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Prologue

What a Turbulent Life Awaited That baby born in the Kovno ghetto! Her name was Elida, which in Hebrew means “nonbirth.” Her parents, Dr. Jonah and Tzila Freidman, chose that name in defiance of the ban on childbirth that the Nazis imposed on Jews in Lithuanian ghettos. In this sense, she was a “forbidden” child.

I was twelve when I first met Elida. She came to our family in Haifa from Vilna (Vilnius) in the late 1950s. She was a willowy girl, her eyes dark and sad, with an eagle-like nose, prominent chin, and wavy black hair. She wore plaid dresses that covered her arms and knees. Elida said little, and when she spoke, she spoke Yiddish.

I don’t remember how she was introduced to me, what she said, or what the other children of the family told me about her. We did not yet know about the horrors of the Holocaust. Whatever we knew we garnered from the whispers of adults. These pieces of information did not add up to a full story. She came to us from Vilna with an elderly couple, and I understood they were her parents. But it wasn’t clear to me why she was living with one of my aunts and not with her parents.

Several months after her arrival in Haifa, there was a mysterious commotion. The adults often whispered to each other in Yiddish. The subject of their conversation was Elida, but none of them told us, the children, anything about what was happening. Contributing to the unsettled atmosphere was the fact that my uncle Lazar, my mother’s brother, came from America, followed by his wife, Toibeh. They often spent time with Elida and pampered her with plenty of presents. A few months later, I was informed that Elida was going with them to America.

A few days after she left, I saw a newspaper spread out on the table at our house. Perhaps my parents purposely left it there for me to read. The headline was The Story Of A Strange Alliance Between Two Jews In The Kovno Ghetto. The article was about a pact made between my uncle, Lazar Goldberg, and his cousin, Dr. Jonah Freidman, who swore to adopt each other’s child if only one of them survived the war.

This article sowed the seed of Elida’s story in me. I was obsessed with her name: Elida, the “forbidden” child. I clung to every bit of information I gathered about her and my uncles, and about the Holocaust. I chose to study history at the university because I wanted to understand what had happened.

Many years after the war, Elida and I met again and developed a strong and loving relationship. We first reconnected in June 1973 when she came to Israel as an immigrant, a married woman, and a mother of three children. I couldn’t know how her story would end.

About ten years ago, I set out on a journey of thousands of miles to Lithuania and the United States. Conducting dozens of meetings and interviews, I became immersed in the memories and pain of my family members. I tracked down documents, certificates, court records, drawings, and letters in Elida’s handwriting. I read books about the periods and events of her life. I incorporated the information that I gathered into the plot of this book and shaped Elida’s character as I understood it. I chose to tell the story of her life as a biographical novel.

I understand that some of my family members experienced the events differently. I apologize if I have hurt their feelings by telling the story in a way that diverges from their memories and understanding of the story. In this book, I tell the story of Elida, my cousin, as I experienced and internalized it over the years. I hope the book will immortalize her in the hearts of its readers.








Chapter 1 The Kovno Ghetto

AT THE HOSPITAL IN THE KOVNO GHETTO in 1943, a surgeon named Dr. Jonah Freidman was in a crowded room at a meeting of other doctors. Suddenly, he was summoned to step out and treat a young man who had been shot. The group he left behind were discussing the recent news about the five thousand Jews who were supposed to arrive in Kovno (Kaunas) from Vilna but were murdered in Ponary. Everyone knew this was the beginning of even worse times for the Jews of the Kovno ghetto.

Jonah walked slowly toward the room where the young man was waiting for him. He was very tired. Hardly a day went by without bad news.

“I’m exhausted, we’re all exhausted,” he muttered to himself. “Every day there’s a new decree. Isn’t it enough that we have no medicine, that the hospital is packed full, that we find ourselves with fewer doctors and nurses by the day? Now the Nazis want to place German inspectors in the hospital!”

He was perspiring. He ran his fingers through his hair, remembering how just that morning, his wife, Tzila, had pointed out the gray that was spreading across his head. He leaned against the wall. “I must relax,” he told himself. He paused, took a deep breath, and hurried toward the room where the wounded man was lying. With his head bowed, he passed the makeshift hospital rooms trying not to hear the moans and cries around him.

Suddenly he heard Tzila calling to him.

“What happened?” he asked in alarm. Although Tzila worked as an assistant in a laboratory near the hospital, they did not usually meet at work, but only in the evenings in the hut they shared with their family in the ghetto.

“Jonah, I have to talk to you, you have to come outside with me.”

She had clearly been crying.

“What happened? Who was taken? Who was killed? Are you okay?” He reached out to caress her head in an attempt to calm her down.

“I have to talk to you.”

“But I have to go into the operating room!”

“No,” she said, “talk to me first. I have something important to tell you, it can’t wait.”

“What’s happened?” he asked, grabbing her shoulders. She pulled him by the arm into the corner.

“I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

The sharp contraction in his chest returned. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” she replied. “I haven’t had my period for three months.”

“That doesn’t mean anything. This has happened before. You are not in the best physical condition, you know.”

She had known this would be his reaction. She had prepared herself for it.

“This time it’s a pregnancy. We have a baby here,” she said, pointing to her belly. “I know, and besides, I feel it.” She whispered hesitantly, “You should know I visited Dr. Gurevitch. She examined me. I’m pregnant! You know how much I have been waiting for this!” Suddenly, she became even more agitated. “You will not persuade me to give it up! I have been waiting for a baby for four years. I know what you think, but I have desires of my own. I have decided! I will give birth! You must understand that this is my hope!”

“Don’t tell anyone,” Jonah implored. “We need to plan our next steps. Please don’t tell anyone, not even the family.”

“Oh, Jonah”—Tzila clenched her fists—“do you always have to be so practical? Even now, instead of hugging me after what I’ve just told you, you’re giving me orders?” She retreated from him, despondent.

Jonah turned with trembling legs toward the room on the second floor where the injured young man was waiting. The news of Tzila’s pregnancy had paralyzed him. For several months now, his fellow doctors had been dealing with the law against Jewish women bearing children. Every day he heard about the dilemma of abortion and saw how difficult it was for mothers to make that decision. And he also saw how difficult it was for the doctors who put their lives at risk by helping mothers give birth.

At the latest doctors’ meeting, Dr. Elchanan Elkes, a leading physician and head of the Jewish council (Altesternat) in the ghetto, reiterated the announcement published in the ghetto that “according to the orders of the governing authorities, the birth of babies in the ghetto is forbidden under penalty of death. All pregnancies must be terminated.” Dr. Aharon Peretz was thus busy day and night terminating pregnancies under difficult conditions, endangering the mothers and their families as well as his own family. He was also known for his kindness and sympathy for women who refused to abort.

During the surgery to remove the bullet from the patient’s waist, Jonah performed mechanically. He did not put the patient to sleep. “We need to save on anesthetics. You’re a young man and you can bear the pain.”

This was not like Jonah, who was usually a calm and kind presence for his patients, especially those groaning in agony. Standing beside him, Hanke, his regular nurse, felt that something was wrong with him, that he was not his usual self.

Indeed, thoughts raced through his mind while performing the operation: What kind of world will I be bringing my child into? What chance does he have? What hope? Still, Jonah knew his wife—and he knew he could not rob her of her reason to live. Throughout the day, these thoughts flooded him. If Tzila did give birth, could they keep the baby or would they need to give the child up? Could he prevent Tzila from giving birth and having her own child in all this madness?

When he returned to the hut in the evening, Tzila quickly wrapped herself in a woolen blanket and went out with Jonah to the corner of the yard, where the remains of the vegetable plants were growing. They retreated to that corner whenever they wanted to talk to each other away from the attentive ears of their family. Darkness prevailed. Only a few lights and candles flickered in the windows of the ghetto huts, where the few wooden dwellings were huddled together. Jonah placed a heavy hand on Tzila’s shoulders, stroked her hair, sat down in front of her, and then wrapped her hands in his.

“We have to make a wise decision, Tzila. I know how much you’ve looked forward to having a child, but we must carefully consider the wisdom of bringing a child into this world. Every day we lose children, brothers, sisters, neighbors. How can we talk about creating a new life in such a world? What chance would we be giving our child?”

Tzila straightened up. “God has sent us a sign and a signal. We will create a life. I feel that only the prospect of giving birth, of bringing a child into this world, will keep me alive. I want to believe that the nightmare we live in will end. The prospect of having a child sustains me. When it all ends, what will we say? That we gave up? We surrendered? I can’t go out into the woods to fight them, but I can give birth despite their monstrous decree. I want to fight, and this is my way!”

These last words overwhelmed him. He had not thought about it that way, he admitted to himself. After all, maybe this was the way to rebel that he had been seeking all along. Maybe this would be their way of saying no to the Nazis.

Jonah stroked Tzila’s head and kissed her. “I love you and will go along with you all the way. We have to make some arrangements so that no one notices.”

The next few days were full of action. Jonah explained to the family members who shared the hut with him—including his sister, her husband, and one of his uncles—that they’d have to hurry up and excavate the dugout shelter under the hut because rumors had reached the hospital about a wave of expected “actions.” They dug the opening from inside the hut and made sure to scatter the accumulated dirt among the weeds and shrubs in the yard. This work was done only after dark. Tzila stopped working at the hospital. She frequently lay down, saying that she was not feeling well. Her sister-in-law and the other occupants of the hut were annoyed. They whispered, sometimes loud enough for her to hear: “Pampered woman,” “Look how she lies there,” “Princess!” They were angry that she did not share in the hard work. Jonah defended her: “She is ill, she should be cared for.”



In 1943, The Ghetto Turned Into a Concentration camp, with Jews killed on sight or sent off on transports. Those who remained were stripped of their last remnants of autonomy. Nonetheless, work at the hospital continued, thanks to the sheer will and morality of the doctors and staff. Medical equipment and medicine were scarce, and the number of doctors also declined. Some of them joined the partisans or found hiding places across the river.

In his distress, Jonah sought the closeness of Aharon, his friend and medical colleague, to relieve his anxieties. Jonah’s heart went out to the women who came to consult with Aharon about having an abortion. These were beautiful women who, in what seemed to him like ages ago, had sauntered around in high heels, dressed in the height of fashion. Now they were in hiding.

An important practice was adopted at the hospital: in order to maintain the expertise and vigilance of the physicians regarding medical questions and professional ethics, the medical staff convened from time to time for discussions. One evening they were discussing the morality of performing abortions. Jonah felt he could not bear the tension and pain that lodged within him when this question was discussed, but when he got up to leave the meeting, Aharon stopped him.

“Why aren’t you staying?” he asked. “You look tired and tense.” Jonah waved his arms in a gesture of despair. “Come on, we need these meetings. They help us to keep our humanity. You must not surrender to this dark mood.”

Jonah relented and went back in. The discussion began with a report from one of the doctors. He told of hundreds of abortions performed in the past year. “We carry out all these difficult operations according to all the rules of medical science and adopt methods adapted to the limited means at our disposal. I must point out that we are able to prevent complications. Not a single death has been caused as a result of the surgical procedures we perform.”

There was silence among the participants of the meeting. Jonah looked around. None of the doctors present in the room protested. He raised his hand, waved it in front of the speaker, and said, “You are subjugated to the murderous norms dictated by the Germans. You must not surrender to the brutality that commands you to commit these acts.” Voices started to be heard in the crowded hall.

The speaker asked for silence and said in a loud voice, “In case of danger to the mother and her baby, medical ethics require saving the mother and sacrificing the fetus.”

“All the Jews of the ghetto face a threat!” Jonah said. “Using medical science to claim that you are rescuing the mother and therefore are allowed to kill the fetus is immoral. A way must be found to circumvent this immoral argument.”

Aharon looked in amazement at his friend, whose veins were now bulging from his pale forehead. Aharon approached Jonah and tried to calm him.

The speaker continued to defend the doctors’ actions. “Even here in the ghetto, rabbis debated the question. Our rabbi, Ephraim Oshri, approved the abortions on the basis of Talmudic sources. Due to the mortal danger for the woman, she must be rescued, and termination of the pregnancy must be allowed.”

“If we choose life,” Jonah muttered, “we must find a way to resist this decree. This is the same choice the Israelites faced in Egypt when Pharoah declared: ‘Every newborn son will be cast into the Nile.’” After citing this biblical verse, Jonah left, his head bowed.

As he walked across the hospital yard, he heard footsteps behind him and then his friend Aharon’s voice. “Hey, Jonah! Wait for me. I want to talk to you.” Jonah stopped. He had not said anything to Aharon about Tzila, but clearly his friend knew something was wrong.

“What’s going on with you, my friend?” Aharon said. “I feel something is really bothering you.”

“Tzila is pregnant!” Jonah blurted out. His friend smiled at him. “I have known for over a month,” Jonah continued. “At first, I tried to persuade her to give it up, but she flatly refused. I must support her. The hope for a child keeps her alive.”

Aharon paused, carefully choosing his words. “She’s not the only one. There are other women who are fighting the ban. Does anyone else know?” he asked.

“So far no one, but my family is starting to suspect. I’ll have to tell them.”

When Jonah got home, he told Tzila about his conversation with Aharon.

Tzila spoke sadly: “I had a big quarrel with your sister Haya today. She asked me to bring a bucket of water. I was scared, so I told her I couldn’t, and she started shouting, and again she called me a princess.”

“It’s time to tell them. We can’t hide it anymore.”

The following evening, Jonah gathered all the occupants of the hut. Haya did not stop fidgeting. Her nerves were frayed. Jonah feared her reaction but decided not to delay.

“Tzila is pregnant. That’s why she’s stopped working and is less helpful here. She needs to be careful. We’ve decided to keep the pregnancy and have the baby. We’ll make all the necessary arrangements. I trust you not to tell anyone.”

There was silence. Haya got up and started moving back and forth, slapping her hands on her thighs and making snarling noises. Sarah, the boarder who had recently joined them, approached her and held her softly. “Shh, shh, quiet.”

It was the signal for everyone to speak up. “What will happen to us if they catch us?” asked Bracha, the cousin whose husband had disappeared two months before. “Is there not enough suffering around us? Why take the risk? It’s not just you, it’s all of us.”

Jonah had prepared himself for such arguments. He had heard them many times before. But he let them voice their fears and then calmly explained: “Our plan is for Tzila to hide for the next few months, until the time of birth. Then we’ll see what happens.”

“It is better that we don’t know what you’re doing and what you’re planning. The more we know, the more damage we might cause,” Moshe said.

Jonah also shared his secret with Lazar, his cousin and best friend. Lazar was associated with the ghetto administration and belonged to a group of Jewish policemen. He was known among the ghetto people for his generosity. When they were both alone, they would converse in Hebrew. It was a connecting link that gave them pleasure and created a space that enabled them to leave for other worlds, albeit just for a few moments. Jonah had anticipated Lazar’s supportive response. His blue eyes were immediately filled with tears, accompanied by a smile, followed by a robust hug. Jonah told him about the recent chain of events, the deliberations, and the decision. Lazar replied, “Well, well, that’s the right decision!” Then he paused a little and examined Jonah’s face.

“It looks like there’s something else you want to tell me, Lazar,” Jonah said. “What are you thinking about?”

“Listen, Jonah, it’s not enough just to plan how to keep the pregnancy and birth a secret. There is the baby’s life afterward. It’s very difficult to keep a baby here, I don’t have to tell you.”

“We’re thinking about that too,” Jonah interrupted his friend.

Lazar continued, “I want to share a secret with you. In my position, I hear things that do not reach the ears of others. More and more people are looking for ways to smuggle children out of the ghetto. We in the police cover for those who flee to the forests or join the partisans. You at the hospital also give the partisans medicine and bandages. Do you know why? There are rumors that the Russians are prevailing over the Nazi beasts. Perhaps the end of the war is near. If the Russians are advancing, the Nazis are going to be busy fighting and less concerned with us. Now, more Lithuanians are ready to hide Jewish children in their homes. After all the horrific things they’ve done, they are afraid of the Russians and want to prove that they are humane. We know that some mothers working in the brigade are coming to the city to look for people willing to help smuggle out their children.”

Jonah listened. He knew Lazar was right. He himself had been asked to come to women’s homes at dawn, before they went to work outside the ghetto, to inject their young children with anesthetics. When he left, he would notice a backpack at the ready to carry a drugged child out of the ghetto. He knew that he and Tzila would have to find their own way to get their child out of the ghetto.

“I know, Lazar. Thanks for the support. For now, I don’t want to involve you in this. I’ll look for a Lithuanian acquaintance and I’ll talk to Tzila when the time comes.”

Jonah worked out a plan. He knew that a lot of intelligence was passed from the ghetto and that forbidden goods were smuggled into it via the pharmacy carts run by the authorities to and from drug warehouses. Jonah had been out with the medicine cart before, but this time he was going to use it to make contact with friends outside who might agree to take their baby.

First, he needed to get in touch with a Lithuanian friend. But when he arrived at the friend’s home, which he remembered because they used to have tea together at the patisserie next door, there was no trace of him. He knew better than to ask about him at the patisserie and instead headed back to the pharmacy. He would have to find another way.

Two weeks later, a plan came together. He was contacted by the family of a woman who had arrived at the hospital three years earlier in critical condition. Her family members were at her bedside, expecting her to die—but Jonah managed to bring the woman back to life. Forever grateful, they had learned of Jonah’s situation and sent a note saying he should come to see them. At the appointed place, a pleasant-looking tall man was waiting for him. The man spoke: “Doctor, we cannot forget how good you were to us. We have already taken in a Jewish girl, so we asked my sister-in-law to help. She lives on a farm a hundred miles away. Your baby will be safe there.”

Jonah asked, “Why are you doing this?”

“Doctor, we want to help you. We are people of faith. God commands us to be compassionate.”

Jonah tucked his hand into his pocket, quickly undid the seam, and pulled out banknotes wrapped in a handkerchief. The man hurriedly shoved the bundle into his pocket.

Jonah shook his hand, tilted his hat so it shadowed his dark eyes, and hurried back to the ghetto. That day, he presented Tzila with his plan for the baby’s hiding place. He told her about other cases in which children were hidden by Lithuanians. He assured her that all would be well and convinced her that life on a farm, without many neighbors, was a better option for Elida than trying to hide her in the ghetto, and that food and milk for their child would be more available on the farm. Jonah did not tell her about the children who sneaked back into the ghetto or were returned. Nor did he tell her that in other ghettos children were taken from their parents and killed. He did not mention that Aharon and his staff had recently helped an unmarried woman give birth and then put her baby in a large basket and placed him on the hospital doorstep. He did not tell his wife that the baby died ten days later from lack of milk.



THREE MONTHS LATER, ON A STORMY EVENING IN THE FALL of 1943, a baby girl was born to Jonah and Tzila. When the labor pains began, Haya ran to the hospital to alert Jonah, who promptly went to Aharon and whispered: “Please come to our hut in an hour or two.” Aharon nodded. He understood.

Jonah had inconspicuously dug out a bunker (malina) at the back of the hut where Tzila could hide during her final months of pregnancy and where the newborn could be sheltered. The sound of the opening of the passage to the hideout signaled the arrival of Aharon, who hurried to check Tzila. “Just in time,” he said. “The baby’s head is crowning.”

Tzila groaned and Jonah breathed with her. He moved with her every writhe. Tzila pushed and pushed, and then, finally, a baby squeezed between Tzila’s thighs. “A princess!” Aharon announced. “A meidele,” Jonah whispered. Aharon severed the umbilical cord. As in all the forbidden births in the ghetto, he could not ignore the symbolism of the act of disconnecting the baby from the mother.

Jonah held the little baby for a few seconds, and when she gave her first loud cry, Aharon remarked, “Stronger than usual.” A cry of protest, Jonah thought, and he hurried to erase these thoughts from his mind.

He wrapped his daughter in a blanket. Aharon kept busy with delivering the placenta and stitching. When he was done, Jonah put the baby on Tzila’s belly. Tzila burst into heavy sobs, and Jonah joined her, weeping bitterly too. “Mein kind, my child,” they both cried in their mother tongue. Aharon patted Jonah on the shoulder and kissed Tzila. “Congratulations!” he said, and hurried back to the hospital.



IN THE FOLLOWING DAYS, TZILA NEVER LET HER DAUGHTER out of her arms. Jonah came and went and made sure Tzila’s food was as healthful as possible. He asked those going out to the pharmacy to try to bring back an apple and some vegetables. “Tzila is sick,” he explained, his face impassive. At the hospital, he continued to bandage the injured, drain wounds, and operate as often as resources allowed.

The rest of the time he spent planning to smuggle his daughter out of the ghetto. In the evenings, he sat on the straw mattress and showered kind words on Tzila and the baby, whom they had finally named Elida. The name—“nonbirth” in Hebrew—conveyed the stark reality in which they lived: she was a “forbidden” daughter.

Jonah contacted the Christian family that had agreed to take Elida, and they made the final arrangements to smuggle the baby out of the ghetto. They needed to act quickly. An order had just been issued to remove thirty-five hundred Jews from the ghetto and transfer them to barracks on the outskirts of the city of Kovno, near the workplaces.

As the horizon became gloomier, there was a lot of tension at the hospital. Two senior doctors had disappeared. It was later learned that they had escaped from the ghetto. This posed great danger to the Jewish medical staff and leadership.

In the midst of these difficult days, Jonah initiated a meeting with Lazar and Aharon. “I need your help. I’ve arranged with a Lithuanian family to take our baby in two days. Since the hospital is near the gate, I arranged with them that I would turn on a light in the room on the second floor, to signal that everything is fine and that I am ready with the baby. Outside the ghetto, the farm woman will wait with her brother-in-law. They will stroll along the fence near the gate. I need one of you to be in the hospital. Aharon, will you do it?” Aharon nodded. He did not mention that he had helped to smuggle out another toddler a few days earlier. “Lazar, you will wait near the fence to make sure everything is okay, and we’ll decide how to signal a warning if you notice anything.” The three friends agreed.

“I have another matter for you, a very important one,” Lazar told Jonah. “Since we don’t know what will happen next and what our fate will be, I want us to assure each other that if either of us does not survive, the other or his spouse will take care of their child and raise them as if they were his own. We will be their parents and will love them as our own flesh and blood.”

Jonah enfolded Lazar in a big hug, shook his hand, and in a trembling voice uttered an oath: “Your child is my child, my child is your child, and Aharon is our witness.” In the sky, a yellow streak appeared in the space between two black clouds.



ON THE APPOINTED DAY, TZILA AND JONAH BEHAVED AS IF they were preparing a package for delivery. It was only when Jonah injected the Luminal into his daughter that he faltered for a moment, putting down the syringe and moving his fingers to release the tremor that had struck them. Tzila looked down. Elida was wrapped and placed in a basket. Tzila leaned over her daughter, kissed her closed eyes, and turned to face the wall. Jonah lingered, but Tzila asked him to go.

With heavy footsteps, Jonah carried the basket toward the hospital. He did not enter the usual way but circled the entrance plaza. Lazar was at the gate in his police uniform. He pretended to be patrolling as usual. In the hospital, only a few windows were lit. Jonah’s office was located on the second floor, and its window, facing the back fence, was dark.

Aharon came out of his house as if by chance and met Jonah. “Is all well?” he asked. Jonah waved his hand as agreed. Aharon refrained from looking at the basket. Everything should look normal. Lazar, from where he stood, waved his hand. Jonah waved back at him.

A Lithuanian couple walked toward the fence. The tall, golden-haired woman was Stanislava, the sister of the patient Jonah had saved. She was accompanied by her brother-in-law, Sergei. A couple of lovers, people must have thought. Even the two German soldiers, who had just finished their shift and were still holding weapons in their hands, did not seem to suspect anything. If they had looked closely, they would have noticed that the couple’s eyes occasionally turned toward the second floor of the hospital building to see if the light was on in the window at the corner.

“The light is on,” Sergei whispered to Stanislava, and they proceeded toward the fence. “Wait, now it’s off. Maybe something went wrong.” Just as they were about to turn away, they saw the light turn on again—and then it went out a second time. “Something’s wrong,” he whispered again. “We’ll have to run away. But no, look, it’s on!” They waited a few minutes and this time the light did not go off. They hurried toward the fence.

The man on the other side of the fence wore a black coat and hat. He carried a package. “She’ll sleep for many more hours,” he whispered as he handed it over. “She’s been given an anesthetic shot. Take care of her. Bless you!”

He lingered no more.








Chapter 2 Rita, Childhood on the Farm

EVen Though It Was A Chilly, Clear Night, Stanislava’s and Sergei’s backs were awash with sweat. With the basket of dangerous cargo in their hands, they crossed the bridge.

They took the baby to the home of Stanislava’s sister, Ivona, where she slept for many more hours. When Stanislava took off Elida’s blanket and hat, she was startled by the tiny head covered in black curls. How different she looked from her daughter, Audra, and her sister’s children.

Stanislava decided to call the baby by her middle name, Rita. The next afternoon, Stanislava said goodbye to Ivona and Sergei and left with Rita, who was again sedated with the medicine Jonah had given her. Stanislava laid the baby in the basket, covered her with a blanket, and boarded a train that would take them to the town of Siauliai, about a hundred and twenty miles away. From there, they would head to the family farm in Kelmuciai, near the village of Joniškis.

“I’m bringing you a big doll,” Stanislava had told her daughter, Audra, who was already on the farm with her grandmother.

She placed the basket with the sleeping baby at her feet.

The passengers in the train were preoccupied with their packages and their own affairs. Except for one, a Lithuanian, who did not stop gaping and winking at her. She turned away from him and stared at the view through the dusty windows. Occasionally the train stopped. At one of the stations, all the passengers were asked to show their IDs to two German policemen. Stanislava adjusted the cover on the basket at her feet and showed her papers to the German with a seductive smile. He looked at her pretty face and not at the certificate.

“Where to?” he asked.

“I live in Siauliai,” she replied flirtatiously.

The train stopped at another station and Stanislava worried: What if the baby wakes up? She did not trust the passengers on the train.

The reason for the delay was a train full of German soldiers passing on the main track. Some of the passengers clenched their fists. “When will it all be over?” she heard the neighbor on the adjacent bench whispering to the man next to her. “Then the Russians will be back. Will that be better?” the man asked her.

That man reminded her of her husband, Stefan, who had been gone for more than two years. Stefan, a member of the Lithuanian underground, was living with partisans in the forests.

She shivered as she wondered: What if Stefan decided to return to the farm and found Rita? He would not be happy that she had taken in a Jewish girl, unless he could think of a way to make money from it. But she knew that her mother, bless her Christian soul, would understand. She said to herself, “Mother always taught me to encourage kindness and compassion. Dr. Freidman helped Ivona, and we will take care of Rita
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