponds - all at his discretion.  This description was standard European practice and wód remain so until 1848.

Given the morēs of society that he was born into, Lord Romuałd Rogoziński was a decent man, and respected by his peasants.

Lord Gregory Rogoziński, Romuałd’s father, was seven years old when the Germans took over ​Royal Pomorze, as it was known in the Polish days.  People were always asking him what life was like then, but what kód a seven-year old boy remember?  Still, that gave him a certain prestige.  He was not adverse to inventing stories out of whole cloth, as they say.

Romuałd Rogoziński’s oldest child - John - was spoiled.  As the heir apparent and a male, he was used to getting his way.  He was not very industrious.  Why wód he need to be?  In time the estate wód be his.  It wód provide a more than comfortable living.  He was nasty to the servants.

The Nobility class, to which the Rogozińskis belonged, had no particular loyalty to Poland.  Their loyalty lay in holding on to their privileges, wealth and land.  The fact that Poland had gone under was largely their fault.  It was no wonder that in all of the three partitioned regions of Poland - under Russia, Prussia and Austria, - these people co-operated most shamefully with the occupying powers: thus, they were allowed to keep their privileges, wealth and land.  See Confederation of Targowica in Polish History Prior to Beginning of Story.

Marta’s father Adalbert was what the Germans called an Einlieger: he owned nothing, and went around to the various estates trying to perform day labor when he was not performing the compulsory labor that he “owed” to Lord Rogoziński.  It was the same thing the Bible talks about in Mt Ch. 20, where we read,


“Going at about 9:00 am (the owner of the vineyard) saw others standing idle in the marketplace”.



An Einlieger is lower than a serf.  Tho not owning land, a serf is allowed to farm one hide of his master’s land.  A hide is enŭf land to support him, his wife, children and draft animals.

This was the namesday of Lady Jadwiga Rogozińska.  Poles do not celebrate birthdays; in fact, many do not keep very good track of how old they are.  A namesday is that day on the church calendar which honors the saint after whom one is named.  Lord Romuald, Lady Jadwiga’s husband had learned early in his marriage that, in order to keep peace in the family, a certain amount of catering to his wife’s vanity was necessary.  Consequently, he made quite a fuss over Jadwiga’s namesday.  There was a very festive supper in the evening at which all the family, plus Fr. Andrew, the chaplain of his household chapel, were present.  This kept the household servants hopping all day long.

Fri. October 22, 1841.  Today was a day that Adalbert Nering, Marta’s father, and her brother Julian had to perform compulsory labor on the folwark located at the village of Słup, where they lived.  They woke up today and saw the season’s first frost on the ground.  They reported for the day’s work and were told by the overseer of the folwark, “I’m gonna wait to see if this frost persists.  If it does, we’ll begin harvestin’ sugar beets on Monday”.  They was given other work to do, finishing at sundown, 4:57.  They came home and Julian told the family that they may have to drop everything to pitch in on Monday.

Mon. October 25, 1841.  The frost had continued thru yesterday, so the peasants set in to the harvesting of sugar beets.  Some of them continued harvesting wheat and barley.  This included Adalbert and his family.  Of course, Rosa, the mother, was pretty much exempt, being the chief cook.  There wasn’t much daylaйt, since dawn came at 6:50 and sundown came at 4:51.  At that time everyone knocked off and returned home, where Rosa and dôters Marta (15), Eva (9 ½), and Bronislava (7), set in to cook a somewhat more festive meal than usual, this being Daria’s namesday.  Daria was not totally exempt, however.  She was simply given laйter tasks.  Adalbert (41), and Julian (18) worked on repairing various tools or furniture while the females prepared.

When all was ready they sat around the table.  Bronia grabbed a tidbit and Adalbert’s hand sprang out like a lizard’s tongue and slapper her across the face.  Everyone sat bolt upraйt in fear, waiting for him either to say the prayer or strike again.  Finally he chose to pray.  He took the knife, made the sign of the cross over the bread with it, and sliced off a few pieces.  Then the eating began.  At its end, for dessert there was jam made with blueberries that had been picked earlier in the year.  Marta smeared a liberal amount on her slice of bread, and again, her father’s rŭf calloused hand sprang out and hit her hard across the face.  “D’you think God rains down blueberry jam like manna from heaven?” he snapped.  She scraped off the jam back into its container, leaving only a blue coloring on the bread.  Tears fell down her face.  “Never mind the self-pity, you”, Adalbert exclaimed.

Tues. November 2, 1841.  All Souls Day.  In their private cemetery the Rogozińskis decorated the graves of their ancestors.  Due to having money enŭf to buy good health, there had been no deaths among the immediate family for several years.

Marta, her mother and siblings Julian (18), Daria (17), Eva (9 ½) and Bronia (7) visited the cemetery at Szczepanki to decorate the graves of brother Simon +7/1/1830 and the children’s grandparents.  Adalbert took the opportunity to spend some time with the regulars at Nudelman’s dive in Łasin.

Also at the cemetery were Zephyrin and Casimira Flis with children Henry (20); Elizabeth (17); Ignatius (16); Justin (almost 14); Peter (12); and Agnes (11) decorating graves of Klara +5/9/1822; Brigid +9/10/1825; and Lucia +3/12/1831.  Henry got into a conversation with Marta Nering.  Justin Flis looked on wistfully.

Sun. November 28, 1841.  First Sunday of Advent.  The Nering family, which lived in Słup, got up and began to dress for the walk up to Szczepanki’s St. Laurence church for Mass at 9:00 am.  As Marta was putting on her dress her mother took a good look at her abdomen, which was showing unmistakable signs of growth.  There had been times when she had been unexplainably sick in the mornings upon arising.  “Oh God”, Rosa thôt to herself, “This cannot be what I’m thinking.  Lord, help me to proceed calmly”.  “Marta, your stomach appears to be bloated.  Is something wrong?” she asked, attempting to keep her voice calm.  

“No, mama, nothing’s wrong”, Marta answered, panicking on the inside.  Had each known, the heart of the other was beating wildly.

“How long have you been havin’ these bouts of sickness in the morning?” Rosa asked, trying to remember herself.

“Mama, it’s only happened a couple of times, really!” replied Marta, avoiding her mother’s gaze.

Rosa was the one who did the family’s laundry.  She had tôt her dôter how to use a length of cotton cloth as a sanitary napkin and realized that no bloody cloth had shown up for quite some time.  Children learn the facts of life early on a farm, especially when they live in a one-room hut, so mother Nering felt no qualms in asking Eva and Bronia, “”When you help me with the wash, have you handled Marta’s menstrual cloth?”  

“No, mama”, said Eva; 

“Uh-uh”, said Bronia.  

Abandoning her restraint Rosa grabbed Marta by the shōlders, looked her squarely in the face, and shouted, “MARTA!  WHAT’S GOIN’ ON HERE?  YOU’RE PREGNANT, ADMIT IT!”

“NO, I’M NOT!” Marta screamed frantically.  They went back and forth for a while; finally Marta broke down and admitted it between deep loud sobs.

Her father came over, slapped her across the face with such force that she went reeling.  “WHORE!  HOW DARE YOU BRING DISHONOR TO THIS HOUSE?” he howled.  Her siblings looked on with disbelief.  “WHO IS THE CULPRIT?  WHO HAS DONE THIS?” he demanded to know.  Further slaps and rŭf treatment got it out of her: It was Moses Karnowski, the peddler from Łasin.

Her mother dressed her in something loose-fitting so as to hide her condition, and they trotted off to church.  The cold wind and frozen mud on which they plodded, the purple vestments, and the abrupt sombreness of the season, all added to their grief.

After Mass they waited around until the chatting parishioners had all left.  The mother and father approached Fr. Berent and blurted out their shame.  Fr. Berent took Marta aside, and sat her down on a bench.  His face took on a compassionate look.  He took both of her hands in his and said, “I do not condemn you, dôter.  Here, dry your eyes.”

He gently tried to reason with her.  “You cannot marry him.  He is not of our faith.  There is no future for you with him.  I don’t think his family wód want you”, he said, looking directly into her eyes.  He tried to get her to go to Confession, stressing that she must make a firm purpose of amendment, the kernel of which was that she must not see this Moses again.

“I can’t, Father; I love ‘im”, she cried, as she looked away from the clear blue eyes and ascetic face.

“But child, if you want to go to heaven you must give him up.”

“Father, there’s no further use in talkin’”, she said, and turned and left.

When she came out to her parents they asked if she were going to give him up, and she explained that she kód not.  “We’ll see about that.  Where does this Moses live?” they inquired.

“In Łasin.  His father is the rabbi there”, she replied.

They marched home in silence, and hastily ate a wordless dinner.  Immediately afterwards mother and father took Marta by the hand and embarked on the three-and-a-half mile hike to Łasin.  When they got there they found Goethegasse (before the Prussian occupation it had been called Długosz St. after a medieval Polish historian) and
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