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PRAISE FOR JOURNEY TO AMERICA


“A very moving though never maudlin story with good characterization and a fast pace, this novel will be a definite asset to any collection.”

—SLJ

“Germany in the early days of the Nazis. Told from the viewpoint of a young Jewish girl and told mostly in dialog… it becomes more than just another journey: it becomes a vivid documentary of insane cruelty and limitless courage that will never be forgotten by anyone who reads it.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Commendably, neither issues nor ideals intrude on the reader abstractly, but emerge naturally from the human condition portrayed in the story.”

—Booklist

“People being people give Journey to America a special glow.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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To my mother and father And to my sisters, Eva and Vera






GOOD-BYE TO PAPA

THAT WINTER HAD BEEN THE coldest and the longest I had ever known. It was a deep, chilling cold, the fog turning to rain, and rain turning to sleet and snow, until the streets of Berlin were white and silent. It was a strange silence, with people hurrying into their homes before late afternoon, as if the darkness itself might bring danger.

I sat in the window seat, my favorite place, for it was warm and cozy there, and I could see everything, both outside and in. Beside me lay my lesson book, with the arithmetic problems still unsolved. I had written only the heading, Lisa Platt, February 7, 1938.

“Are you doing your lessons, Lisa?” Mother came to ask, glancing anxiously down to the street.

“Yes, Mother.”

We looked down together, neither of us speaking, watching the two uniformed men who strolled back and forth as if they were trying to reach a decision.

“If the doorbell rings,” Mother began uneasily, then she said, “Never mind, Lisa. Just do your lessons. Everything will be all right.”

How could I do my lessons, and how could everything be all right when Papa was leaving tonight? And what if the doorbell did ring, and those men asked for Papa?

I could hear my parents talking from the other room. “I’ve packed six new handkerchiefs for you, Arthur,” Mother said. “They’re folded inside your shoes.” Since early morning she had been packing and repacking the two suitcases. Papa would take no more than he could carry, as if he planned to return.

Papa chuckled. “Now, Margo, don’t you think they sell handkerchiefs in America? You mustn’t worry about such little things.”

“I worry about little things,” Mother replied, “to keep from thinking about the others.”

“I know. Where’s Ruth?”

“At her violin lesson—don’t you remember?”

“I don’t like her out so late.”

“It’s just past four, Arthur.”

“I want her home!” Papa said sternly.

“I can’t keep a fourteen-year-old girl in the house like a baby!” Mother cried.

There was silence, and I knew they had drawn close together, regretting the least little argument that they might remember after tonight.

“Are you meeting Benjamin at the station?” Mother asked, her voice gentle again.

“Yes. There’s no reason for him to come here.”

Annie burst in. “I want to see Uncle Benjamin!”

“Not tonight, dear. Papa’s leaving.”

Papa had left us before, two years ago, to get Ruth from boarding school in Marienbad. We had planned to move to Brazil. That was the year the Nazis made the law that Jewish children could not go to public schools anymore. It was, Papa said, a sign of worse things to come.

Mother, Annie, and I had met Papa and Ruth in Italy; then we took a ship to Brazil. The heat in Brazil was unbearable. I was sick nearly all the time, and Mother, too, was miserable. Papa could find no work, for who wanted to buy coats in that tropical climate? So we returned to Berlin, and for a time it seemed that things might get back to normal, and that perhaps we had been foolish and hasty, as my uncles said, for leaving Germany in the first place.

But Papa had been right. Now the only way to escape was in secret, and the only place Papa wanted to go was to America. Who could picture America? I only knew that it was far, far away, and that I wouldn’t see Papa for a long time.

I heard his footsteps and tried to smile.

“Ah, there you are, Lisa.” He sat down on the cushioned seat. “I always know where to find you. While I’m away I’ll think of you sitting here in your special place. But you haven’t even started your lessons! What are you doing?”

“I’ve just been looking out,” I said. He drew me close, and I shut my eyes for a moment, to remember this feeling.

“You must not neglect your schoolwork,” he said seriously. Then he smiled and his dark eyes twinkled. “Numbers are the same, you know, even in America, so don’t think your learning will be lost.”

“I can’t seem to concentrate.”

“Sometimes we have to pretend, Lisa, that we don’t see things.”

“Like those two men? Why do they keep walking back and forth here?” I asked angrily. “Why don’t they go away?”

“They’re going now,” Papa said. “See? There was nothing to worry about at all.”

“Maybe that’s what the Mullers thought,” I said, immediately wishing I had not spoken.

“What do you know about them?” Papa asked, startled. “You hear everything, don’t you?” He sighed, but in an instant his eyes were gay again. “Sometimes I forget that you’re not a little girl anymore. When did that happen?” he teased. “Wasn’t it just a few days ago that I came home from work and Frau Leuffelbein met me at the door and said, ‘Dear me, another girl. Oh, I am sorry!’ ”

I laughed in spite of myself. “That was when Annie was born.”

“Oh yes,” he said. “Now I remember. Poor Frau Leuffelbein—she had promised me a boy that time. She was quite shocked, I recall,” he laughed.

Papa was always teasing about Frau Leuffelbein and about having all girls. “If I had ten children,” he would say, “you can bet they’d all be girls.” But he always carried our pictures with him in his wallet and showed them around to everyone.

Now he spoke seriously, “I’m depending on you to help Mother while I’m away. You’re so good with Annie, and I know you can take responsibility. And please, Lisa, don’t worry Mother by talking about things like—like the Mullers.”

“I won’t, Papa. I’ll be cheerful.”

“Good! You’re rather pretty when you smile, you know.”

Annie came running in. “Am I pretty too?”

“You—you’re a little clown!” Papa scooped her up in his arms and tickled her until she squealed, then he put Annie on his shoulders the way he used to do with me. Just then Ruth came in, with her cheeks red from the outside, and Mother tried to get us all settled down for supper.

“Stop playing, Arthur,” Mother said, concealing a smile. “You’re worse than the children. Go wash your hands, Annie. Ruth, you’re dripping water on the rug. Lisa, ask Clara if dinner’s ready.”

“An organizer, that’s what your mother is,” said Papa. “Look at her, children! A fabulous woman—beautiful…”

“Oh, hush, Arthur. Come to dinner.”

Clara had been cooking furiously all day, and scrubbing and cleaning in between. It was her way, when she was troubled, to keep her hands busy.

For dessert Clara had made Papa’s favorite, plum cake.

“Clara, you’re a genius!” Papa exclaimed. “How did you find plums in winter?”

“You can get anything for a price,” Clara said, then she quickly excused herself, and I saw that there were tears in her eyes.

Clara was like a second mother to us. She had been with us ever since Ruth was little, and when we returned from Brazil she was waiting at the station. “Frau Platt, you are like my own family,” she always said.

Even when the Nazis made the law that Christians could not work for Jews, and the penalty was imprisonment, Clara refused to leave.

“I’m not afraid of them and their laws,” she said, and her voice bristled with defiance.

“But I’m worried about you, Clara,” Mother said. “You should find yourself another place.”

“You think I’m like that Marie, to run off like a scared rooster?” Clara said. Marie had been hired to do the housework, while Clara looked after Annie and did the cooking. Now that Marie was gone, Clara’s work was doubled, but still she remained firm.

“Oh, Clara, what’s to become of you?” Mother sighed. “I think you’d thumb your nose at the devil!”

“Perhaps not at the devil,” Clara laughed, “but at Herr Hitler, you can be sure!”

I tried to forget that Papa was leaving tonight, to pretend that it was an ordinary evening. But all through the meal I felt that I was just listening and watching, that I wasn’t really a part of it.

“Lisa, you’re dreaming,” Mother said. “You haven’t even touched your cake.”

“I’ll have it later. I’ll go help Clara with the dishes.” I purposely pushed aside the thought of my arithmetic homework. I wanted to be with Clara, watching as she washed the dishes in a large pan filled with suds. She worked vigorously, but she talked in a gentle, easy way.

“Ah, Lischen, you’ve come to help me,” she said. “I was wishing for company. Tell me, did you have dancing at school today?”

“No. Tuesdays and Thursdays. I don’t want to talk about school.”

“So. Are you going to cry?” Her look was direct and challenging.

“If it weren’t for Uncle Benjamin,” I said, “Papa wouldn’t be leaving.”

“That’s nonsense,” Clara retorted. “Who told you that?”

“It was Uncle Benjamin’s idea for him and Papa to go to America together.”

“Your father didn’t need anyone to tell him. It’s the only wise thing to do.”

“Then why aren’t the others leaving?” I demanded. My grandparents, uncles, aunts, and cousins—all were staying in Germany. “Rosemarie says that her parents say there’s nothing to get upset about,” I went on heatedly. “They say that nobody should take Hitler seriously, and it’s silly for people to move away, because it will all blow over.”

“It’s far more silly for people to ignore what’s going on right under their noses!” Clara exclaimed. “Your father is just smarter than the others,” she continued, “and he has courage. Don’t you think it takes courage to give up everything, his home, his business, and to start all over again in a strange country? You,” she said sternly, “should be proud of your father.”

“I am!” I cried. Already I felt empty inside, as if Papa had left. “I’ll miss him,” I whispered. “And what if they stop him at the border?”

“Now, now,” Clara soothed. “I know you’re thinking about the Mullers. I know you listen to everything. But think, Lisa. The Mullers were arrested because they were trying to smuggle out money.”

“It was their money! It doesn’t make sense.…”

“They broke the law.”

“What kind of law is that?” I demanded.

Clara sighed deeply, then she wiped her hands on her apron and turned to me.

“How can I explain it? I don’t even understand it myself. What kind of law? you ask me—an evil law, that’s all I can tell you. Laws should be for the good of people, not against them. But these are terrible times.”

I knew that the Nazis hated us, and only because we were Jews. But why? What had we done? One of the laws was that Jews could not take money out of the country. The Gestapo, the secret police, saw to it that Hitler’s laws were enforced.

The Gestapo had searched the Mullers at the border, even taking the baby from Frau Muller’s arms to look through its clothing. Under the little vest they found a bundle of bills, and the Mullers were taken off to jail. What became of the baby, I didn’t know.

“Your father won’t take any chances,” Clara said. “He is a clever man. And soon you’ll be going. Think of it!” Her eyes shone. “Oh, what I wouldn’t give to go to America!”

“Come with us then,” I begged, flinging my arms around her. “Oh, please, Clara.”

“No, Lischen, I can’t. My mother is too old to travel, and I’m the only one she has. Go now. Your father wants to talk to you. And don’t show such a long face!”

I went into my parents’ bedroom. Papa’s suitcases stood by the door; his overcoat and briefcase were laid out on the chair. I watched while Papa combed his hair, then patted his cheeks with shaving lotion and fastened his cuff links. I always liked watching him. When I was little he used to dab my cheeks with the foamy soap from his shaving brush. Then he would laugh. “Oh, pardon me. I forgot you’re too young to shave.”

When Mother and Ruth came in, Papa said, “Time now for talk, then for presents.”

We sat on the bed, Mother and Ruth and I, and Papa pulled over a chair.

“Ruth,” he said, frowning, “I’m going to have to ask you to make a sacrifice.”

Ruth flushed slightly and stared at Papa.

“I’m afraid that you are going to have to interrupt your violin lessons for a while.”

“But Papa!” Ruth began to twist the dark lock of hair on her forehead.

“I know how much it means to you, but you cannot be out alone so late in the afternoons,” he said. “And I don’t want your mother to be worrying about you.”

“All right,” Ruth whispered, and then she glanced at me as if to say, Now, what will you sacrifice?

There was nothing for me to give up. I had stopped taking ballet lessons from Frau Zimmerman more than half a year ago. “She cannot teach you anymore,” Mother had told me, and I didn’t ask why.

Papa leaned forward in his seat. “I want you to listen closely now. Listen well, and remember. I am going to send for you. As soon as possible, we will be together in America.”

“When?” I whispered, almost frightened by the look in Papa’s eyes.

“Soon,” Papa said. “Don’t ask me more. Ruth and Lisa, I am going to ask you for the most important promise you have ever made. You must not tell anybody about our plans, not even your closest friends. Promise me.”

Together we promised, Ruth and I, and my heart was thumping as if, in some strange ritual, I had sworn a sacred oath in blood.

“It will take time,” Papa continued, “for me to get settled in America and to make the arrangements. When it is time for you to leave, you will tell nobody where you are going. It will be as if you were only going on a short vacation, to Switzerland or to France.”

“But how can people think that,” Ruth asked, “when we’ll be moving out?”

“You won’t move out,” Papa said, his hand uplifted for attention. “Everything will be left here.”

“Everything?” I echoed.

“Yes,” said Papa, “except for your clothes and personal things. But listen! The most important thing is that you must obey your mother, immediately and without question. Your lives,” he said, “could depend on it.”

“You are frightening them, Arthur,” Mother said in a low tone.

“Better to frighten them,” said Papa sternly, “than to take chances.” He reached into his pocket, and in that instant his eyes were gay again. Papa loved giving presents, I think, as much as we loved receiving them.

We knew that he had no patience with wrappings and strings. “Close your eyes,” he said, “and hold out your hands.”

When I opened my eyes, there was a ring on my finger so deeply red and glowing that it seemed to warm my whole hand. I couldn’t even think to say thank you—I only gasped, while Ruth exclaimed, “Oh, thank you, Papa. Thank you!”

I saw that on her hand was a ring like mine, except that the stone was bright green.

“I’m glad you like them,” Papa said, chuckling. “You have good taste. These are real,” he added, taking each of our hands into his own. “Your stone is an emerald, Ruth, and yours, Lisa, is a ruby. But we’ll pretend that they are only glass. That is another secret we’ll keep between us.” He turned to Mother. “You could sell these anywhere, if necessary, and get a fair price.”

“You mean we won’t keep them?” Ruth asked, and I could see that she was close to tears, for she pulled at the curl on her forehead.

“You’ll keep them,” Papa replied, “unless your mother needs them. Then, of course, you must give them to her. You are to wear these always,” he said, “from the time you leave Germany until we are together again. That way you won’t lose them.”

Papa looked at his watch. “It’s time to say good night.”

It was the moment I had dreaded all day, and I saw Ruth go calmly to kiss Papa, as if tonight were like any other. I wondered why Ruth didn’t feel as I did that terrible tightness inside. Or did she? Did she, too, hold back a cry? Don’t leave me, Papa. Don’t go!

I kissed Papa’s cheek, and he put his hand on my hair for a moment, holding me close. “Good night, Lisa,” he said, and then he whispered close to my ear, “God keep you.”

For a long time after Ruth’s breathing had grown deep and even, I lay awake listening to the sounds in the house. Finally I heard the front door close. Papa was gone.






PROMISES TO KEEP

THROUGH THE LONG DAYS OF waiting to hear from Papa, Mother was calm. But when we received the telegram, ARRIVED SAFELY, ALL IS WELL, tears rolled down Mother’s cheeks.

Since Papa had left, relatives came to visit every night, hoping for news, giving advice.

“Now that Arthur’s gone, they might suspect something,” my grandmother said. “Maybe you should send the children ahead to England, Margo. At least they would be safe. Many people are doing it.”

“I won’t do anything without consulting Arthur,” Mother always said firmly. “The children and I will stay together.”

“I’ll be glad to keep Annie with me when you leave,” Grandmother Platt offered. “Don’t you think she’s too young for such a trip?”

“No,” Mother said. “I couldn’t leave her.”

Always their conversations turned, finally, to “the question.” Then their voices were hushed and they glanced about as if the very walls had ears. How much longer should they wait? How much longer would it be safe for them to walk the streets of Berlin? Wouldn’t someone, somehow, bring this madness to an end?

I tried not to listen. I wished I could be like Ruth, always in the midst of a good book or off on some project. Instead, I found myself hearing and knowing more than I wanted to. Every day brought new incidents.

“Isaac Cohn’s store windows were smashed today. He’s talking about leaving for China.”

“Helen Kraus told me they came for her husband early this morning. They took him for ‘questioning.’ You know what that means.”

“People won’t come to my store since the Nazis painted that sign on the wall. ‘I can’t buy from Jews,’ one man told me. ‘Nothing personal, you understand.’ ”

Despite everything, Mother said we were to act natural. We told Annie nothing of our plans. She was too young to be trusted, and too much of a chatterbox. We didn’t even tell her that Papa would send for us. She believed that he was coming back.

Late in March Papa wrote that we must prepare to leave Germany as soon as possible. Hitler’s armies had marched into Austria. We sat huddled by our radio listening to that thundering voice. “My German comrades, Austria is ours! It is only the beginning. It will come to pass, my comrades, as I have promised. Germany will rule the world!”

Even in his letter, Papa was careful to reveal nothing, for nobody questioned the actions of the Gestapo anymore. They could and did barge into homes and restaurants, hauling people away without explanation. They could and did inspect the mail to learn the names and intentions of those who were “unfriendly” to their cause.

“I think it would be a good idea,” Papa wrote guardedly, “for you to take the girls to Switzerland for a short vacation. Make all the arrangements, Margo, and write me of your plans.”

“When are we leaving?” I asked Mother again and again, and she always shook her head. “I’m not sure. There is so much to do.”

“May I tell Rosemarie that we’re planning a vacation?”

Mother hesitated, then nodded. “I suppose we might as well tell our friends, but only that we’re going on a vacation. It would be the natural thing to do.”

I had not shown Rosemarie my ring, afraid that I might reveal something. We had never had any secrets before.

I told her at school one day, while we were sitting on the bench waiting for Frau Meyers, the ballet teacher. “I think we’ll be going on a vacation soon, Rosemarie.”

“That will be nice,” she said, smiling. “Where?”

“To Switzerland, I think.”

Just then Hanna Hendel came up, smiling in her mysterious way and shaking her head to make her curls bob. “Have you heard?” she said breathlessly. “Have you heard about Eleanor?”


OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/Raleway-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534464650/xhtml/nav.xhtml

    
Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		1. Good-Bye to Papa


		2. Promises to Keep


		3. The Sacrifice


		4. The Last Barrier


		5. Zurich—City of Refuge


		6. New Faces


		7. Ways through the Woods


		8. Erica


		9. Questions and Quotas


		10. Passport to Freedom


		11. Are You My Papa?


		Afterword


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Afterword


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216








OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/PlayfairDisplay-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/Raleway-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534464650/images/9781534464650.jpg
A pal g

(é} w“?s N | A ="y I N

JOuti ey 60
\/

(\/, ESCAPING THE HOLOCAUS O REEDOM Y

gy





OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534464650/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534464650/images/title.jpg
% JOUrney to **»
DAME&CA

SONIA LEVITIN

Aladdin

NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/Spectral-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534464650/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


