














Advance Praise for Do Not Disclose


“Do Not Disclose is hard to put down, a haunting, poetic journey, the search for lost childhood, like a letter from someone we did not want to see anymore, nor want to open for the fear of finding inside it—a truth.”


—John Bernstein, prize-winning screenwriter, playwright, and Professor of Holocaust in Film and Israeli Cinema at the Elie Wiesel Center for Jewish Studies


“Krygier is an exquisite writer and Do Not Disclose is her masterpiece. In lyrical prose, she recounts the bittersweet journey of excavating the truth in her own family and that of a complete stranger. When astonishing twists and turns lead her on a path she never expected to travel, she stays the course with courage and commitment and ultimately finds her way home.”


— Linda Schreyer, award-winning screenwriter and author of Tears and Tequila


“A remarkable personal journey and deeply moving tale of family secrets. A must-read.”


— Eva Nagorski, award-winning screenwriter, director, and author of The Down and Dirty Dish on Revenge


“The postcard protagonist in Leora Krygier’s exquisite memoir proves that time is no impediment to love.”


—Carolyn Howard Johnson, multi award winning author and poet.




Praise for Keep Her:


“Krygier’s vivid, immersive prose … a recommended read for creative romantics everywhere.”
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—Voya Magazine


“Krygier writes like she knows the characters personally. I have never read a story as filled with passion and regret as this book.”


—TeenReads


“This vibrantly dazzling literary cocktail on the restorative powers of love will leave reader’s hearts renewed.”
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“Discussing topics such as environmental protection and adoption, Keep Her is a refreshingly honest read.”
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For Noam, Liv, and Ella





One



My head started to throb when I saw the words, underlined, on the small, torn-off note: Do Not Share This.


It should have been just a quick drop-off of some insurance forms at my parents’ house, and I was just about to leave when I noticed it—a small note poking out of a slim file on their foyer floor. It was halfway out of a file, barely noticeable among the papers and boxes that were strewn all over their normally pristine living room and entranceway, the unusual chaos part of my mother’s monthlong clean-up-and-throw-away campaign. I bent down a little to get a closer look. The handwriting on the note itself was unfamiliar, but the name on the file, in my father’s unmistakable handwriting—Rhea—wasn’t, and together the note and the name pushed the replay button in my head, a rerun of that night ten years ago, the night of the phone call, the night when all hell broke loose.


“You can’t even stay for a cup of coffee?” my mother asked. She looked pretty today in the blouse I’d given her a year ago for her birthday but that she’d never worn till now.


I snapped back up. “I can’t. I have to go. Sorry. I really have to go. I’m already late for court,” I said, and took a couple of steps toward the door.


“You’re wearing jeans to court?”


I stopped. “Don’t worry. No one can see what I’m wearing underneath the black robe.” Wearing jeans under my robe had now become part of my mini-rebellion against the stiff suits and bow ties I’d been expected to wear in my earlier years as a new lawyer.


“Ah,” she said with a shrug. “Well, then,” she began, and I started toward the door again. “You should be happy,” my mother suddenly chirped.


I stopped again. “Happy?”


“Yes, happy I’m sparing you.”


“Sparing me?”


“Yes. Sparing you having to throw away our junk after we’re gone,” she announced, as though she’d bought me an expensive gift. “Your father …,” she said, and then shook her head. “He won’t throw anything away.”


I looked down at the note again. And then it happened. Maybe it was like a spasm, a reflex I couldn’t control or didn’t realize I was doing. More likely it was conscious, a taking born somewhere in memory.


It’s mine, I heard some distant part of myself say. It belongs to me too.


When she turned around, I saw my one chance. I leaned down to pick up the note, shoved it back into the file, grabbed the file, and walked out the door.


“Bye.”


“Call me when you get to court?” my mother called out after me.


“Sure, sure,” I called back to her, walking quickly on the footpath from the house toward my car.


Even before I got to the sidewalk, I was already feeling bad about snatching it and running out the door with it like a delinquent child. I was an adult. What was I doing? “He won’t throw anything away,” I heard my mother repeat to herself. And then I imagined what he would probably say back to her, as he’d done, so many times before.


Es ken zein tzu nitz.


It could be of use some day, he’d say. It’s a sin to throw away, to waste, something that could be of use one day. You never know. You never know what scarcity lies ahead.


But by the time I got to my car, I didn’t feel so bad. I tossed the file onto the passenger seat and stared at it. He could have thrown it away, that file and whatever was inside. Why would he keep something like that? Why was there even a file with her name on it? He could have shredded it or burned it. Why wouldn’t he get rid of the evidence? I drove for a bit, then parked on a side street, and in the car, I opened it. I could see there were some more notes, a postcard, and a few letters and photocopies.


I could only get myself to read that one note.




Do not share this with no one.


Keep this hidden.


Do you like my little hands? Don’t they look like yours?





And like a bad déjà vu, that night, ten years ago, the sound of water, its echo in my head, the phone, heavy in my hand, was replayed, but now also underlined forever in that damn note.





Two



Later that afternoon, after work and at home in my bedroom, I reached into my bag and took out the file again, but thin, it slid out of my hands and landed with a kind of a weird smack onto the wood floor. I thought it would have spilled its contents on the floor, but it remained intact, as if it knew I wasn’t sure I wanted to see whatever else was in it. It was just one of those standard manila folders you find in every Office Depot or Staples, cream-colored, with a wide tab. Old and yellowing now, the tab too was worn. I almost reached out to pick it up, but I didn’t. And there it stayed, unopened on my floor, entreating and repelling me, and for a minute it almost looked like a secret trapdoor hidden under the rug of a creaky old house, like the kind I’d read about in those teen detective novels when I was twelve.


“Hi, Mama.”


Talia appeared at my bedroom door, her iPod’s paper-white wires drizzling down from her ears, and she sat down cross-legged on the rug. She was about to turn sixteen in a couple of short months. Even while sitting on the floor, her body arched upward into a dancer’s carriage. I thought she looked more like David than me, but on the phone we sounded exactly alike, and I loved that callers very often couldn’t tell us apart.


It was the end of a hot afternoon, June 2003. I’d come home from work more than an hour ago, and should have started dinner. But the courthouse, where I’d been a Juvenile Court judge for fifteen years, had stayed with me in the car on the way home. Even now in my bedroom, I could feel the weight of its windowless stretch of paneled rooms and the buzz-drone of attorneys, defendants, and jury pools in its long and speckled terrazzo hallways. And then there was that file. Dinner could wait.


“Talia, why didn’t you tell me you were coming home late today?” I asked. Outside the window, twilight was creeping in slowly.


“But I did, Mom, this morning. I told you. Don’t you remember? I called you when you were at work, and told you.” Talia pulled out her earbuds and stood up. “And Dad said he would be late too, and Oren called to say he wouldn’t be coming for dinner. And he also told me to tell you that he wasn’t going to move back home until after graduation.”


“You told me you were coming home late?”


“We had an extra two hours of practice.”


“That’s right.” I remembered now.


“What’s with you today?” She laughed. “Do you need a hearing test?”


“Nothing is with me.” But she was right, even though it had nothing to do with hearing. Most of the time, I could even hear the soft whir of the generators underneath the courthouse and the tiny hum of the overhead fluorescent lights. But, like a bad cell phone connection, I’d only grasped parts of what she’d told me midmorning. It was that file, acting like a radio jammer in my head.


“What’s that?” Talia asked, as though she’d read my mind, and pointed to the folder, still on the floor.


I pushed it away with my bare foot. “Nothing important,” I said, but she looked at me unconvinced. “Just some old insurance papers,” I added.


“Oh. Okay.” Talia turned on the television in my bedroom.


An entertainment reporter was talking, but her words seemed swallowed up. Talia must have left a TV on in the den, and I could hear both sets in a strange time delay. The den was on the other side of the house, but the TV there somehow seemed to sound louder. “Can you turn off the TV in the den?” I asked her. She got up and was back in a minute. “That’s better,” I sighed.


“Next Sunday we have a competition in Long Beach. At two o’clock,” Talia reminded me.


“Right, and what time—” I stopped. I suddenly saw the slim crack in the wall over my bed, a parting gift of the last minor earthquake, or was it a warning of some other earthquake to come? It needed fixing, along with a dozen other things in the house.


A couple of years back, we’d moved to this house in Encino, named for los encinos, the hundred-year-old California oak trees that dotted the hills. It was a so-called bedroom community in the center of the San Fernando Valley of Los Angeles and mostly in the foothills of the Santa Monica mountain range. The house was perched on a small knoll, sitting above the street that gushed with rivers of water when the winter rains came. It was what I liked best about the neighborhood—the uphills and downhills melting into one another.


Inside, everything was neat, too neat for some. Friends loved to give me a hard time, rib me about where I stashed the piles of mail, bills, and paperwork. But that’s the way I liked it, almost needed it to be—a tamed interior horizon, no clutter, no china cabinets full of knickknacks like my parents.


I got up to turn on the AC. The entire week had been hot. Even the apricot tree outside my bedroom seemed to feel the lethargy of the summer solstice, the longest day of the year, only days away. Heavy with fruit, one of its branches had collapsed from the heat, and all over the yard, the apricots were soft and yielding into the color of ripe orange.


“Two o’clock, Mom,” she repeated.


“Yes, yes. Got it.”


Later, I drove Talia to her friend’s house. Stopped at a red light, I looked at my daughter. Her long, brown hair ran down her back like dark syrup. She fidgeted in the car, pressing each one of the radio buttons in quick succession.


“I might be a little late,” she said. “I have a lot to cover for my American history test tomorrow. “


I turned to look at her. She was already talking about applying to colleges out of state, and I could almost hear it already—the sound of a boarding announcement, and a jet taking off from LAX, taking her away.


“When do you want me to pick you up?”


“That’s all right, I’m getting a ride back with Sammie’s dad,” she said, flipping through the American history textbook on her lap.


“Are you sure? I don’t mind.” More and more now, she wanted to sleep over at friends’ houses, coming home wearing clothes I didn’t recognize, T-shirts and jeans I hadn’t bought for her.


“It’s really okay,” she said, smiling.


“What about dinner? I can make something for you when you get home,” I offered.


“Sammie’s mom is making dinner.” Talia smiled.


“Okay, I get it.”


Talia smiled again. “I’m bad with dates, Mom, not like you. You’re good at remembering stuff, Mom, aren’t you?”


“Good at remembering? I guess, maybe.” Some things I remembered in perfect detail. But then others came to me in little fragments, spurts of memories triggered by a word or a sound, and they floated around in my head like motes, and then, just as quickly, disappeared.


“What date are you talking about?”


“November 22, 1963. You know, the date, in Dallas, when Kennedy was shot,” she said.


“November 1963,” I repeated. That was barely four months after my brother, Ron, was born, I remembered. I paused. “And she. She was so upset.”


“Who? Who was upset?”


“Aunt Ree. It was like she’d lost another love of her life.”


“Another love? Aunt Ree?” Talia looked up from her history book. “Didn’t you used to say Aunt Ree was your favorite aunt, right?”


“She was, and that’s what I used to call her when I was a little girl, Ree, short for Rhea. I’m not even sure where it came from or who told me to call her that. But that’s what I called her.


“Mom?”


“But I don’t call her Aunt Ree anymore, just Rhea.”


“Mom?”


I thought about the file still sitting on my bedroom floor, and I made a quick mental note to put it away somewhere. Somewhere where I wouldn’t have to see it.


“Mom? Mom, stop the car. We’re here,” Talia yelled out.
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I was eleven. They’d dismissed school early on that Friday, but I didn’t know why. I saw our Impala parked on the street, and I was surprised that it was my mother and not Aunt Ree who’d come to pick me up. The car was sky blue, but it looked pale and gray in the early afternoon light. When I climbed into the back seat, I heard the radio, loud, but there was another sound. My mother was crying. I looked out the window. It wasn’t that cold for Philadelphia in November, but the street too looked wintry, the trees bare, and people seemed to be walking in slow motion past our car.


My mother drove me home. Aunt Ree came over later. And even though it was a Friday night, and we never watched TV on Shabbat, someone turned on the TV, and we all sat and watched the news. I’d never seen Aunt Ree cry before, and I watched her. Her tight bun was loose around the edges of her face, and her blue eyes red as she pulled out a handkerchief from under her wristwatch. But why did her eyes go back and forth from the screen to my father?


For hours that night, it was a blur of black and white, and again, the next day. And then the day after that too, the open car, the echo of shots, a woman’s black veil, then horses pulling the caisson, and the coffin draped in an American flag. And as the caisson stopped on the street, Aunt Ree slipped out of the room.





Three



The next morning, I didn’t sleep well and was up at dawn as the summer morning unwrapped slowly, shedding like thin layers of filmy gauze. I opened all the shutters to let in the light and turned off the entry light. When I opened the front door, I could already hear the sounds of a lawn mower, then a gardener’s leaf blower, and hammers nailing shingles onto the roof of a house down the street. I closed the door. David was already dressed and making coffee in the kitchen, and he offered me a cup.


“Remember we’re meeting the Freemans for dinner Saturday night,” he reminded me.


I took the coffee and walked toward the back of the house to open the sliding doors. “Yes, yes, sure. I remember. But …” I paused. “Do we really have to go? Oren’s graduation is coming up, our anniversary too. And I’ve got so many edits to do on the novel, and I’ve been so busy at work, and …” I stopped. “Can we just say no?”


I slid open the door. Even though there were no pine trees in our backyard, our neighbors’ pines sat above us, and soft blankets of dry needles had fallen all over the patio. I took in the faint, waterless smell.


“Just say no? No falls right out of your mouth way too easily,” David called out, and gave me a familiar, mostly annoyed, but partly amused look. He was so much better at social stuff than I. He had an easy way with people, an ability to make conversation and instant friendships wherever he went, even in short taxi and elevator rides. It took me longer to connect. But saying no wasn’t just about connections with other people. It was a new skill I was trying to learn after years of thinking of myself as the accepting and overly compliant daughter. No had started to give me the power to decide what I wanted rather than what people wanted for and from me.


I came back to the kitchen. Today, David wore a freshly pressed shirt and an Italian tie that had belonged to his dad, Ben. Like Ben, who’d passed away only three years before, David wore his clothes well. But taller than his father, he’d only been able to inherit his dad’s ties and silk pocket handkerchiefs, not the handmade shirts Ben had ordered for himself on his frequent trips to Milan or Ben’s hand-tailored suits.


“And you? Maybe you say the word yes too often?”


He drank up the last bits of coffee in his cup and put the cup in the sink.


“Didn’t we talk about this already? You said you would go. Let’s leave it at that,” he said, planting a kiss on my forehead and grabbing his wallet and keys. “I’m late. See you tonight.”


“Well, okay. See you later,” I said, but he was already out the door to the garage.


Later, I got into the car and turned on the engine. The radio came on loud. Last night Talia had reset my radio station to KIIS, but I didn’t want to turn it back to my classical music station. Today, Talia’s pop music station would keep me company on the way to work. It was already hot and I had to turn on the AC and roll up the windows while the car thumped with rap beats.


I was on my usual route to work, passing a power station where half a dozen homeless women navigated their shopping carts toward the entrance of a recycling plant, waiting for the chain-link gates to open. One blew me a kiss as I drove by, and I looked back at her. Rhea used to do that—blow a kiss into the air and fling her hand out. And although I hadn’t seen her in years, I could still hear her voice, that tiny nasal inflection.


How’s ma little girl doin’ today? she’d say with a kind of sugary, Southern accent, even though she wasn’t from anywhere near the South. But Rhea had a knack for being anyone from anywhere, a chameleon who sometimes appeared in elegant furs and jewels, and other times in drab cotton housecoats.


Two courthouses sat side by side within the confines of the Erwin Street Mall, a civic square containing a jumble of architectural styles, each building representing its own decade, and also housing the Van Nuys City Hall. The newer courthouse was a tall rectangle with a glassy face, its curvy half-circle rotunda jutting out of the entrance, almost as an afterthought, or an apology for its starkness. Behind the courthouse, silver-and-black Sheriffs’ Department buses began to unload their cargo of defendants, and the rolling metal shutters clanged shut.


The east courthouse was the older of the two, a curvy, 1970s monolith, with a black lava rock facade that matched the parking structure nearby. Inside were pebbly terrazzo floors and old, sunburst clocks, and space age circles of fluorescent light beamed down from the hallway ceilings.


My courtroom was in the older building where every wood-paneled courtroom looked the same—long tables in the well, and the two rows of chairs in the jury box, along with the gunmetal filing cabinets and gray-and-white County of Los Angeles calendars tacked up on the walls. And in each, the California state seal floated above the judge like an exclamation mark.


I walked past the messy jumble of metal detectors and the clutter of makeshift security signs taped to the walls at the first-floor entryway and headed for the judges’ elevator to take me to the third floor. Waiting for the elevator, I was feeling grateful. I loved my job, and getting the Van Nuys Juvenile Court assignment had been the culmination of my unusual and sometimes circuitous legal career, having graduated from law school in Israel, taken the California bar exam years later, written for a legal newspaper, worked at a couple of law firms, and then become a research attorney for a presiding Superior Court judge.


I opened the door to my courtroom from the back hallway. Magda and Beatrice, the two Spanish-speaking interpreters who were assigned to my court today, were already there, talking to each other. The court had interpreters for dozens of languages, interpreters for Arabic, Mandarin, Tagalog, Punjabi, and Korean, but the majority of full-time interpreters in Van Nuys interpreted for Spanish speakers. I loved listening in on their lively conversations and often joined them for lunch, feeling more at home with them than my mostly male judicial colleagues.


“In Mexico, they use mirar, to look, for everything. They rarely use ver, to see,” Magda said to Beatrice. “It’s very different in Spain,” she continued, in Spanish tinged with Catalan. “There’s definitely a difference, between to look and to see.”


“For some reason, they use the word that shows intention, rather than the physical act of seeing,” Beatrice weighed in.


“Yesterday, I had a witness respond to a question relating to seeing a child—lo voy a buscar,” Magda continued. “I thought he meant, ‘I am going to pick him up,’ but it turned out the man wanted to say, ‘I’m going to search for him.’”


“I don’t know. I think growing up with two languages has always made me feel like I’m missing something, as though I don’t quite fit into either one,” Beatrice said, and Magda nodded her head in agreement.


I found myself nodding too. At home my parents and grandparents had spoken in a mix of English and Hebrew with a sprinkling of Yiddish and Romanian, and all through my childhood, I was also never sure which language or which world I quite fit into.


Just then, the bailiff entered the courtroom and seated the crowd. I zipped up the last inch of my black robe, took a deep breath, and put on my “judge face,” the face that made me look confident and unflappable, even when I wasn’t, the face that was supposed to be able to peel away layers of facts, truths, half-truths, and lies, along with a posture that kept argumentative lawyers probing for weakness at bay.


Magda explained the rights statement in Spanish and my morning session of thirty arraignments began.
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Back in the car after work, I took another deep breath. My workday was over, but I didn’t want to go straight home, not just yet. Anyway, David was working late, and Talia was at another dance rehearsal. As I drove, the late afternoon shadows seemed to slow everything down on the street, and I eased up on the accelerator. A large, dark sign stuck out from the sky on one of Ventura Boulevard’s dull corners like a weird, dark stop sign: ANTIQUE MALL.


I made a quick left turn, parked the car on a side street, and walked in. Inside, the building looked like a co-op of antique shops, subdivided into numbered stalls, each crammed with armoires and display shelves uneven with memorabilia and kitsch.


At the entrance was a man with long, ice-white hair and a fancy cowboy shirt.


“Hi there, I’m Rick. Anything I can help you with today?” he asked, the pearl of his snap buttons exuding a strange opalescence in the dim light.


“I’m looking for … well, actually … just browsing.”


I suddenly thought about the postcards David’s mother had recently found and given to him a month ago. They’d been in a small stack, written by David’s father years before. Ben had been away a lot on business, and the cards had been postmarked from all over the world—Venice and Alaska, Hong Kong and Caracas, Florida. Some of the photographs bled over the edges, others were framed with a white border.


“Maybe postcards. I’m looking for postcards,” I finally sputtered out, almost a question.


“Are you a postcard collector?” he asked, then ushered me to the back of the shop to space number 144.


“No, not really.”


My dearest David, each of the postcards began. In one from Washington State, his dad had promised to take him fishing one day in the Wenatchee River, but his father wasn’t really a fisherman, and they never went on that trip.


Rick left me at the stall to sift through three plastic shoeboxes filled with cards. There were hundreds, glossy and colorful, mostly from vacation spots, postcards from motels and national parks, island paradises and European cities, monuments and churches. Each postcard was marked in pencil with a value based on the photograph and the age of the card.


Having a wonderful time, the phrase repeated itself on many of the cards. Wish you were here. After about forty minutes, I’d gone through most of the three shoeboxes, but I couldn’t find any one I wanted.


I was still sifting through the last shoebox when Rick returned to the stall. “Found anything?” he asked, glancing at his watch. “Sorry, but I’m closing early today.”


“Oh sorry. I’m almost done.”


Rick was standing over me when I came across it. It was the postmark I saw first—April 21, 1942. April 21 was my father’s birthday, and 1942 would have been the year he’d turned twenty-one. The postcard was smaller than the others in the shoebox, and very different from the rest, not a glossy souvenir from a trip. It was addressed in type to the donor of some sort of package, someone named W.H. Caldwell who lived in Brooklyn. Two pale red postage stamps of King George VI, each valued at “1d,” sat one alongside the other, a neat part dividing the king’s perfect profile. Four kinds of flowers graced each corner of the stamps, all beneath the waves of a cancellation mark. I turned the postcard over. The paper was yellowing, but intact, the writing intriguing, almost musical.




Dear Sir,


Many thanks. I’ll soon
be out of here now, then I shall
be lit up!


Yours Sincerely


Pte Maynard A.T.





And toward the bottom was something that had been preprinted, but strangely, part of the sentence had been underlined by hand in ink:


Do not disclose any particulars of your unit.


Rick said something to me, but I could barely hear him. I thought it was because of the rush of traffic on the street outside.


The handwriting was looping and deliberate, the ink welling up in certain letters, fading in others. On the left, a black-and-white sketch “by Grimes” depicted a soldier, a rifle strapped over his shoulder, wearing a long, cape-like coat as if on guard duty. He appeared to be standing in a puddle of water, smoking a cigarette, and a puff of smoke hovered above his head. Underneath the sketch was the caption We’re All Lit Up—Let Battle Commence. I read the card over again. I liked the soldier’s stab at humor, the exuberance of his exclamation point, the way he’d carved out seven lines from the smallest of spaces. His one comma was careful, unhurried, his capital “I” curling like a musical clef, his numbers crisp and precise, but it was something else that stood out—those three words that were underlined: Do not disclose.


“Hey, looks like that one there is the one you want,” Rick said, checking his watch again. “Look, I really do have to close up.”


“I wonder why he did that, underlined those words?” I turned to show Rick, but he was already walking toward the front of the store. Why the emphasis? Was it for humor’s sake? Or was he speaking in code? Maybe it meant nothing.


I followed Rick to a vintage cash register where he rang up my purchase. “That’ll be a whopping dollar and a half, miss,” Rick said. “Come again when I don’t have to close up early,” he said and hurried me out the door.


A minute later, I was outside on the street with the postcard in my hand. I expected the noise of traffic, but there was none. There was only the sound of the deadbolt snapping into place as Rick locked the front door.
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My father didn’t talk about the war, and he didn’t have numbers tattooed on his arm. He didn’t tell me any stories about a ghetto or partisans hiding in forests. He’d only say that he’d been “there.” But at night, “there” came into my pink room like the black-and-white trains of boxcars I’d seen on the news, and I was on that train, rushing across a dark landscape. But the train didn’t get to its destination, falling off a cliff, exploding open just as it reached bottom, and I started to run into the woods, dogs barking behind me. If I could just get to where they were, it would be okay and I could help them too, I thought. I could help them, Sgt. Chip and 2nd Lt. Gil, the GIs from Combat. I knew a little Yiddish, and I could be their German translator. I could help them kill the Nazis, and they would give me one of their helmets and keep me safe.


I woke up, breathless and reached out to my doll. She was hung up on a nail, within my reach just above the headboard of my bed. She had a red, wide felt skirt with a zipper that opened, which was where I hid the silver dollars my grandfather had given me. There was also candy, for the road, and my little pearl ring, something I could sell. I didn’t tell anyone I named her “Escape.” She was there for me, only me, just in case. Just in case I needed to run away if I found myself “there,” in the middle of the night.





Four



I came home and turned on the computer in my office.


April 21, 1942.


Enter.


That was Day 964 of World War II, a little less than three years into the war. The Battle of Britain had been raging since August of 1940, but the US had declared war on Germany and Japan barely five months before. Jews were already being systematically slaughtered all over Europe. But it would be three more years till Germany surrendered in May of 1945.


All this I knew, or thought I knew, generally. Still, the timeline, the length of the war and the Holocaust, 1933–1945, seemed staggering—twelve years from the time Adolf Hitler became chancellor of Germany until the Third Reich was crushed. It had been more than a decade of war, evil, and suffering.
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