
If I Should Die Before I Wake
 Free Ebooks

 Han Nolan

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/abemE/If-I-Should-Die-Before-I-Wake-Han-Nolan
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/abemE/If-I-Should-Die-Before-I-Wake-Han-Nolan
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/abemE/If-I-Should-Die-Before-I-Wake-Han-Nolan
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/abemE/If-I-Should-Die-Before-I-Wake-Han-Nolan


Hilary hates Jews. As part of a neo-Nazi gang in her town, she's finally found a sense of
belonging. But when she's critically injured in an accident, everything changes.Somehow, in her
mind, she has become Chana, a Jewish girl fighting for her own life in the ghettos and
concentration camps of World War II.Han Nolan offers powerful insight into one young woman's
survival through the Holocaust and another's journey out of hatred and self-loathing.Reader's
guide and an interview with the author included.

"Bold . . . deeply felt and often compelling."--Kirkus Reviews"Brilliantly rendered."--Booklist"Page-
turning."--VOYA--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From
Publishers WeeklyFew novels can match this effort for its stupefying lack of taste. Teenager
Hilary, who has never recovered from the long-ago death of her father and from her Bible-
thumping mother's temporary abandonment of her, lies in a coma, the victim of her own
adventures with her neo-Nazi pals. Suddenly she "slips" into another life--that of a Jewish girl in
Poland at the beginning of the Nazi occupation. It turns out that she is sharing the memories of
her hospital roommate, whose telepathic communications eventually bring about Hilary's
salvation. Gratuitously lurid subplots involve teenage American neo-Nazi depredations and the
torture of Hilary's young Jewish neighbor; the Holocaust flashbacks feature a psychic
grandmother. Passages about Nazi ghettos and concentration camps seem cobbled together
from survivors' memoirs (noticeably, Kitty Hart's several autobiographies and Fania Fenelon's
Playing for Time ), while the overall conceit owes a major debt to Jane Yolen's The Devil's
Arithmetic. Any hope that the author will redeem this misbegotten first novel is quickly quashed
by her unrelievedly airless prose. Ages 12-up.Copyright 1994 Reed Business Information, Inc. --
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorHAN NOLAN has won
many awards for her teen fiction, including the National Book Award for Dancing on the Edge.
She lives in New England.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.From the AuthorHAN NOLAN has won many awards for her teen fiction, including the
National Book Award for Dancing on the Edge. She lives in New England.--This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.Book DescriptionHardcover published in 19940-15-238040-
XFirst paperback edition 19960-15-238041-8--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.From Kirkus ReviewsNolan's first novel is ambitious indeed: she frames the story of
teenage Chana's survival in the Lodz ghetto and Auschwitz with a second story, about a young
neo-Nazi who--after a motorcycle accident from which her vicious boyfriend escapes
unscathed--is in the intensive care unit where Chana is dying half a century later. Also near
death, Hilary relives Chana's ordeal and eventually recovers to carry on Chana's role as
Holocaust witness. There are some real strengths here: Chana's experiences--losing her family,



one by one; escaping Lodz with her grandmother only to be jailed, tortured, identified as a Jew,
and sent to the concentration camp; brutal conditions, desperate survival techniques, and
alliances and betrayals among Jewish inmates; the degradation of playing the violin for the
Nazis in order to survive--are evidently selected in order to depict a range of horrors; but they're
also graphically and tellingly portrayed. Hilary is less convincing: her troubled past is too briefly
sketched to make a firm basis for her almost sensationalized fanaticism, while her change of
heart doesn't develop; it simply emerges full-blown. Still, juxtaposing the virulent paranoia of
present-day skinheads with their forebears' atrocities is a bold basis for a novel; if some of the
transitions here are a bit awkward, the book as a whole is deeply felt and often compelling.
(Fiction. 12+) -- Copyright ©1994, Kirkus Associates, LP. All rights reserved. --This text refers to
an alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistGr. 7-10. High-school student Hilary Burke,
whose rebellion against her fundamentalist Christian mother takes the form of hanging out with
local neo-Nazis, lies unconscious in an intensive-care ward after a motorcycle accident. The
other patient in the unit is an aged Holocaust survivor, Chana Bergman. Before returning to
consciousness, Hilary slips into Chana's memory and travels back in time to the Lodz ghetto
and Auschwitz. Chana's chapters dominate the text until the elderly woman dies and Hilary
returns to life, no longer anti-Semitic. This first novel has great strengths and weaknesses. The
time travel is contrived, the characterization of Hilary's mother is shallow and unbelievable, a
hospital fire set by neo-Nazis is an unnecessary plot element, and the preachy message about
the "new" Hilary changing the world is tabloid psychodrama. Chana's story, however, is brilliantly
rendered. Without sensationalizing or blurring, Nolan evokes the physical and emotional
crowding of shared living space, the desperate struggle for food each day, and the compromises
required for survival. Despite the contrived machinery through which it's introduced, Chana's
story carries memorable emotional impact. Mary Harris Veeder --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.From School Library JournalGrade 7-12-Hilary Burke, a young Neo-Nazi,
is in a coma after a motorcycle accident. Ironically, she has been taken to a Jewish hospital and
shares a room with elderly Chana, an Auschwitz survivor. Instrumental in the kidnapping of her
13-year-old Jewish neighbor, Hilary hates all Jews and believes one caused her father's death.
Through Chana's memories, the girl is transported back to World War II, experiencing for herself
the horrors suffered by Polish Jews just trying to survive, first in the Lodz ghetto, then in the
concentration camp. While the subject matter is certainly compelling, this first novel is not as
powerful as Jane Yolen's The Devil's Arithmetic (Viking, 1988) or as chilling as Jay Bennett's
Skinhead (Watts, 1991). Nolan does a better job of portraying Chana than Hilary or her Bible-
quoting mother, but Mrs. Burke's dysfunctional personality and Hilary's problems with her are
clear. Interspersed are Biblical passages that are sometimes appropriate to the text, but often
unnecessary and distracting. The ending is predictable and soppy: Chana dies leaving an album
full of family photos to Hilary. Stick to the numerous, excellent-quality, existing examples of
Holocaust literature.Jo-Anne Weinberg, Greenburgh Public Library, NYCopyright 1994 Reed
Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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LThis is a work of fiction. All the names, characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this
book are products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to any organization, event, or
actual person, living or dead, is unintentional.To Brian, my husband,and to my parents, James
and Eileen Walkerfor the patience, faith, and loveAnd to the memory of the six million
Jewswhose faces I never knew,yet whose voices I somehow heardCHAPTER ONEHilarySHE'S
LOOKING AT ME. She's looking at me like she knows me. It's the armband. She must have seen
it when they carried me in. People see my armband and right away they think they know me,
know all about me. They don't know crap. I know her, though. I don't need any armband to tell me
about her. It's written all over her what she is.She's still looking at me. That's her kind, looking at
me like she knows me.Hey, you don't know me. So don't look at me like you do. You think with
that grandmaw look you're going to undo me and find some sweet young thing hiding behind my
armband? What you see is what you get. It's all you get. You're just like my mother and the Rev.
and them all. Like any second I'm going to change back into that nothing of a girl I used to be
and open my arms and say, "I love you. I love you all." Forget it. I'm not some Barbie doll in a
beauty contest. Screw it! That's not me. Never was. That's just who they want me to be. And
why? For who? Huh?You want to know who I am? I'm the worst possible thing that could happen
to someone like you. And if I weren't trapped or strapped or wrapped or whatever the hell I am,
I'd show you. See, cause I know you. I know who you are. I can tell a mile away. Jew lady! Yeah, I
know you.What you doing here anyway? You some kind of guard? You here to see I don't beat
the crap outta some sick Jew? This is the Jewish hospital, isn't it? What a joke on me, huh?



Having a motor cycle accident in some Hebe town and coming here to the freakin' Jew hospital.
Yeah, I remember that all right. Dr. Bergensteinburger, or something, right? All of you have those
look-at-me kind of names. Those so-very-Jewish names, so you can recognize each other
without having to fart first.Can't you speak or what?Nah, you're just like all the others. Can't talk
to someone like me, someone from my side of the tracks. You think you're better than me? You're
nothing! Nothing! Hey, don't look at me, lady.Yeah, now that's better.You ever hear of us? Huh?
White Power, lady! We ever come crashing against your door in the middle of the night? Maybe
a rock thrown through your window? Yeah, I know, kid stuff.We got the whole Hebe
neighborhood quaking in their stinkin' stringy sideburns once, though, we sure did. Redesigned
their whole freakin' cemetery. By the time we got through with it, it looked like some bloody
massacre took place there. Yeah, I spray painted everything in sight, so it's like, ARI—WHITE
POWER—GOLDSMITH and then a big red swastika under all that Rest in Peace business they
write. Yeah, bet they aren't resting in peace anymore in that stinkin' place. Made the front page of
the newspaper, too. Not our local paper, that small-town crap wiper, but the freakin'Philadelphia
Inquirerl How about that?And that's nothing compared to what Brad and Billy H. and Chucky B.
did last night or yesterday or whenever the hell this accident happened. Hey, picture it. They
dress up like Bozo the Clown, all three of them, and kidnap this Jew boy. Wrestle him to the
ground in the woods back of the library. Only dumb old Simon Schulmann would be at the library
till closing time on a Saturday night. He'd been there the past three Saturdays so it was
practically guaranteed he'd be there again this time and taking the shortcut home through the
woods, of course. Lazy Jew. See what being lazy gets you?Always he comes out dressed in
these pants that I swear don't reach down to the top of his ankles. He's got these skinny black
suspenders on, too, like he's afraid his pants might slip an inch and maybe he'd look normal. Of
course he always has on his little beanie cap Saturday nights, the hypocrite. He wears the thing
every freakin' morning climbing on the bus, but soon as he sits his butt down and Mommy's out
of sight, off it comes. If he really believes in those beanies, why the hell is he always taking his
off? I'll tell you why. No balls. Jews have no balls. That's what Brad says, and he's right, too.You
know what Brad and them did with him? It's a riot, it really is. I only wish I could have been there
to see old Simon's face. Girls aren't allowed to do those kinds of things in the group, but I would
if I could. I would if I could. Simon's on my school bus, lives right behind me, anyway. He'd
recognize me—but Brad and them, they've been out of school a couple of years already. Hey,
but I'm the one who chose him as our victim. I did that all right.So, they stuffed him in one of the
big orange lockers they got in the boys' locker room at school. He's pint-sized anyway, just like all
Jews. Tiny little monkeys, what they are. Tiny little crooks.Brad said old Simon had his fists flying
all over the place, like he thought he had a chance. Cut his face on the edge of the locker as they
were stuffing him in.Hey, I know what you're thinking. Poor little boy. Poor pitiful little boy. He's
thirteen, okay? That's not so young. He can take it. Don't look at me with that shame-on-you
look. You don't know, Grandmaw.He's all right. Even if we are on spring break, Brad said, he was
screaming loud enough to wake the dead.So what anyway. I don't care. I don't care about him or



anyone except Brad.Brad, now he knows me inside and out. He's the only one. Where is he
anyway? He get hurt? Huh? You gonna talk to me, Jew lady? Look at me. Jews are always
looking at the ground. Brad says it's 'cause they're always looking for pennies. Rich Jews. Rich
bitch Jews. What you need to be scumming for pennies for?I don't like the way you're looking at
me. Don't pity me. Hey, don't pity me. Why do people always do that? All my life people are
always pitying me. Teachers, they're the worst. They give you that simpering look and then come
up and put their arm around you like they're your best buddy. They don't know me. They don't
know what I'm thinking. Like when my father died. When a whole freakin' office building my father
was working on collapsed and crushed him to death because his Jew boss was doing some
dirty dealing with the construction, what did they know about how I felt? Nobody knew. But my
teacher figures she knows all about it and she says, "Nancy dear, why don't you go sit next to
poor Hilary. That's a good girl." Then, when Nancy's settled next to me, with her snooty nose
flipped up toward the ceiling like a pop top, Mrs. Doyan adds, "Now, boys and girls, I want you all
to be extra nice to our little Hilary Burke today, something very sad has happened to her
father."So of course at play period every kid in the freakin' school's asking me what happened.
That's how understanding that bitch was. Yeah, she really cared.So what anyway, right? All the
hell I ever wanted was to have people leave me alone. If she had really understood, she would
have at least known that about me.So how come I can't see anything but you? Huh? Can't even
see my freakin' body. Can't even move.Know what you look like? Like some old bag lady that
slept with her face pressed into the cracks of a sidewalk all night. Yeah, it's true, some gray old
bag lady.Where is everyone? Where's Brad? You can tell me that at least, can't you?Screw it!
He'll be here. He'll come. And wait till you see him. He's got eyes the color of blue ink and the
biggest shoulders. Like rocks—hard, you know? I remember the first time I really got a good look
at him. Yeah, I was spying on them one night down in Hack's basement. Peeking through the
window. Well, hey, all that yelling I was always hearing when they'd go marching down my street,
what'd you expect, right? I had to follow them, see where they were going.So what do I see but
like ten of these major hunks all with their shirts off, and they're standing in a circle and one of
them's got a hefty set of weights on his shoulders and the others are counting while this guy tries
to lift it over his head. I recognized Hack and a couple of the others 'cause they went to my
school a couple years back, but this one guy—Brad—only time I'd seen him was out in front of
the 7-Eleven, where he once actually winked at me. Then when I started walking away, eating my
stupid doughnut, I could tell he was watching me. Really, I could feel his eyes on my
back.Anyway, when they rolled the weights over to Brad, he picked them up like it was
marshmallows on either end of a toothpick, I swear. And he does like seventeen lifts; more than
any of the other guys. When he passes it over to the next guy, Mick, I can see this boy doesn't
look so hot. He picks up the weights and the others start counting and it's like, one, tuh-ew, thur-
eee, fff-our. His legs are shaking like he's trying to steady an earthquake, and the weights are
lopsided, one side about to conk him on the head.He loses it after six and everyone jumps back
to let the weights crash to the floor. Then it gets really weird. Mick starts backing away and all the



others, without any signal, they get into this line facing him and start stalking toward him. Then
Mick starts crying, swear to God, and when his back comes up against this table, he turns
around, pulls down his pants, and bends over. Yeah, really. And then Hack pulls out this long
stringy whip thing and they each have a go at Mick, with Brad being last and whipping him
seventeen times. Then Mick pulls his pants back up, turns around to face the others, and wipes
at his nose. He raises his right arm straight out in front of him, palm down, with his fingertips
almost touching Brad's chest, and he starts shouting, "Heil, Hitler! Heil, Hitler!"The way he said
it, man, like he wasn't just five seconds ago bent over having the blood whipped out of him. He
stood so tall, and the others, they all together do this turn-around thing with their feet so they're
facing the same way, and they all raise their hands and join him. "Heil, Hitler! Heil, Hitler!" Then
they put their arms on each other's shoulders and they're shouting, "Strength through unity!
Power through hate! Kill Jews! Kill Jews! Kill Jews!" And I'm there, down on my knees under a
freakin' bush that smells like cat pee, trying to figure out how I'm going to manage to get up
enough courage to say something clever next time I see the steamy guy with rocks for shoulders.
Hey, I won't forget that night in a hurry.Yeah, he'll come get me, all right. We stick together, us
Warriors. You'll see.Bet you he didn't even get hurt. I go flying off that motorcycle and whizzing
through the air like a stone from a slingshot, and what'd I hit? Something, I know that, 'cause it
felt like my whole body just shattered into a million pieces at once. I remember that, I sure do.
And then snap, everything goes blank like at the end of a videotape when the movie's all over.
Well, I'm here now, I'm alive—right?Hey, where you going? Well, good riddance to you. You
finally took the hint. Only a Jew would stand here like a dummy and listen to someone insult
them and then look at the person like she's the one to be pitied. Only a Jew would do that. Only a
dumb Jew. Hey, yeah, dumb Jew, get it. Dumb, a person who can't speak. That's you, all right.
Dumb Jew.Wait a minute. Hey, come back here! What's going on? What's happening? I'm
spinning!I'm spinning backward. All around me is black. I see the old lady. Through this pinhole
of light I see her. I see her face just for an instant before falling farther away, before spinning
backward again, head over heels—away.CHAPTER TWOHilary/ChanaWHEN I STOPPED
SPINNING, I found myself walking through a sunny fall day, on a street I had never seen, in a
land where I had never been, with a best friend I had never known. I was wearing a colorless
wool jumper over a white blouse and itchy wool tights that sagged at my ankles. Still, I was
pleased with what I was wearing. The tights were new and my best friend looked much the same
as I. We even wore the same coat, with the same star decorations: canary yellow stars, one on
the front and one on the back. We were on our way to school, laughing and talking in a language
I did not know, yet I understood.As we approached the next street, we stopped laughing. I felt my
shoulders stiffen and my throat go dry as I took hold of my friend's hand and we timidly set foot
down the street. There were other children on the road, laughing and pushing at each other, as
we had done earlier. They weren't afraid, and I suddenly knew that it had something to do with
our stars. I knew, too, that we were taking a great chance going to school, and as we walked, we
scanned the streets left and right. I did not know what we were searching for until they were in



front of me, two men in uniforms with guns in their hands. Without thinking, both of us hopped off
the sidewalk. That was the rule. When these men in their uniforms were on the sidewalk, we had
to get off or they'd shoot us. We expected them to turn us away, saying we were no longer
allowed to attend school with the other students. Instead, they led us to a building that on the
outside smelled like manure and on the inside like disinfectant. There were several women there
like us, with yellow stars stitched to their clothing. They were down on their knees with guards
behind them, and the guards were laughing, mocking them while they scrubbed the floors, some
with their hands and some with a kind of cloth.One of the men shouted at us. The shout was so
loud and it frightened me so, I didn't hear what he said. He slapped me in the face."Tights off!"
he repeated in a language that so repulsed me to hear I wanted to scream, but I didn't. I knew
he'd only slap me again, or worse.I kicked off my shoes and tried to scramble out of my tights,
but I wasn't fast enough and the guard kicked me in the back. It wasn't hard and it didn't hurt, but
my feet were still in the tights. I lost my balance and fell onto the floor and into the disinfectant.
The men behind me laughed, but no one scrubbing the floor laughed, or even looked up."She's
just a young girl," I heard someone say, someone down there on the floor, close to me. I wiped
the wet slop off my coat and stood up. The others kept scrubbing.I was led away from my friend,
down the hall to the other end, where a woman was scrubbing the stairs."You work with her,
clumsy Jew!" The officer spit. "Use those to scrub." He pointed at my tights.I dropped to my
knees and dunked my tights into the bucket beside me. I didn't look up and I didn't speak to the
woman who worked on the stairs with me. I just dunked and scrubbed, dunked and scrubbed. It
must have been a half hour before I took a chance and looked around. It was then that I noticed
that the woman beside me was my neighbor and my mother's best friend, Estera Hurwitz. I
wanted to sing with joy when I saw her. I inched over closer to her and as we scrubbed we
knocked elbows. I saw her smile, but she didn't look up. Still I knew she knew it was I who was
beside her, and the occasional knocking of our elbows gave both of us courage, a reminder that
we weren't alone.I watched the circular movements of her hands and tried to copy the rhythm.
Her movements were even and strong, strong like her hands, used to hard labor but not to such
humiliation. She dunked her rag into the bucket, wrung it out, and spread it back on the stairs. It
was then that I saw for the first time what she had in her hand, what so many of the other women
had in their hands—her own underpants. I wanted to cry out, to weep for these women, and I
wanted to kill the men, the officers who were doing this to us. I scrubbed harder, faster, trying not
to think about it, trying not to cry. I wanted to be strong like Estera Hurwitz, like my own mother,
both of them so brave, so strong. Yes, I had to be like my mother—my mother! Was she here?
Please, dear God, not my mother. I could not bear it. I inched closer to my mother's best friend
and asked in a voice so low that even I could hardly hear it, "My mother? Here?"Mrs. Hurwitz
kept scrubbing and I wasn't sure she heard. I was about to repeat my question when I saw her
nod.A sound slipped through my lips before I could catch myself. Within seconds I had an officer
behind me, the barrel of his gun thrust against my shoulder. I kept scrubbing, acting as if it wasn't
there. What did I care if I was shot? It would be better than seeing my mother, so beautiful, so



proud, at the feet of these men, scrubbing their floors with her underpants. Let them shoot me, I
thought.He stood like that for only a minute and then left, swearing at me, the clumsy Jew, as he
walked away. The sound of his voice made me sick. The sound of his shiny black boots,
reminding me of the victorious march down the center of our streets not long ago, made me
want to spit in his face. Oh, if I could only spit in his face. I felt tears running down my own face,
and I let them drop onto the stairs. I rubbed them in—hard, as hard as I could. Then I decided,
no, I would not wash these steps with my tears but with my spit—my contempt. And so together,
the rest of that morning and into the afternoon, with each clank of our bucket, Estera Hurwitz and
I spit at the men with the guns and the shiny black boots.Finally, late in the afternoon, they
allowed us to leave. My legs could hardly straighten as I pulled myself up, using the banister for
support. My knees looked like two red doorknobs, round and swollen. Mrs. Hurwitz was even
worse, and I had to help her as she hobbled down the stairs. I led her out into the wonderful
fresh air, and the two of us just stood and inhaled. Even manure smelled good after breathing
cleaning fumes all day.The other women had already left, and so together, Mrs. Hurwitz and I set
off, eager to rejoin our families.We had been walking for a quarter of an hour when we saw a bit
of commotion farther down the street."Come on"—Mrs. Hurwitz tugged at my coat sleeve—"I
know another way."I was just about to follow her when two officers shifted their position and I
glimpsed between them, dangling from a tree by his coat, my father."No!" I shouted, and I ran
down the sidewalk, forgetting the sidewalk rule.Three officers turned and aimed their guns at
me.I heard my father shout, "Go home, Chana!"I ignored him. How dare these beasts do this to
him! Didn't they know who he was?"That's my father, let him go!" I pointed at him and demanded
again, "Let him go!"The men began to laugh. It was such a big joke. Then they turned and aimed
their guns at my father."No!" I shouted again, speaking to them in their own language. "Why are
you doing this?"One man spoke, without looking at me, without taking his eyes off of my father—
my dear, dear tata."Your lazy, filthy father refuses to work. He's too tired, he says. He needs to
rest, he says, and so he leans against this tree. Ha! He needs this tree to hold him up. You see,
we've helped him. Now he can rest."The blood was rushing to my head so fast I thought it might
explode. How dare they treat my father like this, and how dare all these people—for I had
suddenly noticed there were many neighbors of ours—how dare they stand there watching and
laughing, no one bothering to help.I moved closer, ignoring my father as he tried to shoo me
away with his hands. "My father is ill," I said. "He has a heart condition. Please let him down. I'll
do his work for him. What is it you want him to do?"This, too, was funny to these men, but one of
them led me behind a long building to another street. There were many men already there, all
friends of my father's, shoveling dirt and heaping it up into a pile against the building. The officer
pointed his gun at my father's shovel. "You work," he said, "and don't rest, or you, too, will hang
in the tree."I grabbed the shovel and began my work with gusto, following behind a young boy
about my age. I scooped up the dirt and pitched it against the building. I tried to ignore the
jeering on the other side. I would work until the job was done. Then Tata and I could leave, and
he and I would never speak of this day to anyone, ever.My pile of dirt was rising clear up to the



level of the first window and yet I wasn't tired. Tata, he would be proud of me. I smiled to myself
and then caught a glimpse of someone, a girl, staring back at me through the window. She had a
face like mine, only older, wiser looking, especially the eyes. They were dark and deep set and
looked at me as if they knew everything about me, about the world. I could see pain in those
eyes. They were trying to tell me something. I stopped shoveling, only for a second, only to
understand. Then I heard two shots explode on the other side of the building."Tata!" I cried. I
dropped the shovel and fell into the dirt pile screaming, knowing somehow that from that day
forward, I would be screaming forever.CHAPTER THREEHilary/ChanaI CAN HEAR MYSELF
screaming but it doesn't sound like me. It's not my voice. I stop. It scares me to be screaming
with someone else's voice.Old Grandmaw's staring at me again, like we've been here all the
time, just looking at one another. I want to roll away from her or close my eyes, anything to get
away from her, but I can't move. She floats toward me, like some kind of spirit, with a wet cloth in
her hand. She wipes my face and then I hear her dunking the cloth. I hear the water running off it
as she lifts it up again, and I think of me and Estera Hurwitz, dunking our undergarments into our
bucket.I don't feel so good. Hey, Grandmaw, get me that Dr. Hamburgerstein, or a nurse or
something.Don't look at me. And don't think I'm crying over you, Jew lady. What's wrong with you
anyway? Your hair's all mashed flat in the back. Why do you always look as if you just got out of
bed?Well, I don't feel sorry for you, whatever your problem is, and I'll tell you something else just
so you know, no freakin' dream's going to change my thinking. That's all it was. Stupid dream.Do
you know about it? You look as if you do. You look as if you know everything. Jews always think
they know everything.My father died. They hung him in a tree and shot him. I mean I dreamed
my father died. I mean, this other father died, not my father. Not my real father. My real father
died when I was five. Roy Burke was his name. Just so you know. Just so you know I'm not
crying 'cause of some frickin' frackin' dream. And cool it with the cloth already. Wipe your own
face. What do you care about me anyway?Making me scrub floors with a pair of tights. I can tell
you that'd never happen in real life. No one controls me like that. No one.What's that? Hear that?
That's my mother. I can pick her tippy-tappy footsteps out anytime.Yeah, hear that? Those are
her bracelets. She must have a hundred of those cheap pieces of tin clanking around her arms.
Oh, and she's got this big old zircon ring. If she touches you with that thing on, watch out. Her
rings are always too big for her fingers, so they slip around to the palm of her hand, and then she
like taps you on the shoulder or something and you're freakin' bruised for life."Hilary?
Baby?"Hey, Grandmaw, get her out of here. I mean it. I don't want to speak to her. You know
she'll blame this whole accident on Brad."It's so quiet in here, just you and that other patient
there, both of you barely breathing. And all those bandages and tubes. Just look at you. Baby,
can you hear me?"Grandmaw? Why can't I see her? Why do I see only you?"Your face, your
beautiful face. Will those bruises go away? You always had the most beautiful complexion. No
acne, rosy cheeks, ruby lips, silky blond hair—before you shaved it all off, that is. You were just
like Alice in Wonderland, remember?"Couldn't they wipe off that blood?"Baby, can you hear me?
I'm here. Right by your side."So what's she want, a freakin' standing ovation? It's all show, this



coming to see me. She doesn't care."I brought you something. It's a book. Well, it's my Bible. You
can't exactly read it yet, I know, but I can read it to you."See. This is her way of torturing me. Like
I want to hear her quoting Scripture. That's all show, too, her church and Bible thing."That awful
Brad boy asked for you. I tell you that because I'm a good Christian woman and I won't tell you
any lies or keep anything from you, but that boy's got nerve. Won't come in here himself. No, not
into a Jewish hospital. Shows how important he thinks you are. No guts. That's what it is. Sure,
it's easy to hide behind bushes and attack people in the dark, but we won't see him anywhere
around here, I tell you."Hide behind bushes? What does she know?"Figures—he escapes the
accident with hardly a scratch and here you are lying on death's dark doorstep."It's God's will, I
suppose."I'd just like to know how this accident happened. Of course Brad was most likely
drunk. Takes after his drunken father, that boy does, and he'll be just as violent with his own
family, too, mark my words."Shows what you know. And like you're the perfect parent? At least
his father's always there. His father didn't run away and leave Brad all alone for three freakin'
days when he was only five freakin' years old. And anyway, he didn't have anything to drink that
night. It was too important a night for drinking.After the kidnapping Billy and Chucky drop him off
at his house and he gets on his bike and picks me up. Just like he said he would, out in front of
the 7-Eleven. Ridesup on his Harley, his white teeth shining out of the dark, and I know right
away it went okay. And we're laughing at each other, just happy, you know? I hop on and hug him
around his waist and we go tearing outta there over to Chucky's.When we pull up outside of
Chucky's house and Brad turns off the motor, I can hear the shouting coming from the
basement. Brad grabs my hana and we charge into the house. The shouting's louder now, and
it's like that first night when I joined the Warriors, 'cause they're going to initiate another girl into
the group and everyone's real hyped. We go down into the basement lit up with red lightbulbs
and black candles, and there's everyone with their robes on and facing the poster on the wall.
We slip into our robes, blood red with these black patches on the shoulders that show swords
bent into the shape of swastikas. We find our places in line and join them."Heil, Hitler! Heil,
Hitler!" we shout.Hitler's face stares back at us, larger than life, just like the man himself. We just
keep shouting, and I can feel the goose bumps crawling all over me as I feel the excitement, the
unity, the thunder in the room. There's like twenty of us there, and we don't stop shouting until the
Great Warrior arrives, and by then my voice is so hoarse I'm not even sure I'm making any noise.
When Hack makes his way up to the front of the room, we sit down and the ceremony
begins.Meg O'Toole is called up to the front and is handed two unlit candles, one for each hand.
Brad goes up, rolls out the Nazi flag, and drapes it around her waist, tucking it in so it stays up.
Then Hack commands the rest of us to stand and form a circle. The room's real quiet when we
do this, no shoving and giggling. Then Hack unrolls the female initiation scroll and begins."Do
you, Megan Reese O'Toole, promise to uphold the principles of white supremacy and the purity
of white womanhood?""I do!" she shouts through strands of yellow hair hanging in her face."Do
you take the Aryan race to be your one and only religion?""I do!""Do you recognize all Jews as
children of Satan?""I do!""Do you promise to do your part in bringing about the Final Solution—



the destruction of all Jews and the creation of a united Aryan nation?""I do!""Do you
acknowledge that you are a seed bearer and life giver of the white race, and in so being you will
do no race mixing, upon pain of death?""I do!""Do you acknowledge yourself to be a woman,
and therefore the weaker vessel and servant to the one man given to you in marriage?"She
looks over at her boyfriend, just like I did with Brad during my ceremony, and shouts, "I do!""Do
you swear to uphold the secrecy of these meetings and the activities of the Aryan Warriors?""I
do!""Megan Reese O'Toole, your ultimate role will be that of wife—serving your husband—and
of mother, giving birth to our future. By accepting this role in the race wars, you will achieve a
place in history. No higher honor can be so bestowed upon a woman."As a member of this den,
you may attend and participate in all general meetings. You may wear the armband and the robe
on such occasions as is necessary. Participation in 'outings' is at the discretion of the Great
Warrior."Then Hack lifts his head up from the scroll and nods to Chucky. Chucky steps forward,
pulls out his plastic lighter, and lights Meg's candles. Meg steps forward and we pull back so she
can walk through the circle and over to the table, where a cross made out of two broken
branches tied together with a strand of rawhide stands in a pewter mug.She lights one branch
with the red candle and we all say, "The blood of all Jews shall burn." Then she lights the other
branch and we say, "Their ashes shall become crusts in hell."Then she sets the candles in the
holders placed on either side of the burning cross and turns to face us.Hack raises his right hand
out in front of him and shouts, "Sister! Heil, Hitler!""Heil, Hitler!" the rest of us shout, including
Meg. Then we all step up to the table and pass around this sharp pocketknife. We each cut a slit
in our palms and squeeze out the blood. Then we go back to our circle, with Meg in the center,
and she goes up to each of us, one at a time, and presses her bloody palm to each of ours and
we say, "Sister, welcome," and she says "Brother" or "Sister" back. Then when she's gone all the
way around, Brad removes the flag and Hack hands her her robe.After she puts it on and joins
our circle, Hack says to her, "You are a member of the Great Aryan Warriors. This is now your
family. You belong to us and we to you. As long as you follow the laws of this den, we will protect
you. Heil, Hitler!"I can't help it, I'm standing there crying just like I did during my own ceremony,
but then, as our shouts get louder and stronger, I can feel the atmosphere change and it's like a
party, everyone standing close and proud.Then we start chomping on chips and M&M's and
telling each other about our victories that night, laughing and shouting and carrying on. And then
at the end, we're shouting "White Power" and "Death to Jews" and more "Heil, Hitlers," and you
never felt such power. Like we owned the world. We owned it. I swear we held it in the palms of
our hands and it was up to us whether we were going to crush it or hold it up.That's our power,
Mother. We're together, united and strong, like a real family.Yeah, being in that room, with all the
shouting and the ceremony and having Brad's arm around me, I knew I'd die for any one of them
if I had to. I'd die for the cause. I could tell, too, just by looking at all the faces, the shining eyes,
that everyone felt like that. That's our power. We didn't need to drink. We were drunk with our
own victories, our power.So get it straight, Mother, it wasn't any drinking that caused the
accident. It was the stinkin' rain. By the time we left the meeting and made our way over to



Burleigh, it was pouring and we took a skid going around Bishop's corner. Brad's good on a bike,
Mother; he couldn't help the rain. Anyway, he wasn't drunk.***"I just pray to God that you had
nothing to do with the disappearance of that little Schulmann boy. It's all over the papers."He's
still missing? Brad said he was screaming loud enough to wake the dead. How long have I been
here? Hey, Grandmaw, how long I been in here? Well, it can't be too long. It just seems like
forever 'cause I can't move, right?Now don't go giving me that suffering-cow look again. Look at
me. Mother says I'm on death's dark doorstep and you know what? I feel like death, so don't be
giving me that suffering look. Jews always think they've got a monopoly on suffering or
something. Hey, I know suffering. I don't need to be a part of someone else's. They'll find the
stupid kid. Besides, how bad could it be, being shut up in one of those big old lockers? How bad
could it be? So it's a little dark. And hot, I guess, or maybe it's cold. Do they leave the heat on
over vacation? The kid's probably out by now anyway, right? While Mother's been giving me her
phony see-how-much-I-care speech, the police have been rescuing Simon. Right?I guess if he's
got to go to the bathroom he'll just do it in his pants. Well, so what, right? Worse could happen.
He can breathe. The locker's got vents. Who the hell cares about him anyway? Jew boy. Who the
hell cares?"I won't disturb the others if I read to you, will I? I'll just read to you quietly."I suppose I
can use this chair. Now let's..."God is our refuge and strength,a very present help in
trouble.Therefore we will not fear though the earth should change,though the mountains shake
in the heart of the sea;though its waters roar and foam,though the mountains tremble with its
tumult."Grandmaw? Hey! It's happening again. You can stop it, I know you can.I'm falling back
into that dark place, spinning away, spinning down. I can see the darkness and the pinpoint of
light where the old lady's face stares out at me. The pinpoint begins to grow, letting in more light,
shutting out the darkness, erasing Grandmaw's face and bringing into focus a room, square and
small.CHAPTER FOURChanaTHE SIGHTS AND SOUNDS before me were instantly clearer
than the last time I had visited this other world. The colors, the images, were sharper. As I looked
about the room, with its high ceiling and creamy white walls, empty fireplace, and furniture in
shades of blue and brown worn into comfort, I knew immediately who, and where, I was. I knew
this time that I was thirteen years old, living in Poland, and that this was my living room. The
people gathered there with me were my family. I knew, too, that we were still "sitting shiva," in
mourning, for my father. The two plain mirrors facing one another on opposite walls were
covered with white cloths, and I understood, as if I had always known, that this was part of the
ritual of the shiva. The circle of low stools upon which my mother and Bubbe, my grandmother,
and Zayde, my grandfather, sat were also part of this seven-day ritual of mourning my father.The
room was cold, or perhaps it was just I who was cold, sitting on the bare wooden floor next to my
mother's stool. I tucked my legs and feet up under my dress and huddled in closer to Mama. I
wanted her to pat my head, thinking her touch, her love, would warm me, but she was not
thinking about me.I was aware of the peace, the dead quiet in the room, the way one is aware of
it after a loud, long, crashing clamor has ended. There is usually that sense of relief; the body
relaxes and one continues with what one was doing before the noise began. This time, however,



was different. I remained tense. My muscles ached with readiness, my eyes were tired of the
ever alert, almost unblinking vigilance I kept over the house, the family, myself. Yes, there was
peace, but what came before it, and what was sure to come again, made that peace hover over
the room like the blade of a guillotine. I tried to calm my nerves by reading to my six-year-old
sister, Anya, who sat beside me, restlessly playing with Nadzia, the baby of the family."Sit still,
Anya," I reprimanded. "You are missing the most interesting part. Shiva is almost over, you can
be still for just a few more hours.""I know, but I cannot wait to get some fresh air. Can you,
Chana? Can you not wait?"I looked toward the window by the piano. The curtains were closed,
but I had peered out earlier and knew what the weather was like."It is too cold and gray outside.
Even when the rabbi comes, I do not think I will want to go out.""It is not the cold you are afraid
of, it is the Germans." Anya turned to Mama. "Will the Germans come to get us when we go
outside, like Jakub said?""Hush, Anya!" Mama said. "No more talk of the Germans. Your brother
has filled your head with too many horror stories.""But Tata—his story is true. What Chana said
was true. They shot Tata, hanging from the tree.""Hush, Anya," Mama whispered.
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