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      This is Poland.

      I sit on the bank of the river, my feet in the cold water, watching the ripples they make against the flow. There is a field behind the river that holds the ruins of an ancient gypsy caravan and a rusting tractor. The paint is almost gone now from the rotting wood, but flecks of it hold on, showing that it was once painted in bright blues, reds and greens. Its wind chime still hangs from the roof, tinkling and singing in the almost still evening air.

      It is getting late in the day now; the last rays of sun dance upon the water and a breeze blows through the trees, making the leaves whisper to each other. I wrap my scarf around my neck – a scarf made of the thinnest, finest silk; stripy, like the colours of the rainbow. It was my grandfather’s scarf, once, here, long ago.

      There is a diary beside me, and it is falling apart. The binding has let go of the pages, so the insides spill messily. There’s a sudden breeze which lifts the edges of the pages and they begin to flap like a baby bird’s wings – testing to see if they can take flight. On top sits a medal, dull and uncared for, but it weighs down the cover, keeping the stories inside.

      The diary’s curling yellowed pages are filled with neat lines of the writing of a young man who is keen not to forget, and careful drawings of people, of cities – Kraków, London, Paris; then of men with guns, of barbed wire, of trenches. Then the diary stops. The young man disappears from the pages never to return, never to explain who he once was or who he would become.

      Yet, there are stories that I sit here and remember, told to me as a child by my grandfather, of horses, caravans, and a man wearing a scarf, whose hair is blown by the wind; of a boy who spent a childhood running through green fields, stealing apples from orchards and swinging from branches of trees with his friends. And I sit and wonder if this boy could truly grow up to be the man in these diaries, the man with this dull medal for bravery, a medal that is the wrong type, coming from the wrong side.

      It’s hard to know where the story truly begins. But then, of course, the only place to start is at the very beginning, when the past intruded into my life on a cold January day, finally taking me back here, to the banks of this very river, in this very field, to meet someone I had always thought I knew.
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          Isla

        

      

    

    
      England, 2015

      Sheep-freckled fields greeted me as I drove through the narrow village lanes towards my grandparents’ house, lifting my spirits from the drabness of London, the endless grey buildings and exhaust fumes. I opened the window, letting the icy bite of January air into the car, breathing it in and welcoming the cool catch of it at the back of my throat. In almost every village, church spires grasped their way towards the heavens, and gravestones leaned into sunken soil; the engraved tributes to their dead, covered with moss and smoothed from years of unpredictable English weather. It was quieter here. No swish, swish of tyres like the city, no honking from irate drivers, only the sweet trill of birds as they flew, landed, then hopped from branch to branch, their eyes keenly scouting the cold ground for food.

      The sun peeked out from behind powder-puff clouds as I turned into their driveway, where their house sat back, alone, old and frail as the two of them. Once a stone farmhouse with tended gardens and fields that travelled in every direction, it was now crumbling with the ivy that grew through the cracks in the brick cement, the garden overgrown and encroaching upon the house, the fields empty and barren, with thick, muddy tracks where hikers clomped through them on their way to the Thames.

      I waited a moment before knocking on the door, feeling guilty as I looked at the faded, peeling cornflower-blue paint on the windowsills and the few tiles on the roof that were promising to fall away with the next strong gust of wind. We needed to help more. Me, Dad and Mum. We had to get the house in better shape for them.

      Suddenly, the door flew open, revealing Gran with her hair in hot-pink rollers.

      ‘Isla!’ She grabbed me and drew me close. ‘Happy birthday!’

      I kissed her papery cheek, smelling her rose-scented face cream. ‘It was last week,’ I said. ‘I got your card and the bottle of wine, though.’

      She ushered me in, closing the door against the chill, which, quite frankly was pointless as the house felt colder and damper than the outside.

      ‘Doesn’t matter. We’re celebrating it today. I made a cake and put my hair in these things so it would be all special for you.’ She patted the rollers, which were threatening to come loose at any moment.

      ‘Thanks, Gran.’ I wrapped my arm around her tiny frame. ‘You’re the best, you know that?’

      ‘Oh, I know! Of course I am.’ She shuffled away from me into the kitchen where a pot bubbled furiously on the stove. ‘Don’t touch that!’ she yelled at me as my hand hovered over the pot lid, ready to let the air escape.

      ‘It’s going to boil over,’ I said.

      ‘No, it won’t.’ She pushed me aside towards the rocking chair she kept close to the oven. ‘Sit down and warm yourself up.’

      I did as I was told, thankful for the heat. ‘Why isn’t the heating on?’

      ‘No need for it in here. I’ve got the fire on in the living room for your grandad. That’s enough. You young people have no tolerance. When I was young, we didn’t have central heating, just put a cardigan on and that was that. Besides’ – she eyed me closely – ‘didn’t you know that there’s global warming? I heard about it on the news,’ she said conspiratorially.

      ‘I had heard, yes.’ I grinned at her.

      ‘So you see then, I’m just doing my part.’ She walked to the kettle, pulling at the rollers, finally freeing her wiry hair.

      ‘How is he?’ I asked, nodding towards the closed living room door.

      ‘Not bad. He knew what day it was and remembered what he had for breakfast, so I think today is a good day.’ She turned and winked at me.

      ‘I’m just going to go and say hello,’ I told her.

      ‘Good, good, ask him if he wants a cup of tea. I’ll bring the cake in, in a minute.’

      The living room was stuffed with antique bookshelves that threatened to spill their contents out onto the thick blue carpet. Grandad was sitting next to one, a book on his blanketed lap, but his eyes were not focused on it. Instead, he stared at the fire as the flames leaped and licked at the burning logs.

      For a moment he didn’t notice I was there, and it gave me a second or two to see how he had aged again in only a month. Once tall and proud with a crop of snow-white hair, he was shrunken, his hair thinning and his skin sunken into his cheeks. Even his hands seemed to have changed again, thinner, bonier, as if he were morphing into someone else, or rather, disappearing altogether.

      ‘Ah! Birthday girl!’ He finally saw me and, grinning, held his arms out for me to give him a hug. ‘You see, I remember,’ he whispered into my ear as we embraced. ‘I say to your gran that I can still remember things, but she thinks maybe not.’

      I pulled away; a small lump had caught in my throat after feeling how frail he was in my arms. ‘Yes, Grandad, you remembered,’ I told him, sitting across from him on the purple sofa.

      ‘I remember all sorts of things, you know. Just this morning I say to your gran, “Look outside, Jack Frost has been!’ His English was still muddled after all these years, his Polish accent still thick on his tongue.

      ‘It’s just frost, Grandad, there’s no Jack Frost!’

      He shook his head. ‘I tell you, one time I look in the garden, many, many years ago, and I see a little man, looking cold and blue and running around making the frost on the ground. I know it was him, Jack Frost.’

      I nodded, indulging him in his make-believe, remembering how he always told me he used to be friends with a magician, a man who could make a rainbow appear in the sky.

      ‘It’s your birthday next,’ I told him, as Gran carefully made her way into the room, her hands holding a tray filled with a pot of tea and slices of cake.

      I stood and took it from her, placing it on the large walnut coffee table that dominated the centre of the room.

      ‘Not for six months,’ Gran said, handing him some cake, then sitting down next to me. ‘His ninety-fifth.’

      ‘We ought to do something special, Grandad. Something big,’ I said.

      He was concentrating on the piece of strawberry cake, shovelling it into his mouth and spilling crumbs all over himself. He looked at me, confusion in his eyes for a moment, then asked, ‘Isla, when is your birthday?’

      ‘It’s today, love.’ Gran spoke for me. ‘It’s today.’

      ‘Ah, happy birthday!’ he said, then returned to his cake.

      I looked at Gran; she had said that today was a good day. Of course I knew that even on a good day his dementia could take him away from us for moments, minutes, even hours at a time, but it still caught me off guard.

      She patted my hand. ‘No point telling him it already happened,’ she said quietly. ‘Keep things current, it’s easier for him.’

      ‘What have the doctors said?’ I asked.

      ‘He’s all right for now.’ She looked at the plate on her own lap and picked up a small piece of cake between her fingers, squishing it. ‘He’s all right for now.’

      Grandad had leaned back in his chair, the cake gone. He was ready for a nap, and his lids drooped heavily over his eyes.

      ‘So, a big birthday for him, you said?’ Gran bustled about, taking the plate from him, pulling the blanket over his lap and dusting away the crumbs. ‘I like that idea.’

      ‘You don’t think it will be too much for him?’

      ‘No,’ she said quietly, as she tucked a piece of stray hair behind his ear. ‘It might be his last one.’

      As soon as she said that, I was in tears. She ushered me out of the living room and back into the kitchen, soothing me as if I were a baby again.

      ‘Shhh, it’s all right,’ she said, rubbing my shoulder. ‘You must have thought it too.’

      I nodded. I had thought it might be his last birthday with us, but I had put it into a dusty corner of my mind.

      ‘Come on. Hush now. Let’s think about what we can do for him for his birthday. That’ll give us both something to concentrate on.’

      I wiped my eyes with the back of my sleeve, feeling foolish that at thirty-six I still needed my gran to make me feel better.

      ‘What about his brother?’ I finally asked when I had composed myself, remembering the birthday and Christmas cards that came from Poland like clockwork, always signed ‘Andrzej’.

      ‘What, you want him to come here?’ she asked, sitting down at the kitchen table. ‘I doubt he will.’

      ‘Why not?’

      ‘Oh gosh, Isla, they’ve barely spoken in decades, you know that. Some falling out over something or other.’

      ‘I know, I know,’ I said. ‘But what if this is their last chance to see each other? Does Andrzej even know how sick he is?’

      Gran shook her head. ‘You can let him know if you want to, but I doubt you’ll hear from him.’

      ‘I can try,’ I said. ‘It might help him, you know, seeing his brother, remembering his past – he might be able to remember more.’

      ‘Like I said, you can try, but don’t expect much. His cards are in a box somewhere. Probably in the attic with all the Christmas stuff. I’m sure there was a return address on it. Go and have a look, and I’ll make us some more tea.’ She pushed herself up to standing, then waited a moment before moving.

      ‘Are you OK?’

      ‘Fine, fine. Just got to get the blood moving before I set off,’ she said, ignoring my concern and made her way to the kettle.

      I was halfway up the attic stairs when she shouted to me, ‘Isla, see if you can find the photo albums too. They’re in there somewhere. Get them out, would you?’

      ‘Yes, Gran.’

      ‘Oh, and if you do see it – but only if you see it, mind you – I had a big winter coat up there, black, woollen. I can’t find it for the life of me.’

      ‘Yep, anything else?’ I shouted back.

      ‘I’ll let you know.’

      I finished my ascent into the dusty attic space, which was jammed with boxes, old clothes, suitcases and furniture. The bare bulb that hung in the middle of the room did little to illuminate the space. In boxes, she said – which box? There were dozens of them, each spilling out their contents; here was a shoe with a heel that their dog had chewed when I was little. I picked it up. Why would she keep this? Then, another box half ripped with old bills spilling out, some of them nibbled at by the attic’s inhabitants. I shuddered. Mice.

      The thought of the rodents made me move quicker, inspecting each box briefly, not daring to shove in my hand in case a furry friend was sleeping at the bottom.

      I soon found the coat she was talking about. The buttons were missing, hence its banishment into the attic. I placed it to one side and stepped over two brown leather suitcases that had fading tickets on them – Egypt, America, France.

      The next box yielded some treasure. First, Christmas cards from family and friends over the years – again, why had she kept them all? Then, in amongst them, a few from my great-uncle, a man who I had never met, and who had never wanted to meet me.

      The most recent card came in an envelope from five years ago. I scrabbled about trying to find one from last year, or the year before, but couldn’t. His address was written on the reverse in neat cursive, an address in a place that I recognised the name of – Zakopane. That was where Grandad had said he’d spent a summer holiday, at a lake house his uncle owned. I shoved the card into my jeans pocket and began to search for the elusive photo albums.

      A box revealed one photo album, its cover a faded green; inside were photos of my grandparents at their wedding, summer holidays at the beach, and a few pictures of my dad in his pram. I smiled at each picture as I flicked through them, wondering if I could maybe scan them into the computer and do a slideshow or something on Grandad’s birthday.

      Just as I decided my search was complete, something at the bottom of the box caught my eye. A red, green, yellow and blue material was neatly folded as if it contained a present within. I picked it up and as I did, it unfolded, revealing itself to be a silk scarf. I ran it through my fingers, noticing as I did a few dark splotches staining it, and a few tiny holes from years of use. I couldn’t remember Gran or Grandad wearing it. Perhaps Dad?

      I wrapped it around my neck and placed my palm on the dusty floorboards to push myself up. When I did, I felt something under my hand; a piece of paper, again neatly folded. Had it fallen from the scarf when it unravelled?

      I opened it to reveal a newspaper article written in German, a faded picture of two men in German army uniforms staring at the camera. It meant little to me, and I was about to fold it up and place it back in the box of forgotten things when a name jumped out at me in the text: Tomasz Jasieński.

      I knew that name.

      It was Grandad’s.

      Suddenly, my mind could not focus properly. Grandad in a picture wearing a German uniform, in a German newspaper. But Grandad was Polish. He had fought for the British when he came here; I had seen his medals and photographs. Why was he in this picture? What did it mean? Was Grandad a Nazi?

      It wasn’t him. It couldn’t be him, I decided. It was just another man with the same name. But why had he kept it?

      ‘Isla!’ Gran’s voice rang out. ‘Are you still up there? Are you OK? Did you find the coat?’

      I nodded as if she could see me, then realising she couldn’t, shouted back, ‘I’ll be there in a minute.’

      I stood, putting the newspaper clipping in my pocket, collected the photo album and coat and headed back downstairs.

      ‘You all right, love?’ Gran asked as I walked into the kitchen. ‘You look a bit pale. Did you see a mouse? They won’t hurt you, you know, tiny little things they are. More scared of you than you are of them.’

      I sat in the rocking chair, the picture in my pocket begging to be let out and looked at again.

      ‘Where’d you get that?’ Gran was looking at my neck.

      ‘This?’ I’d forgotten I even had it. ‘I found it in a box.’

      She stepped towards me and reached out her hand as if she were going to touch the scarf, then suddenly drew her hand back as if it had scolded her.

      ‘What is it?’ I asked. ‘Should I put it back?’

      ‘No, no. It’s fine.’ She opened a cupboard door. ‘Now, what shall I make for dinner?’

      ‘Gran, what is it?’ I pushed. ‘Whose scarf is it?’

      ‘Oh, I don’t know,’ she said, but she wouldn’t look at me. ‘It’s fine. Keep it.’

      ‘Gran,’ I said, pulling the newspaper clipping from my pocket. ‘There’s something else I found.’

      Again, she would not look at me, and concentrated on taking tins of beans and soup out of the cupboard.

      ‘Gosh, this cupboard is a mess. Needs sorting. How am I supposed to know what to cook if I can’t find what I need?’

      ‘Gran, please.’ I stood and showed her the picture. ‘Is this Grandad? What does it mean?’

      Her eyes barely glanced at the picture. ‘Oh, don’t be daft. That’s not your grandfather.’

      ‘But it’s his name.’

      ‘Lots of people have that name.’ She now took a tin of tomato soup and inspected the label. ‘Look here, it says three hundred calories. That can’t be good, can it?’

      ‘Gran!’ I exclaimed, desperate for her attention.

      ‘What, Isla?’ She turned now to look at me, her eyes narrowed behind her thick glasses. ‘What? I’ve told you that’s not him. I don’t know why it was up there. Perhaps your grandad thought it was funny that there was another man with the same name. What do I know? And no, before you ask, you cannot ask him.’

      Her voice had taken on an edge to it that I had never heard before, and for a moment, I didn’t recognise her. Then, as if nothing had happened, she grabbed the tea caddy and asked, ‘Cup of tea then, before you get going?’ her voice sweet and innocent, confusing me, silencing me and making me wish I had never said a thing.
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      The weather turned that evening. The rain splotched against the windows like thick tears, whilst birch trees clattered their empty branches against one another in the wind. My second-floor flat looked out onto a communal garden where tarnished winter leaves gathered in clumps, rotting away into the flower beds. I was sitting with my legs folded under me, a blanket on my lap, watching one of the raindrops tracking its way down the pane, distorting the wintery image outside, when the phone rang, then immediately went to voicemail.

      ‘It isn’t him.’ Gran’s voice filled my flat. There was a pause as her raspy voice caught on the words – she wanted to cry. ‘Please don’t say any more about it…’ She stopped, then a slight cough as if she was readying herself to say more. Instead, she hung up.

      I felt guilty that I had pushed her on the picture I had found, but her reaction to it, and the scarf, was so strange, so uncomfortable, that I knew she was hiding something. But whatever it was, she wasn’t going to tell me.

      I looked again at the picture. Grainy black and white, two German soldiers standing side by side; one smiling, the other not. I knew one of the men, no matter what Gran said – that dimple in his cheek, that deep crease in his forehead. It was Tomasz Jasieński – my grandfather.

      With the help of the internet, I managed to translate most of the article, which told the story of a brave Polish man who had joined the German army in the fight for the Fatherland, and upon doing so, earned himself the golden German Cross for acts of bravery which had involved the killing of partisans in the Ukraine.

      Tomasz Jasieński. Tomasz Jasieński who I knew as my lovable grandfather, who taught me to ride a bike, who told me stories as I sat on his lap, who talked to his plants and saved bumblebees when they were baffled in the summer’s heat. But he was also a man who had killed people. A man who had fought for the German army. A man I did not know at all.

      I stood and poured myself a large gin and tonic, the ice rattling in the glass as I sat back into the sofa. I drank deeply and quickly, the gin disappearing within seconds. I poured myself another, then another, feeling the warmth of the alcohol numb my lips, my face and finally my brain, sending me into a fitful sleep where I dreamed that my grandfather was chasing me, a rainbow-coloured scarf around his neck, a gun in his hands.

      

      The following morning, I walked through the park to try and clear my muggy head. I rarely walked to work and rarely walked in the park either, so that morning I stopped a few times to look around me. It felt as if I had never seen winter before – the sky was unusually clear and planes flew low, streaking the sky with a criss-cross of white lines; the air was crisp and squirrels darted through, over and up branches, rustling the papery leaves so that they crackled above me. The trees had shed their rust and red costumes, and the fallen rotting leaves were scattered over pathways and settled on the muddy banks of the lake.

      I took a few wrong turns, forgetting that I was meant to be on my way to work, and walked over the jewelled grass, smiling as I watched packs of dogs play and chase balls, whilst their owners shouted their names.

      At another turn, I found myself at a part of the lake that seemed cut off from the rest. Bare branches of weeping willows skimmed the water and thick winter pines filled out the banks. I made my way towards a bench that overlooked the scene, but before I sat, I noticed a plaque affixed to the wood. I brushed away the thin coating of iciness that clung onto the brass and read: To my Mary – in memory of memories.

      My hand stroked the tassels of the silky rainbow-striped scarf, and I thought again of Grandad. I couldn’t forget what I had learned about him. He was stuck in the limbo of dementia, so I couldn’t ask him what had happened – it would be too cruel. I didn’t know what to do, how to move forward, how to understand.

      A name suddenly popped into my head. Andrzej. Of course, his brother. He could tell me what my grandparents could not. He would tell me that I was wrong, that it was all a mistake, that I could still love the man I had always loved because he was exactly who I thought he was.

      As soon as I reached my office, I wrote to Andrzej at the address from the envelope and asked my legal secretary to send it, marked urgent. Then, I spent an uncomfortable week with nerves frayed, and strange dreams until he finally replied.

      

      I noticed the letter on the door mat in the morning before I left for work. It was hidden beneath a pile of bills and cheap pizza menus, which I threw onto the kitchen table before buttoning my coat. I grabbed my keys and looked at the letter more closely, noticing the stamp on the corner of the neatly handwritten envelope. I placed it into my pocket and decided to walk once more through the park.

      I found the bench by the lake and pulled the letter from my pocket, pressing on the stamp with my thumb, breathing a little heavier. Did I really want to know what was inside?

      I looked across the water, took a deep breath and ripped open the envelope.

      
        
        If you want to know, you’ll have to come and see me. I am old.

        

        Yours,

        

        Andrzej

        

      

      Smoothing it out with the palm of my hand, I read the words again. Suddenly, I grew irritated – come and see me. Where had he been all these years? Why hadn’t he visited his brother?

      Could it be because the man I thought of as my sweet grandfather was, in fact, a Nazi? Was Andrzej ashamed of him? Or could Andrzej have been a Nazi too?

      I read and re-read the letter. Come and see me. Come and see me. That was all there was. I crammed the letter back in my bag. Come and see me. He must be mad.

      

      Yet, despite my irritation, I searched for flights to Poland when I got to work. The stacks of contracts to be reviewed were banished to the corner of my desk as I searched for Andrzej’s address – a retirement home in Zakopane a place I knew the name of, a place where Grandad had said he’d spent summer holidays. A quick internet search told me that this was a town at the foot of the Tatra Mountains, just over sixty miles from Kraków. The next search was for flights to Kraków, which were cheap – too cheap and too frequent. I could be there and back in a day. I chewed at a ragged thumbnail and tore it decisively away. It was one day. Just one. Then I’d know the truth.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Three

          

        

      

    

    
      The bus from Kraków airport to Zakopane was cramped, and I sat next to a backpacker who held her bag tightly against her chest, as if at any moment someone would try to steal it. She was no more than twenty, I guessed. I smiled at her when I sat down, but she did not return it.

      I stared down the aisle at the large windscreen, watching as we wound our way out of the city. The bus turned sharply, and I bumped into the girl. I could feel the nausea rising – motion sickness – and I stared hard at the window, focusing on the road ahead as it stretched on to the motorway. After an hour or so, it gave way to winding mountain roads. Soon, I saw snow-tipped mountains, the dusting of white reminding me of icing sugar, and my nausea seemed to disappear as my brain took in the beauty of the scenery. Pint-sized wooden houses on stilts dotted the landscape. Down below in the valley, the houses were more densely packed, surrounding a lake that looked made of glass.

      As I stepped off the bus, I stood for a moment taking in the stunning view of the snowy peaks of the Tatra Mountains. Around me, Polish families and tourists with their backpacks bustled about. I waited a few moments for the last remnants of nausea to pass, then headed off, following the directions on my phone.

      After thirty minutes of wandering, I finally made my way down a rutted track to a large grey stone house set against the backdrop of the mountains. The dullness of the house made everything around it seem much brighter. Rose bushes which were waiting to bloom come spring edged the drive, and a small pond sat at the end of the wide lawn, with two old men huddled together on a bench in thick coats and woollen scarfs, watching the fish beneath the murky water.

      I expected that there would be security of some sort, but the door was wide open, leading into a cool marbled entrance hall, an empty reception desk and a curved staircase dominating the echoing space. It wasn’t the kind of retirement home I was expecting; it did not smell of day-old cabbage soup, nor was there the feeling of utter sadness usually associated with the last home people will ever have. Instead, it felt like a stately home. I half expected to see a woman in a ball gown sweep down the staircase, whilst a man in a tuxedo awaited her at the bottom.

      ‘Isla.’ A voice echoed around the hall, breaking my train of thought.

      I turned and saw a thin old man at the front door who leaned so heavily on his walking stick that it made him look shorter than he was. He did not smile at me. ‘Andrzej?’ I asked.

      He nodded. ‘You’re late.’

      ‘The bus took a little longer than expected.’

      He nodded. ‘We will sit outside. Come.’ He straightened up now, showing his full height, towering over me. He walked out of the front door with no hesitation in his step, and I wondered why he had the cane at all.

      I followed him back outside and down towards the fishpond. As the two old men saw Andrzej approaching, they quickly stood and hustled away.

      ‘It’s cold out,’ I said, noticing my breath hanging in the air. ‘Wouldn’t it be better if we talked inside?’

      Andrzej shook his head. ‘I like the cold. It keeps me awake.’

      ‘I’m sorry for bothering you,’ I said, sitting next to him on the bench, feeling the iciness through my jeans. ‘But it’s about Grandad. It’s important.’

      ‘No matter.’ He waved my apology away. ‘You are here now. What is it which you want?’

      His English was good, but his accent and his small grammatical errors reminded me so much of Grandad.

      ‘I don’t know much about his life before he came to England…’

      ‘And you want me to tell you?’ he asked.

      I nodded. ‘Why did you never come and see him?’

      ‘That is the past,’ he said. ‘No need to drag it up. We were young, and he made a mistake. I was angry about it for a long time.’

      ‘And now?’ I asked.

      ‘And now I am old, and it doesn’t really matter so much anymore.’

      I slowly pulled out the newspaper article from my bag and handed it to him. ‘I’m trying to understand what this is about.’

      Andrzej squinted, held the paper away from him, and then drew it close. He looked a little like Grandad – the same large, pointed nose, high cheekbones. But I missed the warmth Grandad had in his face: his rosy cheeks; twinkling, laughing eyes. Andrzej’s eyes were dark and brooding, his face like chalk. Finally, he handed it back. ‘And?’ he asked.

      ‘And, he is in a German uniform. In an article about the German army.’

      ‘So?’

      ‘Well, why was he in the uniform?’ I asked, incredulous that he was being this difficult.

      Andrzej lifted his eyes from staring at the murky fishpond and turned to look at me, his hands resting one on top of the other on his cane. ‘Where did you get that scarf?’ he asked.

      My hand went to my neck, feeling the scarf I had found in the attic. ‘I found it.’ A drop of water fell on my nose as I spoke.

      ‘It will rain,’ he said. ‘Come inside. Quickly.’

      As we walked back, the rain fell heavily. I followed a drenched Andrzej up the stairs to his room: a single bed, a desk and a small TV was his home.

      Andrzej handed me a striped blue-and-white towel to wipe away the rain on my face. ‘Dry yourself, then I shall get you some tea.’

      I nodded.

      ‘I am going to the bathroom to change. I cannot stay in wet clothes at my age. I could die from this, you know?’

      ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, then felt foolish for apologising; it wasn’t my fault it had rained.

      He went out of the room, and I dried my hair with the towel, then stood up to put it on the radiator next to his desk to dry.

      As I did, I saw an open box underneath the desk, filled with a stack of red leather-bound notebooks. It looked like there were about six or seven of them; also some letters and postcards. I reached under the desk and took out one, peeking inside; it was a diary – Andrzej’s. The next, though… the next one said ‘Tomasz’ on the first page.

      Footsteps were coming down the hallway, the tip-tap of the cane alerting me to Andrzej. As I placed the diary back into the box, Andrzej was in the room. He watched as I straightened up and said, ‘Some of his diaries from when he was a child and some letters he sent during the war. Some of mine too.’

      ‘Sorry. I shouldn’t have looked.’

      He walked over to me, bent down and picked up a few of the notebooks, and handed them to me. ‘There isn’t much more, but maybe it’s better that you know,’ he said.

      I took them gently, feeling his warm fingers touch mine. He sat down on the end of his bed, looking suddenly exhausted. ‘There are only stories after this. Some memories, perhaps, not just mine, not just his. Others’.’

      ‘Whose memories?’ I asked.

      Andrzej shook his head, slowly, sadly, as if those that once held some stories had long since departed.

      ‘I’ll read these. Thank you. I’ll get them translated.’

      He nodded. ‘I tell you, there’s not much there, but maybe it will tell you something, give you a different way of looking at him.’

      ‘Will you come to his birthday?’

      He shook his head. ‘I’m too old to travel.’

      I nodded and placed the diaries into my bag.

      ‘Will you at least call him? I think it would help.’

      He sighed and rubbed his palm over his chin. ‘You asked me why we haven’t spoken, why I haven’t been in his life. It was that picture – and what he did after that. As I said – he made a mistake, and it cost lives.’

      ‘What mistake?’ I asked.

      ‘I still loved him, you know. I still looked out for him and made sure he was safe. He was my brother after all.’

      ‘I don’t understand what you mean.’

      ‘It doesn’t matter anymore, we are too old.’ He shook his head, then lowered his eyes.

      I waited a few seconds to see if the silence between us would make him speak again. But he didn’t. Only the pitter-patter of rain on the window filled the room.

      Finally, I spoke. ‘Thank you, Uncle Andrzej.’ I kissed his cheek and made my way to the door. Then, turning, I asked him – I had to. ‘Do you know the whole story? Can you not just tell me?’

      ‘It is not just my story to tell. And you cannot trust me, my memory is bad too now, I dream so much I don’t know which is which anymore. I’m sorry. But I am old, just like him. Those diaries, they may tell you something. But then maybe they won’t.’

      I nodded at him, feeling a little bereft. I didn’t want to leave him there, lost in memories that I had evoked, yet I couldn’t stay any longer. Dejected, I left him sitting on the end of his bed, his cane in his hands, staring at nothing.

      

      Back in London I had the diaries translated by a student I found online, eager to earn some extra money. She was quick and efficient, and within a few weeks she sent me the first translations. It was mid-winter when I came home to find a brown paper package on my doorstep. I picked it up, took it inside and placed it squarely on the kitchen table.

      I let my hands unwrap the paper slowly, cautious of what was inside. Finally, I allowed my eyes to take in the words on the typed pages in front of me. I don’t know when I sat down, I don’t remember standing to turn on the light when the night crept into the kitchen, but I must have. I sat all night reading the start of a story of a child, fragmented and unusual. There were large gaps between months: unwritten, invisible memories that could never be told. But there was enough to understand, to trace his journey across those early years, allowing me a glimpse into who my grandfather used to be, allowing me to imagine it all, as if I were there, watching him play as a child, watching him meet the man he had spoken about when I was a child. The magical man who could conjure rainbows.
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      Poland, Summer 1930

      Tomasz Jasieński sat on the edge of the riverbank kicking his small feet in the cold water, watching the ripples ebb against the flow. He looked east towards the dense Czarownica woods and beyond to the village church tower, which peeked over the treetops like a prying neighbour. Behind him, fields stretched between apple orchards, and in one stood a small colourful wooden caravan with an American McCormick tractor parked nearby.

      Tomasz’s feet were cold. He took them out of the water and, drying them on the long grass, he pulled on his brown socks and shoes and walked towards the field.

      The tractor gleamed red and chrome; Tomasz had never seen anything like it before. It belonged to the farmer, Kowalski, who owned the land that stretched from the edge of the woods to the first bend in the Warta river.

      He was scared of Kowalski, who always smelled of the tangy bimber that he brewed himself, but the tractor was too new, too wonderful, and Tomasz needed to overcome his fear if he were ever to see it up close. He was tired of being called chicken, tired of sitting at home with Bruno the dog, whilst his brother sneaked into Kowalski’s field with his friends to smoke cigarettes rolled with tobacco stolen from their father. He wanted to sit on the tractor like they did, and play on it until it became dark, proving that he was no baby and no chicken. At ten, Tomasz was almost a man – at least that’s what his mama told him – and men, he thought, sat on tractors and ploughed fields.

      Tomasz looked about him once more, checking that Kowalski was not in sight, and leaned on the fence ready to begin his climb over into the field. He needed to be quick if he was going to do this; today the fair was in town and Tomasz desperately wanted to go, but he wanted to see the tractor too so that he could tell his friends. It was then that he thought about the caravan – had it been there when he had come to the field before? He couldn’t remember seeing it. No, it was new too. Maybe Kowalski was inside, protecting his tractor with his shotgun. Tomasz leaped away from the fence as though it had scalded him. He watched the small square windows of the caravan for any sign of its owner as the chimes hanging from its roof played a haphazard song.

      He chewed on his bottom lip as he made his decision. He looked towards the woods that led to home, then back to the tractor; shiny red like the apples Kowalski grew, and just as irresistible. He would be quick. He started to climb over the fence, feeling a rough splinter of wood press into his palm. He could hear his heartbeat in his ears as he climbed.

      Suddenly, a large black-and-white horse appeared from behind the caravan and lazily walked towards him. Tomasz swung his leg over the side of the fence, jumping down to land in a crouched position. The horse raised its head at the intruder and whinnied. Tomasz looked behind him to the river then to the tractor – it wouldn’t take him long, a few minutes at most. He ran towards it.

      The gleaming American metal begged to be touched. Tomasz stroked the paintwork as he made his way around it. He pulled himself up and sat in the seat, turning the wheel left and right, imagining himself driving through town with everyone’s eyes on him. In this tractor, he could plough the whole of Poland. He would take Bruno with him, and together they would travel from town to town, ploughing fields till sunset. Then at night they would camp together, eating shiny sweet apples until their bellies hurt.

      Glancing at the caravan, he saw the horse had moved, and next to it, stroking and patting its neck, stood a naked man.

      Tomasz leaped down from the seat of the tractor, scraping his knee as he stumbled onto the ground. On all fours, he crawled to the rear, poking his head around to see the man patting the horse.

      The man was not Kowalski. It was someone else. Who was it? And why was he naked?

      ‘Hello, my lovely,’ the naked man said, interrupting Tomasz’s thoughts.

      The horse whinnied in reply and walked away from him. The man laughed and stretched.

      Tomasz, realising that he had been holding his breath, exhaled heavily, as the man walked away from him into the centre of the field. He saw that the man wasn’t entirely naked – a rainbow-coloured scarf was draped around his neck, its long tails fluttering behind him as he walked. Why would he wear a scarf and be naked at the same time?

      He watched as the man turned to face the woods, his back to the tractor, and Tomasz looked towards the fence. It wouldn’t take him long to get there. If he was quick, the man might not turn around in time to see him. Taking a deep breath, he slowly stood up, preparing himself to run.

      It was quiet; only the rhythmic swish-swish of the horse’s tail could be heard. He took a step, and the crunching of the long grass made him wince. It was too loud; surely the man would hear him?

      He took another step, and as he was about to run, a deep noise pierced the air. Scared, Tomasz plunged behind the tractor. The sound became deeper and louder, a strange chant in a language Tomasz did not understand. Tomasz watched as the man stretched out his arms, just like the Christ on the cross that hung above the altar in church, and tilted his head to the sky. The chant became louder and faster, and the man spun in circles, his long black hair fanned by the air as he turned, his lithe body moving elegantly as a dancer as his muscles pushed against his taut skin.

      Tomasz wiped his face where a small drop of water had landed and looked to the sky, to see that the clouds had merged into a bulk of grey and rain was falling. The man stopped his mantra, and slowed his spinning. With his head still tilted towards the sky, he laughed as the water soaked him. Tomasz crouched closer into the tractor to try and shield himself from the downpour. He didn’t like this man, he thought. He didn’t like that he could make it rain and he didn’t like that he was naked. He had never seen anyone naked before, apart from himself, and this man dancing as if he were fully clothed gave him a funny feeling in his stomach.

      He looked at the orchards and wondered whether if he ran into them, he would be able to find a way out without bumping into Kowalski and his gun. He had never been in the orchards before and wasn’t sure if he could find his way out of the maze of trees.

      He wiped at the blood on his scraped knee and remembered the story Andrzej once told him of the gypsy Filip, and his travelling circus who turned young boys into animals. Tomasz felt the small hairs on the back of his neck stand on end, and he started to sweat. Was this man like Filip? Would he turn him into an animal?

      He knew he would have to run to get away, and he was nowhere near as fast as his brother. But he could make it if he tried, he thought, if he really, really tried.

      Back on all fours, he crawled over to the rear of the tractor and poked his head around once more. The man had stopped chanting, and the rain was lessening. Tomasz could hear the gentle swish-swish of the horse’s tail again.

      He watched as the man walked back towards his caravan. Tomasz sat on his haunches and took a deep breath. Then, without warning, he sneezed.

      The man turned and saw his secret watcher. He smiled and strode towards him, his long legs advancing quickly through the long grass. Tomasz leaped up but his right arm did not follow, and he was jerked back towards the wheel of the tractor – his brown jumper was snagged on a small piece of metal jutting from underneath the chassis. He pulled at it until he felt tears prick his eyes. Tomasz clumsily began to remove his jumper, wriggling backwards out of it until his head and one arm were free. He looked up; the man was there.

      ‘Hello, boy,’ the man said, smiling, his colourful scarf so bright that Tomasz thought it could not possibly be real. Despite the fear, he felt a desire to reach out and touch the scarf. Suddenly, the man’s arm shot out towards him, and Tomasz screamed in panic, making the man stand back.

      Tomasz quickly pulled his other arm out of his jumper, leaving it dangling from the tractor, and sprinted through the long grass. His lungs burned and his breath came in quick, raspy gulps. He reached the fence; the river; safety. He looked back. The man stood watching him, holding his jumper up in the air.

      ‘Boy!’ he shouted. ‘Boy, you forgot your jumper! Won’t your mama be mad? Here, boy, come and get your jumper!’

      Tomasz ran into the wood, his feet crunching the leaves and snapping twigs underfoot, the sound of the man’s laughter ringing in the air. He ran all the way without stopping, without looking back, his legs almost falling over themselves in their haste to get home.
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      Only when he could see the farm in front of him and his mother hanging out washing on the line in their garden did Tomasz stop running.

      ‘Tomasz!’ his mother shouted. ‘Tomasz, come now, hurry, get ready.’

      Tomasz walked towards her, trying to calm his breathing, checking over his shoulder every few steps just in case the naked man had followed him.

      ‘What have you been up to?’ his mother asked him as he walked past her. ‘Get inside and get cleaned up.’

      He went straight to his bedroom that he shared with his brother, sat on the edge of his bed, and pulled off his shoes and socks. Then he undressed until he was just in his vest and underwear. He sat for a moment and thought of the man – he hadn’t followed him, so he was safe, wasn’t he? The man couldn’t find him here.

      Then he thought of what his friends would say; they would be impressed, he realised. He could tell them how the gypsy tried to turn him into a frog, but Tomasz had fought him, and in the fray had left his jumper behind. He stood and smiled. Yes, he could be the brave Tomasz, the Tomasz that everyone would talk about; the boy who fought a magical gypsy and won!

      He clumsily washed his hands and face in the small bowl of warm water his mother had left him on his dresser. Then he changed into a new crisply ironed shirt and brown trousers.

      He walked into the kitchen-come-living room of the farmhouse where his father was sitting in his favourite rocking chair in front of the cold fireplace. Tomasz watched as his father polished his shoes, a cigarette hanging out of the corner of his mouth as he worked.

      ‘Bring your jumper with you.’ Tomasz’s mother was fixing her hair in front of the mirror that hung near the front door. ‘Your brown one,’ she said. ‘It gets cold in the evening. Go and get it.’

      Tomasz watched his mother, feeling a funny flutter in his stomach that made him cold all over, then want to vomit – he didn’t have the jumper, the naked man did.

      ‘Go on,’ she said. She stopped fussing with her hair to look at him.

      ‘I lost it,’ he said.

      ‘Where?’

      ‘I was in Kowalski’s field.’

      ‘Go back to get it then.’

      ‘Now?’ he asked, looking quickly out of the window as the sun was finishing its descent, the sky already turning its night-time blue.

      ‘Tomorrow,’ she said. ‘You can get it tomorrow. But you will get it, Tomasz. You cannot throw money away. Your father does not work this land for you to leave jumpers in fields.’

      He watched as she slicked lipstick onto her thin lips, and he chewed at the bottom of his own, wondering how he would go back, how he would ask the strange, naked man for his jumper.

      ‘You look nice in your new clothes.’ His mother turned and walked towards him and fussed with his hair now, trying to straighten a tuft that stubbornly stuck upwards. ‘Doesn’t he look nice?’ she asked his father.

      His tata looked up. ‘Fine,’ he said. ‘Not sure why we all need to dress up so much.’

      ‘Oh, Piotr! Such a grumbler. We can’t turn up to the fair with the whole village there, looking like poor farmers!’

      ‘We are,’ his father said. He beckoned Tomasz to come over to him.

      ‘Well, at least we don’t have to look it,’ she said.

      His father ignored her and handed Tomasz a shoe. ‘Help me finish these,’ he whispered to him. ‘She’ll not let me go until they’re shining like the sun!’

      Tomasz shared a secret laugh with his tata, and sat on the floor, polishing the old, crumpled leather until it started to shine.

      ‘Where’s Andrzej?’ Tomasz asked his parents, as they left the farmhouse behind and walked to the nearby village of Mściszewo.

      ‘He’ll meet us there,’ his mother answered. ‘He’s been at Szymon’s all day.’

      Tomasz heard his father grumble.

      ‘Let him be young,’ his mother scolded his father. ‘There’s plenty of time for him to work.’

      Tomasz looked at his father who shook his head.

      It did not take the three of them long to reach the fair. It normally only visited the city of Poznań, almost thirty kilometres away from the village, but it had found them that summer and everyone, it seemed to Tomasz, had flocked there that Saturday night. Burning lanterns lit the way into the fairground, which covered two fields. Stalls sold large pots of steaming stews filled with cabbage, sauerkraut and thick hunks of pork; kiełbasa sausage hung from ropes over frying onions and garlic, and there were pots of pierogi dumplings, some stuffed with meat and potatoes, others with fruit and covered in cream.

      Other stalls decorated with paper bunting sold fudge and chocolates filled with marzipan. A karuzele with bright lights and white horses boasting gold-and-red saddles revolved to folk music; for older riders, the new German Waltzer sped around, twisting and turning the people so quickly that Tomasz could not make out their faces. Tomasz walked with his parents, and twice his mother had to drag him forward as he stopped and stared at the large red-and-white striped tent that stood in the middle of the field, then again at a clown with a monkey sitting on his shoulder.

      A fire-eater appeared in front of them, blowing flames into the night sky, and a man wearing a black top hat and stripy blue trousers walked around the crowds on stilts that sent him almost to the moon. From his height, he dropped down sugared bonbons, small wooden dolls and miniature bears for the little children who followed in his wake.

      The smell of sweet spun sugar filled Tomasz’s nostrils as the family walked amongst the chattering crowds. A roasting pig turned on a spit, the hot fat and juices hissing and popping; a man with an accordion played a happy tune while a young girl with wild black hair sat and read palms.

      Tomasz’s parents saw some friends at a stall selling cider, and his father handed two five-grosz coins to Tomasz and to his brother, Andrzej, who had appeared at just the right time.

      ‘That’s all you get,’ his father warned them. ‘Spend it wisely.’

      ‘Don’t be too long,’ their mother added. ‘You spend it, then come straight back here.’

      The boys promised to be quick and to stay together. As they walked from stall to stall, Tomasz could not decide whether to tell Andrzej about the naked gypsy in Kowalski’s field. Would he think he was chicken because he ran away?

      ‘You going to buy anything?’ Andrzej asked him.

      Tomasz shrugged. ‘In a bit. Maybe I’ll get some sweets or go to the show with the bearded ladies.’

      ‘You’re acting strange. I thought you wanted to come here?’

      ‘I do. Andrzej, I have something to tell you—’ Tomasz began.

      ‘Ah, look! There’s Szymon. Listen, don’t go too far, spend your money, then go back to Mama and Tata, all right?’ Andrzej said, already walking away from him.

      ‘Why? Where are you going?’ Tomasz asked him.

      ‘To see my friends. We’re going on the rides.’

      ‘I’ll come with you.’

      ‘You’re too little. Go get some sweets, then go back to Mama.’

      Tomasz stood in the crowded fairground and watched his brother run out of sight to his friends, feeling much smaller and younger than he actually was.

      Soon, he was almost back near his parents, and the money was still in his pocket. Looking around, he tried to decide what to spend his money on before it was too late. It was then that he saw him – the rainbow-coloured scarf bright even under the cheap lanterns – the gypsy man from Kowalski’s field, playing cards on a low table with a girl wearing a blue dress.

      Tomasz turned quickly before the gypsy saw him and tried to weave and dodge between the people that stood in his way, heading back towards his parents.

      ‘You win!’ Tomasz heard him cry. Then, Tomasz heard the girl. She laughed loudly and in such a sing-song way that immediately Tomasz wanted to laugh too. He stopped and turned around. She stretched out her hand and took her prize; a blue ribbon that matched the blue of her dress. Why wasn’t she scared?

      Tomasz watched the girl as she ran the ribbon through her fingers, testing the feel of the material.

      ‘My favourite colour!’ she cried. ‘How did you know?’

      ‘I am magic.’ The gypsy shrugged.

      ‘Tomasz, come!’ Suddenly, his mother’s voice broke through the chatter of the fair.

      Tomasz turned and saw his mother beckoning him.

      ‘One minute,’ he shouted back, disappearing quickly into the crowd so she could not get hold of him.

      Tomasz felt the cold metal of the coins in his pocket. He could do this. He could be brave. The man couldn’t hurt him here, could he? He walked towards the gypsy and the girl in the blue dress.

      ‘You want to play?’ The gypsy noticed him immediately.

      Tomasz nodded, swallowing hard, remembering how this man had danced naked in the field only a few hours before.

      The man smiled at him and Tomasz tried to smile back, all the while telling his heart to slow down its beat; it was all right, he was safe, it was all right.

      ‘It’s easy.’ The girl looked at him, and he saw that her eyes were bluer than her dress.

      He nodded at her.

      ‘Really, it is,’ she said. ‘Here, give me the money.’

      Tomasz clumsily handed the coins over to her.

      ‘You just have to find the queen.’ She nodded to the cards spread out, face down in front of him on a small table.

      The gypsy flicked a card over, showing the Queen of Hearts. ‘Follow her,’ he told Tomasz, placing the card face down once more.

      Tomasz watched as the gypsy moved the cards about on the table and tried to follow where he thought the queen was. Finally, the cards were still.

      ‘Which one do you think it is?’ the girl asked him.

      Tomasz bit his bottom lip – he didn’t know.

      ‘Come on,’ the girl said. ‘Take a guess. It’s just a game.’

      ‘That one.’ Tomasz pointed to the middle card.

      ‘Are you sure?’ the gypsy asked.

      Tomasz looked at the girl to see if she agreed with his choice.

      ‘I think it’s this one.’ The girl pointed at a card nearer to her.

      ‘So, which will it be?’ the gypsy asked. ‘Will you choose, or will you let this lovely girl decide for you?’

      Tomasz looked at the man – the strange man living in a caravan on Kowalski’s land. ‘I’ll let her decide.’

      The gypsy nodded and flipped the card over to reveal the Queen of Hearts. The girl squealed with delight.

      Tomasz smiled at her, and she grinned back.

      ‘I’m Zofia,’ she said.

      ‘Tomasz.’

      ‘And now your prize,’ the man said. ‘But to whom does it belong?’ The gypsy held in his hand a small heart-shaped piece of wood that had been polished and shined so it looked almost like a gem.

      Zofia reached out to touch it. ‘It feels so smooth,’ she said.

      ‘A heart for the Queen of Hearts,’ he said, winking at Tomasz.

      ‘Take it,’ Tomasz said.

      ‘But it’s your prize,’ she answered. ‘It was your money.’

      ‘That’s all right. You chose for me. You take it.’

      Zofia clasped her hand around the carving and smiled.

      ‘Tomasz!’ he heard his mother shout once more.

      ‘I have to go,’ Tomasz said.

      ‘I’ll see you again,’ Zofia replied as he walked away.

      As he made his way back to his mother, he heard the gypsy’s voice. ‘Come and see me again. Tomorrow in the field. I shall give you your jumper back!’

      Tomasz looked back at the gypsy who smiled at him, the colours of his scarf glowing against the black backdrop of the sky.

    



OEBPS/images/image001.jpg
bookguture





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rainbow-final-corrected-subtitle.jpg
CARLY SCHABOWSKI

When the Nazis came

to my village,

everything changed...

Absolutely heartbreaking World War 2 historical fiction

: —_ based on a true story






