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            Guard Duty, Ghetto 6
 Litzmannstadt, December 1, 1941
            
 
            Incident: use of firearm
            
 
            On December 1, 1941, I was on duty at guard post 4 on Hohensteinerstrasse from 1400 hrs. until 1600 hrs. Around 1500 hrs. I noticed a Jewish woman walking along the ghetto border. She stuck her head out between the bars and was trying to steal turnips from a parked cart. I fired my rifle. The Jewish woman was mortally wounded.
            
 
            Type of firearm: carbine 98 
 Ammunition used: two cartridges
            
 
            Signed:
 Naumann
 Reserve Guard
 1st Company, Ghetto Bn.
            

         
 
         
         
 
         December 1991
         
 
         I always have trouble falling asleep after I perform at a concert. It keeps playing in my mind, like a tape going round and round. I was more keyed up than usual because this concert had been special: it marked the two hundredth anniversary of Mozart’s death. The recital was held in Krakow, a city of wonderful musicians, in a makeshift auditorium in the bellísima Casa Veneciana. The extreme cold had kept us from visiting much of the art-strewn city; but at noon, when the fog lifted and the sun appeared, I was able to slip out of the hotel for a stroll along Ryneck Glowny.
         
 
         The concert was dedicated to Mozart, but the pianist in our trio, Virgili Stancu, had reluctantly accepted the Polish organizers’ suggestion to include Chopin’s preludes for the first part of our program. This he did with his usual virtuosity, his fingers well acquainted with the pieces. For the second part, he and I played the Sonata in B-flat, which Mozart had written for Regina Strinasacchi, the violinist he had so admired. We stayed after completing our part in order to hear the orchestra’s impeccable interpretation of the Sinfonia Concertante, K. 364. It was a wonderful piece that highlighted the rich flats while subtly suggesting the dramatic nature behind the wise, graciously intertwined phrases.
         
 
         My attention was particularly drawn to the beautiful tone quality of the solo violin played by a mature woman, the orchestra’s first violinist. Her performance was extremely accomplished, and she displayed tremendous, barely restrained passion. I couldn’t help noticing that her eyes grew sad when she stopped playing.
         
 
         It was late at night, and I couldn’t sleep. I could still hear the sound of the violin. Not that it was powerful, but it was velvety and full. Of course, it was not one of the instruments made by the great masters of Cremona. It occurred to me, though, that it might have been a violin from the old Polish school. Could a Mateusz Dobrucki of Krakow have survived so much ruin? As I pondered the mystery of the woman’s violin, it struck me that hers was a darker red, not as transparent as a Dobrucki. It was not implausible that it was German, or Tyrolese, made by one of the Klotzes, the long line of violin makers.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         “No, no, Climent. As you can see, it’s not a Klotz.”
 
         Regina said it with a smile, but no joy lay behind the smile. It was the day after the concert. To keep my mind off the performance, I’d buried myself the night before in an excellent thriller by Eric Ambler, always a guarantee of deep, peaceful sleep, but I had decided that I would ask the violinist about the origins of her instrument.
         
 
         We met at the city’s Academy of Music (they don’t call it a conservatory), where I had been invited to teach a class. I admired the oil portraits in the spacious vestibule: the whole series of magnificent Polish musicians, from the oldest down to my colleague Wienasky. Then I was led to a smallish room to deliver a “magisterial lesson,” a master class as they call it today.
         
 
         When the lesson finished, Regina placed her violin in my hands. I tried it, and the strings responded to my every appeal, like pliant clay being molded in my hands. It was marvelous.
         
 
         “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to part with it?”
 
         “Not for anything in the world,” she replied. “Not even if I were starving to death. It’s all that remains of my family. My uncle Daniel made this violin, made it to the same measurements as the Stradivarius. I wouldn’t exchange it for any other!”
         
 
         “Of course not. I can understand how you treasure it.”
 
         “No, no, you can’t understand. You’d have to know the whole story.”
         
 
         A shadow of sadness swept across her blue eyes, accentuating the wrinkles on her beautiful face. She ran her hand through the tufts of her blond, dawn-streaked hair. Her breathing was fast and heavy.
         
 
          
         We were unable to continue our conversation because I had promised to attend a performance given by the older string music students in the Main Hall. Regina came with me. The students played the Intermezzo by Penderecki, who had been rector of the Academy of Music for many years. The performance was followed by a reception, but Regina seemed to find it tiresome.
         
 
         “Have you had enough of the party?” she asked.
 
         The reception had hardly begun and I wasn’t at all tired, but she had stirred my curiosity.
         
 
         “It suits me fine to leave; I’ve finished what I came to do. I’ll take you home, if you like.”
         
 
         She lived near the Academy of Music, and we decided to brave the cold afternoon and walk through the fog, which had again settled on the city. She invited me up for tea. It was a small, simple apartment: life was hard in Poland. I didn’t mention her violin again; I wanted to distract her, talk about other things. She spoke of her son, showed me his picture and explained that he was living in Israel. But she didn’t want to leave Krakow to join him.
         
 
         “What would I do there?” she said. “He’s a diamond cutter and has a good job, but Israel has so many musicians now, especially Russians. They could form a hundred orchestras! He’ll be coming for the New Year, for Rosh Hashanah.”
         
 
          
         Right away we began to talk music. We discussed certain interpretation problems while we listened to a recording of the Sinfonia Concertante. She proved to be a superior pianist as well, and we ended up playing together—this always happens to me. The piano occupied half of her dining-living-music room; it was all one area. Playing together brought us closer than hours of conversation ever could have, and I realized we were becoming friends. For a brief moment her cheeks were ablaze, and I thought I could read, like a passing breeze, a spark of desire in her eyes. Was I being presumptuous? Was it just the music? My God, I thought, she’s much older than me!
         
 
         By the time we had finished the sonata, she was transformed, full of laughter. She closed the piano and was holding my hands with delight when the phone rang. She was in even better spirits when she hung up. She didn’t have to offer an explanation, but she disclosed that it was her friend. “He’s not a musician,” she added. “He’s an industrial technician, works at Nowa Huta. We aren’t able to go out much together.”
         
 
         It was getting dark, and I had to make my way back to the hotel where Gerda, our cellist, and Virgili were waiting for me. Regina and I parted reluctantly and agreed that the four of us would have dinner the following night at the hotel where Gerda, Virgili, and I were staying. I didn’t want Regina to have to spend any money; she was an excellent professional musician, but I knew that earning a living through music wasn’t easy. It occurred to me that we could invite her to Holland for a joint concert. I didn’t want to mention it without consulting the others in the trio, but I felt sure they would agree. They too had praised her performance.
         
 
         I offered to take her home after our dinner the following night, but she said it wasn’t necessary; it’d be too late for me. She did, however, allow me to call her a taxi and let me pay for what I knew would be more than the fare back. We said good-bye with a warm, friendly embrace, and I thought for a moment with regret about her soft body and how desirable it must have been some years before.
         
 
         She had spent almost the entire meal talking to Gerda rather than to me. They‘d even wandered off together for a long while. When they returned I realized that Regina had changed into one of Gerda’s concert dresses, a dark blue one with stripes that flattered her. I assumed they had shared other secrets as well, and the next day I learned that I wasn’t mistaken.
         
 
         “Regina was so pleased with your comments on the interpretation!” Gerda exclaimed. “And by the class you gave the older students. She was extremely impressed.”
         
 
          
         “Well, to be honest, I’m not sure how helpful it was. You heard how they played.”
         
 
         “But, Climent, you provided them with a new point of view; your approach is quite different from that of the academy here. She found it really stimulating, especially the part about cadence.”
         
 
         Gerda paused and changed the subject. “Did she tell you anything about her life?”
         
 
         “No, and I didn’t ask. I’d never be that indiscreet! Besides, I think it would have disturbed her. When she mentioned that her uncle Daniel had made her violin, she murmured in a low voice: ‘May his memory be for a blessing.’”
         
 
         “You’re right,” Gerda confirmed. “She would have been distressed: practically her entire family were victims of the Holocaust. Her mother and grandmother died in the Krakow ghetto, her father and older brother at Auschwitz, all of them killed by the Nazis.”
         
 
         How young she must have been at the time. How did she manage to survive? I could only suppose that Regina’s love of music had helped to stanch the pain of all those somber shadows.
         
 
         “She left these photocopies for you, material she collected from those years. She said you’d shown interest in her violin, and the papers would help you re-create part of its story.”
         
 
          
         I glanced at the papers, pleased that she had sent them, a sign of true friendship.
         
 
         “Did you read it?”
 
         “It kept me up most of the night. But she asked me to give it to you; it’s all yours now.”
         
 
         We had convinced Regina to join us in a series of concerts, once we managed to work out the details. Gerda had discussed it with her, and she always gets her way. We had agreed to perform Beethoven’s Archduke Trio in one of the concerts, and Regina would play the violin part. I was happy for her to take my place. Our agent, Gerda’s brother, would arrange the rest of the details. Regina had rarely left the country, and some days abroad would be good for her. She would come for three weeks, she had told us, but no longer: “People are too envious of my teaching post.”
         
 
         Our concert tour was drawing to a close; one last recital in Warsaw and then we would separate: Gerda and Virgili would be heading to Amsterdam and I back to my studio in Paris, where I was scheduled to record a CD.
         
 
         We were stuck at the Warsaw airport for more than two hours because of the fog, and I passed the time studying Regina’s notes, her rough English translation. I perused a few pages and thought to myself, I’ll send the papers on to Maria Àngels, she’ll find this interesting, but then I forgot everything as I concentrated on the notes. One name appeared often, and it wasn’t unfamiliar. My colleagues had to warn me that my flight had been announced; I hadn’t even heard it, absorbed as I was in the story of my friend’s violin. A story I will never forget.
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            And to a place I come where nothing shines.
            
 
            —DANTE, Divine Comedy, Inferno, canto 4 translated by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
            

         
 
         
            Procedures for Punishment and Lashes—1942 
            
 
            
                

            
 
            ARREST
 
            First class (normal): Up to 3 days. Windowed cell. Wooden bunk. Rations: bread and water. Full meal every four days. Second class (aggravating circumstances): Up to 42 days. Dark cell. Wooden bunk. Rations: same as for first class. Third class (rigorous): Up to 3 days. No sitting or lying down. Dark cell. Rations: same as above.
            
 
            
                

            
 
            CORPORAL PUNISHMENT
 Number of lashes:5, 10, 15, 20, 25
            
 
            Instructions: Medical checkup required before administering punishment.
            
 
            A leather whip will be used to apply lashes without pauses; each lash will be counted. It is forbidden to strip or uncover  any part of the body. The person is not to be tied up but will lie across a bench. Lashes will be applied to hips and buttocks only.
            
 
            
                

            
 
            Stamp
            
 
            THE SS ECONOMICS AND ADMINISTRATIVE DEPARTMENT
            
 
            (WVHA)
            
 
            …
            
 
            
                

            
  
            Calculation of SS earnings based on the employment of camp prisoners
            
 
            Average salary: 6 Reichsmarks
            
 
            Deduction for food: 0, 60 RM
            
 
            Deduction for amortization of clothes: 0, 10 RM
            
 
            Average life of prisoner: 9 months = 270 days
            
 
            270 × 5.30 RM = 1.431 RM 
            

         
 
         When Daniel emerged from the cell where he had been imprisoned—or, more accurately, when he was dragged from it—he felt much weaker, although only four days had elapsed. He was tempted to curse the determination that had kept him alive and in this hell. He knew it had been four days; he had kept count: each evening he had made a small incision in the wall with his fingernail.
         
 
          
         Guards never offered explanations and rarely followed regulations. Daniel and his bunkmate had over-slept that bleak, wintry morning and were not out of the dilapidated barracks on time: this was their crime and their misfortune. His body still ached from the whipping he had received before he was locked up, and from sleeping on a hard, short bunk. He figured that the bunk had been built too short on purpose.
         
 
         Daniel was more fortunate than most prisoners. He enjoyed a privileged position, if you could call it that: he was on his way to the Commander’s house, where he had been assigned to work. Were it not for that, who knows how long his punishment might have lasted? As he walked, he blew on his fingers, which had grown numb from the cold. Months had passed since he had last recited the Shaharit, the ancient morning prayers he had learned as a child. Standing outside for roll call had made him even colder, but as he started work he was reminded that at least he would have a warm meal again: watery turnip soup.
         
 
         The punishment cells were located near Appellplatz, the square where public executions were staged. It was the highest elevation in hell. The Dreiflüsselager—the Three Rivers Camp, one of the relatively small Auschwitz subcamps—seemed huge as it stretched out below him, almost imperceptible under a mantle of fog; its ominous buildings were shrouded in shadows. The roofs of the barracks were chalky white, from snow or frost, he wasn’t sure which.
         
 
         Commander Sauckel, a refined but sadistic giant of a man, was determined to cultivate gladioli and camellias, and Daniel and his fellow workers had labored for some time over the wooden structure of the greenhouse. Occasionally this work procured them an extra ration of food. Fortunately, Daniel thought to himself, they hadn’t offered him one last “souvenir” of his arrest: the beating frequently dispensed when you were released. You could never be sure of anything here; these camps were separated from the others, and regulations were often ignored.
         
 
         He’d learned that lesson just four days before, when he’d been forced to watch other prisoners be whipped before it was his own turn to be “punished.” Daniel laid himself across the bench before they had a chance to pin him down. He pulled his shirt up and trousers down. Gripping the bench, he cried out one thing alone: the number of each of the twenty-five lashes. His body ached with intolerable pain, but he never lost count, so the flogging did not recommence, as was often the case—much to the guards’ amusement. He had been able to escape the “formal” whippings until then, but there was no way to avoid being thrashed and shoved by the guards. With only a cursory glance, the camp’s cold, steel-eyed doctor had stamped his approval: Daniel and his fellow inmate would receive corporal punishment. As far as anyone could recall, approval was given to all punishments. Then the doctor had scrutinized him carefully, and the expression on his face had sent shivers through Daniel. Who knew if he was being considered for some future experiment?
         
 
         The veteran inmates spoke of a worse hell, one-way journeys that took place in other camps, terror-inspiring names, and also a beggarly paradise: the factory where extra rations were served and no one was mistreated. Daniel, however, wished to be neither more frightened than he already was nor swept away by dreams: his job had to be done carefully, and he was finding it especially hard today. He had been given even less bread in the confinement cell than the usual ration, barely enough to keep him alive. He applied himself to the job as best he could, rarely stopping to rest, pleased, in any event, that he had not been sent to the quarry. As he worked he recalled the sudden impulse that had saved his life. Though for how long he didn’t know.
         
 
         “Occupation?”
 
         The question had seemed inoffensive enough, but not everyone had the good fortune to be asked. Those who were selected immediately to die—children, old men and women, the infirm—stood in another line.
         
 
         Daniel was quick to reply:
 
          
         “Carpenter, cabinetmaker.”
 
         It was a half-lie. The answer had risen from deep within the recesses of his mind; only later would he reason it out. It was as if someone had dictated it to him. In those days, when persecution had grown more inexorable than ever, you had to walk a tightrope in order to live, but Jews were marked and were—like many others—poor funambulists. He was well acquainted with those who spun the destiny of his people: the murderous Waffen-SS officers, monsters disguised as men, impeccably dressed—unless bespattered by blood—well groomed, often quite cultured men who probably loved their dogs and music, family men no doubt. From their serene (or fanatical) eyes and delicate, heinous hands hung a thin thread: life or the illusion of it. For these Christians, these goyim—he thought in a flash, as he heard the question—the ancient commandment “Thou shalt not kill” did not exist. The question was never posed to his mother. Reduced to a mere husk of her former self, she had died in the ghetto early on. Her Jewish doctor could do nothing; the word tuberculosis was mentioned, but Daniel always assumed that his mother had died of hunger or grief.
         
 
         What could a luthier, a violin maker, do in hell? “Carpenter” had seemed like a good answer at the time, even to the official who registered the information with an approving nod. Always a need for one. But after a few harrowing months, which had seemed more like years, Daniel was no longer certain. At least his occupation meant he was released from the “windowed cell” after only a brief stay, and now he was out in broad daylight. The cell had only one tiny window, so the days had been spent in semidarkness. The officials spoke of regulations, but no one ever knew how long confinement would last.
         
 
         Daniel was conscious of the advantage he had over most prisoners: he worked inside, now that the greenhouse was almost completed. He was putting the finishing touches on a bottle shelf in the cellar. He had heard snatches of conversation about more odd jobs around the house; maybe he would be fortunate enough to be assigned to one.
         
 
         If I’m falling asleep, he thought, it must be because I’m not eating enough and I’m compensating for the lack of food with sleep. It was still dark when the prisoners rose at half past five, ready to begin work at six forty-five. Others had only a half-hour rest at noon, but those who worked in the Commander’s house or office had an hour, provided the job had been done according to the officer’s demanding, erratic liking. The afternoon shift continued until half past six, stopping in time for the meager supper, then the extremely long roll call and night, with never the hope of a more benevolent dawn.
         
 
         On Sundays, however, those working at the Commander’s house began their day later. Having spent his Saturday nights either out late or engaged in his little orgies at home, Sauckel wanted no early-morning noise, no disturbances. These small advantages—cloaked always in the fear that they could end in an instant—were the only positive thoughts Daniel conceded. Never allowing himself to think beyond the moment, ignoring even the shooting pain that occasionally ravaged his body. Never allowing himself to miss Eva, who was perhaps dead, or recall that they would be married now if it hadn’t been for the war. Not remembering their introduction according to the community customs, or her last embraces, or how warm her lips had grown after the first weeks of their formal relationship.
         
 
         His weakness was so acute today that the idea of feeling desire struck him as something from another life, another person. Only his rage kept him from collapsing; he didn’t want to become a spectacle for the Führers, the kapos, the vicious horde of hyenas. Against his will, he found himself thinking of the first weeks of confinement in Dreiflüsselager and the secret encounters with female prisoners—the furtive, rapid contacts at night behind the compound wall. Soon, however, men and women were separated by an electric fence that the prisoners had installed themselves. Daniel was young and lively by nature, but he had so little stamina that it had hardly mattered to him.
         
 
          
         He was hungry again. The noon meal could only momentarily salve one’s hunger, never resolve it. Perhaps the cook would save him some crumbs today; she had risked it a few times when the Commander was reading and relaxing after lunch. Five hours of work with only chestnut water and a piece of rye bread had brought him to the brink of collapse.
         
 
         The workers were standing in the foyer about to leave when three golden apples (or was it a mirage?) suddenly rolled along the floor, accompanied by loud laughter. The Commander was amusing himself by kicking the apples as the four workers scrabbled around on their knees trying to seize them. It didn’t hurt Daniel’s pride to crawl in pursuit of the apple; the humiliation lay in making fun of his hunger. A huge black boot hovered over his hand, threatening it, but then withdrew, kicking the fruit farther away. Daniel was finally able to grab hold of an apple. It wasn’t snatched from him, nor were the dogs set loose when he sank his teeth into it. Clearly, the Commander had risen in a good mood. A girl’s voice called to him from upstairs. It was no longer a secret: an attractive prostitute must have satisfied him. Perhaps the workers would have two or three calm days. Perhaps.
         
 
         The afternoon dragged on slowly, despite the memory of the golden apple. That night, after the days spent in the confinement cell, the wooden bunk felt almost soft to Daniel. His fellow inmates—lice-infested, like him, to a greater or lesser degree—provided a warm, familiar reassurance.
         
 
         This time they woke him up. He couldn’t be allowed to oversleep again. No one would be able to save him then from the terrifying “aggravating circumstances” and the menacing scrutiny of Dr. Rascher. His body still ached from the whipping, but his sleep was deep and free from nightmares—maybe because he felt the comforting presence of those around him.
         
 
         The barracks “secretary” roused him from a far different world. In his dreams he had found himself in his orderly workshop, amid the familiar, pleasant smells of wood, glue, and varnish—not the fug that permeated the barracks. Upstairs, his mother was humming as she cooked, and the aroma of delicious food filtered down to him. His senses overflowed with well-being: the sun gilded the wood like a warm sunset, like aged gold that had been dyed red—even blue, curiously enough. His collection of steel luthier’s knives gleamed with a cold brilliance.
         
 
         The sweet-smelling wood—beautifully grained plates and flitches—lay ready to be used for violins and violas. Time and air would slowly dry the wood. He had learned from his father to use only wood that had been cut for at least five years. Good mountain spruce and maple, trees where birds had nested and the wind had sung. Where a bow would come to sing. In his dream all the equipment and all the tools sparkled like gems, which in effect they were: the modest jewels of his craftsman’s crown. In his dream Daniel was making a viola and had reached one of the most delicate steps: placing the sound post—the anima or soul as the Italians called it—the tiny piece of fine-grained spruce that went inside the instrument. He was on the verge of positioning it just beneath the right foot of the bridge, very carefully, absolutely straight, completely vertical. But something was the matter. His hands broke out in a sweat as the sound post slipped out of place. It was too far away, useless now. He would have to begin all over again. But the viola began to fade.
         
 
         Hands were shaking him, waking him from his dream. The viola had been left soulless. A bad omen, Daniel thought. It wasn’t just the dream, however. He didn’t have to search far for the bad omen. It lay before him, directly in front of him: dawn. The beginning of a new day at Gehenna, the Three Rivers Camp.
         
 
         Dark dawn was breaking, like an old blanket thrown across the shabby bed of the suffering, a harbinger of the gray, faltering daylight that awaited them. No nightmare, he thought, could possibly be worse than the cruelty that surrounded them, pervaded them, as inescapable as the air they breathed. He felt powerless, defenseless as a newborn child. He had been consigned into the hands of incomprehensible hatred, forsaken by everyone. Even God.
         
 
         He had heard his father speak of exiles and pogroms that had occurred during his grandfather’s life, but his own childhood and adolescence had been peaceful. He recalled his happy Bar Mitzvah party and his older brother’s. The harmony had been broken only by his father’s illness and death. Perhaps that was why the storm had taken them by surprise. Engrossed in the work he loved, he had not noticed the threatening signs and blackening clouds; they had nothing to do with him or his people, he thought. When tyranny first made its appearance, he had worn the yellow Star of David, unaware that it would become a ticket to death, like the marking on a tree to be axed. He awoke to the unfamiliar, brutal reality the day his workshop was looted. Not far away the venerable neighborhood synagogue was being consumed by flames. As a child he had often accompanied his father to celebrations there, and had always felt protected under the long paternal prayer shawl, the tallith. After that, his people found themselves more deeply mired in the turbid waters that were sucking them under.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Daniel had been released from the prison cell two days before, yet for some reason this day seemed more interminable than the previous one. A profound weariness was rising in him, a sense of impending fatality and desperation. He recognized the signs: he had seen fellow lager inmates grow ill, letting themselves sink into death. They now lay beneath the surrounding hills. He was younger than the ones who had embraced death, and he tried to cheer himself, hoped for the strength to continue struggling another day. He felt completely drained when he reached the barracks, and had no wish to talk, only to rest.
         
 
         The inmates who worked outside of the camp or in the quarries always returned to the barracks later than Daniel, utterly exhausted. A surprise, however, waited for him that night—a glimmer of hope. New slave laborers had arrived to replace the dead. One of the newcomers assigned to the bunk beside him was Freund, a mechanic who had once lived on the same street as Daniel—you could almost have called him a friend. Daniel could read in Freund’s eyes the shock and grief he felt upon seeing how gaunt and wasted his old neighbor had grown.
         
 
         They wept as they embraced each other; tears flowed easily when you were exhausted. As Freund began to talk, Daniel was filled with a sense of joy for the first time at the Three Rivers Camp: Eva was alive and relatively well. Freund had seen her when he was repairing a machine at the Tisch factory, the one that manufactured military uniforms. This was the “paradise” that had generated the rumors in camp. The news was true: Eva had enough food. All the workers had good rations of rye bread paid for by the factory owner himself, and they often found it coated with margarine, or butter!
         
 
         The two friends whispered to each other in the dark, Freund plying Daniel with details, trying his best not to dishearten him. At first Eva had been sent to a different camp, one that bore a terrible name; he didn’t know how much she had suffered, but she had survived and wasn’t far away.
         
 
         “If I could just escape and see her …”
 
         “Don’t even give it a thought,” Freund warned. “It would be your death.”
         
 
         Daniel had witnessed many summary executions of prisoners after real or supposed escape attempts. The guards were fast with their rifles, and none of them—not any of the Nazis, not the Commander himself—thought twice about shooting prisoners down.
         
 
         “Hey, how about letting me get some sleep,” an inmate grumbled.
         
 
         “I’ll tell you more tomorrow, if we’re still alive,” Freund whispered.
         
 
         The short conversation left Daniel wide awake. He was not inclined to fantasize, but he couldn’t help imagining Eva, seated at the sewing machine, her tiny hands moving the cloth forward, her beautiful legs tirelessly pumping the pedal. More than that, he imagined her plump lips, not pressed against his but open as she licked the creamy butter on the rye bread—thick, heavenly slices that would keep her alive, make her dark eyes sparkle again. He wasn’t envious: the vision had assuaged his anguish. The following day he worked hard, filled once again with a desire to live.
         
 
         The afternoon seemed especially long, the evening endless. He anxiously awaited the arrival of night and more news from his friend. This time they kept their voices lower as they exchanged information about the two families, a long list of obituaries.
         
 
         “Your little niece, Regina, is safe!”
 
         A German official had helped smuggle children out of the ghetto in clothes boxes, Freund told him, until he was discovered and sent to the Russian Front. As far as he knew, the little girl was at the house of a former client of Daniel’s, not a Jew but a kindhearted goy, a German from the Sudetenland.
         
 
         “Yes, of course I know Rudi,” Daniel replied. “He’s married to a distant cousin of mine.”
         
 
         “They’re living outside Krakow,” Freund told him, “at the grandfather’s place, and they’ve passed her off as their niece. All of them have Aryan documents.”
         
 
         As the three-year-old niece of a pure Aryan, Regina was the one with the best chance of survival. That is, if the ones posing as her relatives could fatten her up—she’d almost starved in the ghetto.
         
 
         Maybe she’ll be safe, Daniel thought. I’m sure she will be. Lord, how he hoped so!
         
 
         You could hear the rain outside. Everything would be covered in mud, but it wouldn’t be as cold, he thought, as he fell asleep, listening to the metallic clamor of rain pelting the flimsy barracks roof.
         

      

      
    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/a073_1_online.jpg





OPS/logo_online.jpg
corsair





OPS/a045_1_online.jpg





OPS/a103_1_online.jpg





OPS/a003_1_online.jpg





OPS/a013_1_online.jpg





OPS/a029_1_online.jpg





OPS/a089_1_online.jpg





OPS/insertSpan.js
function setSpanIGP(){var clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-num');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-sub');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-author');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-contributor');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-other');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('caption');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);}function setSpaninPara(pClassList){for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){if(pClassList[i]){var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;}}}function init(){setSpanIGP();}window.onload=init;




OPS/a062_1_online.jpg





OPS/9781849018937_cover_epub.jpg
4 The, :
Auschwitz

MARIA ANGELS ANGLADA





