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		History 

			The dreams got worse. She remembers the first time; she was little, she must have been four or five. Someone important was visiting from Chicago. Her mother had fussed for days, baking, cooking, tidying the already tidy house. Rose had to sleep on the folding cot between the twin beds in Sarah and Gail’s bedroom so the visitor could have Rose’s big bed. Sarah remembers playing with the brass catches on the suitcase she found on Rose’s bed – they snapped open and shut in such a satisfying way – until her mother told her to stop for goodness’ sake. Sarah watched from the doorway as the visitor and her father sat on the living room sofa and talked and talked about something, a river of names, Chaya, Moishe, Manya, Lev, Basya, Reva, Avramele. A beautiful lady, her smooth blonde hair carefully framing her face, who would slip into and out of Yiddish, not just names but shreds of stories that unspooled, soaked into the fabric of the room. Shah, Sarah’s father would say softly, his hand on the visitor’s arm, when the English words rose loud, di kinder. The children shouldn’t hear. Her father, rigid and tender; the visitor’s hands pulling at the buttons on the dusty-gold wool sofa till one came off. She held it in her palm, silent, until Sarah’s mother came into the room to tell the woman it was all right, it could be sewn right back on. Everything could be fixed. 

			Who were they, Sarah asked, who were all these people with the funny names? The visitor’s hands frozen in her lap. Your family, she said. Aunts and uncles, cousins. My brothers and sister, she said, all lost, all gone. Gone where, Sarah asked. Gone. Dead. Murdered. Shah, her father said, shah, not now. 

			Sarah woke that night, both sisters breathing beside her, woke from a dream of someone, something on the other side of the door of the house on Rupertsland, her house, but not her house. Someone at the door of her room that was not her room. She didn’t know what house, what room, where she was, someplace far away. Someone or thing at the door coming to take them all. She was awake but wasn’t awake. Her eyes were open, but she couldn’t move: something at the door, something pressing on her chest so that she couldn’t breathe. Something in the room with her that she almost saw, and it wanted to hurt her. To hurt her sisters, breathing beside her. And she couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything, not to save herself, not to save them. 

			At last the feeling receded and when she was able to gasp, to make a sound, Rose rolled over sleepily in the cot beside her, patted her hand. It’s all right, it’s all right. Go back to sleep. 

			That was the first one. The dreams, these waking nightmares, went on, intermittent but repeated, dreams that held her paralyzed, that she would wake from and not be awake. It must have been years before Sarah learned the woman from Chicago, Sosha, was a relative, a second or third cousin of Abe’s. That visit was the only time Sarah remembers hearing her family speak directly about the Holocaust, as if there were some sort of holiness around it that wasn’t supposed to be put in words. No words beyond the implied, insistent never again, never forget. But there were also the second-hand stories from friends at Hebrew school whose parents, like Sosha, weren’t lucky, weren’t born here like Sarah’s parents: Dad said he hid in a barn. For the whole war? I don’t know. He doesn’t like to talk about it. Months, I think. Maybe years. Or they killed my mother’s cousin, he was only a baby. Who killed him? Where? The Nazis, of course. I think it was in Poland. Things that happened outside of history, outside of time and place and cause and effect, that happened in the alternate universe of the Holocaust. 

			There were stories too from Sarah’s teachers at Talmud Torah School, many of them survivors. And then, in grade five, from the darkened claustrophobia of the school auditorium, the sour sombre voice of the narrator of the documentary, the film she watched but didn’t allow herself to remember, though she couldn’t let go of the wavering images, the naked dead more bones than flesh, strewn like pick-up sticks. The ungainly, abject bodies of middle-aged women, also naked, the broad landscapes of their backs, the soft arcs of the folds of belly, holding on to each other, standing at the edge of a pit. Alive at the moment the photo was taken, but not for long. The lampshade made of human skin, its perverse translucence. Images that were not real, except that they were real. Images of real people and any one of them could have been related to her, any one of them could have been her, if she’d been alive back then, if she’d been there, in that place outside of place, time outside of time. 

			By the time she started university, the dreams were sparse, almost forgotten. Spring of her second year at the University of Manitoba, she checked the catalogue for the September course offerings. The course description for a Twentieth Century History class tacked to the bulletin board outside the office read: Holocaust History. Destruction of the Jews of Europe. Topics include anti-Semitism, the rise of Nazism, treatment of Jews within Germany between 1933 and 1939, plans for the ‘final solution’ and their execution, life and death within the concentration camps. Lengthy readings, some of them emotionally taxing. Not recommended for freshmen. 

			The destruction of the Jews of Europe, this was a story that she wanted to know, one that belonged to her. She wanted to have a way of framing herself, of claiming more than the four words: never forget, never again. More than faded waking nightmares. If she had facts, comprehension, maybe there would be something she could do with them. 

			

			The first day of class, September. Among the twenty or so students, a woman who looked to be somewhere in her fifties, sitting at the back of the class. She was a bit heavy, stocky more than fat, and her strong, round face was carefully made up, framed in tidy blonde curls. She was sitting very straight, in a tailored dove-grey pantsuit, her hands quiet in her lap. 

			The instructor, Prof. Koenig, was a big man, tall and broad-shouldered. His hair was blond, crew-cut, his posture almost military, though there was something immediately gentle about him as well. A hint of an accent but his English was very clear as he welcomed the students to class, congratulated them on their courage for enrolling. Uneasy glances among the students at this, half-stifled laughter. He went on to explain that this was an experimental course, that Judaic Studies in conjunction with the History Department had helped sponsor him to teach it on a trial basis. 

			“What is a Jew?” Prof. Koenig asked. “This is a question Jewish philosophers and thinkers have been asking themselves over the centuries on behalf of the Jewish people. The answers have been rich, nuanced, and varied. In the context of Nazi anti-Semitism, however, the question was asked to a different purpose. I believe a pertinent opening point for this course would be to examine how, in the early stages of the rise of Nazism, the answer to this question was formulated.”

			Prof. Koenig put up a colour reproduction on the overhead projector. At first it looked like a diagram of molecules, something from Sarah’s grade 12 chemistry textbook: pairs of circles that linked to other circles. Some were open, some had red crosses, some were filled or partially filled with black or grey tones. The heading at the top in German, Die Nürnberger Gesetze, The Nuremberg Laws. 

			The Nuremberg Laws codified the Nazi’s anti-Semitic policies. The chart showed the pseudo-scientific method used to identify Jews. Prof. Koenig gently tapped the screen with a wooden pointer. A person who had four German grandparents was considered to be Deutschblütiger, of ‘German or kindred blood.’ A person who had three or four grandparents who were Jewish was considered to be a Jude, a Jew. In between were those categorized as Mischlinge, mongrels of ‘mixed blood.’

			False science. False categories. What is a Jew?

			Criteria were further established to distinguish more finely between Jews and Mischlinge: affiliation with a Jewish religious community, marriage to another Jew, whether one’s parents were married or one was born outside of wedlock, the dates of marriage and birth. These refinements were necessary to establish racial ‘purity.’

			If you were a Jew, what kind of Jew would you be? This was what the chart wanted to establish. A true Jew, a full Jew, a half Jew of the first or the second degree? These were categories that subsumed every other thing you were. You were a Jew by blood, not belief; blood was what counted. Converting didn’t necessarily save you. Atheism didn’t save you. Jewish blood. Were you Jewish to your bones? Were you Jewish in your flesh? Under the Nuremberg laws, back in 1935, before the war had even begun, a Jew wasn’t a German citizen, a Jew couldn’t marry a non-Jew, a Jewish doctor couldn’t treat non-Jews, a Jewish lawyer couldn’t practise law. And soon, these gradations of identity would determine not just your civil rights, but whether you lived or died. 

			“I’d like to continue today’s lecture with an introduction to the final solution, Nazi double-speak for the annihilation of the global Jewish population. In the six years of the war,” Prof. Koenig said, “the Nazis in fact did a remarkably effective job of approaching their goal.” His voice was tight, dry. Prof. Koenig positioned a new chart on the overhead projector. As he placed it, his hand enlarged, Sarah could see the thick gold wedding ring he wore, the faint blond hair on his knuckles. 


      	Historic Jewish Population
  

      	1935
    	16,728,000
  

      	1945
    	11,000,000 
  

  
		1950
		11,297,000 
  

  
		1955
		11,800,000 
  

  
		1960
		12,079,000 
  

  
		1970
		12,585,000 
  





			“We have all heard the figure, six million. But how do we interpret this loss? Let’s start with a statistical evaluation. The approximately six million killed through the programs of the final solution represented almost thirty-six percent of the global Jewish population at the time. How quickly the Nazis were achieving their objective, even though the large Jewish population in North America, which had for decades been a refuge for Jewish immigration, was not directly affected. 

			“Students should also note that, despite the recovery in the years since the war, a recovery unimpeded by any systematic program of persecution, and despite the existence since 1948 of the State of Israel as a safe haven for Jews, the world Jewish population has not nearly recovered. The figures for 1970 – unfortunately, I don’t at the moment have more recent figures – show that the global Jewish population was still four million less than the pre-Holocaust population, putting it at approximately seventy-five percent of its pre-war status after a full twenty-five years of recovery. Numerically speaking, what was done in six years has not been undone in twenty-five.”

			The numbers started to dazzle Sarah. She couldn’t keep herself anchored in the lecture. Final solution. She was back in her grade 12 chemistry class, watching solutes swirl into their solvents, salt into water. When the mix was saturated – no, supersaturated – the salt started to precipitate out. Salt and water made tears, didn’t they? Or was the problem not a chemistry problem at all, was it mathematics? What were the variables, what was the unknown, what needed to be solved?

			Now Prof. Koenig was talking about the engine of the destruction of the Jews of the Europe, the concentration camp. More double-speak: concentration camp. From the German Konzentrationslager, he

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

		CLOSERIE DES LILAS 

			“I bought you something.” Michael is grinning, something small hidden in his hand. No p’tit paquet cadeau this time, but he does have another present for her. They’re getting all dressed up to go out for dinner. They’ve been in Paris a week and Michael is eager for Sarah to meet Laura, who’s eager to meet her, so they’re getting together at some fancy restaurant. Sarah hopes she’s fancy enough for Laura, who seems like a very fancy person. 

			“Just a sec,” he says, “hang on.” He turns away from her, but he’s clearly fiddling with something fussy. “Okay, I’ve got it now.” He steps in front of her, a slim chain of some sort, silver, winking between his fingers. “Here.”

			He’s so tall he’s all she sees. She feels the arc as his hands reach over her head, a gift, but when the little nubs of the links rub against the back of her neck there’s a weight to it. She puts her hand to her throat. Small, but it’s heavy against her neck. 

			Michael leads her to the bathroom mirror, hand in the small of her back. “See? D’you like it?” A delicate silver Star of David sits below the hollow of her throat. It’s a pretty design, each side slightly torqued so that the two triangles seem woven into each other. She’s never worn a Star of David, never wanted that badge: This is me, this is who I am, Jew. Jewess. The word swollen to swallow her up, as if she’s only Jew. Who she is annihilated by what she is. She wants to be more than one thing. 

			“I saw this at a little jewellery shop on rue de Rivoli and I thought you’d like it. Chain looks a little long, though, d’you want me to have a few links taken out?” He wants to help. He wants to save her. 

			Sarah touches the star where it’s resting against her throat. “Thanks, Michael. It’s lovely. Don’t worry about the chain, it’s fine. Should I wear it tonight?”

			He kisses her on the mouth, a long sweet kiss. “Sure. Do you really like it?”

			Yes. No. “Of course.”

			He kisses her again, checks his watch, tells her they should get going. 

			She knows Michael means well. Mort aux juifs and here’s her declaration, Michael’s declaration to her, showing her he knows what side she’s on and, more than that, that he’s on her side. 

			The graffiti is still there. Every time she goes down into the station, she has to walk under the words, feel their weight. Mort aux juifs. Masculine plural used to include male and female. If it were morte aux juives, it would be specific, death to Jewesses. And juif, juive means Jewish, also, gendered adjectives as well as nouns. She’s looked it up. Manger en juif  means to eat by oneself without sharing. Le petit juif is what they call the funny bone in French, though she doesn’t know why, isn’t sure she wants to know. Mort aux juifs. No one pays any mind. 

			Somebody wrote those words; the city didn’t just produce them by itself. And what made them want to, what is it about life in this city that made them write those words? What would the old man drunk on the bench in Place des Vosges think about the graffiti, the man raking the sand, the concierge in their building? Would the word Jew, juif, be enough, would it tell them everything they needed to know? Would they agree, or would they just be tired of seeing the subway walls, chairs, public telephones all smeared over with words no one wants to read? 

			When they went down into the subway this morning Michael coloured when he saw the graffiti, his neck going rigid. He muttered something about a midnight raid with a bucket of whitewash. Maybe he’ll do it. Maybe she wants him to do it. Someone to do something. Maybe it’s easier for Michael to be angry because he doesn’t have to mix in any shame – this is everything you are and it is nothing – with his anger. Lucky Michael. They were visiting the Carnavalet Museum. Michael was tired, he’s been working long hours despite, or perhaps because of, the French penchant for two-hour lunch breaks. He stretched himself out on one of the chilly benches in the museum, his head on her lap, hands across his chest, and, in an instant, he was asleep. On the hard bench. On her lap. An act of faith, to fall asleep like that, exposed, in a public space. To trust the world that much. A guard came up to her, Mademoiselle, sleeping in the museum is not permitted. Sarah gently shook Michael’s arm. He woke relaxed; not startled, not afraid. 

			What would it be like to be unafraid like Michael? Michael, who’s standing there, waiting for them to get going to their dinner, their restaurant, still grinning. He does mean well, and he doesn’t know that this badge, his gift, weighs on her. 

			

			The restaurant is at the corner of Boulevard Montparnasse and Boulevard Saint-Michel, streets Sarah knows she should know, but doesn’t exactly, though the names smell, like so many others in the city, of romance, of the Eiffel Tower and the Seine. She’s wearing the skirt Michael gave her in Toronto and a new white cotton knit boat-neck sweater. All dolled up, her dad would say. When they were on the Métro a slightly older, worn-looking woman was staring at her, at Michael. The woman, with her heavy shopping bags and weary skirt, her crumpled mouth, seemed maybe envious of her. And Sarah was, after all, all dolled up. Michael too. He was wearing the new shirt they bought him at Alain Figaret, an intimidatingly Parisian shop, formal and perfect with its organized rows of stiff shirts in their blond wooden shelves. It was Laura who told them to get the shirt at Alain Figaret, Laura who picked the restaurant they’re going to. She seems eager to ensure that their introduction to Paris goes smoothly. Introduction or indoctrination. Michael is clearly pleased with having an express route to becoming a real Parisian. He has another quote from Laura: while the French won’t ever let you become French – especially someone like Laura, a girl from Saskatoon by way of Tobago – anyone can become Parisian. 

			They’ve come up from the underworld of the Métro and are back on the streets of Paris. And it’s a beautiful evening, a light breeze lifting the smell of exhaust, the smell of dog shit and human pee that never seem to go away completely. But they’re not sure they are where they want to be. “We got off at Port Royale so we have to be near the corner of Montparnasse and Saint-Michel,” Michael says, deep in his Plan. “I know it’s supposed to be the 6th arrondissement, and this is the 6th, but I can’t even find the corner.”

			Sarah points – it’s at the very bottom of the page, the intersection jutting out beyond the tidy little border of the grid. They really must look like idiot tourists, standing at this complicated intersection, peering alternatively into the booklet and then up, trying to locate a street sign on a building façade. “Okay, we’re right here. Now we have to spot the Closerie des Lilas.” Michael looks up, scans for a moment, then points. “There it is, kitty-corner across the street. Tucked away behind those hedges.”

			The restaurant is squeezed in implausibly where the two famous streets meet at a sharp angle. Closerie des Lilas. Lilas means lilac; somehow Sarah knows that. Knows it and suddenly can smell the lilacs outside the window of her bedroom on Rupertsland, their scent almost dizzying. Rose has checked under Sarah’s bed for a wolf, tucked her in, and they’re both breathing the smell of lilacs. She knows the word lilas, from the inside out, but what can closerie mean? She’ll have to look it up, though the paperback French-English dictionary she brought to Paris isn’t much good. After, when she looks it up in the big fat Harrap’s she has at home, it’s still not there, still a small impenetrable mystery. 

			Michael takes her hand, steers her across the busy street. Laura has asked them to meet her at the brasserie side, which is less expensive than the restaurant side with its white tablecloths. The brasserie has the feel of a greenhouse, a glass-roofed, glassed-in extension to the main building. It sprawls itself out onto the sidewalk, a space between spaces that’s guarded by thick hedges in sturdy green wooden boxes – a garden and a building, a private and a public space. 

			And now Sarah and Michael are standing in the lighted entrance, in between being there and not being there, waiting to be seated, looking into the brilliant rooms. The maître d’ smiles at them both, gestures to a table in the corner beside the fish tanks where a woman who must be Laura is waving at them. The tables are all squished together, but people smile as they squeeze by. 

			Laura stands up and leans over the table to kiss first Sarah and then Michael on each cheek. Hair a stylish halo held back from her forehead, makeup that doesn’t announce itself. It’s the smile that makes her beautiful, a smile that pulls each pretty feature into a whole that’s much more than pretty. She’s wearing a slim fitted red scoop-neck dress with three-quarter-length sleeves. She’s slim herself, but not as small as Sarah; there are curves where Sarah has planes. And she’s soignée, every element put together. So this is the inimitable, the irresistible Laura. 

			The waiter deftly pulls out the table so Sarah can slide in beside Laura, then smoothly slides it back in. Laura hands them a large menu, smiles again. “We finally meet. I was getting tired of listening to Michael yammer on about you. Bring her to Paris already, I told him. Good thing he obeyed.” The smile briefly vanishes behind the menu, then reappears. “So are you enjoying your time here? Michael says it’s mostly holiday, but I think he said you’re interested in landscape gardening. My friend François – the guy who owns your apartment – his boyfriend Charles teaches landscape architecture. I can ask him to get you a list of gardens to visit. Maybe he can take you on a bit of a tour.”

			So Laura’s been told that Sarah’s interested in landscape gardening. This is Michael conniving. Sarah still hasn’t said anything to him about her taking courses at Ryerson, about starting her own landscaping company, Mrs. M.’s ideas. But clearly he has his own ideas. 

			The waiter comes up, smiles first at Laura, then Sarah, raises a delicate eyebrow of appreciation for Michael. 

			Sarah figures the waiter’s smile is more for Laura than it is for her. However hard Sarah’s tried to gussy herself up, she can’t begin to compete with Laura and her highly polished savoir faire, her comme il faut and je ne sais quoi. 

			“Would you like a kir? Should we have kir royals? We should celebrate.” Laura’s smiling at Sarah, then Michael. 

			It’s the smile. Sarah probably should be envious of this beautiful woman, jealous of the way Michael has come to rely on her advice, her prescriptions and proscriptions. But the welcome of that smile – it’s for Sarah as much as Michael. 

			“Kir?” Michael asks. How could he not smile back? 

			“Kir, Monsieur,” the waiter explains in English, “is a cocktail, a mix of white wine with crème de cassis, blackcurrant liqueur. If you make it with champagne, it’s a kir royal.”

			“Trois kir royals,” Michael tells the waiter, looking pleased with himself. 

			“Some places will serve you any old sparkling wine when you order kir royal,” Laura says. “At the Closerie we’re safe, though.” She winks at Sarah, who has to resist winking back. 

			“So it has to be real champagne, not sparkling wine?” Michael asks. 

			“Yup. There are all sorts of good sparkling whites but only wine grown in Champagne can be called champagne. It’s the idea of terroir.”

			“Terroir?” Sarah asks, sure that Laura will have the answer. 

			“I don’t think there is an English translation,” Laura says. “It means soil, or region, but when you’re talking about wine, it means everything that adds to the taste – the type of soil, the climate, even the particular slope of the land, how it catches the sun. So even if you take the stalks from the champagne grapes and plant them someplace else, they won’t taste the same.”

			Sarah takes a sip of her water. Terroir. What do those poor fig trees in Toronto think of their lives, so far from the terroir that made them? Do the figs taste at all the same as figs that are grown where they belong? 

			“Sarah, do you like fish?” Laura’s frowning over the menu. “They have loup de mer; it’s one of their specialties. They make it with fennel. Or maybe coquilles Saint-Jacques?”

			Loup de mer or coquilles Saint-Jacques; how do you choose? Sarah fingers the penny. 

			“Lucky penny?” Laura asks, putting her hand lightly on Sarah’s. 

			“Bad habit more than anything else.” Sarah hands her the penny. “I like having it on me.”

			Laura flips the penny with her thumb; it takes a little hop towards Michael’s water glass. 

			“I picked it up back when I was studying at U of M, and I’ve kept it on me ever since. Actually, it’s lucky because a friend gave it to me as a good luck charm.” She tucks the penny back into her skirt pocket. “Drives Michael nuts.”

			Michael grins. 

			“It came from an ex?” Laura asks. 

			“No. An older woman who was taking a class with me. Helen. I really liked her.”

			“Does it bring you luck?”

			“I don’t know.” It helps her decide. Helps her choose when she doesn’t know how to. 

			“Did you notice these?” Laura asks, pointing to the little brass plaque attached to their table. “I love ’em. The restaurant engraves these plaques with the names of celebrities who were regulars. Hemingway is supposed to have written The Sun Also Rises at one of these tables.”

			“Do you know who the guy on this plaque is – Max Jacob?” Michael asks. 

			Laura bites her lip, then shakes her head. She screws up her face, determined, then reaches over, gently taps the arm of the man at the next table. His tie is slightly askew, his eyes merry. “Oui, Mademoiselle?”

			Laura asks in rapid French whether the gentleman knows who Max Jacob is. “A politician of the right,” he replies promptly in English. His friend across the table grabs his arm. “Non! C’est un journaliste de gauche!” A journalist of the left. The men briefly glare at each other and then crumple into laughter. “Well, Mademoiselle,” the first man says, “he’s either a politician of the right or a journalist of the left… or vice versa. Or possibly both. Or neither.”

			Now everyone’s tucked into a tight fit of laughter at their squished tables. 

			The waiter brings a second round of kir royals, sets it on the table. 

			“You know,” Sarah says, “Max Jacob sounds like he could be one of the regulars at the Salisbury House on Main and Matheson, or any other greasy spoon in the North End of Winnipeg. Do you have Sals in Saskatoon, Laura?”

			“I think it’s just a Manitoba institution, sadly. I’m sure we don’t know what we’re missing.”

			“I’m trying to figure out which names would be engraved on plaques at the tables there, and what the reason for their fame would have been,” Sarah says. “Maybe: Beryl Greenstein, who drank a record sixteen chipped mugs of bitter black coffee in a single afternoon… Benny Plotkin, who never ate a Sals French fry without first dunking it in exactly one dollop of ketchup…”

			“And the list goes on. Okay, Sarah, are you ready for another kir?” Laura asks, raising her glass. “And please tell me that you like this place.”

			Sarah loves it, the waiters with their fitted white shirts and long white aprons, a uniform, but a dignified one, like a doctor or scientist’s white coat. The sign that they’re professionals. And she’s taken with Laura too, how much Laura wants Sarah to like these offerings. 

			Laura smiles again and then the smile wavers. “Sarah, Michael mentioned that your sister in Winnipeg was sick. How’s she doing?”

			“She’s stable, we think,” Sarah answers. 

			“We’ve spoken with Sarah’s parents a couple of times,” Michael says, “and it sounds like Rose is holding her own. She’s had some ups and downs, but they’re still adjusting her dosage. It takes time.”

			Laura takes Sarah’s hand, gives it a squeeze. “When she’s all better, we’ve got to bring her here, right?” Laura nods to Sarah, the light pressure of her hand on Sarah’s. Sarah squeezes back. “Let’s drink to Rose.”

			To Rose. To Rose when she’s better, when they all come to Paris together. 

			They wind their way through dinner, two kir royals each and then the entrées, accompanied by a bottle of wine, and then mains, accompanied by most of a second bottle. After the cheese course, Sarah excuses herself. Despite her flat-soled sandals, she finds she has to hold tight to the banister of the spiral staircase that takes her downstairs to the washroom. When she comes back up and gets to the top of the stairs, the room gives itself a brief twirl. She smiles at the linen-covered tables, no longer sure where she was sitting. The waiter smiles at her, gently nods in the right direction. 

			Yes, yes. That’s where she’s sitting. Is it possible? That she’s sitting here, in this fancy place? That she’s getting to be friends with a woman like Laura, who belongs, who knows everything? When Sarah was in Paris with Reuben, she might have looked through the window or open door of a restaurant like this to catch a glimpse of the lucky ones inside. She wouldn’t ever have dreamt she would be sitting at one of the tables, laughing and eating and drinking. Lucky duck that she is now. 

			But what about all the not lucky ones, the unlucky ducks, who are still outside, what about them, the woman with her shopping bags, the drunk on the bench? And what about Rose? Lucky her, unlucky Rose. 

			Sarah has always had to know what it is that she can’t have. Because what she can’t have is so much more than what she can. And up to now, she tried to school herself so that what she couldn’t have, she didn’t want to want. But she wants this. And has it. 

			She shakes her head to clear it, sees Michael waving her to their table. 

			Michael. It’s thanks to Michael that she’s on the inside, that she’s in this beautiful place where she doesn’t belong. 

			As soon as Sarah is back at the table, Laura announces that they must have dessert too, because the French will be offended if they don’t have dessert. Michael must have a crème brûlée, and Sarah must have a tarte aux fraises  because strawberries are still in season, but only barely. They’re eating their dessert and Laura is smiling and Michael is smiling and Sarah smiles too, because there’s nothing to do but smile. That’s how good the tarte aux fraises is, and the crème brûlée, which she tastes from Michael’s plate after he’s smashed the pretty crust on it. That’s how good the restaurant is, that’s how much she’s drunk. But even though Michael has gallantly paid the bill and they’re leaving the Closerie, Laura tells them the evening must not end. She’s pulling on Sarah’s arm, she has to take them to rue de Fleurus, that’s where Gertrude Stein and Alice B. Toklas lived, did they know that? It’s somewhere off the Luxembourg Gardens. Laura was there once, with the guy who owns their apartment, François, and François was almost in tears, that’s how much he loves Gertrude Stein, do they love Gertrude Stein? Laura can’t say she loves Gertrude Stein, way too obscure a writer, though she does like The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, they should read it, it’s the one readable book Gertrude Stein wrote, do they know Gertrude Stein was Jewish? Of course everyone knows she was Jewish, it’s one of those obvious Jewish names. Gertrude Stein was down in the south of France during the war, that’s how she got by. 

			As they walk out into the warm night, Sarah is wondering how Gertrude Stein could possibly get by if she was Jewish, even in the south of France, how did she get by? Now Laura is explaining that she can’t find rue de Fleurus, it has completely vanished, but she is going to take Michael to see something, he’s going to love this. There’s a sweet little shop, she’s sure it’s on rue de Vaugirard, and he has to see it because he has to buy himself a suit there, he will not be allowed to leave Paris without buying a suit at this shop. If she could only find the damn shop. She’s almost sure it’s on rue de Vaugirard. 

			Sarah thinks they’ve probably closed all the metal shutters on all the stores by now, which would make it hard to even find the store, much less window-shop effectively, but Laura is in the lead and Sarah’s game.  

			It’s a beautiful night. And here they are, out in the Paris night, and in front of them instead of the buildings she expects, there are cobblestones and rows of trees cut into rectangles which Laura explains is the Luxembourg Gardens. Another garden for her to study. Because apparently she’s studying gardens. Laura’s explaining that not only has rue de Fleurus disappeared, but rue de Vaugirard, which she knows runs around the Luxembourg Gardens somewhere, also seems to be elusive and they seem to keep going round and round the perimeter of the garden, which is locked at this time of night, locked inside the black wrought-iron fence with its bars like spears, gold-tipped, and Laura’s taken off her high heels and is walking barefoot, which doesn’t seem like a very good idea, what with all the dog shit, and they can’t find it, rue de Vaugirard, and no one’s around to ask. Michael’s Plan doesn’t seem to be helping at all, they have to turn it around and around and suddenly Sarah’s feeling a bit dizzy. So she sits down. She’s going to sit on this little stone step in front of a lovely old set of wooden double doors till she feels better. And until Laura’s finished giving her very good advice. About pickpockets, it’s important for Sarah to know about pickpockets and cut-purses because Laura wants this to be a very good visit to Paris and wouldn’t it be miserable if she had her purse stolen? 

			“You hold your purse like this,” Laura says, her purse strap across her chest, her hand firmly gripping the close on its zipper, her beautiful face unsmiling this time. “See? That way nobody can grab it. Even if they cut the strap. I had a friend, they grabbed it off her shoulder and took off on a motorcycle, the whole damn purse, not just the wallet.”

			“I’d chase them,” Sarah says. 

			“No,” Laura says. “You shouldn’t do that.”

			“I would.”

			“She’s fast,” Michael tells Laura. “She’s very fast. She’d catch ’em.”

			“Uh-uh.” Laura’s shaking her head. “Not a good idea. Dangerous. Oh my gosh,” Laura says, looking at the clock in the pharmacy window across from them and sounding like she’s from Saskatoon, which she is. “Look at the time. We missed the last Métro.”

			The last Métro. Isn’t there a film with that name that came out not long ago, something with that beautiful French actress, that blondey-blonde, the blondest of blondes, Frenchest of Frenchies, Catherine Deneuve? Something about Jews in Paris during the war that Sarah was supposed to go see but didn’t? Jews in Paris. Jews in Paris. Death to the Jews in Paris. 

			Something cramps in Sarah’s chest. The last Métro. They’ve missed the last Métro! Laura told them all about it, don’t miss the last Métro, she’d warned them, and now it’s Laura’s fault they’ve missed it and what will they do? Sarah’s very far from home and she’s trying to be someone else and they’ve gone and missed the last Métro. Sarah closes her eyes, for a moment sees her sisters’ sad faces as the last train in Paris pulls away. Rose and Gail, both of them gone. 

			She opens her eyes. Michael has sat down beside her, and then Laura pushes her over a little bit and sits on her other side. “It’s too far to walk. For either of us. Any of us. None of us. We can’t walk,” Laura says, setting her shoes in Sarah’s lap. 

			“We better find ourselves a couple of taxis,” Michael says. Laura’s apartment is in the opposite direction from theirs. 

			“Taxis are rash,” Laura tells them. “Girls from Saskatoon don’t just go around taking taxis every which way.”

			“We know,” Michael says, “but in this case, I think you need to take a taxi. We’ll walk you to the stand. If Sarah can get up.”

			“I can get up.” She can always get up! 

			“Okay, there, upsy-daisy.” And he holds out his hand and things tilt a bit again but then they right themselves. 

			The three of them are quiet as they walk Laura to the stand, where a taxi is languidly waiting, the rumpled driver looking up in an irritated fashion from his newspaper when Michael raps on the window. Laura gives them each a smoochy kiss on the cheek before she gets in, smoochy and only one cheek each, she must have forgotten some of her French manners, and she’s giggling, waving a large elaborate wave as she closes the door, then opens it again to get her shoes, which Sarah for some reason has been holding. 

			Now it’s just the two of them again. Nobody else at all on the street. Paris so quiet at this time of night. “I’m sure another taxi will be along soon,” Michael says. 

			“I don’t want a taxi. I want to walk. I want us to walk.”

			“I think it’s a ways.”

			“Not that far. Forty minutes, maybe less. We’ll sober up.”

			“Bad idea. I don’t want to sober up.”

			“C’mon, Michael. It’ll be fun.”

			Michael takes her hand and soon they’ve found Boulevard Saint-Michel. Straight as an arrow pretty much all the way to the Seine, that’s what Michael says their Plan de Parissays. She looks up. Above the stores and banks and cafés are apartments, most of them dark, a few with the flickering blue light of a television coming through the window. The city’s so quiet, just the faint sound of a radio through another window. Hardly any traffic. They walk down the middle of the street till a taxi honks softly at them, then scramble, giggling, holding hands, for the sidewalk. Now and then they hear a baby crying, or the hushed sound of a TV. Light filtering through the shutters of a window, a smell of toast, someone making toast at 1:30 in the morning. 

			The city only theirs. 


		Gift  

			1984 

			The room is empty, the whole apartment vacant, its white walls blanks now, so it’s only the shape of an apartment. Everything that was hers has been emptied out, so that the space has gone back into possibility. Her life in these rooms is done. And now after two years the apartment is about to be filled with someone else’s life. Sarah herself is about to be filled with someone else’s life. She goes to the living room window, puts her hand against the screen, the scars faded but still there. It’s August, the Japanese quince bush has long lost its flowers. The window’s open to a heavy Toronto day, the air thick with humidity. There’s hardly any breeze, but she can smell cut grass, someone has just mowed one of the miniature front lawns. She takes a breath, takes in the life she took back, the life that’s starting. 

			The movers have dismantled and removed the little city of cardboard boxes she constructed, its rampart walls and ziggurat heaps, what she owned condensed into beige squares and rectangles. The mop and pail, broom and dustpan are stacked by the door. She’s done her last cleanup here. The new place is bigger, room for the baby, which is due in December. Michael’s baby, theirs. For two years, she’s lived here with Michael, slept beside him. Slept beside him and not once has she dreamt the old terrible waking dreams. 

			So how is it that she’s here, in this empty, open space, this summer – the attack a winter she lived through, a fig tree buried in soil, a tree pollarded to its stump, pruned to its core. 

			When Sarah and Michael left Paris, Gail was waiting at the Toronto airport. 

			And now, two years later, as Sarah looks out through the screen, the dense Toronto air, she still isn’t sure whether Michael has forgiven himself. Despite the baby they decided on, the pearl that’s forming from that seed of grit between them. Despite the way their lives have gained momentum as they change course, Michael’s work, hers. 

			They’ll have their own garden in the new place. Sarah won’t plant a fig tree, she doesn’t want anything forced. Before she decides on what to plant, she’ll need to understand the yard, its light, its soil, what is possible. To learn her own terroir. 

			Her hand with its scars, the dots of shrapnel rising like memory to its surface, rests against the screen. But soon she’ll go out into the yard, wade through the thick air to look it over one last time. 

			And one day she’ll go back to Paris, because it’s the city that took her apart and put her back together. She’ll watch their daughter, a small and defiant child, eat her first Parisian croissant on the Boulevard Saint-Michel, she’ll watch her at the Luxembourg Gardens, afraid to ride the ponies but content to be pulled along behind them in the little cart. Sarah will go back to a changed Paris, a Paris where a glass pyramid has landed suddenly in the centre of the courtyard of the Louvre; where the Impressionist collection has left the Jeu de Paume and been translated to the new Musée d’Orsay; where striped barber poles stand impudently in the cour d’honneur at the Palais-Royal. A Paris Sarah will at first refute, the Paris that is an accumulation of times rather than a place out of time, that can contain as many overlapping layers of time as is necessary: the roundups of the Vélodrome d’Hiver and the medieval ghetto, the Terror of the guillotine and the terror of 1982, which Sarah survived. 

			She won’t tremble as she walks up rue François Miron, where the doorway to her favourite pâtisserie is still flanked by portraits of a dainty male sower and female reaper, each posing within the delicate gilt scrolls of their painted frames. She won’t tremble as she walks the quick blocks up rue Ferdinand Duval, past Bazar Miriam. She’ll stop where the street ends, at that nondescript triangle, the arbitrary intersection of irregular streets which is not a place at all. Which is the place where the light changed, a shift in time, a hiccup. She’ll stand steady in the place where something splashed into the room and the light was sharp. Because it was here that her body decided to save another woman who deserved more of life. But here also stood the sad man in green scrubs, his hands asking a question that couldn’t be answered, that hasn’t been answered yet. 

			She won’t understand. 

			Her daughter will begin to cry, a wail that will trail behind them as they pull her away from what happened there. A long howl. 

			Sarah will come back and come back, with Michael and by herself, she will come from a life that is strangely rich, one she didn’t expect to have in those brief and narrow days. She will come back to Paris as an excursion from this changed life, a visit tucked into the interstices of her work, Michael’s work. She’ll come back and show off first their daughter and then their son to Laura. She’ll come back with Gail and then with Rose, with her nieces and nephews, Gail and Rose’s children, with Pat and Abe. She’ll come back to read the plaque set into the façade, which reads in French ‘Anti-Semitic Attack’ and gives the names of the dead, calls them ‘victims of terrorism.’ An attack with certain victims but with no certainty, because there is a continuing vital doubt about who was to blame. Justice is confused. 

			She will come back to the city that undid her, that took her apart and where she put herself together. But Sarah will not be in Paris when, as 2015 begins, in the wake of the murder of twelve people on staff at a Paris satirical magazine, a gunman will enter a kosher supermarket in the suburbs of Paris, and he will take hostages, helter-skelter, and kill four of them before French security troops free the rest. She will watch these images dribble and spill onto the screen of her TV and her computer, and time will be held briefly as she watches a blonde woman, freed, throw herself into the arms of a policeman helmeted in black, cloaked in black like a messenger of Hades, a man who is in fact, for the woman, an angel not of death but of life. She will not be there in fall of the same year, when a nightclub, a stadium, cafés are the targets, and she will watch briefly the surveillance video in one café, where five are killed by a gunman who looks, on the video, like a blur, like a white ghost. Five are killed at the café, but not the server who hides behind the bar where the camera has just shown her shrugging in conversation with a co-worker, where she has been polishing glasses. She is not killed and the woman who was sitting at a sidewalk table who runs to shelter with her is not killed. Behind the bar they hold one another like sisters, they hold hands, these strangers, and the server strokes the woman’s head, it’s all right, it’s all right. 

			Sarah will come back in a mild and sunny fall with her grown son, who will be angry because no one is reading the words on the plaque, the tourists with their gleeful shopping bags, the street with its signs in Hebrew, its Kosher Pizza and Authentic Falafel, the butchers with their kosher foie gras, the stores with their 350€ handbags. None of the passersby will read the plaque and none will know what happened here just as no one can know all that happened in this place in the many days before, the many days after the attack. On the street Sarah and her son will hear people speaking in French, German, English, Hebrew, Spanish, Yiddish, Japanese. A young man in full Chassidic garb, black hat with thick beard, tzit-tzit fringes dangling below his jacket, will go up and down the street, accosting tourists: You Jewish? he will ask in English. You Jewish? In English, in French. A question he will ask boldly on a public street. And yes. Yes, Sarah will answer in her head. 

			What is a Jew? How would Prof. Koenig answer the man? 

			You Jewish? the man will ask her son sternly, tefillin in his hands, offering her son instructions on how to properly wrap the little black boxes with their black straps around his forearms, and her son will watch and learn, or remember. 

			And among the proselytizing Chassid keen on his mission and the bands of ignorant tourists there will be other, more subtle, Jews dressed in their Shabbat finest. Lekhah dodi likrat kallah. Oh beloved bride of Sabbath. Jews will be filtering among the crowds through the Pletzl, the place where they belong, the place as much theirs as it ever was. Vivent les juifs. Leaning against a wall will be a young man in a hoodie, his kippah jaunty on his head, scrolling through his cell phone. 

			Sarah and her son will leave rue des Rosiers, taking the old route down rue des Barres, then down the little pedestrian road to Pont Louis Philippe and across to Île Saint-Louis, where Sarah will buy them salted caramel ice cream cones from Berthillon, and then they’ll walk across the footbridge that connects Île Saint-Louis to Île de la Cité, drawn by music that seems both familiar and unfamiliar. 

			There will be a trio of young people dressed in porkpie hats and tailored vests who are playing a music that is a mix of reggae and roots and klezmer, and while they speak to their audience in good English and French, quietly to each other they speak some other language that is theirs. The woman in the group will break into a solo soprano, her voice sweet and unearthly, and that voice will take Sarah apart, take her out of herself and then back in, will remind her she has been given a life, she gave herself a life. 

			Then a tune will begin on one of the young men’s balalaika, a Yiddish song whose name Sarah can’t remember, but one that she knows is about exile and hunger and displacement and longing. A gift that will move through the light, alive. 
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