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I dedicate this saga
to the maligned heroes
and the forgotten victims of
several fratricidal wars in our century -
men and women, brave beyond belief,
who hurled themselves against the forces

of the New World Order
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Lebensraum! spans seven generations and 200 years. It is a
story told to me a thousand times in many different voices: that
there was once a place called “Apanlee” that fell to the Red

Terror.

A novel is, by definition, fiction against the backdrop of genu-
ine emotions. This novel has been my attempt to grasp and to
extract the interplay between opposing ideologies, to find the
core of human tragedies that make up cold statistics.

The novel’s voice belongs to “Erika” who, in this saga, is older
than I was when I experienced World War II. She is, however,
of the transition generation, as I am. Hers is the ethnic voice
in this novel, trying to find the right words to own up to the
pride and courage that were the hallmarks of her people.

She learns to say: “Our history belongs to us. It won’t be
written, from now on, by anybody else but us.”

This family saga was gleaned from the driftwood of history.

The people I have tried to show to be of flesh and blood came
of a tightly knit community of Russian-German ancestry.

Ingrid Rimland
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Lebensraum! - Book I - Chapters 1-39
Reviewed by Michael S. McMillen

Push-button critics and sound-bite sages tell us that the age
of the epic is past. They are wrong. Ingrid Rimland has written
an inter-generational, moral panorama—an epic in prose depict-
ing what people can be when they embrace both freedom and
responsibility.

Like the poets of ancient Greece, she does not evade evil.
This author knows the human condition. She illustrates what it
takes for man to earn his bread—and what happens when a dash
of leaven is added to the whole, wanton cruelty.

Lebensraum! is her trilogy, which traces the lives and
deaths, the loves and hates, the hopes realized and the dreams
dashed of people from two Russian-German families, the Neufelds
and the Epps.

The first book follows them from their successes in the
Ukraine during the early 19th century and closes on the brink of
the war that tore Western civilisation asunder and the revolution
that was Russia’s undoing. It commences with a history lesson
recounting the migration of peace-loving German pioneers. Early
on, one of the epic’s tensions comes screaming into the fore. This
group of pacifists bases its creed on the Bible—sola scriptura—
with no need of intermediaries. They refuse spiritual tribute to
Papa, and they refuse military service to Caesar.

Hounded, taxed, persecuted, martyred, the sect clings to
life with a robust ardor born of pure Scriptural faith. Their tena-
cious confidence in their ultimate deliverance helps them forge a
stoic endurance and determination in the face of furious persecu-
tion.

The hounded pilgrims look to the East for living space, the
land, liberty and peace needed to survive and prosper. Eventu-
ally they find a patron in the Empress Catherine the Great of
Russia, who needs people to cultivate the lands along the Black
and Caspian seas. She offers the German pacifists free land, self-
rule, protection and exemption from conscription.
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From the start, the novel focuses on two complementary
approaches to the business of living. “Some dug in deep, as Peter
Neufeld did, a man with expert hands and fierce ambition.” These
are the men of active, curious, inventive minds, men of accurate
reckoning and rolled-up sleeves who survey the problem, spit on
their palms and get to work.

“Others,” we are told, “. . . stayed in their covered wagons
from where they prayed to Heaven day and night.” Among these
people is one of the Elders, a man named Hans Epp.

There is a division of labour among these hearty pioneers.
Some dig and reap; others meditate and pray.

Eventually the grave and ambitious Germans establish their
settlement and sink firm roots in their adopted land. The story
moves steadily through that century of progress when even the
land of the Tsars felt something of the heady aroma of freedom.

The peace was not to last for long—on the Eastern front or
the Western. The protagonists fall prey to the twin snares of those
who cling dogmatically to peace: beclouding, complacent pride
in the lasting conditions of contentment and vulnerability to ag-
gressors.

Thus, in the very nature of the people who are to enact this
vast drama, we see the seeds of later suffering. Why do the inno-
cent often end up crushed in the bloody mud? The search for
Lebensraum! is partially the quest for an answer to this moral
conundrum.

One of the themes at the heart of Lebensraum! is that vir-
tue is a necessary condition of life, prosperity and happiness. The
pilgrims grow and prosper in a community they name Apanlee,
which will become the spiritual magnet, the inspirational font,
the symbol of life and “Lebensraum” for the good offspring of
the Neufelds and Epps.

Yet early on, a smoking fissure is apparent. As the produc-
tive and ambitious—represented by Peet Neufeld, Peter’s son—
hew a cornucopia out of the rich soil of Apanlee, the pious—
represented by Hans Epp’s son Willy—begin to chastise and warn
that the judgment of God must soon descend and crush the pride
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of the successful farmers and artisans.

These warnings go largely unheeded. After all, doesn’t God
bless thrift and industry? He’s on His throne and the Romanovs—
now the Apanlee Germans’ staunch patrons—are on theirs.

In a heartrending scene, Peet Neufeld and his wife Greta
are entertaining a Romanov prince who says, beaming with grati-
tude, “Peet Neufeld, see that sun? As long as it hangs in the sky,
we of the house of Romanov vouch for protection. Always.” Sadly,
within decades, the devil himself will smash that pledge to dust,
dethrone and massacre the Romanovs and unleash terror and death
upon Apanlee and all of Russia.

Living space is the call that the industrious heed and fol-
low. Another of the epic’s contrasts opens up when some of the
Apanlee Germans decide to seek their Lebensraum on the abun-
dant prairies of America.

The cavalcade continues as new babies are born to replen-
ish the souls of those who have died. America appeals to Peet
Neufeld’s son Nicky because it offers virgin opportunity to peo-
ple who are willing to stand on their own and earn their keep.
Nevertheless, the American apple is not immune to the vicissi-
tudes of life or the rot and corruption engendered by second-
handers, parasites and outright thieves.

Nicky and his wife, Willy’s daughter Lizzy, set sail for
America. Nicky is drowned. Upon arriving in America, the widow
Lizzy is swindled by a man named Donoghue for a quick buck
and left with a piece of seemingly worthless prairie wilderness
for her troubles.

Under Lizzie’s maternal guidance, however, her strong and
noble son Jan leads his community in building a breadbasket of
the Kansas wastes that have fallen to their lot. Contempt turns to
envy in the mouths of the swindler and his family, who then seek
to wrest the land back in order to sate themselves on the achieve-
ments of Jan Neufeld.

The Donoghue’s goal through the years will be to “prove”
that the sale was only a lease.

As the Germans prosper in their new community of
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Mennotown, Kansas, a word begins to sound faintly like the
scratching of a hungry rat among trash and shards: Equality. This
word will reverberate and knell throughout Lebensraum!

Eventually it will ignite the flames of revolution, explicitly
savage in Russia, bureaucratized and sanitized in America. In-
deed, it is one of the negative themes of the story, a counterpoint
to the thrift, decency and faith that set the builders of Apanlee
and of Mennotown apart from and above their fellows.

In scene after scene and encounter after encounter, our au-
thor shows us how those who take responsibility for themselves
and face their work tenaciously have no need in the world for
“Equality” in the sense that is bruited so noisily, that of income
redistribution and uniformity of condition.

If equality has any meaning in a political context, it can
only be in the sense that each person is an individual with his
own rights and must be governed by the same laws and princi-
ples and treated by the same standards as all other people.

The heroes and heroines of Lebensraum! learn to their
dismay that the baying wolves about them pervert this principle.
Equality functions as a demonic wrench to tighten here, loosen
there as the whims of the worthless dictate. It twists and stran-
gles the God-fearing and productive in Russia, as ignorant curs
who have half-digested intellectual slogans, try to make milch-
cows of their betters.

In America, the cry of equality is heard in the baying of the
Finkelsteins, who find it a useful political tool and the Donoghues,
who find it a standing meal-ticket. Equality corrodes family struc-
ture and banishes harmony from the relations between the sexes.
The siren song of the suffragettes is heard in the pages of
Lebensraum! as a feisty character named Josie—who eventu-
ally marries and torments the dutiful Jan Neufeld—despises the
vocations of wife and mother and busies herself among the mon-
eylenders and political malcontents.

Finally, those who establish a state religion on the basis of
certain peoples’ suffering, while ignoring or denigrating the suf-
fering of others, invoke “equality” while seeking to stifle or out-
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law even the discussion of truth.

This brings us back to the Revisionist side of Lebensraum!
Rimland, who has done so much for World War II Revisionism,
takes her mission a step further with Lebensraum!

A movement certainly needs a professional, systematic de-
velopment in expository prose. Among the many who are pro-
viding this are David Irving, Michael Hoffmann II and Ingrid
Rimland herself. Nevertheless, if a movement is to gain popular
recognition and become part of the warp and woof a civilisation,
it must be given flesh and blood, perceptual form. It must be
embodied in art. Just as Ayn Rand illustrated her philosophy of
Objectivism in characters such as Howard Roark, Dagney Taggart
and John Galt, so Ingrid Rimland has given Revisionism a face
in the personas of Erika, Jan Neufeld, Jonathan and others.

Lebensraum! is, of course, much more than I have been
able to hint here. In its pages are limned the good, bad and ugly
feelings of a special band of separatists.

The heroes and heroines of Lebensraum! are in the world,
but at odds with it. They are always searching. The allure of pro-
ductive freedom calls some of them to America; religious fore-
bodings and a misguided spiritual zeal call one group of pilgrims
led by Class Epp, Willy’s son, on a disastrous trek eastward from
Apanlee. The old virtues and customs sustain the good folk, even
as newfangled ideas and bold experimental values whistle to them
and whisper in their ears.

I was personally struck by the vibrant and cohesive family
life that is portrayed in Book I. Rimland’s depiction of family
rings true to man’s nature and potential. Hers is no sugar-coated
puff job on the joys and sorrows of kinship. The exigencies of
daily life and the social corrosion of a hostile society both take
their toll on men and women of the best intentions.

The old ways, however, are always the foundation on which
the good folk stand. Indeed, one senses that the robust love nur-
tured in the bosom of family is itself a vital part of Lebensraum,
living space.

Book I ends on an ominous note, as the First World War
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and the Soviet revolution hover. The reader must realize that the
people of Lebensraum! exhibit the full range of human emo-
tions—from the tender to the desperate to the prejudicial.

Lebensraum! does not omit or evade the suspicions and
fears—justified or otherwise—of a misunderstood and often per-
secuted minority. This minority, however, that grows the world’s
wheat and mends the world’s garments has found few spokes-
men or defenders.

In the opening book of Lebensraum! Ingrid Rimland es-
tablishes the groundwork for that defense.”

Lebensraum! - Book II -

Chapters 40-77
Reviewed by Michael S. McMillen

The second book of Lebensraum! opens with the German
pacifists in Apanlee sowing and reaping as rumors of impending
war and revolution sweep across Russia.

Hein Neufeld, one of Peet Neufeld’s grandsons, continues
to dismiss the threats of upheaval with naive confidence. His own
family is already paying for an early mistake, his fathering of an
illegitimate son, Dominik. Dominik’s mother is a Russian woman,
a youthful infatuation named Natasha, whom Hein and his wife
Marleen take into their home as a domestic.

In Mennotown, Hein’s cousin, Jan Neufeld, continues to
prosper, even as his wife Josephine throws thrift to the winds and
spends recklessly among the moneylenders and “progressives”
of Wichita. Faith is still supreme in Apanlee and Mennotown,
but it begins to grow flabby and to fraternize with presumption.

Meanwhile unanchored intellectualism masquerades as dis-
cernment while seducing its victims in the Ukraine and in Kan-
sas. The physically handicapped but bookish Uncle Benny, an
illegitimate cousin to Hein, compensates for his physical deform-
ity by addicting himself to reading. He also writes articles advo-
cating radical reform.
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Like many who choose to soar in the rarefied realm of ab-
stract speculation detached from reality, Uncle Benny will help
to unleash the forces of his own destruction. His counterpart and
correspondent in America is Jan’s wife Josephine, a woman also
obsessed with book knowledge and scornful of the robust, rustic
virtues of her husband and mother-in-law. With itching ears she
lusts after every wind of doctrine, intoning the slogans of “equal-
ity,” dressing in provocative new fashions, shocking her Chris-
tian neighbours by her intimacy with the money-lending Jews of
Wichita and agitating on behalf of the suffragettes.

Josephine, however, is in America, and thus has the price-
less opportunity to redeem herself, or at least find her senses,
before it’s too late.

The theme that it is already far too late runs throughout
Lebensraum! - Book II like a telltale draft in Winter. If civilisa-
tion and decency are not to wilt and fade from the earth, those
who uphold them must overcome manifest temptations and re-
deem the times.

Book II is a tragedy of errors. Some of the characters put
up a valiant fight in the midst of horrendous conditions. Some,
whose primary enemy lies within rather than without, succumb
and yield the field to their ravenous antagonists.

We are reminded throughout this book that as men sow,
they will also reap. The earthly wages of sin, however, are sel-
dom apportioned in any logical or just form. That’s because evil
itself is neither logical nor just. It does, however, exact a toll. Its
effects can sometimes be modified by subsequent reform and re-
pentance, but as everyone in Apanlee and Mennotown knows,
not even God can alter last year’s harvest.

Much of Lebensraum! - Book II is a horror story. First,
the Russian nation is knocked out of the war. Hein’s illegitimate
son Dominik, who has grown into a bitter, malevolent and amoral
man, temporarily finds a purpose in the military defense of Rus-
sia. He ends up in prison and is eventually released upon the
coming of the Red revolution. He joins with a group of despera-
dos now feeding upon their country.
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Resentful of his illegitimacy and the lack of love bestowed
upon him in his childhood, Dominik leads his Red comrades to
Apanlee and betrays its inhabitants. The new revolutionaries
embark on a blood-soaked spree of unspeakable cruelty and ter-
ror. Among the dead is Hein himself, the grower of food mur-
dered by hands that know only force and fury. Uncle Benny, whose
own scarlet prose helped fan the fires of this onslaught, and his
wife Dorothy are killed savagely.

Some do miraculously survive. Among those who live
through the first wave of terror are Hein’s wife Marleen, her twin
sons Yuri and Sasha and her daughter Mimi. A cousin named
Jonathan, grandson of the ill-fated Uncle Benny, manages to es-
cape and takes up a life as an itinerant beggar. He will find his
way to Germany and return to impose some justice on the hordes
that have ransacked and bled his native Apanlee.

Much of the second book recounts the increasingly tight
noose of terror that the communists wrap around Apanlee. Wan-
ton shootings and deportations to Siberia begin to clear the land
of the productive.

The Reds seek to grow bread by force and issue paper quo-
tas to people forbidden to enjoy even the meager fruits that the
blasted land will still yield. The commissars take a devilish de-
light in exercising arbitrary authority and in arresting people who
have done nothing.

Apanlee is decimated, but Marleen, the twins and Mimi
are able to hang on, partly because the flinty Natasha acts as a
go-between with her son Dominik, now elevated to leadership of
the collective.

Having betrayed his hometown to brutal beasts, Dominik
becomes responsible for fulfilling the quotas for his Soviet mas-
ters. His “inheritance” of Apanlee is as illegitimate as he is. Ter-
ror, coercion and crude animal cleverness are his only tools.

The thugs and hooligans who rise to fill the ranks of the
new party apparatus revel in their chance to dominate their bet-
ters and destroy them. People are taught slogans, as if demoral-
ised, terrorized innocents are likely to be inspired by them. The
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slogans, however, like everything else about the Soviets, are in-
tended to cow and strike fear. In what must be deliberate and
cynical irony, schoolchildren are taught to refer to the time of the
tsars as that “before the revolution made us free.”

In Mennotown the old Faith holds out longer against the
new Freedom, but Josephine chafes and pouts under restrictions
on her intellectual and social whims. Throughout their marriage,
Jan has yielded to her and indulged her every wish. He wants a
son, however. Their first son died in a freak winter accident and
Josie gives birth to a succession of daughters.

Having reached the frontier of middle age, Josephine does
not wish to venture another pregnancy. Jan, however, beginning
to sense that his marriage is running out of control, has other
ideas. Although Josephine will come to idolize her last-born, a
son she nicknames Rarey, she will never forgive Jan for the im-
portunate passion that leads to the lad’s conception.

Josephine may be a thorn and a trial to Jan, but she is a
comely one. She even makes efforts at halting her own slide into
modernist depravity. Eventually, she admits that she fought the
law of nature — and the law won.

In the meantime, a series of disasters dooms the once proud .
Jan Neufeld. His wife’s expenditures pile on top of his own ques-
tionable credit purchases. Previous Neufelds would never have
surrendered themselves to the lenders. The Donoghues have not
retreated from their aims. The nascent labour movement draws
them to itself and they begin to make escalating demands on their
employer, Jan Neufeld.

One of Jan’s mills is burnt, and suspicion hovers around
the Donoghues. It turns out that Jan is not quite in step with mod-
ern times. He never bothered to take out the insurance policy on
the mill.

Jan’s consequent illness symbolizes the malaise and torpor
of Western civilisation reeling on both sides of the Atlantic. The
old verve is gone. He does seek temporary solace in the theology
of the elder Dewey Epp, but to no avail. As Jan deteriorates,
Josephine hitches her star to one more pipe dream, that of mov-
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ing to California!

Eventually, Jan is reduced to seeking a loan — now feder-
ally subsidized and regulated. In a scene resonating with Randian
overtones, Jan draws upon his last ounce of self-respect to nego-
tiate a loan from the Donoghue now arrogantly ensconced at the
bank.

The dialogue between a man who is still trying to do busi-
ness in an honest, straightforward fashion and a moral degener-
ate who knows only how to function as a conduit of second-hand
power is an eloquent summation of the rot that has eaten its way
into the entrails of a once proud and independent country.

The scene with the Donoghue “bankster” is prelude to Jan’s
final fall. Throughout the years, he had turned his back on the
firewater offered by his tippling friend Doctorjay. At this point,
however, Jan has been broken by his pressing crown of woes. He
gets drunk with Doctorjay and takes refuge in the hospitality of
Dewey Epp’s soup kitchen.

When Jan learns that even the alms he is reduced to accept-
ing there are underwritten by Roosevelt and his raiders, the dam
bursts. He shoots Dewey dead and ends up killing himself.

Lebensraum! - Book II is an unflinchingly honest por-
trayal of the early year’s of this now hoary century. The aspira-
tions that animated Peet Neufeld and his sons have been snuffed
out in the hissing spittle of the architects of the New World Or-
der. The price of joy is not even quoted amid this procession of
market collapse, legalized looting, war, revolution and reigns of
terror.

If the twentieth century’s reflection makes us recoil in dis-
gust, the fault lies not in those who have the historic facts, artistic
vision, and courage to hold the glass up steadily. The thick mi-
asma of despair that permeates Lebensrau!- Book II is scarcely
dispelled by Doctorjay’s drunken defiance of the "banksters” with
which the book closes.

But it does show someone still has a spine.

Faith. Hope. Charity. Not even the ravages of Soviet Rus-

sia and social-welfare America can annihilate these. Faith hangs
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on tenaciously in the face of ridicule and persecution. Charity is
widely counterfeited, nowhere more piously than in America,
where the Old Time Religion gets cozier by the day with
Rooseveltian radicalism and sets up tax-subsidized soup kitch-
ens with one hand and dispenses tracts with the other. Genuine
charity manages to limp along in its own venerable, unspectacular
way. The unflagging hospitality of Lizzie, the bonhomie of
Doctorjay—even the mule-like loyalty of Natasha to Marleen and
her kin stand out as coin of this realm.

And what of hope? What hope can survive the ruthless
Russian bear allied with the crowns and republics of Europe and
the languorous strength of America?

Ask a hungry urchin taken in by a stern and loving Hausfrau.
Ask Marleen Neufeld, an emaciated prisoner in her own home-
land. Ask the emaciated heirs and the ghosts of those who sowed
and reaped, who built and nurtured Apanlee.

Their answers will be heard.
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Chapter 78

Shura had given birth to several gurgling Soviet citizens. She
left them, swaddled, in Natasha’s care while she stomped through
the countryside, adroitly helping Dominik flush suspects out of
hiding.

“His birthday falls on Papa Stalin’s birthday,” Dominik
bragged, ogling his youngest with fatherly pride. He dipped his
finger in a glass of vodka and let the baby suck on it. “A herds-
man? Nu? Those times are past, and good riddance. A cobbler?
A teacher? A judge? Maybe a tractorist?”

“A plumber. A fitter,” sang Shura, who danced with the cat
in her arms.

“We’ll raise the fattest crops. We'll have the finest life,” de-
cided Dominik, and swung his latest offspring by his legs. The
cork of a bottle flew into a corner. Moist kisses were shared all
around. “A brand new tooth already? A little wolf cub? Eh?”

“Anything. A railroad clerk. A train conductor. Repairmen
are in big demand—"

Natasha was not nearly as impressed. “Despite a silver sad-
dle, no way to make a horse out of a donkey.” She put her lips
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right to the newborn’s ears: “You should be so lucky, my
birdling—”

Since no one told Natasha otherwise, she quietly kept her
job. She was at home in the expanding nursery. She swaddled
every one of them—the pig brigade children, the cow brigade
children, the sugar beet children, even the cucumber children.
She had a wide, warm lap in which to spoil each one, no matter
what the season. The New World Order was of little interest to
her. A baby was a baby; all wanted to be loved. She kept on
burping them and swaddling them so she could handle them as
though they were bundles of logs. She had not shelved her skills.
She pinched them in different places to make sure that the flesh
was as firm as it looked.

Natasha was still the old Apanlee Baba who, in her wanton
youth, had served the favored subjects of the tsars—dusting win-
dows, stoking fires, shooing flies and making sure the measles
didn’t settle on her babies’ vulnerable brains.

It was an uphill struggle running Apanlee as Dominik saw fit
and as the quota laws dictated, but as the decade puckered to a
cheerless close and trouble piled on trouble, he summoned the
twins to the kitchen. He made them sit down by the fire. They
saw he was saving his anger.

“I need to have a chat with you. Why not be friends? I prom-
ise not to lose my temper. We're all in this together, nu? Might
there be anything that I can do for you?”

“No. Nota thing.”

“If only you and I—”

“We hear you're doing splendidly. Your quotas are the envy
of the Party.”

He knew what he knew: they were burning with wrath. He
knew they were plotting escape. He knew their veiled, accusa-
tory eyes, their sanctimonious ways. He knew, specifically, that
what the twins withheld did not lie buried under stumps and stones.
They were the passive creed. Their tempers were controlled.

Not one of them would have engaged in open sabotage. They
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didn’t slash his feather beds so that the feathers flew. They knew
how to bridle their tongues.

Those two ate their supper in silence. They went to bed in
silence.

He watched them from afar. He watched them, day by day.

No matter what the lure, the twins said nothing, shrugged
their shoulders, looked at him, looked at each other; it was as if
he spoke to iron and to stone.

“The posters tell you to obey,” cried Dominik, repeatedly,
but Marleen shook her head. She did so even when he coaxed:
“I’ll give you extra ration cards—” She held her pride aloft.
When she stood patiently in endless queues to trade her meager
ration cards, she always respected the line.

She now told Dominik, while picking out a seam: “You know
the quota rules. Since I don’t work for you, how can I qualify for
any extra favors?”

“You need a horse to help you plow the plot the government
has allocated you. T'll happily rent it to you for a pittance—"

“No. I don’t need your horse.”

“I’ll throw in a few extra chickens—"

“Five travel papers,” said Marleen.

He chewed his lower lip. He knew the clan. They wouldn’t
separate. Whom would they leave behind? He offered carefully:
“I could arrange for two.”

“Five. Properly endorsed.”

“I can’t. If I did that, I'd be as good as dead!”

She looked at him and smiled the thinnest smile. She took
her time before she spoke. “We used to say before the Revolu-
tion set us free: ‘He who laughs last, laughs best.””

“What's that supposed to mean?”

“Your quota problems will not go away.” She spoke so softly
that no passersby could hear: “I’ll wait for things to change. For
He hath promised us—"

Her bread was dry. Her soup was thin. Her Faith was of iron
and steel. Her prayers were stronger than slogans.
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While Marleen and her decimated family walked barefoot
through the mud of yet another soggy spring, Natasha would sneak
furtively to Hein’s collapsing grave and pat the earth to a neat
mound. She did that still. She went there out of habit. Marleen
no longer did.

Natasha hunched, a grieving shadow, amid the brambles and
the weeds. She thought: “My love was like a stubble field. But
now? My heart, a stony cave.”

Within her heart, she could no longer see Hein’s features
clearly, but yet she spoke to him. “He is our son,” she grieved,
obliging something deep within. She felt she must report to him
for reasons only dimly understood and nowhere properly ex-
plained. “What did your people do? Where have your people
failed? An icicle is forming on my heart—"

In vain, she tried to find some guidance and direction while
carving simple arguments.

“He is a human being, too,” she told her martyred love. “It
is my fault. It cant be otherwise. I shouldn’t have weaned him
when it was hot—"

She listened. Not a sound.

The wrinkles on her face and neck stretched from the effort
of her concentration. Thus, she would sit and try to sort it out,
snatching at young dreams that wafted through her heart like shad-
ows.

“Far better it be Dominik—" she said, and then fell silent.

When she could breathe again, she said she was a Baba and
was glad—yes, glad!—that Shura was producing babies, for ba-
bies were still innocent; she had her way with them; she tried to
teach them manners.

Far better it be Dominik, she told the shadows next, than some-
one out of Moscow.

That’s where the Devil squatted, with thick legs and a cam-
el’s nose, dispatching operatives. The evidence was everywhere.
An odious citizen was now in charge at the collective farm once
known as Peter Friesen’s farm, a man so vile, so vicious, so loyal
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to the Party line that he squashed every Friesen freckle as though
it were a roach.

Natasha moved her lips. “Fll do the best I can. I still have
spoons left in hiding—”

No one’s spoons in the entire neighborhood had such ornate
design. No silver had that sheen. In olden days, Natasha liked to
show it off, the silverware of Apanlee; it was her pride and joy.
For quite a while, those spoons were gone, it was assumed the
anarchists had stolen them, but then, one lucky afternoon, Natasha
had unearthed them within the rubble of a caved-in building in
the back of the estate, and that same night, Natasha took them
back and gave them to Marleen. “Let’s hide them,” said Natasha.

Together, they had hidden them behind a broken staircase
where no one ever looked. Natasha’s special patron saint was
hidden there as well, just gathering up dust.

She told the skeleton beneath the mound of earth: “I still
have fourteen left. Marleen knows where they are. If worst should
come to worst, she can fall back on them.”

She rose on shaky knees. She would sneak silver spoon by
silver spoon out to the barter market, and sneak Marleen the
money. That was her reasoning.

She placed both arms around the tree that still oozed sap across
the letters Hein had hewed into the old bark. She thought her
heart would break.

Natasha crossed herself in secrecy when she was told that, to
fulfill the quota lists, instead of growing grain, Dominik had now
decided cleverly to specialize in poultry.

She cornered her son the next morning to give him a piece of
her mind. “Have you lost your head? You can't tell a goose from
a gander.”

He glared at her. “That is defeatist talk.”

Natasha moved a little closer, so she could elbow Dominik at
intervals. “No doubt some Gypsy laid a curse on you. Unless I
quickly call the twins and bribe them to assist you with good
advice and prayers—”
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“We’re done with that. We’re done with superstition. All
that was yesterday.”

She kept clutching her belly with laughter. “Ach ja! Ach ja!
The olden days! The wicked days! In past years, by this time,
Hein Neufeld’s wheat stood four feet tall.”

It galled. His solace was his vodka. Even then, there was
plenty of vodka in Russia. It made him feel sleepy and warm. It
blurred all his troubles, of which he had a barrelful.

Last year, the crops had browned because he planted them
too early; the year before they shriveled in the sun because he
planted them too late. This year, he hadn’t even plowed. He had
no choice left over except to specialize in fowl. Shura had al-
ready hatched a perfect set of ducklings in a crate beneath the
oven bench, which proved his methods had merit. But she forgot
to put a cover over them, and in the morning they were gone.
She blamed it on the cat.

Natasha was relentless in pursuit. She planted herself in his
path. “You’re gambling on your luck. I know someone who
slumped against the barn just yesterday and did not rise again.”

“Be quiet! Now!”

“How will you feed your ducks? Your geese? Your chick-
ens? Hah! Can an alligator fly? Can Comrade Stalin touch the
sun? A duck must feed on barley. A goose must peck on rye.
Chickens feed best on wheat. Where is your grain, tovarich?”

“Don't talk like that. That’s undermining our will to recon-
struct the government—"

She stood before him, feet apart. “The fools of God,” Natasha
yelled as loudly as she could, “know how to double the govern-
ment harvest. Why don’t you calm yourself enough to treat them
properly? The soil is whispering to them. Did I not teach you
manners?”

“No. Isaid no.”

“A boil on your backside,” she shouted. She sat down on an
overturned bucket and started peeling a potato with Marleen’s
peeling knife. That knife cut perfect spirals; they curled into her
lap. She started sobbing softly. “Why don’t you listen to your
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mother? If you don’t listen to your mother, theyll come and
»
shoot you dead.
“I serve the Soviet government. I cannot wear two hats.”
Which was as good an argument as any.

At Apanlee, state workers came and went. Things went from
bad to worse.

When it was clear to Dominik his quota problems would not
go away, he tried another strategy. He doled out, even-handedly,
symbolic favors on one hand and venomous retaliation on the
other.

Those workers who excelled the quota charts received a
gleaming coin to wear around the neck for aiding in the
reconstructive efforts of the country, while slackers, loafers and
defeatists, caught sitting idly on an empty pail, inventing lulls to
break the day’s monotony, could expect being sent, without ado,
into the nearest prison camp. Few ever reappeared.

When that did not suffice to fill the quota charts, he made
sure pay was handed out in kilos of black bread. The useless
priests had long since been hanged or driven out of town, but
they had left behind their holy days; the moment Sunday came,
the men refused to spade; the women wouldn’t even thread a
needle.

Things went from bad to worse. Around him there were many
angry faces.

“We’ll throw you into trucks and move you to the north. We'll
ship you to Siberia like cattle!” yelled Dominik.

He learned he had to second-guess the spies and deviationists.
He kept on tightening the noose. He understood the Germans’
anger, their ire, their passivity. They had owned much. Now
they were poor. No wonder they withdrew into their sullen si-
lences.

But his own kin? The brothers of his bloodline? His com-
rades who had helped install the cataclysmic New World Order?
He had expected gratitude. He had counted on finding agreeable
people.
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All that in vain.They refused to enlist in the battle.

The native workers he recruited painfully by way of bribes
and threats remained tardy and sluggish and sullen. They quit
their tasks without asking permission, thus showing no allegiance
to their country, now freed from the exploiters, as he reminded
them. They even challenged him. “Just different chains, tovarich.
Different chains.”

“What do you mean?”

We're chattel. Merely chattel. What is the use of trying?”

“The dungeons will teach you obedience,” he threatened.
Impatiently, he'd hit them with his walking stick, but they re-
fused to move.

He knew they hated him. They praised him to his face and
mocked him to his back. “What for, comrade? What for?” the
listless peasants asked.

Too many, still, lay helpless in their huts with swollen limbs
and muted eyes and shook their heads when prodded, no matter
how he goaded them, perspiring with the effort. The moment
when he turned his back, they ripped his quota list.

This one and that one would say to no one in particular: “They
came for my last son already—” and silence would fall after
their words.

A dead son was a dead son; you had to dig his grave.

Dominik was sure that treachery was everywhere, in need of
being stripped, but in the meantime, there were quotas.

More quotas. Yet more quotas.

The Party sent its target goals on reams of yellow paper which
Dominik nailed every Monday to the doors of all the barns. Alas,
most field hands could not read; to them, his quota lists meant
nothing.

And neither did his medals. And neither did his threats.

Before his eyes, the place fell into disrepair. The trough from
which the horses drank was never swept or scrubbed. The flies
made a thick rim.

He knew his time was short. He wished that he had paid
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attention in the bygone, olden days to the repair and maintenance
of farm machinery the Germans used to run, but he had not; he
had preferred to roam the countryside instead of buckling down
to work. The harvesters sat rusting in the shed. The tractors all
stood idle. It rained on them. It snowed on them. A hole had
formed in the roof; part of the shed had already caved in. For a
while, tramps housed in the abandoned edifice; they scribbled
Soviet slogans on the wall and tore the floor up to warm them-
selves in winter.

“I will arrange to fix both roof and floor next week,” said
Dominik, but later he forgot.

When yet another spring pushed through the loam, Natasha
wailed, pursuing him: “The calendar confuses you? Why don’t
you ask the twins?”

“I can’t trust them. Would you?”

“What on earth are you going to do?”

Natasha was a human wishbone, cleaved sorely by her loyal-
ties. She was at her wits’ ends. She watched him pulling at a
hangnail. He bit it off. He stained his lips with his own blood.
He said: “Just wait and see.”

Natasha never saw a claw so nakedly unsheathed.

The Germans in Natasha’s hut were now as quiet as a nest of
mice. They didn’t bother anyone. They just kept to themselves.

“A galling creed,” said Dominik, still in the Party’s good
graces.

He leaned into Marleen: “See this red rubber stamp I hold
here, in my hand? I’'m striking every quarrel.”

She merely shrugged and stared.

“Your sons can ride our tractors. Larissa can help Shura
feed the horses in the morning, and in the afternoon, why not
help Baba in the nursery where it is clean and cool?”

“Why would I want to interfere with progress?” Marleen asked
in an icy voice.

Dominik choked down his wrath. He chose to let that pass.

Instead he said: “You're getting old, and picking beans is
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hard on back and spine—"

“I'll manage, Dominik. And I will watch you manage.”

The twins slept in the loft. Larissa and Mimi shared a little
makeshift corner, partitioned by a blanket. The gitls were al-
most sisters, taking turns at chores, teaming up at finding scraps
of food that fell from the government wagons.

They all made do with their diminished riches: a bed, a table,
a trunk, two chairs. A miracle produced a box of nails. Strong
poles propped up the sagging roof. Marleen, Larissa and the
Pioneer had thatched it skillfully with reedy grass, and it held
firm against the rain. The twins had built a bench that ran around
the oven; Marleen spread over it a threadbare quilt Natasha
sneaked into the hut while Shura took a nap.

Natasha often visited. She never came with empty hands.
Her apron bulging with goods she hamstered cleverly when Shura
wasn't looking.

Marleen was always glad to have Natasha near. She told her
without irony: “Come in. Come in. And make yourself at home.”

“Well. Only for a little while,” Natasha whispered modestly,
while wringing her raw hands.

“No. No. Sit down. Here, Baba. By the fire.”

“A little while. That’s all.” Natasha pulled a bunch of car-
rots from the folds of her patched skirt and gave them to Marleen.
“Here! Here’s a little something for the heart. Don't ask, and
you won't know—"

“I thank you,” said Marleen, by then not only gray but white.
Natasha shuffled awkwardly. “It’s nothing. Really. Noth-

ing.
Matleen, while finishing a mitten, secured the last firm loop,
before she had an answer. “Well, you surprised a lot of folks—"
Natasha flushed as though she had been suddenly caressed.
“Leftovers. That’s all.”
She helped Marleen stuff several chinks with crumpled pa-
per to keep the warmth in during nights and keep the stray cats

out.
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“And you surprised a lot of people, too,” she told Marleen,
glancing at the floor, swept spotless, strewn with clean, wet sand.

“It isn’t yet everyday’s evening. I'm proud they cannot break
my spirit.”

“No one can,” the former servant said. There was a pause. It
stretched and stretched.

“You wouldn’t be so foolish?” Natasha said at last. “Take
my advice. The night has eyes and ears.”

Marleen just kept her silence.

“Please don’t. A small mistake will be considered major sabo-
tage—"

“We have no choice. It has already been decided.”

They sat for a a long while in silence, until Natasha sighed:
“Ach ja. Ach ja. And yet, it was like paradise—"

Their glances met and held. There was no film between them.

“And now?” Natasha said with a small sob: “Your life as
well as mine, as sad as a cold supper.”

“Don’t worry about us. There is no choice. You know that.
Here. See this? This is a map. Here’s what we’re going to do—"

Natasha’s face turned the hues of a painter’s palette as Marleen
whispered details of escape across the wilds of Asia—details that
were alarming.

Within the circle of the smoking wick, the twins sat, hatching
plans, their ears alert for outside footsteps. Larissa gnawed at
her lips as she stitched away by the light of a wick. “Time flies,”
she said, while struggling with a lump, deep in her throat, that
would not go away. “And planting time won't wait.” Last week,
she’d lined a half-charred crate to make a sewing box. In it, she
stored her darning bulb, her sewing needle cushion, eleven but-
tons, and some threads. Natasha knew, but Dominik did not: it
had a double bottom. There she had hidden the Gospel.

“We count on Him,” she whispered. The twins surrounded
every thought with confirmation and support. They whispered
to each other that, with the good Lord’s help, they would attempt
a break for freedom—somehow! soon!—perhaps as early as next
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week!

Years fled before they tried.

At first, it had seemed easy: just give commands and watch
them work! But soon the German tools lay idle in the fields.

To say that this was maddening for Dominik was putting it
politely. Just how to run the confiscated farm machinery with
the Ukrainian field hands only who had never learned to farm
beyond the hoe? How could he fix the shed if someone lost his
hammer? What could he do if someone stole the newborn calf,
the pride of Comrade Stalin, and hid it in the meadows? He
flogged the plow horse without mercy; it sank down in the mud,
where it died. He ran to get an ox to pull the harvester out of the
ditch, where it had gotten stuck; the beast stepped on his toe;
the nail turned black and then fell off; his foot became badly
infected.

He found himself bed-ridden, alone with his venomous
thoughts. His insides churned and rumbled. He clutched one of
the clan’s ornately cross-stitched pillows tightly to himself to seek
relief until he noticed, with a little jolt, a faint trace of the scent
that Dorothy had worn.

He flung it in a corner. No one picked it up. It was socn full
of fleas.

When Dominik could walk again, he found to his dismay
that all his apple trees had been attacked by scabs. Someone had
forgotten to spray them with the suds left over from a wash. The
orchard yield was ruined.

Next, a mysterious fire swept through his stable and burned a
huge hole in the ceiling. He ordered his entire crew to patch the
roof, which took three weeks of work, which was the reason why
he missed fulfilling his important quota list and could not docu-
ment his productivity.

As the first Five-Year-Plan came to a cheerless close and eve-
rybody’s worries worsened, both Dominik and Shura grew ever
more aggressive.
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The two were never idle. They spread fear like a net.

Here was a couple made to match each other’s bag of tricks
with tricks and yet more tricks. They knew how to focus the
agents’ attention on others.

“It’s all the Germans’ fault.”

“Well. Well. And who’s in charge?” the grain inspectors
asked, and would not go away. “Is it not Dominik? We seem to
have a problem.”

“But nothing that can’t be solved.”

They kept on dropping in at Apanlee at frequent intervals,
and some of them were nice enough, while most of them were
not.

“The quotas still are lagging badly.”

Dominik sat with his chair tilted back against the wall to show
them he felt nonchalant. “We’ll work a ten-day week. That way,
we’ll double output.”

The grain inspectors only shrugged to show their ill-concealed
contempt. “Yes. Do that, Comrade. Do that. Well, all the best
of luck.” They gave each other fleeting smiles. “If this keeps up,
someone will be looking for his teeth,” they told each other glee-
fully. “Might it be Dominik?”

“Next year will surely—”

The quota agents showed no mercy. “Don’t talk about the
future! Now! The present is what counts.”

“But I

“More cabbage. Carrots. Cucumbers.”

They prodded Dominik at every opportunity as though he
were an ox. No matter how he tabulated every working hour—
overtime, and weekend hours in the bargain!—how sagely he
projected every deadline, the quota shortage grew more threat-
ening as spring turned into summer and summer into fall.

He drank. He cursed. He swore. His quota problems wors-
ened.

The steam-driven threshers, idle for years, mysteriously lost
wires and bolts. Workers fell ill when the workload was greatest,
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and thieves intent on wrecking the economy stole parts from cru-
cial farm machinery. Faceless defeatists and diversionists, he
told the quota agents when they came early the next week to
double-check, with more stern words for him, had rolled them-
selves corn cigarettes and thrown the butts into the brittle straw
of Apanlee. He pointed out to them: “Look at that huge, charred
barn! You draw your own conclusions.”

The formula was simple: he needed scapegoats now. He
knew they hated him, the blighted Germans, all of them! They
hated him more than the sullen native workers even, whom he
kept flushing out from their Ukrainian huts. Thus, it was only
natural that he would blame the mute recalcitrants, the prayer
creed, now burrowed deep into the earth like moles.

He knew they huddled over secret plans and whispered of
deliverance. He told his mother angrily: “I’ll break their spirit
yet—"

“You pushed them out.”

Why blame the twins? That was Natasha’s attitude. The
dimpled babies she had nursed were two gaunt graylings now,
bent, hunched, deep furrows on their foreheads—between them,
still Larissa. She knew their hearts burned at the sight of her.

Her face was wet with tears.

Soon, it was clear to all that Dominik had bitten off much
more than he could chew. He was in a bad fix.

The spring days were racing on; something had to be grown.
But what? He had run out of seed. He no longer believed he
could manage and pull off a production miracle. He faced each
day with dread. And in the meantime, it was quotas. Quotas.
Quotas. And more quotas.

Quotas on the ducks.

Quotas on the horses.

Quotas even on the goats that ate the few forget-me-nots still
struggling in the meadows.

And it was quotas also on the beans, cucumbers, carrots,
melons, onions, and potatoes, and quotas even on the radishes
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that already swarmed with worms.
Misfortunes multiplied. Natasha chased Shura around with
a broom.

He issued every kind of order.

Disorder kept on growing.

Another season came and went. The chickens scratched at
the dust in the yard. The twins no longer spoke to Dominik, nor
did Marleen, and neither did Larissa.

The only one who still smiled prettily was Mimi. The Pio-
neer was bettering her opportunities. She gave him lots of tips.
She was his go-between. He liked her well enough. She was one
of the few recalcitrants, decided Dominik, whom he could trust
implicitly.

“Come in. Come in. Sit down here by my side.”

She was quite tall, and lissome as a lizard; her eyes were
now level with his. “What do you want, tovarich?”

“What do you mean, what do I want? I want a little chat.”

She lingered by the door. She kept up her distance from him.
“Why did you call? So bright and early?”

“There’s talk of flight. Tell me it’s not true.”

She listened, smilingly, as though he told a joke. She knew
that she was pretty.

“Out with the truth.”

“You must be joking, surely. I don’t know what you mean.”
He often told her Soviet jokes; she topped them with her own.
He sometimes tried to pinch her cheek when Shura didn’t look.

Now Dominik leaned back and blew a blue tobacco ring that
slowly vanished by the window. “Don’t play the innocent. This
letter came this morning.”

She took it, straightening the creases. “It is for you, tovarich.
Why are you giving it to me?”

He studied her in silence. She was a German youngster but
trying hard to please; she seconded his words; she strained to
overcome the stains of landed ancestry.

He shifted strategies. “How’s school?”

“Fine. Nothing but fives. Check with the teacher.” She stood
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on tiptoes, practically. She squinted to read his intentions. “Why
do you ask? Why did you call me in?”

He knew her record was impeccable. She was first in knee
bends, second in frog jumps. She was always the first to hand in
her papers, and her folder charted remarkable ideological growth.

“What did you learn in school last week?”

“I learned a useful proverb,” she told him evenly. “If you
take credit for the rain, be prepared to take blame for the drought.”

“Ha! Very funny. Very funny.”

“Do you want me to read you that letter, rovarich?”

“You might as well. Why don’t you open it?”

She read the letter slowly to herself before she cleared her
throat. “More quotas, Dominik.”

He picked up a thick sheaf of papers. He said to the sunshine
outside: “How? How? Will someone tell me how?”

Her young eyes glittered merrily. “Maybe I know a way?
They want their travel papers.”

His face turned a bright red. She stood there, waiting in si-
lence.

“Need I tell you,” he said slowly, “that that’s a most sedi-
tious, dangerous remark? I am surprised at you. I am amazed
and shocked.”

She didn’t back away. “No one doubts my loyalty. I belong
to the hammer and sickle.”

“Then you know better than to ask what you just asked of
me. For that, I could be shot.”

“I only told you what they want. I didn’t—"

“Yes?”

“I didn’t ask you to cooperate.”

He cast a sly, admiring glance. “It’s travel papers, eh?”

“These days, a set of travel papers is more precious than a
nugget.” She lifted one smooth eyebrow. “They say you have
connections. It’s whom you know that counts.”

His grin spread ear to ear. “That’s right. It's whom I know
that counts.”

“My brothers think you have a friend who has a friend who



Lebensraum - II1 33

knows the back door to escape and who could easily—”

“It’s their hide, too. If they are caught, they will be shot.”

“They won’t be caught. You'll see to that. Right, Dominik?”

“And you?”

Her tongue was smooth as ballerina’s silk, by then a memory.
“I know my brothers well. They keep their word. They’ll come
and work for you and help you with your quotas if they believe
that you will help them get their travel papers in good time. Your
quotas will be photographed and written up in Pravda.”

He slapped her on the shoulder. “Smart girl. Smart girl. Now
tell me this. What do you want? What’s in this plan for you?”

“A job as your right hand. As your translator, Dominik.”

“But why?”

“1 speak High German. Low German. Russian. Ukrainian.
I’ll work right by your side so I can help rebuild the wasted coun-
try we both love—"

“You'll get it. Here’s my hand.”

She did not flinch. She did not blush. She watched him
smack his lips as though he were chewing a slice of fat bacon.
She was about to leave, pleased with herself, when he leaned
forward, suddenly.

“Oh. One last thing. You tell your brothers that I asked:
‘How can I get Larissa, in addition, to lift her skirt for me?””

“You just lost one fine opportunity,” said Mimi, smiling sun-
nily while walking out the door.
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Chapter 79

Dominik felt panic rise as the agents pushed his quotas even
higher the next year and the anticipated bounty from the soil of
Apanlee still lagged behind to a degree that drove the beads of
perspiration to his forehead.

“More fear. More fear to break their spirits,” he told his
mother, slurping borscht.

“You’re not ashamed?”

“Why should I be? Crop-wreckers, all! All of them! All!
That’s what I will report. That’s how they’ll see the light. They’ll
learn their lesson yet.”

“That’s where you're wrong. The Germans are fastidious.
They would not dream of soiling their own nest—”

“You always take their side.”

Natasha gathered firewood while rubbing at her eyes and
pondering her means. “You are my son. Why would I do that,
Dominik?”

He scowled at her. The problem was more complicated than
she knew. In tsarist days, the Devil took convenient blame for
every misfortune. Now even that had changed. Now culprits
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must be found. Culprits were more valuable than even glutted
quotas.

Dominik began to grasp this useful principle as the prole-
tariat rose ever higher to the top, and the once-privileged sank
ever deeper to the bottom. As long as he found culprits on whom
to fix all blame, he was safe from being accused.

He learned his tactics well. As he had tyrannized the cats
while growing up, so now he tyrannized the neighborhood.

“Four others have confessed, been tried, and shot at dawn,”
said Dominik, while sitting close to Shura.

“The State knows best,” said Shura. She curled against him
wordlessly. She, too, was garnering herself a useful reputation.
A belt was trailing from a sling. She used it now and then on
workers who displeased her.

To stay in the Party’s good graces, Dominik took care to dem-
onstrate his loyalty to Soviet Russia in every way he could. The
government inspectors gave him several useful formulas that
would bring glory to the proletariat, but all production had slowed
to a trickle. Therefore, he not merely followed the rumors, he
planted a few of his own.

He did that with a tongue that grew as facile as a snake’s. It
hissed of German hate crimes. This was a brand new term, amaz-
ingly efficient.

He claimed in meeting after meeting that cunning saboteurs
surrounding him stole crucial farm machinery to undermine the
brotherhood of proletarians.

“T'll do what must be done,” said Dominik whose eyes were
two live coals. “I will not spare my enemies. Why should I spare
my enemies? They’re scum. They are the worst. We must get rid
of them. Is there an argument?”

He nagged his mother day and night: “Why don’t you tell
them thae?”

“I cannot help it, Dominik,” she pointed out, this for the hun-
dredth time, “how I remember them when they were small and
suckled on the honey water I would prepare for them before
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Marleen’s fine beehives were destroyed. So cute. So sweet. So
clean.”

The twins were now his thorniest obstacle. He had made
sure that they attended several public meetings at which hate
crimes were patriotically discussed, but it made little difference;
they just exchanged their glances.

He ached to clip their prayers’ wings. He itched to smash
their Faith.

“The Congress of the Peasants has declared that servants of
religious cults are using up the food of worthy working men,” he
scolded them, vociferous.

They did not answer back. They never argued anything. They
merely watched while quotas piled on quotas.

He knew that they were not alone; somewhere in every Ger-
man homestead, there was that old-time Bible from which they
ladled strength. He knew the twins had, on the sly, by the light of
a small wick, thumbed through theirs many times—so fervently,
in fact, surmised an aggravated Dominik, that chances were the
spine was coming loose. It nurtured them, and it replenished
them. But where could it be found?

His eyes were expressionless. “The Cheka will teach them
respect.”

Natasha ran and hid her last remaining icon.

Five neighbors disappeared without a trace, and Apanlee lay
quiet as a grave.

“See? There’s a lesson here,” insisted Dominik, who read
the wrecking spirit in every freckled face. “Somebody, some-
where will get hurt. It’s time that that’s spelled out.”

Soon afterwards, he tried to argue with Marleen. “Why live
in fear? Why don’t you mark my calendars to keep me organ-
ized?”

She raised both hands in feeble protest. “My methods are
old-fashioned.”

He targeted the twins to pry their harvest secrets out of them.
When he demanded answers, they claimed they’d lost their voices.
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When he harangued them angrily for salient specifics, they
shrugged, pretending they were deaf.

By then, the will that had been sapped by hunger had returned.
They knew that shadows passed beneath their windows, but they
blew out the wick.

Of all the instruments of fear to usher in the New World Or-
der, the Cheka was the worst, and hate crimes were its means.
Faceless and terrifying was the Cheka. It had a thousand eyes
and ears. And it was everywhere.

It peered through the shutters to where Larissa sat, stitching.
On soundless soles, it followed Marleen. Her neighbors. Her
friends. It clung to the heels of the twins. It grew by what he fed
on—fear, fear, and yet more fear.

Suspects were caught repeatedly and punished savagely and
spirited away, but others kept on burrowing. He knew that for a
fact. He blamed them for every woe.

“They’ll learn their lesson yet!” he said to Shura, furious.
He knew a brute tenacity was there. He sensed it in the rustling
of the straw. He knew, by then, that his own head was on the
block: he was the man in charge.

Shura picked herself a wormy cherry. The red juice bubbled
in the corners of her mouth. “You are still just the family bas-
tard?”

“As though it happened yesterday.”

This was for Dominik an open, running sore that would not
heal. He claimed repeatedly: “Those who dare speak against the
government will soon be silenced. All of them. Those who re-
ject our reconstructive efforts for the land will soon be dead—
pethaps tomorrow.” The result was the fifth meager crop in a
row.

The grain inspectors came to check. They stepped around
the twins and asked each other angrily: “Where’s Comrade
Dominik?”

“Your quota lists fall short,” the government inspectors
growled at Dominik, no longer genial, and he was glad when
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they departed; in fact, he shook all day.

While helping them atop their donkey carts and trembling in
his trousers, he promised them that next year would be better; he
would make sure; he had done trial runs with several crop vari-
eties and now he knew the secret, finally, of growing stronger
strains.

“The weather has been bad,” he argued, trembling badly.
“How could that be my faule?”

The heavens mutinied. It wasn’t just incompetence and sabo-
tage. Untimely rains had virtually destroyed the winter wheat;
then came the heat; the bean crop, too, was pitiful. The barley
yield was worse. The cucumbers had worms. The melons dried
and shriveled.

No matter how he tallied every sack and basket on the old
wooden abacus he found one afternoon in Uncle Benny’s study,
his output fell short of the goal. With flying hands, he oiled it so
that the smooth pegs flew and added everything to doublecheck,
but still, he came out short.

He could not fill his quotas.

When next the quota agents came, he spit in an impressive
arc. “I'll punish them often,” he told them. “To keep them in
line.”

“Do that, and more,” they said. “Shoot one in ten. To warn
the nine remaining. We like our numbers round.” They drank to
the progressive meeting.

“Just so the rules are clear,” the quota agents said to Dominik
when they returned a few days hence to doublecheck his plans to
increase productivity. They spoke in warning undertones. “Try
harder, Citizen. The rope is short. Just so you understand—"

“Ido.”

“And spare us your excuses—"

“Iwill. I will. In fact, I will—” said Dominik, who talked
incessantly but tried to hide his hands. His stomach kept on act-
ing up long after they were gone.

All night long, it was journey after journey to the outhouse.
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Four of the German heads of family in the vicinity of Apanlee
were tried and sentenced publicly and shot for grave and harmful
insubordination. The paper wrote them up, spilling gallons of

ink in the process.

“—the German kulak Peters—”

“—the German kulak Ens—"

The papers grew more vicious in their editorials about the
struggle of the classes. They shamed the Germans openly by
name long after the cold earth had swallowed them.

“—the German kulak Unruh—"

“—the German kulak Toews—"

Thus died the Thiessen males in their entirety. Thus died the
males of Warkentin. Five sons of Johann Loewen were pulled
from their beds and shot. And those who had survived from the
once prosperous and robust Reimer boys who used to frolick bare-
foot in the snow in happier days were lined up without words
and shot.

The bullets flew. Nobody knows how many.

Natasha mourned them silently. She knew them, face by face.

She had been loaned to them from Apanlee, back in her youth,
to help them with festivities. She still had memories she cher-
ished—of Christmas, Easter, birthdays, soft Sunday afternoons
when neighbors gathered, gossiping for hours, thus keeping sins
in check. Her eyes would moisten with emotion, remembering.

How restful and relaxed life seemed in those long-bygone
days as they sat—kulaks all, admittedly, proud of their past, fat
with accomplishments and confident the future would be rich—
just visiting with friends and relatives, sipping their fragrant tea
and dunking fluffy zwieback.

Their crime?

Hate laws in detail spelled them out.

As documented in quadruplicates, they had served self-same
tea and zwieback fourteen times to foreigners, friends from the
city of the tsars, St. Petersburg, now renamed Leningrad. There,



Lebensraum - IIT _ 41

they had blasphemied. Those Sunday afternoons proved their
undoing. The bullets flew. The relatives despaired. The graves
were shoveled shut, and for a while, the wailing wouldn't stop,
but then a silence came that was unlike most any silence of the
past: a deep, pervasive hush.

More and more citizens of the Soviet began to disappear
mysteriously; not just the Germans, others, too, but almost all of
them. Somebody came and took them, one by one, without a
word, without an explanation—and there was nothing in the night
that swallowed flesh and spit out bones but the low howling of
the wind along a road that led straight off to nowhere.

The Cheka wove its subtle web. Its secret agents multiplied.

The Germans disappeared. By the hundreds of thousands,
they vanished. Where is their monument?

Why those of Apanlee were spared when practically every-
body else was sacrificed as hate crimes hardened in the laws of
Soviet Russia and ethnic cleansing climaxed and more and more
were shot or spirited away, is still in many minds a question mark.

The answer was at hand, and it was Dominik. He knew he
needed them.

“Can we afford to miss the quota lists?” asked Shura, too,
now white with fear.

“We can't,” said Dominik. “It’s them or us. That’s the bot-
tom line.”

The oil lamps flickered dimly. Black trains moved over bro-
ken rails. The frosts browned the sugar beets badly. The winds
refused to blow. The windmills wouldn’t pump water. The coun-
try had run itself dry. The cranes stood idle; no stores had any-
thing for sale. All through the countryside, decay and beggary
ruled, though the slogans were braver than ever. Asthmatic loco-
motives pulled rusty rows of wagons past sagging, run-down
barracks, and what went on inside those closely guarded barracks
was anybody’s guess.

It must be said of Dominik: he wasn’t at the source; he was
a willing toady. And terror was his means. Unrestrained terror—
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raw, naked terror, crouching in the basement, peering from the
ceiling. Now it was terror morning, noon, and night—and ter-
ror! terror! yet more terror! All cowered under it—the twins,
Marleen, Larissa, Mimi. Natasha felt it, too; her own son spelled
it out for her—how hatemongers must suffer, and hate crimes
must be punished.

But she was old, one foot already in the grave. She spoke her
mind, no matter what. He was her Dominik. She told him many
times, to let her words sink in:

“Why don’t you treat them fittingly? To have them on your
side?”

He stared at her, his eyes expressionless.

“I could arrange for little favors,” wept his mother.

To no avail at all!

She kept up her lament: “I pity you. I fear for you. The
quota agents know no mercy—"

“It is too late. It’s them or me. It’s better that they grasp
that.”

She watched how the neighborhood vanished. Hatemongers
all! Against the New World Order! The Party’s wrath kept sweep-
ing them away like chaff before the wind. Good neighbors she
had known for all her life would disappear behind some flapping
doors, and that was that; that was the end; no one heard of them
again; not even roosters crowed.

Her son had this to say: “You tell them this. Their troubles
are bigger than mountains.” He kept on pushing up his sleeves
and pointing to his biceps. “All who are guilty now of hate crimes
will be punished. It matters not if there’s no evidence.”

“Have tea with us,” urged Shura when the quota agents came
to Apanlee soon afterwards, with bayonetted rifles on their shoul-
ders. The agents handed Dominik a list. He surveyed it with
narrowed eyes.

“Shoot one in five,” the quota agents said this time. “To warn
the four remaining.”

No trick to have a man shot at dawn. A body slumped. A
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sparrow chirped. The net of the Cheka was tight and grew tighter,
ensnaring the living along with the dead. The Cheka sorted,
labeled and sent home the victims’ bloodstained clothes.

All this took place well within living memory.

What was a life?  Or, for that matter, what was death, no
longer catalogued? Someone would come with a bucket of sand
and throw it over the red, sticky puddle.

Natasha watched it all. Wringing her hands made no differ-
ence. Marleen gave her tears to the earth. The spring-sowing
barley campaign was now underway: the twins still held back
what they knew.

They listened to the tread of terror on the cobblestones that
led to Apanlee and knew that when they came and took this one
away, that one away, a silence fell after they left.

All this went on for years. At night, the bullets crackled. The
Holocaust? Don’t mention that to Mimi as she sits on the Kansas

couch, still part of the Old World.

She, Mimi, knows about the Holocaust. She knows her facts:
on silent orders, silent men pulled silent people from their beds
and shot them in the Germans’ orchards.

“And many of the executioners,” she will tell you to set the
record straight, “had gold and silver in their names. Thus died
the German farmer Hiebert, for example—"

The crime for which he died in agony? Concealment of the
Bible. Forbidden political print.

The hate laws spelled that out. The hate laws were extremely
specific, containing many paragraphs.

Yes, it was true, the farmer Hiebert stammered. He tried to
hide the Gospel; it was his most precious possession. It had
been brought from the Vistula Plains; it had been in the Hiebert
family for seven generations.

He tried to argue precedent and history when Dominik dis-
covered it, well-hidden in the straw. But Dominik just sneered.

“Here is the evidence,” he said, “to document imperialist lean-

ings. The Party will be pleased.”
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The execution squad did not loose time. The German farmer
Hiebert fell, as others fell that year, and in the years to come, and
did not rise again.

The German farmer Siemens.

A dogged deacon of the Lutherans, this man had stung the
bastard’s backside once for stealing unripe apples. Now Dominik
prodded his buttocks, in turn, at intervals, and with the muzzle of
a rifle, in Uncle Benny’s study, where he was camping now.

“Confess. Beg for reprieve. You know it’s as easy to beg as
to steal—”

The shackled man, by then, had turned into a crumbling for-
tress. “Tell me what 'm accused of having done. I will confess
to anything. Kill me but spare my children—"

“You don’t remember on your own? Well, donnerwetter!
Fancy that.”

“Have mercy, Dominik. Let me take all the punishment, but
leave my family alone.”

His tormenter smirked gleefully. What family was left?

All of his sons except for one had long since disappeared in
the realm of ice and snow; the last one still hid out, behind a pile
of burlap sacks. He, Dominik, had that from a good source.

“Tovarich, for the love of Stalin—"

“Not for the love of Stalin, but for the fear of Stalin,” cor-
rected a stern Dominik. “Spare me your groveling. I have here,
filed already, the testimony of a dozen people who all remember
clearly—”

The German Bauer, likewise.

Some twenty years ago he had applied for passports for his
family. He had wanted to move them to Kansas. A van came and
took them away—all twenty-one of them. Arrested that same
week as well was the whole Nickel clan. Their count was thirty-
four. Their crime? In the depths of the famine, they had traded
their farm tools for food.

With them, the German Janzen vanished. Here was his crime:
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he shared a blanket and a cup of tea with several vagrants once,
back in the cold and hungry years, but they died just the same.
The charge was, he was told, that he had poisoned them. Inves-
tigations proved the vagrants had been Bolsheviks of Jewish ori-
gin, and now he, too, was classified a dangerous provocateur.
They shot him like a dog.

Here is the partial story of the German farmer Penner.

He tried to burn some documents. He was, however, caught,
and people think that he was shot—to this day, there are relatives
in Winnipeg who think that that’s what happened.

No details left, alas, Mimi will tell you now. Nobody knows
for sure. The story is that someone came and poked around the
ashes and found a half-charred envelope that still said:
“Mennotown.”

That’s how that story goes. To this day, not a trace.

Could it have been a neighbor’s jealousy? A half-forgotten
quarrel?

The minions from the gutter did not bother to explain. Their
job was to contrive sufficient charges heaped on charges. The
hate laws helped, now locked in place. It was a rabbit hunt.
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Chapter 80

Behind it all stood Dominik. The less he knew, the better. It
was easier, it was better, not to know. He told Natasha many
pointed stories to illustrate the principle that it was safer, it was
better, not to know. That’s why history calls Dominik a monster
to this day. The silhouettes needed toadies; they stayed at the
periphery; he did the work for them. His voice grew smooth and
hot as sealing wax as he explained the why’s and how’s of whole-
sale ethnic cleansing.

“Tear down the old fences. Let the goats roam about,” he
told his mother who, by that time, in shock from boundless terror
and deaf and dumb herself, could only keen and rock.

So let her wail! He was a man. He had his own priorities.
He did not order bloodshed. His orders were all for arrest.

Ice-cold terror—that’s what it took.

Naked force—that’s what it took.

Arrest orders cluttered Uncle Benny’s desk, where Dominik
presided. Brass knuckles, rifles, revolvers—reliable weapons.
Terror and torture—trustworthy means. It took 2 man, insisted
Comrade Stalin, to pull out by the roots all opposition to the New
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World Order the Party had outlined. He was that man. He was
in charge. Nobody argued back.

He was pleased that they called him zovarich. He admired
himself in the Apanlee mirror that hung on the opposite wall.
Despite the crack that an anarchist’s sword had left on the upper
right corner, he saw a sufficient reflection, and what he saw
pleased him no end—a magnificent cap with a five-pointed star,
no newspaper shreds in his boots, his collar upturned and in his
trouser pocket the finest of tobacco from Odessa. A street in
Moscow bore his name. The Party heaped honors on him.

He pulled on his mustache and spit through a gap in his teeth.
He grew by what he fed on: denunciations by the ream. For
rudeness. Slowness. Illness. Breakages. Agitation. Exploita-
tion. Counterrevolution.

He did not fool himself. No longer was he dealing
counterblows.

He had already taken his revenge; all that was past; all petty
peeves had fallen by the wayside; vindictiveness no longer mat-
tered; nor was he merely forcing unfair quota laws upon recalci-
trants. Now he dealt with a logic all its own and crystal clear to
everyone: His own head: on the chopping block. Unless he kept
on feeding culprits to the Antichrist, he would be shot—for run-
ning Apanlee into the ground and ruining the grain.

Night after night, the agents of the Cheka moved through the
night like bats—faceless and terrifying shadows. They asked the
ancient German patriarch whose name was Jakob Harms: “Hey,
you! How long have you been practicing subversion against the
New World Order?”

The old man did not even recognize the word. By then, he
was just sitting on the porch and waiting for the Lord to come
and call him home. That was his one last wish. Where he was
going soon, he told the agents of the Cheka with his toothless
gums, life would be warm and colorful. That’s what his Scrip-
tures said, long since consumed by flames. He tried explaining

that.
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They would have none of it. The agents cuffed him on the
shoulders. “Give us a date. Give us a name.”

His mind was weak. Names had long paled. Dates had no
more meaning whatsoever.

“The local censor knows —” he muttered, and moved his
caved-in mouth. “There’s nothing left to say—”

“Then come with us. Don’t bother taking clothing—"

He rose obediently. No one ever heard from this poor man,
age ninety-three, another solitary word.

The German farmer Ediger stood outside Uncle Benny’s study
and waited to be questioned. He was the last male of his clan.
The previous week, some government officials had arrived and
dragged his father from his bed, an invalid, impoverished to the
bones—but in his youth he had owned wealth. For miles around,
he had been one rich kulak!

How rich? Too rich.

So rich he could afford to pay for a compartment in a train
when he took leisure trips to Poltava. This self-same train now
took him to the dungeons first, and later to Siberia. With him
went his two sons, five nephews and a grandchild, not even thir-
teen years of age. One was still left: the farmer Ediger, who
moved aside obligingly wherever Dominik appeared who was in
finest fettle.

No longer did he have to bother finding them and prying har-
vest secrets out of them. They came to see him now, all begging
favors, pleading mercy, shivering with fear. All of them. Eager.
Willing.

He sat in Uncle Benny’s rocking chair and rocked, while down
the steps and all around the house, a queue of paupers formed.
One little word could send the chill of terror down their spines.
That word was: “Next.”

Those whom he sent away, were gone. They vanished.

Families vanished. Villages vanished.

In numbers untold and nowhere recorded, the Germans all
vanished. They vanished.
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“Next. You! Somebody came to me to document that you
sold grain without permission and kept the profit wickedly—"

“But [

“Sign this confession. Save me a little trouble.”

Next.

“How many horses did you own? How many pigs? How
many cows?”

No matter what they said, no matter how they tried to put a
thin veneer on improprieties against the New World Order as
outlined by the Party in weekly bulletins, Dominik just rolled his
tongue and smacked his lips and told them, one by one:

“You exploited the downtrodden masses—”

Arrests of kulak families became the order of the day. It was
the only order of the day, and Dominik was firmly in the saddle.
He was the one to carry out the orders from above, for he had
practiced with the anarchists; he still remembered cleverly what
he had learned from them.

He raided them repeatedly. Sometimes he used the mob. The
mob would open and shut drawers, throwing socks and shirts
and trousers on the floor, while the detested parasites—the trai-
tors! agitators all! hatemongers all! exploiters all!'—now stood in
clusters in a corner, their faces ashen with their fear, eyes lit like
Christmas candles.

He told them many times: “Not one of you is innocent!”
They all had hoarded grain. They all had kept forbidden live-
stock. And scores of them had feasted on the burlap sacks America
had sent. Now they were at his mercy.

He filled his cart haphazardly with things that struck his
fancy—kettles, axes, mirrors, quilts, tin ware and copper ware,
along with basins, razors, scissors. He rammed another rifle butt
through yet another window. He overturned a flower pot. He
kicked a cat. He spit into their supper.

Before he left, he nailed a warrant on the door: “Don’t touch.
State property. Tomorrow, I'll be back.”
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Thus Dominik became the Cheka’s instrument—a formida-
ble force. A horn gave one sharp blast, and down jumped
Dominik: “Here! Sign this protocol. Don't give us any gall.”

No wonder, therefore, that some Germans, in the end, agreed
to push the manure cart for Dominik. He made little speeches for
them: “Do you remember now how you engaged in criminal
activities? Don’t be your own worst enemy. You're assigned to
the cucumber brigades—”

Next!

He terrorized, and they complied. The formula was simple.
Before he understood that formula, he had not dreamed that it
could be so easy.

He sat, his legs outstretched, at Uncle Benny’s desk, which
overflowed with papers. To his left sat an appointed medical
inspector, to the right a clerk who helped him sort out names.
Six chairs were set against the wall. Two revolvers lay next to
his pen.

“You will now tell me once again about the time when you

made common cause with spies and infiltrators—” Next.
“You will now document why you decided wickedly to en-
tertain four foreign royalists—" Next.

Let them be sly about their past; he, Dominik, could not be
easily deceived. He hooked his thumb through his belt, adorned
with the five-pointed star. “Next! You are next! The evidence
against you is documented in this folder—”

The floor around him was littered with sunflower shells.
There was a ringing in his ears. His wide, stolen belt buckle
glittered. His head swam with his might. He was so strong, he
was so feared that Shura did not have to queue up for an extra
onion batch.

Outside, the sun shone merrily. His quota problems paled.

By fall that year, Dominik no longer bothered with the ques-
tions; his task was stripped down neatly to seven simple words.

“You're guilty of a hate crime. Next.”
He had the knife. They owned the underbelly.
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Some tried to argue back, though not for long. The twins
decided to fight back, despite their mother’s tears.

Those two said to Natasha’s bastard in one voice: “Now,
listen, Dominik. You listen hard. What proof is there that we
have ever harmed this country?”

“Proof? What is proof? I've never heard the word.”

They said: “We won't confess to crimes of which we are not
guilty. We will not sign that we committed treason.”

“What was Larissa doing, Citizens, three years ago, while
harvesting the cabbage patch, grown in defiance of the law?”

They looked at him and knew: “He slaughters blameless
life—"

He looked at them and knew: “Escape is on their minds—”

He fingered them repeatedly, but he was careful not to push;
between them stood Natasha. Instead, he spoke derisively: “To
steal that bucket full of grain was criminal. Don’t argue that you
aren’t guiltey—”

Some tried, though not for long. “We were still in the midst
of the famine. We were coping with chaos as best as we could.”

“You acted alone? Who else was involved?”

“I give you my word: I acted alone.”

“Three minutes left. Think of three names—no, better make
that six!—and they better be good names. They better be excel-
lent leads—”

“I acted alone, but now I remember. You are right; I was
thieving. I confess; a handful of grain from the government
bin—"

“—two minutes—~

“Not even a cupful. A handful. My children were maddened
with hunger—”

“Don’t play your silly games with me. Who else was there?
Who else filled his pockets with government grain? One min-
utes still remaining—"

“May God forgive me, I remember: My neighbor down the
street, three houses to the left—"
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This happened to the German farmer Redekopp of
Alexanderwohl, old as Methuselah.

By then, he had lived ninety years, and not a day without the
Holy Spirit’s guidance. His sons, their sons, and their sons’ sons
had spread across a hundred thousand acres of the richest soil of
the Ukraine. His father and his father’s father had been the ar-
ea’s model farmers, and his great-grandfather had pushed his
wheelbarrow, on foot, filled to the brim with German piety, out
of the swamps of Prussia and all the way to the Ukraine, right
next to Willy Epp, first preacher of the Brethren. He had lived
long and well, this ancient German, Redekopp, before the Revo-
lution came and labeled him a traitor. He had assumed, a foolish
man, that he would be entitled to a peaceful death in his own bed,
advanced in years and heaped with honors, his children by his
side and chorusing.

Now Dominik held him by his lapels. Now Dominik yelled
in his face so that the spittle flew: “Just so the rules are clear.
Last night was just a dress rehearsal—”

“But -7

“That fourteen-year-old grandson you have left? The apple
of your eye? He is in custody already. We found him yester-
day—”

This fourteen-year old, so they say, bit through his tongue
before he, too, confessed, admitting wholesale treason. He whis-
pered, staring at the bloody spots where hours ago his fingernails
had been: “I now accuse myself and others—” and was found
lying in a crimson pool before the day was gone.

“Too bad. Too bad,” said Dominik. “Next. Who is next? All
traitors guilty of a hate crime must be found. Somebody has to
find them. It might as well be me.”

He sorted lists and yet more lists. The formula was simple.
A kulak was an enemy. The Germans led the way. No people
had more kulaks than the Germans.

As long as he accused—repeatedly, relentlessly—he was safe
from being accused. Terror was his vehicle. He drove it at full
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throttle.

And proof of wholesale treachery, he found, was easy to come
by. Amazing what he found, once he looked hard enough.

Thus, for example, was the German farmer Giesbrecht taken
into custody for sabotage.

“Here is a paper for your arrest. Admit you fed grain to your
chickens!”

Deaf in one ear from several previous beatings, this farmer,
straining hard to hear, stared at an animated Dominik through
crusted, swollen lids. “Have mercy. Never once—"

“Shut up! You lout!” yelled Dominik. He took the German
rudely by the arm. “We know you are a spy. You're harming
Mother Russia. We know that for a fact. The government has
proof of harmful insubordination—"

“But why—" the German mumbled with confusion.

“What? You ask why? Did I hear right? The fool is asking
why! Let me refresh your memory. Unless you tell us what you
know, I have no choice but to believe the worst. Who else was
guilty of hatemongering?”

“But [—”

“How many sons do you have left? Unless you tell us all,
they have two choices left. It’s heaven, or Siberia.”

Mild-mannered and bespectacled, the farmer took a knife and
drove it through his conscience: “God help me, I remember. 1
overheard my neighbor Neufeld praise America in several pri-
vate conversations.”

“Who else was there?”

“Now it comes back to me. Write down the names of Rempel,
Peters, Wiebe—"

“Ah! That is useful information. The only pity is: it comes
too late. We took them in already.”

“But didn’t you just—"

“So? In the name of our glorious Soviet Union, we must
arrest you for suspected sabotage.”
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An awkward word could do it. A vague suspicion. A
neighbor’s grudge. An old, unsettled score.

Sentenced to death: for preaching.

For stealing a chicken.

For having missed two days of work.

For having praised a foreigner.

For pilfering collective property.

For spilling stolen wheat into a trouser leg. Don’t make us
laugh: to claim that you were starving is slandering the Party.

A man collapsed; none helped him up. Another vanished
without trace; nobody dared ask what happened. Whenever
Dominik appeared, they trembled, and they shook. He was but
one peg in a devilish game—no better, no worse than the rest.

“Soup kitchens? Ha! It was unpatriotic to take food from
corrupt governments—

When in a benevolent mood, he would give them a stern dress-
ing-down. He would tell them, a glitter in his eyes: “I'll send the
overseer to check on you tomorrow. Go home and think up three
more names—

At other times, he did not feel so lenient. A cinch to probe
for weaknesses. Child’s play to find a fault.

“There was a fire at your barn. What should I call that fire?
Negligence? Or sabotage? In either case: ten years.”

The German farmer Letkemann was found to have suspicious
relatives in Hillsboro, and he was shot for that. He was not even
given time to finish his last supper. Shot that same night were his
three sons, two grandsons, and an accidental visitor. A blanket
sentence, fit for beasts—and no one said a word.

In better days, Marleen’s own martyred husband had had a
childhood friend named Johann. They came for him as well.
They came for him at midnight and pulled him out of bed. He
was still limp with sleep.

They kicked him hard and broke a rib. Blood gurgled through
his teeth.

They yelled at him: “Don’t nit-pick now. Confront your
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wickedness. Here is the dotted line. What? You refuse to sign?
Confess that you maliciously betrayed the merits of the Revolu-
tion—"

He begged: “What have I done? Where did I fail?”

They yelled: “We ask the questions, Citizen!”

Before he died, he learned he had admired Western decadence
by bragging of his relatives in Kansas. He agreed he had griev-
ously injured the Party.

They shouted, kicking him: “Give honest testimony now.
Help us expose the traitors. Who else felt as you did? Who else
has relatives in Kansas? Here is a pencil and a sheet of paper.

Write down a full description of your crime. We know the gen-
eral facts. You fill in the details.”

Now and then, a shadow fell, but Dominik shooed it away.
Still, it returned, no matter how he shushed it—for it was Uncle
Benny, he and his many books.

The fattest book that Uncle Benny ordered from St. Petersburg
did not last through a week, for the small hunchback read with
joy whatever came in print.

He, Dominik, read not from joy but, poorly, from a sense of
duty. His reading was laborious but thorough. He put a cross
here, a check-mark there.

Next. You are next.

He cleared the dryness from his throat. You, next.

Another shadow. Dorothy. She wore neat curls across her
ears. She even powdered them.

He roused himself to action. “A little favor for yourself, eh?
Here. Write a declaration.”

To his friends, he gave fat jobs. His enemies went begging.

He slapped down a folder and roared: “You missed three
days of work. You claim that you were ill2”

“I slipped and fell—”

“That’s what you claim. I claim that it was sabotage. Where
‘is the proof? Look what I have right here. See? A confession,

2”9

already made out in your name—
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Next.

The German farmer Fehr had failed to get a license to in-
crease his carrot patch. Five years.

The German farmer Krahn had asked for information about
leaving Russia. Eight years.

The German farmer Hildebrandt had hidden several Cossacks
in a foiled attempt to help escape the deposed tsars. The firing
squad for him.

There was no end to it.

Thus did the Antichrist catch up with the enslaved, trapped
Germans. Now they all huddled in the hallway, waiting to be
seen.

They walked into the room where Dominik sat proud and
scrutinized the treason in their freckled faces while chewing the
end of a pencil. Along the wall stood three interrogators—their
faces bland, their small eyes roving, scattering showers of sun-
flower seeds.

“Next,” muttered Dominik, who still drank—more than ever.

No detail was safe from his eyes. Nothing was off-limits
now. He scrutinized his victims’ faces, then their pockets, then
their past; he checked until he found what he was looking for;
he checked on absolutely everything.

He did what others did. He did so on secret command. Hun-
dreds of thousands did likewise, helping to purge the country.

“Look, you can try to prove to me whatever strikes your fancy.
But I, in turn, will prove to you that two plus two is five. Who
else was there? What else was said? What did you overhear?
Exactly?”

“I didn’e—" (

“Well, let me help you, then. Did your old father not come
back, last week, this after having spent three years in prison? I
heard there is a chance he might be re-arrested. Does that im-
prove your memory?”

Sweet days for Dominik. He dipped his pen into the orna-
mental ink well sunk deep into a chiseled ridge and told the Ger-
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man farmer Loepp, whom he had known for close to thirty years:
“Will you agree to spy on your neighbor as part of your citizen’s
duty? No? You will not? Don’t claim you didn’t have a chance.
Don't say I didn't treat you fairly—"

Next.

“Were you a member of a counterrevolutionary plot?”

How many sons? How many uncles? Cousins? Nephews?

Here’s a pencil. Write them down. And don't leave out your
grandfather.

“I can’t remember—"

“Your memory is short? Well, let me help you, then—my
memory is intact. Two of your daughter’s last remaining sons?
Both stood in line to take their handouts from Americans. Starred
names in this fat folder—"
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Chapter 81

No one in Dewey’s church had ever asked, nor ever would
have thought of asking: “Why dost Thou tell us not to kill, and
then kill every one of us?”

Faith walked on feathered soles in Kansas. So, too, in Ger-
many.

The Fiihrer’s succinct mandate: Faith. The people’s chorus:
Ja!

The Fiihrer's flag was not a symbol anyone took lightly in
the thirties. Faith, Faith and yet more Faith—but now with a
decided difference: Not in a dubious afterlife as compensation
for a blood-stained world, but in yourself, your Fatherland, your
ethnic past, your children’s sunny future in a reborn, cleansed
Germany, devoid of illness, poverty, despair, corruption, ugli-
ness.

“Soon, ruin will no longer stare you in the face,” the Fiihrer
said. “Soon, terror will be gone. Soon, our streets are going to
be safe again, as in the olden days.”

The masses hushed with reverence. The swastika looked like
a double cross; it soon replaced the Cross. The Fiihrer did not
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strain, as Dewey did, for words. The Fiihrer’s rallies, ringing
with his passion for a world where health and strength were whole-
some and sloth and sickliness were foul, where had a right to
honest profit wrestled from the soil and profiteering was a crime,
soon brought the people out-of-doors. Vast crowds began to
gather as soon as meetings were announced. The papers praised
the Fiihrer. The people trusted his intentions. He said he would
clean up with mop and bucket.

He said: “The gloves will finally come off!”

The masses cheered. They liked his clear simplicity. By just
looking at him, they could tell: Here was a man who called a
spade a spade. Here was true leadership that called the bankers
on the carpet. Here was a man who called a hoax a hoax.

“Give me a match,” the Fiihrer said, “and I will light a fire
between the devil’s hooves.”

The Fiihrer liked a radish better than a rose, and Heidi started
growing radishes and carrots and took out every rosebush by the
roots. Along her whitewashed fence, she planted three rows of
tomatoes, and side by side with the tomatoes, she grew her salad
greens, her carrots, cucumbers and beans.

The earth was soft and willing; and day by day, the doors
flew open, sunshine flooded in, and youngfolk sprawled about
her kitchen and asked each other in loud whispers:

“What smells so heavenly?”

Her youngfolk came from everywhere, mostly out of the gut-
ter, and she was busy mending—not just their trousers but their
hearts. When Heidi came upon the nameless orphan who saved
himself out of the horror-stricken years, her youth hostel was
going full blast. She ran it as a halfway house, and it was always
full.

There, Heidi shone with happiness, self-discipline and en-
ergy. She was as peaceful as a little girl who tended to a flock of
geese, yet all the same, she was enthusiastic, systematic, and de-
termined. 'Wherever she found little boys and girls in need of
nurturing and warmth, she gave them sugar cubes.
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“Nobility of service,” said Heidi every day, “is something
you must learn. The Fiihrer leads. We follow. You put your
shoulder to the wheel and shove. Is there an argument?”

Although her husband was a Prussian landholder with an
unbroken pedigree and vast lands in Silesia, he went to work for
her: he hired carpenters and masons and added extra rooms where
several of her favored charges stayed on their off-duty days.

Among them, Jonathan was special. He knew that he was
special. He slept on her couch in the kitchen.

He was sure he had died; this was heaven.

She was there, that first morning when he awoke to a new life
as though from a bad dream. He stood in the doorway and took it
all in—the spotless floor, the sparkling window panes, the fra-
grance of potato pancakes, her blond hair in a coil.

Still barefoot in her frilled pajamas, her belly bulging gently
much like a leavened loaf of bread that rose with air and warmth,
she spotted him and waved. “Come in. Come in. Here, try my
jam. Straight from my cherry tree.”

He found a chair and sat on it, his body limp with sleep. She
was bustling about in the kitchen, about her the patter of six little
feet. She kept passing out coffee and pancakes, cut into delicate
strips.

“I called on various friends to find out who could spare an
extra pair of shoes,” she told him, while spooning gruel into the
youngest of her brood. “Show me your feet. What size?”

The morning light was glaring. The only sound in her bright,
scented kitchen was the small sound of clicking spoons. He didn’t
take his eyes from her, quite at a loss for words. She had a lively
step, a friendly, unpretentious smile. She moved about her kitchen
nimbly. She lifted his sunk chin.

“Come. Look at me. Last night, after you fell asleep, I turned
the collar of a shirt a neighbor left with me. I have an extra pair
of pants I found in a forgotten drawer. A good friend found some
underwear for you, still in acceptable condition. Soon you’ll be
good as new.”
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He frowned and shrugged his shoulders. All that was far from
certain.

“But first things first,” said Heidi energetically. “Right after
breakfast, you and I will march ourselves to the delousing sta-
tion. I do not care what’s crawling on your head, but other peo-
ple might. Is that all right with you?”

She took him to a huge, red building and waited patiently
outside until he came back out, shorn like a sheep and smelling
of carbolic.

“How neat you look,” she said, and buttoned up his coat. “You
look magnificent. I'm proud of you. There’s work to do. These
days, nobody is untidy.”

His throat became taut with emotion.

Today, the forces that dictate the way world history is written
have much to say of him, this man whom Heidi called her Fiihrer
and Jonathan would, too—and none of it is true. Ask Mimi—she
will tell you. Had he been just a fourth-rate underling with a mad
yen for holocausts, he wouldn’t have lasted a week. The ripen-
ing grain was his story.

In those young years, it wasn't shrill. It wasn’t coarse. An
atavistic presence started growing quietly in the soil of Germany,
and those who felt it growing then will tell you to this day that it
was something clean. And deep. And true. And powerfully
moving.

“Say what you will,” they say. “The Fiihrer had a vision. He
gave us back our soul.”

There was pride in one’s folk, in one’s roots. The weeds no
longer choked the sidewalks. The store shelves filled once more
with merchandise. The country was recovering; the clover stood
in bloom. The woods of Germany became a picnic ground, and
tranquil was the sunshine, and hallowed were the stars.

Hath not the potter power over clay? The air was thick with
incense. The children’s hair was glistening with dew. The
Fiihrer’s planes were silver dots against the sky, and humming
like mosquitoes.
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Somewhere somebody claimed maliciously, gesticulating, that
the beloved German Fiihrer was as sexless as an angel, as fierce
and bloodless as a dragon, as mystic as the Russian monk.

It’s just not so. Not true.

He had rays flashing from his hands, and therein his power

was hidden.

The German people’s spirit had been numb for years, but now
they had an alchemist with a magnetic nature and a discriminat-
ing eye.

This, Heidi understood. She knew as well as anybody else
that he, the Fiihrer and his men, had sworn death to the Anti-
christ—but, in addition, she was practical. She translated such
lofty words for the small, outcast boy whom she had found and
taken in much like a wounded animal.

Where she believed his heart was—that’s where she dropped
her anchor. “Now that I think if it,” she said, “I think you need a
bicycle.”

She was as good as her word. She fattened a goose and then
sold it, and bought a bicycle for him. She would kindle herself
on his bliss.

He skinned both knees ferociously. She watched him kick
the tires.

When he was sure she wasn’t looking, he tried to reach a
speed that pulled the wheels right off, but Heidi saw, and Heidi
said: “That’s scandalous behavior!” and for a long and wretched
weekend gave him her coldest shoulder.

She was like that. She had free hand to punish any way she
pleased, but Heidi hardly ever punished; she barely raised her
voice. She emphasized character training. The day came all too
soon when she pulled him aside: “What have you hidden in your
trousers?”

His face resembled scarlet cloth. “It’s nothing, really. Noth-

ing.”
He still stole. Everything. It was a weird compulsion. He
couldn’t stop himself. A headlight. A door handle. A piece of
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string. A box of rusty nails.

These things, he knew from past experience, had bartering
potential. You hoarded what you found. You hid it in a hole you
dug, or else beneath your bed.

“A paperweight? You take that back,” said Heidi, looking
stern.

“But I

“Right now. And you apologize. You say that it was a mis-
take; you do not need a paperweight; I do not want to hear
another word from you until you have apologized.”

She spelled the Fiihrer’s values out for him in weeks and
months to come.

Honesty—better than thieving.

Cleanliness—better than dirt.

Valor—better than cowardice.

Purity—better than filth.

One day she said to him with a small twinkle in her eyes:
“You're growing, aren’t you? Tell me the truth. Somewhere
must be a girl who’s standing on her toes?”

“How do you know such things?” he asked in fear and awe.

He loved her more than he had ever loved another human
being, or ever would again. He longed to touch her hair. He did
not do that. Ever.

It took a long, long time to break him of destructive habits,
but Heidi was a patient teacher. She coached; she watched; and
she explained. She reminded him, time and again: “You are the
Fiihrer’s hope. You are his future tool. Inside and out, you must
be pure and clean.”

She laughed at him and poked him with her index finger and
linked her arm with his. Her husband was an officer; she grew a
splendid family with the same concentrated dedication with which
she grew her radishes—three sitting at her breakfast table, a fourth
born after Jonathan moved in, three more to come, if you be-
lieved her husband’s teasings—enough for the Motherhood
Medal. Her babies made her chubby; her hair started showing
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some gray, but she remained for Jonathan far into middle age as
young and beautiful as when she first appeared and took his icy
hands into her own to warm them with her love.

When Heidi’s sons were old enough, they were given their
very own daggers. On each was written: Blood and Honor.

Before these youngsters even went to school, their heels al-
ready came together in a sharp, snapping sound as though re-
leased by rubber bands. Their arms flew forward in salute.

“Now life is beginning in earnest,” said Heidi. Self-disci-
pline forbade her to shed tears, but she trembled with pride and
exhaustion. “Without a sense of duty to his land and to his fel-
low citizens, a man is not a man.” Those were her exact words.

She was fastidious about detail. She expected the best at all
times and took it as a personal catastrophe when those she loved
gave less than what she valued and deserved—precisely all those
qualities of body, heart and mind the foundling out of Russia still
yearned to make his own. She was goodness and virtue and magic.
She set her table in the open air. She was a goddess who baked
apfelstrudel.

She said that it was up to him to build a better world; that she
would show him how. “It’s us against the Antichrist,” she said
to him one morning,

She did not need to spell it out. He knew.

“You have until Friday to make up your mind. And never
mind excuses.”

He was only too glad to obey; nature itself obeyed Heidi.
The sun shone when she picnicked with her charges by the lake;
the wind howled when she set the fireplace ablaze. She got up in
the middle of the night to help the cat to a new set of kittens. The
postman, the cobbler, did special things for her. Her mailbox
overflowed. Her shoes grew brand new heels. She had good
words for everyone. She cared for a bedridden neighbor. She
never missed her duties at the Winter Help. She was a bridge
that brought people closer together—her sum and substance, al-
ways, her lacerated Fatherland in need of willing hands. She
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knew precisely how to put together once again the broken frag-
ments of a young boy’s previous life not fit for any dog.

When Jonathan came into Heidi’s care, she was already su-
pervising, scolding, praising and improving assorted homeless
boys who, scum and filth just yesterday, now wore their caps set
sideways on their brows at an audacious angle and studied them-
selves in the mirror with pride.

Blue eyes. Blond hair. Square chin.

She glowed to see them proud. She fed them applesauce.

She campaigned long and hard to give them the color of health
through hard work and strong food and good deeds. Why, by
their heels she dragged them out of bed and scattered them into
the fields!

“You have a purpose now! From now on, everybody up at
five!”

The day was never long enough. If there was work to do,
she led the way; she squared her chin and disappeared around
the corner to make this world a better world, and never mind the
snickers. She kept collecting piles of blankets, boxes and um-
brellas—going steadily from house to house. “What can you
spare? Will you help out? We are crafting a better tomorrow.”

And why not? She had proof. She looked at Jonathan and
knew that he was all the proof she needed. When she first found
him in the dirty streets of Germany, as gray and cold as the gray,
frozen snow of Russia, she knew that there was chaos to be or-
ganized.

She changed him, head to toe.

It took a while for Jonathan to realize that he could put away
his fears. No longer did he need to grub for food in garbage cans,
for Heidi saved for him that extra wedge of sausage.

“Eat! Eat!” she always said. “Thin as a stork! You must eat
more. Will you shame me by eating so little2” She spread his
bread with butter on both sides. “There is plenty of food in the
garden,” said Heidi.
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She was like that—doing things for the people she loved as
though she did things for herself. Her kitchen could not hold her
guests; she always had more guests than beds; the world loved
and appreciated Heidi.

She told the baker: “Four loaves of bread, please—" and the
good baker gave her five.

The bachelor greengrocer saved up the biggest cantaloupes
for her. When one-pot Sundays came by order of the Fiihrer, she
didn’t call that stew.

No elbows on her table!

Around her, it was “please” and “thank you” all the time for
every little matter. Now it was frequent baths, respect for your
elders, self-discipline and punctuality, contempt for idleness and
sloth.

In return, it was armsful of wood for her stove. It was an
honor, always, to sit right next to her. Long after she had left the
house to patronize a favorite charity despite a raspy throat, her
spirit lingered on.

And she was not alone. It was renewal time. The country
shone with purpose, and soon there was a Sunday rooster in eve-
rybody’s pot.

School children clustered everywhere—with tiny swastikas
on their lapels and not a button out of place, hair straight as if
drawn by a ruler. With young and healthy lungs, these young-
sters sang old, patriotic hymns that promised a rejuvenated Ger-
many reverberant with pride.

When silence fell, the Fiihrer spoke. His message never var-
ied. That message came from loudspeakers, strung up from tree
to tree. The banners unfurled. Fists clenched and then unclenched.
Many bells started ringing with mirth.

A worthy tomorrow.

No bloodshed.

No mayhem.

No sloth.

The flags kept on rippling and snapping. The German people
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trembled with emotion. Out came the folding chairs when there
was a parade. The Lord, the faithful knew, had matched the Fiihrer
with his task.

Soon, brides and grooms descended through the arches to
take the Mystic Cross salute. Their cheeks aglow, they pledged
each other loyalty, their hearts awash with gratitude: The future
would be orderly, with many healthy children. Each child would
have an education—as fine an education as his young mind al-
lowed; the Fiihrer paid the way.

The couples clutched moist hands and sealed their love with
misty eyes—and knew that if they worked and saved, if they were
diligent and thrifty, and did not waver in their certitude that there
were moral absolutes —one day they would be rich, in spirit and
in goods.
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Chapter 82

“You need an education,” said Heidi to the foundling, as soon
as he was thawed, and took him by the hand. “The Fiihrer pays
for it.”

“Don’t wear yourself out worrying,” he told her awkwardly.
“I'll do the best I can.” It seemed to him as if a greasy cloud had
lifted to suddenly reveal the sky, scrubbed clean with soap and
brush. Now fortune smiled on him.

“Good. It is settled, then.”

Heidi was an exacting tutor in Jonathan’s maturing years.
“Nothing but ‘A’s,” she instructed him firmly as she walked him
to school to register him suitably. “Don’t think the future comes
for free. Don’t bother with excuses.”

He studied hard to make her proud; he never missed a day.
Soon, he fit in; before long, he excelled. The teachers went
about their lessons calmly, instructing or reproving. Soon,
Jonathan was first in fitness training. He learned to spell accept-
ably. The training stressed not only scholarship but conduct over-
all. The Fiihrer liked things alphabetical and orderly; meals came
by the clock, beds were made on schedule, hay was fluffed up
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twice a day for the cattle that grazed in the meadows, flicking
their tails at flies.

He reveled in the regimens. He had no doubt about the stark
necessity for rules. He gained an education in the basics: inten-
sive, silent reading; writing from dictation; careful penmanship
that was not allowed to slant.

Nobody slanted. Nobody slouched. Nobody ever dared speak
out of turn. The rules were black and white, and Heidi lavished
praise when praise was genuinely earned, stern reprimands as
needed.

“True character,” said Heidi to the growing boy, “can only
come through discipline. You must try hard. Don’t look at me
like that. I know you try. You must try harder still.”

Here were the strengths she stressed as though they were a
litany: a warm heart and engaging manners, limbs bronzed by
wind and sun, a well-honed, fearless mind.

Speak loudly.

Think clearly.

Be fearless.

Be tough, yet sound in morals and ideals. Stand at attention
when someone of superior rank and order passes by.

He soaked it up, awash in affirmation. Young Germany, in
Heidi’s view, would grow to be the focal point of culture. Were a
time capsule to be dug up a hundred years from now about the
early years in the Third Reich, it would affirm of Jonathan and
his emancipated, rescued generation: they learned pride in their
clan and their roots.

The Fiihrer’s hand swept soothingly across convulsing earth
and gathered, magnet-like, the human filings that manufactured
terror and despair had scattered everywhere. He spoke of a beau-
tiful morning, of a future now cloudless and clean. Before the
year was out, that message was condensed into a single word,
and it was: Lebensraum.

The Fiihrer asked repeatedly: “What of your children’s fu-
ture?” and people pushed and shoved and shouted at each other
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to get a better look. He spoke of the harsh necessity of soil for
coming generations while, all the while, a gentle rain was splash-
ing on the roofs. The sun came out. The frozen chunks of snow
had melted; young parents gathered on lawns, laughing and jos-
tling one another. Proud papas carried toddlers on their shoul-
ders so they could see the patriotic pageantry, while older chil-
dren flew their kites on daisy-strewn, sweet-smelling meadows.

When Jonathan brought home another merit badge for hiking
twenty miles through rugged mountainside, not pausing even
once, it seemed that Heidi might forget herself and bend to him
and kiss him. He thought she would. He held his breath and
stood on tiptoes, practically, but she leaned back just in the nick
of time, patted his hand, and smiled at him in gentle understand-
ing.

Regardless, he was family. He gladly linked his fortunes to
the only family he knew. He did not tell a soul she picked him
from the gutter. He just stayed on and on. He opted freely for
the Hitler Youth. His mission was as clear and pure as fresh dew
on a daisy. His heart was mad with joy, and Heidi’s pride was
palpable.

She said to him while buttoning his coat and handing him a
sandwich: “Tuck that in your stomach. Then go from house to
house, and don'’t take no for an excuse, for in the struggle against
tyranny, the gloves have to come off.”

He pocketed her flyers. He knew that he would live and die
and never once feel doubt about the aptness of her text. Working
hours were regular, fathers employed, children polite, with round
chins and cornflower eyes. The farmers, too, were overjoyed,
and not without good cause: fat kernels filled their barns. The
moneylenders, banned! And just as Dewey used to do at a
Rotarian lunch—and no one thought that wrong!—the Fiihrer
brought his people’s hands together in a repeated incantation:
“Let us be strong. True. Noble. Honest. Sacrificing. Let us be
servants for a greater good.”

It was a message no one argued, then or now, because the




72 Ingrid Rimland

people understood.

As Jonathan grew into larger trousers, Heidi stayed his idol.
He simply worshipped her. Her face become the standard by
which he measured everything. Her glasses did not fit; they
were too big and kept on slipping down her nose, but in his eyes,
she was a flawless miracle.

Through half-closed lids, he kept on watching her. She looked
distressed when he slid back into the tawdry stratagems that had
afforded him survival in the streets. When he frustrated her, she
played her part to silence. When he did well, she washed the
filth of anarchy away and handed back his pride.

Above all else, she mothered him, and nothing was too small,
too insignificant for her attention. She saved her magazines for
him, with slogans underlined. While he curled up inside her fin-
est feather quilts as outside, raindrops spattered, she sat and knit
his socks. She put an extra charcoal pan next to his bed the day
he had a cold. Her soft, sweet voice could break most any fever.
He loved her utterly.

“You aren’t only you,” said Heidi, puttering about. “You are
a tool of history. You are an instrument to craft a better world.”

She knighted him. Those were her very words, secluded in
the deepest furrows of his being to strike strong roots and make
his soul break out in leaf to breathe in the fresh air. No word that
Heidi ever said to Jonathan was lost.

Her mission? She told him, again and again, while his heart
incandesced as though currents of lava coursed through it: “It’s
you against the Antichrist. Light versus Dark. Young Germany
against the Ancient Foe.”

To think that only yesterday the world was gray on gray!

It was as though her gentle hand had pushed open a door to a
sun-flooded meadow. The darkness tore apart, the landscape was
flooded with sunshine and warmth, the future stood before him
as though in high relief. The streams began to soften. The year
grew light and warm. The sun awoke the violets. Snowdrops
appeared. The swallows chirped in full accord. Somewhere in
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the distance, a lone musician played an ancient ballad from a
heroic past on a harmonica.
It felt right, in his mind and his heart.

The Fiihrer distributed medals to reinforce the sense of duty,
and that felt good and right. The Fiihrer’s train pulled through
the German villages, stopped here and there to load up boys and
girls, all volunteering happily to harvest riches, all singing to the
whistling of the train that crisscrossed Germany.

He jumped aboard, his heart ablaze. He helped the farmers
plant their turnips, a commonplace enough endeavor that took on
magic qualities as all around him, nature smiled—and how it
smiled on youth, in those awakening, bewitching years when hope
and trust ran high! He had never seen nature before; now he
watched it in absolute awe.

Sunflowers turned wide, smiling faces to the light. Squash
creepers started budding. Shy, sheepish daisies peaked and
laughed at Germany from deep within the meadow grass. And
from the mountains wafted scents of earth and rock, while swarms
of bees buzzed back and forth, their stingers hidden in their wings.
The apple trees were blooming. The clover scent was pure. Some-
one was cutting grass. The hay lay in long rows. He tossed the
baby Lilo into it. She rolled in it and squealed.

“She’s yours to cherish,” Heidi told him, smilingly, while
handing him her latest offspring, a squirming bundle that smelled
of formula and soap. “Pick any name you like.”

He stood on one leg first, then shifted to the other. He knew
not what to say. He tied a Fiihrer flaglet to her ankle. He tagged
her with the best he had to give to her.

This baby learned to walk before she was eight months of
age, scornful of any danger. He washed his hands before he
picked her up; he gave her bouncing piggyback rides on his back.
He took good care of her. He grew gentle and patient and shy.
She gave him wet and sloppy kisses; a more generous youngster
was hard to imagine.
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Soon, she was chalking swastikas onto the pulsing bark of
trees while he stood by and watched.

The day he bound himself to folkish brotherhood, with pledges
that the handbook specified, Heidi was there, the toddler in her
lap, to reap her applause for her work. She watched with misty
eyes how her beloved Fiihrer put his sharp signature with light
across Jonathan’s heart.

Her alchemy had worked. Of all the jungvolk forged to steel,
he was the handsomest, no longer skinny, gaunt and gray, thanks
to the many pans of fried potatoes Heidi kept warming for him
on the stove. Her voice was low and sweet. She spoke with
trembling pride. “How strong and clean you look.”

He knew she knew his demons. They had an understanding;
she never laughed at him when he outdid himself with zeal, caught
by the fire of his mission; she helped him break his unproductive
habits; by her acceptance and respect she knighted him and raised
him from the gutter on a shield.

Sometimes she teased him gently. He did not tease her back.
He longed to touch her hair, to tell her that he loved her. He
never did. Not once.

The Party soon became his bride. He earnestly belonged. He
stood within his folk. The Party carried men to power on its
shields. Whole armies moved to do its bidding, and that was
good enough. All the while, huge bonfires kept on flaming to the
sky, the sparks of which fell into Heidi’s eyes. She blinked each
one away. She was there to encourage and beam. She was magic
and order and safety.

“You must think of your Fatherland before you consider your-
self. That is my best advice,” said Heidi, and awe washed over
him that had more depth than love.

The decade came of age, and so did Jonathan. One day was
never like the next; there was too much to do. She still spoke the
same litany: “This is about moral perfection.”

She packed meat in his hamper, poured tea in his bottle. She
was as inviting as fresh-fallen snow, so spic-and-span she even
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scrubbed the sidewalk. She was as fragrant as that cup of coffee
she always brewed for him and for herself, for that half-hour every
Wednesday morning when she put every task aside so she could
talk with him.

She talked to him at length, a kind and patient teacher. Her
message was simplicity itself: for those who were willing to live
by her rules, there was the basket lunch.

He listened, shivering, until his head was spinning. These
things were of enormous weight and of immense importance.
She gave him a lump in his throat. She was touching the timbre
within.

By and by, he told her things as well—things he had never
told another human being. He told her of the night that finished
Apanlee for him.

" Heidi listened in silence, her eyes growing wider and wider.

He crouched like a cur while he stammered, his head atop her
knees. He told her, gagging on his horror, how long it took to
beat frail Dorothy to death.

“I counted,” he stammered, while hanging in the teeth of a
ferocious Beast. “I counted those blows, one by one. Each blow
is still embedded in the marrow of my bones.”

“That is the Antichrist for you. That is precisely why you
have to learn to give up all your selfish wishes,” said Heidi.

She unknotted his fears much as she unknotted his laces. A
tear or two fell on his uniform, however, and suddenly, he knelt,
his arms around her warmth, and told her in a strangled voice:
“The black, fat soil of Apanlee is mine.”

“Yes, Lebensraum,” said Heidi, sighing softly.

He lifted his head from her knees. She let him drown himself
within the blue of her warm eyes that slowly filled with tears.

The Mystic Cross leaped ceaselessly from heart to heart to
heart. No wonder that, as soon as he grew old enough, he took
the Fiihrer’s garb. He stood within the fold.

He burned with pride and purpose, as he pledged solemnly to
love the light and hate the dark.
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“Tonight, you must sit at the head of the table,” said Heidi,
and he saw tears of ownership shoot into Heidi’s eyes. The night
was filled with song, proclaiming joyously that, given Faith, de-
termination, valor and obedience, a soldier was invincible. The
world would fall to his power. Corruption would fall to its knees.
Here was the evidence: in the streets, he had blunted his hunger
with water, but from the moment Heidi took him in protective
custody, he had enough to eat, a mended coat with padded lining,
an ironed shirt with not a button missing, a place where he could
sleep without a single thought of fingers fumbling, scabrously,
beneath the covers to find the warmth of youth.

He did all his assignments willingly, with an abundant heart.
His life was made to order. He marched to order willingly; the
flag flew at the fore; the horses pawed the cobblestones and
shone from the oats of a generous winter.

It was regeneration time. The factory chimneys once again
spewed out white clouds of steam. In store and shop, the shelves
were bending with goods. There was no place for weaklings in
the streets. The future walked on air and whistled, and so did
Jonathan.

Die Fahne hoch! Die Reihen fest geschlossen

SA marchiert mit rubig festem Schritt

Kam'raden, die Rotfront und Reaktion erschossen

Marschiern im Geist in unsren Reihen mit.

His shirt was blue now, like the sky, cut generously in the
shoulders, allowing further growth. He wore a bright red arm-
band, replete with oak leaf cross. He clicked his heels; his fin-
gers aligned with the seams of his trousers; his boots shone with
the force of brush. He stood at attention, repeating: “The best is
barely good enough for Germany.”

For Jonathan, all this was atavistic, panoramic, embedded deep
in history, and cosmic in its sweep. It was bewildering to think
that there existed still a world of unbelievers.

He had not known that he had energy enough to fill his every
vein to bursting. The martyrs of his kin spoke in a voice to
Jonathan. They spoke to him in hushed, excited clusters. And
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what they said to him was this: “You aren’t you. You are the
vehemence of nature reacting against venom. The Guardian Angel
hovers over you because your cause is just.”

It was like a reel; he ran it over and over. Whole towns
erupted in pageants of fire and ribbons and colors and songs, all
meant to give praise to the Fiihrer. Even a broomstick, as shown
in a cartoon passed on from hand to hand with all-around smiles,
now stood at attention, saluting.

Here was a man whom Jonathan could emulate, a man of
great personal courage, a leader to the workers’ liking who ended
bloody strikes and frenzied, fratricidal fights in every street of
Germany. '

The solstice fires flared. The sky glowed with the lights of
hope and victory. Uncertainty and aimlessness were gone.

To Jonathan, the Fiihrer was more god than man. The trench
coat was his garb. His picture was in every window for children
to admire—a hero in numerous battles, taking hill after hill un-
der fire. Several horses had been shot from under him, but he
had survived; he had triumphed; he triumphed because he was
right. He pushed the banker’s treachery, the Treaty of Versailles,
into the gutter of the past and even stomped on it.

The country stood united as a wall, arms linked against the
foe who had defiled the pride of Germany. Banished were fear,
disorder, sloth, shame and disgrace. Gone was the stench of broth-
els! Day by day and week by week, the Fiihrer grafted moral
energy onto a populace whose empty bellies, only yesterday, had
cramped with shame and hunger. He promised to clothe the na-
tion with glory. He still rode freely, unafraid, in open motorcars,
cheered by the multitudes.

He mingled with the people, for he was one of them. They
saw he was a genuine ascetic; he never touched a drop of alco-
hol. He held his country’s bleeding heart within the warmth of
his cupped hands: “I will sweep away all corruption. I will heal
the wounds of the treacherous war and yet make the Fatherland
great.”



78 Ingrid Rimland

He translated their unspoken wishes. Their collars were no
longer limp. Their shirts were clean and starched.

He shouted: “The harvests are telling our story!” and every-
thing the farmers grew turned velvet and then gold.

He wrote in his angular script: “A healthy body, a strong will
are the foundation of the future—” while the entire youth of
Germany sat cross-legged in the farmers’ straw, with smiles in
their eyes, on their lips.

Soon, Jonathan was gone for months on end, but he still spent
free time in Heidi’s scented kitchen, where he was always wel-
come. He took the toddler, Lilo, in his lap and bounced her on
his knees.

“Hoppe, hoppe Reiter

Wenn er fillt, dann schreit er,

Fillt er in den Graben

Dann fressen ihn die Raben—"

He loved the little girl; he lavished his feelings on her. She
was a strong and sturdy child, all white teeth, dancing eyes, al-
ready matching smile with smile, a charmer and a flirt.

She grew by leaps and bounds.

The earth was chockful of potatoes. The breezes were balmy;
spring was in the air; the rivers were flowing once more; the ice
had melted and floated away; the mares were heavy with foal.
At the butcher’s, huge quarters of beef were unloaded, and hefty
chunks of meat enriched the people’s cabbage soup.

“Now we feel proud once more,” the grateful people said,
and planted flower gardens in the shape of the beloved Cross.

These were the circumstances, then, that made a man of
Jonathan. He had been born again. And he was not alone. For
millions just like Jonathan, those were bewitching years. Wher-
ever the Fiihrer appeared, the streets went wild with joy. His
drums were rolling thunder. His songs were deep and rich. He
had their trust; he was their choice; they applauded until their
palms stung.
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Never had anyone known a more potent and powerful voice.
Never did so many people cry as though they had one voice:

“You lead! You lead! We shall obey. For lo, we have waited
for you!”

He spoke earnestly, softly; the power of his innate leadership
was there; the door was cast open; the faithful sighed ecstati-
cally and started walking through.

He spoke of the beauty of labor, the dignity of toil. He brought
songs to the lips of his people.

Their voices swelled, a giant wave of supplication, a chorus
in the millions:

“Es schaun aufs Hakenkreuz

voll Hoffnung schon Millionen,

Der Tag fiir Freiheit

und fiir Brot bricht an.”

Hope, trust and Faith—above all, Faith!—now sprouted as
abundantly as did the rye in fields now free of weeds, and lush.
Gone were the bankers and tormentors! Gone were the rancid
oats!

How blind and wrong it is to say today, as Archibald still
does, right on the television screen, that it was hate, not love, that

powered Jonathan.
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Chapter 83

It was a protracted struggle, but in the end, the story goes,
this is how Dominik won out—Dby terror, base and raw. He cracked
the German spine.

Marleen resisted the longest, but after a very hard winter, she
knew that she was poorer than she had ever been. Her feet were
wrapped in rags, her mouth caved in, her forehead deeply lined,
her loved ones in the center of a web of accusations.

“I now agree,” said Marleen, lips compressed, “to be in charge
of the government ducks.”

This was good news for Dominik. What more could he have
wished? He knew that he had won. The choice for every Ger-
man left was now stripped down to this: kolkhoz or deporta-
tion—or, alternately, firing squad.

Their way of life—no more.

Their churches—rubble. Pigsties.

Their schools and institutions—just heaps of crumbled stones.

When, in the end, the twins agreed as well to supervise the
bean procurement brigades, he knew he did not need to prod
them. Unlike the Russian field hands, the Germans were reli-



82 Ingrid Rimland

able; they did their duties well. They were silent, but did what
was needed.

Larissa did the laundry for the expanding nursery. The dia-
pers turned from gray to white. The formula the babies drank
was balanced and on time. Young Mimi—with time left over
from her classes at which she ever more excelled—helped
Dominik to keep the books in order and, in return, sat beaming
at his table, not willing to catch spies as yet but willing, at the
very least, to do her part to be a go-between.

And that, for Dominik, was good enough indeed.

He saw no reason to complain and treated them respectfully
enough. Not that he trusted them. He kept both eyes on them—
their nights had eyes; their walls had ears; they plotted, and they
schemed. It pleased him in his soul to see them jump when a dry
branch snapped underfoot.

The crucial thing was this, however: a balance had been
struck.

He saw to it that terror came to them down the chimney and
sat with them at table—where they, has he surmised, sat mutter-
ing time-tested prayers, useless prayers. But there was food now
on their table and, now and then, a special treat.

The results could be seen in his quotas. His Germans ran
more efficient work brigades than any of his neighbors.

“Some of the credit,” he therefore told the twins, “in truth
belongs to you.”

He had come to visit. He lingered.

Their eyes spoke to each other, but they had nothing to say in
reply.

“I’ll even give you extra sick leave slips so you can have
your Sundays back,” he offered. Refusal to work on a Sunday
was still a grave offense in Soviet Russia, but who would need to
know? If he decided to be generous, who was to tell him no?

“You hold the key to Apanlee,” he told the twins, dispensing
geniality. “All progress rests with you.”

To which they still said nothing.
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In silence, day by day, they supervised the crew of shivering
Ukrainian workers that faceless men had shipped to Apanlee in
cargo after cargo to strengthen the kolkhoz. The twins were there
to greet them. The twins were firm and punctual. They seta fine
example. They taught the field hands to shoulder their hoes. They
taught them to rub down their tools with dabs of sunflower oil to
keep the rust away.

He knew they were plotting to flee. He knew as well that
such defiance against the Soviet leadership could break his neck,
since workers, no less than barley and potato sacks, were valu-
able state property.

He therefore buttonholed a foreman whom he trusted: “Say,
have you heard the latest rumor?”

“I have. I have. Who hasn’®” The foreman deftly picked a
louse from his frayed sleeve and squashed it between thumb and
finger.

“And do you think it’s true?”

“Ido.”

“Well, then?”

The foreman set his feet apart and stared at Dominik with
blood-shot eyes. “Well. Who am I? Why are you asking me? I
just heard this and that—"

“What did you hear?”

“I heard they are rounding up horses—”

“Who knows about the rumors?”

“Around here? Everyone.”

A chill crept up DominiK’s spine. “If that should happen in
my district, I'd be done for; I'd be cooked.”

“That’s what the roosters crow.”

“Go through the seams of their coats. Pry off the heels of
their shoes. Be sure to check them thoroughly.”

“Of course. I'll also check under their armpits—~

“Do that.”

The foreman popped several sunflower seeds in his mouth.
“Let’s punish them often—” he added, and Dominik finished:

“—to keep them in line.”
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He let Natasha know. She smiled when he mentioned es-
cape. She had her answer pat. “They will never abandon their
homestead. They can't carry their land in their pockets.”

Here’s what she saw with gratitude: the twins had yielded to
his siege and were now state-commissioned overseers—a step
above the crowd. It was, as far as she could see, a winning situ-
ation all around.

“If you catch any rumors, be sure to let me know.”

Natasha snorted with disdain. She knew what powered
Dominik. The snoopers slapped him on both shoulders. The
Party heaped him with honors.

Thanks to the twins, with farming reigns firmly in their hands
again and Dominik restrained enough at least not to risk toppling
the delicate balance, he could, thanks to their German diligence,
fulfill near-perfect quotas once again for several leading com-
missars who came periodically to check the quota lists—if only
he could solve a little riddle.

If only he could analyze the trouble with the ducks.

The state ducks were recalcitrant, refusing to lay eggs. Now
that poultry was his chief production output, it was imperative to
show a proper count of eggs.

Marleen tried several remedies. “But still, no eggs,” she said
to Dominik.

She and Larissa would often talk in whispers. It was as if
they sent each other telegrams.

“September here. And still no eggs,” the German women
claimed. Not knowing what their secret was would have made
anybody wild.

The silence swelled and swelled until it started suffocating
Dominik. His glance slid off Larissa and fastened on Marleen.
He stared at her, and she stared back. He knew she understood.

“Don’t make me mad,” he said softly, drumming his knuck-
les. “You better not try anything foolish.”

“We don’t know what you mean.”

“Strong lights cast dark shadows,” he told her.
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“Citizen, when it starts snowing,” she told him in return, “it
snows on huts and palaces alike—” She spoke softly into the
fading twilight. Her voice was frail yet calm.

“I'm safe,” said Dominik with forced bravado. “My quotas?
Unlike anybody else’s. No better workers than the Germans.
Don'’t you agree that’s true?”

“You curled your mustache several times to look just like
your father. Somebody might remember you are half German,
too—" She took from his desk three sunflower seeds and popped
them with great nonchalance. It was a gesture so unlike Marleen,
who always kept her distance and would not even pass him in the
hall unless there was no choice, that he burst into laughter. It
sounded rather shrill.

She heard that, and she stored it. It seemed to give her strength.

Marleen stepped silently aside as several duck procurement
functionaries came to Apanlee and took away, yet once again,
the barley harvest Dominik had managed to produce.

“Without hard barley in its crop, how can a duck lay eggs?”
she said to Dominik.

“We have to raise our barley quotas,” he shouted with hyste-
ria in his voice. “Do I need you to tell me that?”

Marleen became an oracle. “A duck epidemic—that’s what
will happen next.”

“What? Citizen! What are you saying? Out with it.”

“It’s happened before. It could happen again. I feel it by the
brittleness of beaks. Tovarich! We must help the state. We must
block the upcoming duck epidemic—"

“And soon!”

“Who would risk losing all the gains the glorious Revolution
wroughe?”

“Right. Absolutely!”

“Let’s you and I get to the bottom of why your ducks are
blustery—"

“My ducks? Your ducks!”

“They used to be my ducks,” Matleen informed him quietly,
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“before the Revolution set me free. Lets be precise about this
matter. Lets be politically correct. They’re Comrade Stalin’s
ducks.”

“That’s what I meant so say.”

“And what will he decide, should his fine ducks begin to die?
Not that it’s up to me to give you good advice.”

“Don’t anger me.”

“Why would I want to do that? You’re doing splendidly in
every single quarter. The Party loves your name. The papers
sing your praise. The only thing that worries me is this: your
bins are short of barley. As a result, your ducks are a bit blustery.
I counted five, just yesterday, that looked quite blustery to me.
This morning, they were dead.”

“You're sure? You couldn’t be mistaken, Citizen?”

“I counted, Citizen. I’'m sure.”

“Here’s a pen and paper. Write a report. Be sure to make it
detailed. Be sure to sign it properly—"

She did. She blotted the red ink. She handed him the paper;
he could not meet her eyes. He felt a rash form on his neck; it
started itching badly. He started pulling on his earlobe. The itch
became unbearable.

“You’re absolutely sure the ducks are in for trouble?”

“Five dead. I counted on the abacus.”

“You went to find the abacus to count five ducks, Marleen?
Are you provoking me? Is that it? You're testing me? That is a
waste of time—"

She let that pass. She sat there, saying nothing.

“There are stiff penalties for being wasteful of your time, don’t
you know that?”

“I'do.”

He studied her in silence. Her hair pulled from her face and
tied into a firm and savage knot, wrapped in a shawl against the
draft, she looked as any Russian would have looked; she looked
more Russian than German. But even in the dusk that settled on
them both, he could still see the special cast, the strong patrician
cast of features.
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“Well, Citizen?”

She watched him chewing off a hangnail. At last she spoke.
Her voice was ice. “You are in trouble. In big trouble. You
know that, Dominik. Can you explain to the authorities why
suddenly the ducks are blustery?”

“That’s up to you. You must explain. I'm watching and wait-
ing, Marleen—"

He kept on rubbing thumb and forefinger together while she
gave her report yet one more time. “I took the abacus to count
the eggs by sorting out the crates. Four hundred and twenty.
Precisely. Way below quota. You will have to report the strange
quota shortfall—”

“You document your deficit,” he ordered. “That is your job.
You are in charge. It’s in the documents that I put you in charge.”

“Your name goes on the quota list. Not mine.”

He started to abuse her. “You are the brigadier. Fill in your
last name. Your first name. The names of your sons. The names
of your daughters.  Don't leave out any blanks. Blanks will
arouse suspicion—"

“But you,” said she, indulging in a bold and spiteful tongue,
“are my superior now. Youre doing splendidly. You've set the
floor and proved there is efficiency at Apanlee. You've proved
yourself. You've cleaned up Apanlee. If there’s a sudden drop,
you will be held accountable. Il fill in your last name. Your
first name. Your mother’s name. Your father’s name. Your fa-
ther’s mother’s maiden name. I won't forget the umlaur—"

“I don’t believe your count,” said Dominik, now drumming
even harder with his knuckles. “You have until tomorrow. Count
every single crate.”

“I never make mistakes.”

“Why don’t you make yourself agreeable and useful? Come
back tomorrow morning and give me a good answer as to why
suddenly the ducks—"

She replied with a nonchalant shrug. “In olden days,” she
told him with glittering eyes, “some people would have claimed

the Devil was behind the dreaded duck demise. Now, luckily,
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we have discarded all that superstitious nonsense of the past. Now
culprits must be found.”

“I said, you listen! Listen!”

“No. Now you listen, Dominik. Now culprits are in high
demand. If there’s a quota drop in any government kolkhoz, the
state will try the culprit for high treason. Of course that could
never happen to you. You have protectors in high places. Right,
Dominik? It's whom you know that counts?”

He barely moved his lips. “Here’s what you need to know.
The bacon cuts both ways. The sooner you figure out what could
be wrong with the ducks, the better off you'll be—"

“I have not the faintest idea.”

He swore softly while cornering her. “You tell me. This
minute. What could induce those ducks to lay their eggs so we
can fill the crates?”

She hardly ever laughed but now she laughed; she hadn’t
laughed in years; it startled him; it frightened him; she was
seized by such a fit of mirth it shook her, head to toe. “Why are
you asking me?” she laughed.

“You will regret—"

“Tovarich, put down those sharp scissors,” she told him, and
laughed even more. “Now look what you did. There’s blood on
your hands, tovarich. Whose blood is it that’s on your hands,
tovarich?”

He licked his thumb: “Well, now. Let’s see. You are the
mother of two useless parasites—”

“My sons,” said Marleen, recovering, “are honorable citizens.
You have installed them in the Party’s graces, haven’t you? You
signed your name to vouch for them? Thanks to your help, they
have restored their names. My sons are helping Comrade Stalin
to rebuild this glorious land. Their output is the envy of the
neighboring kolkhoz. No one produces finer quotas. No one is
more esteemed. My sons are doing nothing whatsoever that is
against the law. But if your quotas drop again, no telling what
might happen.”

“What do you want?”
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“Five travel papers,” said Marleen.

“I can’t do that. I would be shot!”

“I know,” Marleen said, laughing still. “Your mother always
hoped that you would rise from humble origins and turn into a
bureaucrat—"

“If I were you,” said Dominik, “I'd hold my tongue. I'd re-
ally hold my tongue.”

She calmed at that. “That’s excellent advice.”

All night, he walked his room, remembering her eyes.
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Chapter 84

The ducks continued to be blustery. No matter what Marleen
did, the ducks withheld their eggs. The day came, all too soon,
when Dominik was forced to call her in to remedy the quota defi-
cit by any means he had at his disposal.

He sat her down. “Say, you and I have known each other for
a long, long time. We’re practically friends, and therefore you’ll
remember—"

She found resources deep within. “Yes, I remember. 1 re-
member. When you were small, I used to check your pockets—

“My pockets? Ha! Now I'm checking yours. What would I
find if I looked hard enough?”

Her gaze was on the faces of her ancestors, still hanging on
the wall, covered with spider webs. She waited and said nothing.

He rose, went to the window, stared wordlessly out at the
misty afternoon, came back, sat down, dusted his desk, blew dry
the red ink on the names of her sons, crossed his thick legs this
way and that, and finally confessed:
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“I need your help. It pains me to admit that. If you help me,
I might help you. I have friends at the highest levels—”

“That kind of power,” she said softly, “could turn most any-
body’s head.”

A slight color rose to his cheeks. He continued reshuffling
his files. He cleared his throat. He hit the folder with his fist.

“Why dwell on the past? We are older now. Wiser. We need
each other. Right? We’re living in challenging times. What
might convince those ducks of yours to lay more eggs for me?
Let’s see eye to eye. I need those eggs. You need to sleep at
night and not lie staring at the ceiling—"

“I don’t know what you mean.”

With strength bred in by centuries, Marleen sat out her siege.
She had her Faith—that’s how. She and her savagely truncated
family had journeyed through the lean, mean years—five of them
left, still holding hands!—and somehow they would journey out
of this.

He seized her by the arm.

“I will agree to strike the umlaut from your maiden name.
I’ll burn the document that says that you begged food from Kan-
sas. In return, as a personal favor to me, you will have a nice chat
with your ducks—"

“You're bribing me? You know that bribes are criminal.”

He backed away and kept his voice in check. “I’'m not brib-
ing you to tell me how to do it. I’'m just curious about the rem-
edies you used on sluggish ducks before the Revolution set you
free—"

“The past is now gone, and good riddance! Along with the
pharaohs, caesars, and tsars.”

He did not say: “Leave now.”

He lit a flint. He managed to produce a perfect smoke ring,
floating it overhead. “I worry a little,” he admitted at last. “How-
ever, I don’t worry much. There are some die-hard pessimists
who fear the old times will be back. I’m not one of them.”

The room turned dark. She sat there in silence and waited.
The lamp was almost out of oil; he lit it, and his fingers shook.



Lebensraum - IIT 93

The flames licked at the edges.

He started pacing then. She did not move. She watched.

“I have given your scandalous duck egg deficit,” he said in
the end, “a great deal of additional thought.”

“And what is your conclusion?”

“Think carefully before you answer. Eight-year-olds vote
these days on who shall live and who shall die. Your daughter is
now sixteen.”

The minutes ticked away.

He filled his lungs with smoke. “How might your daughter
vote if someone came to her and said: ‘Here is your choice. You
have two brothers. One must die. Which one?” Would that in-
duce those ducks to lay their eggs?”

This was a time, both knew, when preachers moved like shad-
ows. She sat in the glare of his lamp. She managed to say this:
“You are speaking in absolute riddles.”

“Citizen,” said Dominik, “where are your sons tonight?”

“They left for a production meeting to improve Apanlee. Your
quotas have a question mark pertaining to the ducks—”

“A better guess might be that they are preaching slyly on the
parable? Behind the chicken coop?”

“How would I know? And how would you?”

“It is easy to break under torture. You know that some con-
fess to what they are told to admit—"

She took that, too, in bitter silence.

“This week, how many eggs, Marleen?”

“Three hundred and eighty.”

“That’s all?”

“That’s all the eggs I found.”

He bore down hard: “Last night, I had the silliest dream. 1
saw the curtains move. I dreamed the twins were plotting. They
were rounding up horses for flight. I dreamed that both were
caught, but only one was spared. Don't ask which one. How
would I know? Not even their Baba could tell them apart.”

She tried to keep her voice from quaking. “I cannot tell you
anything that I myself don’t know—"
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He leaned back leisurely in Uncle Benny’s chair. “Your story
doesn’t change?”

“No, Dominik.”

“I know what I know,” he said slowly. “And what I don’t
know, I can guess. Last night, someone came to me and told
me—"

She showed no curiosity. Her silence had the weight of stone.

He coaxed while leaning forward. “The door is closed. No-
body else will know. Tell me the truth. Escape is on your mind?”

“You have my word,” Marleen said evenly, “that I have no
escape in mind. However, I speak only for myself. Where would
I flee on my old feet? I am too old and worn, and almost useless
now for our glorious Soviet future except for little tricks I learned
before the Revolution set me free—”

“On proletarian honor?”

“On proletarian honor,” said the German woman whose great-
grandfather, once upon a distant time, owned eighty-thousand
acres and seven hundred serfs.

She told him the very next evening: “You will be pleased,
tovarich, with my initiative. I reported two dozen dead ducks to
the Soviet duck grievance committee.”

“You what?”

“I did so in quadruplicate. I told them: ‘Two dozen perfectly
good ducks. They just keeled over and lay dead.””

His eyelid started twitching. “Two dozen? In one night?”

“More since last night.”

“How many?”

“Forty-seven. One by one. Like dominoes. I ran just as fast
as I could to bring you an accurate count. I already reported the
loss to the duck epidemic committee.”

“The duck epidemic committee?”

“They listened in silence and scribbled your name.”

He raised his lids, and there was naked murder in his eyes.

“While I was there,” Marleen reported evenly, “I wasted none
of my government’s time. I reported to them that some of your
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geese, too, appeared to be ill. I requested they send an inspector
to check on the goose count as well—”

“My geese? They aren’t my geese!” he all but shrieked at
her. “They are state property geese!”

“I asked for a goose epidemic inspector to do a methodical
check on state property geese to forestall a state property goose
epidemic—"

He sank back in his chair. When he could speak, he begged:
“Let’s not play cat-and-mouse games, Citizen. Let us put all our
cards out on the table.”

“All right. Let’s keep them there. Until we’re through.”

“Marleen! You listen now, and listen hard. Why did I violate
seniority and go against my better judgment and give you a good
job? Look, 'm learning. I'm learning. All this is new to me. No
one knows fowl like you. Didn’t I stick out my neck, last week,
swearing on the coffins of the Revolution’s fallen heroes that no
one here, at Apanlee, was plotting to escape? Didn’t I sign that
thick sheaf of papers confirming that I trust the twins as I would
trust my brothers?”

Marleen bit off each word: “Dominik, you sign a lot of pa-
pers. When you were small, you should have learned to read.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“My daughter saw you sign the document that said you sus-
pected the Apanlee duck epidemic could turn into a goose epi-
demic—"

“I did that? Bozhe moi!”

“It’s gone. The mail coach took it yesterday.”

He stood. He stretched to show his nonchalance. The si-
lence grew and grew. She watched the silence worm the words
from him. “It is unpatriotic to discuss a travel paper.”

“It is unpatriotic to let an epidemic spread.”

He went to the window to peer into the inky dark. He came
back, sat down, dusted his desk, crossed his legs this way and
that, and finally said this:

“Your file has been misplaced. As soon as it turns up, you'll
be in serious trouble. In very serious trouble. But in the mean-
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time, just relax. You have until next week—"

“I have a friend,” he said to her when yet another week had
passed and geese were falling ill like flies, “who has some trou-
ble in his stables. My friend asked me to help him out. His
specialty is goats.”

“Goats?”

“Goats.”

“You don’t say! Goats? What will be next? Could it be
horses next?”

He reddened slightly. “Goats. That’s it. Just goats—"

“Go on. You're lucky, Dominik. There are no goats at
Apanlee. At Apanlee, it’s horses—”

“Don't interrupt me now. I have this friend. There is a strange,
disturbing malady that’s plaguing many of his goats. He’s pan-
icky. Can you blame him? This man has influence in highest
quarters. He promised he would use his influence. To start the
paper trail, my friend agreed to give you this—”

She took the sheaf of paper. She studied it at length. She
held it up against the window. “It’s worthless, Citizen. This is
no travel paper.”

“It states you are a citizen in reputable standing. It states that
you complied with all the rules of the kolkhoz. It says I trust you
fully. That’s as far as I can go. Here is my seal and signature.
All here. In purple ink. I am carefully blotting my name.”

“I cannot help you, Dominik.”

“Don’t make me angry, Citizen.”

“Soviet goats,” Marleen reflected, leaning back and smiling
broadly while studying the ceiling, “are very different from the
tsarist goats I used to know back then. Soviet goats are far supe-
rior. Twice as fat. Twice as strong. Soviet goats do not get sick.
When I remember all the worthless remedies we tried on our no-
good bourgeois goats before the Revolution set us free—”

“Think hard now, Citizen. It’s vitally important. What were
those remedies?”

“There was a formula that had to be just so. We used to mix
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it with the seed. It’s gone. Ilooked for it and looked for it, but I
must tell you, Citizen, it’s gone.”

“You don’t know where it is?”

“No. I have no idea.”

“You don’t know how to find it?”

“I do not even have a clue.”

“You can’t help out my friend? You can’t help settle down
his goats and forestall a disastrous loss of goats?”

“No. See? Without that secret formula, that vitally impor-
tant document, I can’t. It must have perished in the embers of
our glorious Revolution.”

Dominik said softly, staring at Marleen: “Some people have
to suffer greatly during change. It might as well be you.”

She held herself erect. She had her slogans pat. “I can’t
imagine what you mean. There is no suffering in Soviet Russia.
To speak of suffering means undermining wickedly the spirit of
this country—"

He said after a long pause. “The village is buzzing with hear-
say. I heard that Larissa has made a decision. They say she is re-
braiding every hour on the hour—”

She did not take the bait. She made an airy gesture. “That
one? You know how women are. Hare-brained and unreliable.
She can’'t make up her mind. Today it’s Yuri. Next week, Sasha.
She’ll end up an old maid.”

He shifted in his chair. “What about Erika?”

“Straight 'A's in every subject.”

“Good. Fine. A clever girl, that one. She’ll want to study at
a university. As the offspring of a kulak, she’ll run into some
serious trouble. Somebody has to smooth her way.”

She looked at him. She said: “This week will be a scorcher,
Dominik. Your horses’ droppings, thick with flies. Flies carry
equine epidemics—”

He cleared his throat. He cleared it twice. “You don’t mean
that.”

“Hoof-and-mouth,” she told him with glittering eyes. “Once
that scourge gets a good foothold in hot weather, there’s just no
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stopping it.”

He spit in a high arc: “You will now tell me everything about
your relatives in Kansas.”

“Why not? There’s nothing much to tell. A long, long time
ago, I had this meddling cousin. What was her name again? Oh,
Josie. Josephine. I knew her casually when she was still a young-
ster. A long, long time ago. We used to play together—but let
me tell you, Citizen, I never liked her much.”

“You used to write to her. I have the evidence. You wrote her
several carping letters, maligning our glorious Soviet State—"

“No. On the contrary. I sent her invitations. She would have
liked it here. Our glorious Soviet Russia treats the sexes equally.
Oh, by the way. I touched your horse’s nose this morning, Citi-
zen, and it felt feverish to me.”

“I’'ll give you a hen for your dinner—”

“You can’t do that. Your hens are all state property. I stroked
your horse’s nostrils, at the communal trough. The horse’s nos-
trils, hot!”

Small drops formed on his upper lips. He shouted, helpless
to contain his rage: “I’'m warning you! Don’t push me now!”

“Ach! Only yesterday, in a neighboring kolkhoz,” reported
Marleen, triumph now filling every furrow in her old and wrin-
kled face, “a fine mare started foaming at the mouth. Ha! It
keeled over. It fell dead. It’s hot and muggy weather, Dominik.
I know at least two dozen stricken farms, and all in your vicinity.
You must immediately take care of this emergency! Tomorrow,
several government inspectors will arrive and say: ‘Somebody
has to suffer during change. It might as well be Dominik.”” »

He dropped all pretenses. He grabbed her by the arm: “What
do you want? Just tell me what you want.”

“Five sets of travel papers,” said Marleen. “For it is clearly
written in the Bible: “Wilt Thou now let my people go?”

“Patriots wouldnt dream of discussing such treason.”

“Patriots don’t have hoof-and-mouth diseases in their stables.”

“I can’t. Ifs my own neck—”

“Four, then. Please let my children go. I'll stay behind. I'll
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help you, Dominik. My word is good as gold. You know I keep
my promises. I've dealt with hoof-and-mouth before—"

For an eternity, their glances locked. He drew a long, shud-
dering breath and sat down. “It isnt true, is it, Marleen? Tell
me it isn’t true. I heard that two entire villages are lining up for
flight. Would anybody be so foolish?”

“Four sets of travel papers,” said Marleen. “and not one ques-
tion asked.”

“I'll get you two,” he promised slowly. “And I'll withhold
the rest. That way, I'll make sure you do exactly as I say. Two.
That’s my bottom line. Now tell me, point by point. What is the
secret to controlling hoof-and-mouth?”

A tremble ran the length of Marleen’s spine. “Two? Valid
papers? Swear by your mother’s hidden icons.”

“Yes. By my mother’s hidden icons—”

It’s folklore what she told him next. Here’s what she said to
safeguard coming generations, to save the racial spark, as she
had saved the grain: “Just keep the hay dry, Dominik. Just keep
it dry and crisp.”
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Chapter 85

Though many years have passed, the story is remembered
and repeated to this day in Reedley, California—of how the flight
was planned.

Nobody trusted Dominik; nobody trusted travel papers; it
was extremely dangerous, but in the end, they fled. It did not
happen right away. It happened in the depth of winter. The riv-
ers would be frozen four more months.

The village lay in darkness. The horses had been shoed and
fed. The sleds stood oiled and waiting. The snow was falling
without cease. A gale-like east wind had been blowing for a
week.

No light showed in a single window anywhere.

The arrow of the Lord was trembling within Sasha’s heart,
heavier than the sands beneath the sea. “Look, I go forward—"
he prayed, a man already marked, while struggling through huge
drifts of snow, “—but Thou art not there. And backwards, but I
can't perceive Thee—"

He knew his script. A fist started pounding his heart. All else
was stripped away from him, and nothing more remained.



102 Ingrid Rimland

“—my true part has been chosen. So let me be worthy; let
me be the lamb set aside for the slaughter to come. 1 fail to be-
hold Thee. I cannot see Thee. But Thou knowest the path that I
take—"

He prayed as the desperate pray, feeling cold and bruised and
saddened and defeated, yet strangely elated, too, for a decision
had been made. Together, he, Yuri and the girl had drawn the lot,
and then they sat together for a while, and no one said a word.

Two sets of travel papers, stamped and signed, were now se-
curely hidden in the shafts of Yuri’s boots. Though doubtful that
they were reliable, all knew that having documents of sorts was
better than no documents at all.

“When Thou hast finished testing me, I shall come forth as
gold—”

The wind whistled sharply. Fine granules started whipping
from the sky. It was so cold no ax could split the earth. The icy
air drove crystals through his skin.

“Thy will be done,” he prayed, hypnotically, as though by
saying it, repeatedly, he could coerce comfort. “Thy will be done.
Thy will be done. Most people’s lives, these days, have very
little value. My life has none at all—”

He prayed as though deep in a dream. He spoke Larissa’s
name as though he had already yielded her to death. His sorrow
kept on pouring from his heart as though it were transformed into
huge sheets of flame. He told the night: “We loved her both, for
she was beautiful from every angle.”

He felt dazed and numb, a stranger to himself. Despite the
cold, his palms were moist with perspiration.

“Why two of us? Will finally we know?”

He tried to lance his apprehension while sleet and snowflakes
closed his eyes and small, sharp icicles formed in his hair. The
night kept keening softly. Cap pulled down over his brow, collar
turned up, he pushed himself through the orchards, guessing at
the familiar goose path, hard and slippery with ice. He felt his
way to the back of Apanlee’s east wing and carefully knocked
thrice, obeying the code he was given.
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“Open up! I'm here—"

The side door opened cautiously to just a tiny slit.

“Come in. Quick. No one followed you?” Natasha peered
with swollen eyes into his face.

“I don’t think so. I listened carefully.”

He stayed out of the light, letting the sheen of the flickering
oil lamp fall upon him just long enough to show her that he was
alone. “Where’s Dominik?”

“I plied him with glasses of vodka,” Natasha whispered
fiercely, this between sobs that were as dry as sheaves of corn
exposed to arid winds. “I laced his drinks with shots of castor
oil. I turned my hidden icon to the wall and made him sick as
death. He’s doubled up with cramps.”

“And Shura?”

“I lured her to the nursery and quickly turned the key.”

“Where are the others?

“Waiting. Close to a hundred sleds. Nobody touched his
supper.” Natasha covered her face with her hands. She hunched
and started weeping: “Why two of you? Why two of you? Not
even your mother could tell you apart—"

“The Lord on high is mightier than the roar of all the tides,”
he told her, awkwardly. He stroked the tears out of her wrinkles:
“Your kisses never needed prompting.”

“I loved you like my own.”

“Yes. There was never any doubt.” He felt a mounting ur-
gency. Still, he took time; he put his arms around the servant
and hugged her to himself. “Don’t be distraught. It is decided
now. You always did the best you could. What more could you
have done?”

“I did. Idid. And where is my reward?”

He looked into the darkness and tensed. He thought he had
seen a quick shadow move. He told her, trembling in his boots:
“The sacrificial lamb is here. It’s standing right before you.”

“Your promises, my little one. Your thoughts. Your dreams.
Your hopes. For this, they’ll shoot you in the orchards.”

“A crown of glory and a diadem of beauty for the remnant of
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His people,” he told her, and she said, not easily deceived: “To
take the blame so that your brother and Larissa can escape?”

He spoke as loudly as he dared. “I'll take the blame. It is the
only way. Somebody will be punished savagely. It might as well
be me—"

The others stood, he knew, with ears against the walls. He
told Larissa and his brother softly: “Let us be linked, the three of
us, for now and evermore—"

The now betrothed couple echoed in one voice: “—for now
and evermore—"

He twined his brother’s hands in Larissa’s trembling fingers
while, to his shock, a lustful thought ran through his veins, a rat.
He squashed it with his heel.

Outside, the snow kept falling. The wind encased the night.

“One day, spring will be here again,” he promised them, his
own voice breaking, as he kept blessing them. “The soil beneath
is stirring—"

The words did not belong to him; a stranger spoke those
words. Within his inner eye, he knelt already, waiting to be shot.
The blizzards of tomorrow would wrap the land into an icy sheet
of snow—a sea of white, the landmarks disappearing. His words
came by themselves.

“The soil is rich and soft.” His script was memorized but,
even so, he struggled for composure. “—you, dearest brother
Yuri, take now this girl to be your wedded wife—"

Natasha watched in tears. Marleen stood, tall and prayerful.

“Those that be planted in the house of the Lord shall flourish
in the courts of our God,” he told them in a trembling voice while
his own eyes were frosting over. “They shall be fat and flourish-
ing—” That was a bald-faced lie, but it was all he had to give,
and so he gave them that, a lie. The wind kept up its forceful
blasts. The weight of winter cracked the trunks of the acacia
trees. “—they shall bring forth fruit for their old age—"

Larissa’s eyes did not leave Yuri’s face. All stood amid a
current of emotions, swaying, and Sasha, leaning forward sud-
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denly so he could see Larissa better, saw love and duty and sur-
render shine from her gentle eyes.

“The three of us. The three of us,” he stammered, overcome.
He stared at the girl, at the nape of her neck where a curl had
escaped, and manly yearning came in one gigantic, pounding
wave. He longed to touch her as a lover touched his bride—just
once and not again!—but she stood next to Yuri.

“Thy will be done. Thy will be done—" the others muttered
silently, all trembling as did Sasha, who yearned with all the
strength stored in his virgin body to loosen those two braids of
gold and hold their riches in his hands.

“Just once,” he thought. “Just once!” That hair! Gold spun
by generations! He longed to draw it lovingly across his wrists
to chain him to his pledge.

“Grant me an hour with your bride,” he said to Yuri, stran-
gled, for his voice was no longer his own. “I need to be alone
with her. I need to free myself. It won't take long. I'm battling
with a monstrous nightmare—"

The bridegroom twin stepped back. The preacher twin stepped
forward and took Larissa’s hand. The others moved aside.

Natasha’s eyes dilated. “The night is short,” she whispered,
anguished. “And time is running out!”

But he was blind and deaf to any other need but his, and all
perceived it, all! Each one of them! that was the script! And, in
the end, Natasha stepped aside.

The story goes as follows. The sacrificial lamb forsook the
covenant and snatched at life in one instinctive gesture. They
should have fled while there was time. The night erupted like a
boil. Rough voices started pouring from the dark and, suddenly,
there were the cudgels and the rifle butts that hammered down
the door. In the confusion that ensued, the prayer twin escaped.
With him escaped the girl.

The henchmen grabbed the bridegroom twin, instead—
grabbed him by hair and legs and dragged him down the corridor
and down the steps and kicked him brutally into the van that
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stood outside already, waiting.

He never said a word.

Triumphantly, they took him to the dungeons, and there they
dropped him hard onto the stony floor. A lock rattled loudly. A
heavy door fell shut.

When daylight came at last, he looked around. Around the
outer wall ran boards of wood. Two tiny windows trimmed one
corner, too high to reach with his hands. He saw a bit of sky.

Three toadies came a little later, hit him with a revolver butt,
and asked him who he was.

“I am the sacrificial lamb,” he told them evenly.

“How do we know? How do we know?”

Before they left, they kicked him in the groin. No word es-
caped his lips.

With him in the cell were twenty other captives. No one spoke
above a whisper. A prisoner lurched forward painfully to use the
pail while moaning softly, then hitching up his bloody pants. The
stench pervaded everything.

“What did you do? Why are you here?” The inmates stared
at him.

“I tried to help two German villages escape,” the captive twin
explained. He said no more that day. The vermin feasted on the
damned.

Evening came, then night descended. He huddled in the dark-
ness and waited for the day.

They came repeatedly and beat him savagely, their faces
murderous. He fell. They pulled him up, demanding: “Name?
What is your name, you traitor?”

“A sentenced man no longer has a name.”

He drew his knees up to his chest, as closely as he could, as
though to fit himself already to his grave. Small pearls formed
on his face. “Did they escape?” he asked, to which there was no
answer. He heard the guards, comparing evidence in agitated
arguments.

Another day passed by. A second. And a third.
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“Name? Name?” his tormentors yelled, angrily. “Unneces-
sary paperwork for us if we make a mistake—"

He asked again: “My brother and his girl escaped?”

“Don't ask unnecessary questions.” They punched him in
the face and said: “We found the map that shows the escape
route. It’s written in a code. If you tell all, your problems will be
solved. You can go home on Saturday.”They asked repeatedly:
“Besides your carrion mother, can anyone tell you apart?”

At last he said: “A nursemaid.”

“Name? What's her name?”

“A loyal servant in our bourgeois household before the Revo-
lution set her free. She cuddled me. She sang to me. Her first
name is Natasha. She rocked me on her knees when I was just a
baby—"

“We'll look for her, then. Will she speak?”

“She was my parents’ loyal servant. She knows how to obey.”

His tormentors came back and shouted angrily: “We cannot
rouse Natasha. She fainted when we came. She can’t be forced
to testify—"

“So you'll just have to take my word? Then take my word.
I’m Sasha. Sasha Neufeld. Did Yuri and the girl escape?” He
still sat on the floor, his head against the wall. “Believe me,
Citizens! I am the guilty party. I plotted and I schemed against
my government. I'm guilty of gross sabotage.”

“Someone must have helped you. Who gave you travel pa-
pers? Who mapped the route for you?” They hit him hard with
their revolver butts. They yelled: “But who were your collabo-
rators, Citizen? They’re gone. Who gave them names and maps?”

He took a trembling breath: “So they escaped? Oh! Praise
the Lord!”

The guards let fly of a volley of curses. “Two villages. It
was a huge, huge plot. Who was behind that plot?”

Here’s what he said at last:  “She flung herself across my
father’s life and caused unending heartache. But when he died
and left us all behind, she stood behind his children like a rock.”

And then he said without a tremor in his voice: “I am the only
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guilty party. Nobody helped us. No one.”

The day that Yuri Neufeld died was icy, gray. and brittle—a
grim and dreary Russian day that spread across the frozen waste-
land while storms kept heaping snow. But all was not in vain, for
such a silence fell on Apanlee that every heart stopped beating.

They say it took some effort to bring this young man to his
knees: he stood and took three bullets, while deep within him
raindrops started falling—real country rain, warm, scented, sof-
tening, strewing virgin apple blossoms across the debauched earth.

As our anguished century draws to a close, nobody speaks of
Yuri. No monuments for him on Pennsylvania Avenue. No man-
hunts for his executioners.

He was a farmer’s son, of German ancestry. His Aryan blood
helped fertilize our earth.

One Yuri Neufeld lived and died, because he knew—as even
did his executioners who managed to shoot badly—that there will
come again one day a harvest bright and good.
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Chapter 86

Some of life’s oddest side effects of brutal blows of fate come
in parentheses. It happened a few years ago in Reedley, Califor-
nia.

By then, the twin who managed to outrun the terror of the
Revolution was dead. The Reedley folks were robust in their
verdict: they called him the Mad Rooshian.

His torment never left. No rain, no sun could make it fade.
There’s clemency, the Gospel claims in many velvet passages,
for those who lapse in Faith but reclaim certainty by seeking out
the Lord. That’s not, alas, what Erika would find in her pursuit to
weigh the sacrifice of the forgotten twin against the cruelty of
the bemustached ally of America—that brute of history who swal-
lowed blood and spit out bones and had himself a feast.

As Erika sat in the fading valley light and listened to the story
of Sasha having saved himself at the expense of Yuri, the Reedley
farmers said of Sasha: “A bitter and bellicose man. Nobody
bought into his odd philosophy.”

They told her that when he arrived, quite mad despite his
youth, he had a girl with him who hardly spoke at all. She claimed
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she was his wife, in law as well as name, but he did not acknowl-
edge her; he called her names and worse and sometimes even
cuffed her angrily. It was a trying marriage. He kept on shouting
at the hapless woman; she could have shouted back.

She never did. She hung her head. She took it all. Only her
freckles paled. She stuck by him when others would have walked.

“Faith? Quackery! For shame!” he would berate Larissa
who ran to close the shutters.

She served him faithfully. She turned herself into a fine, obe-
dient Christian wife who strove to give him joy. His steaming
coffee mug was always there, his collars always starched.

Larissa’s life was hell, the Reedley folks told Erika; she might
have left; she would have left, had she not had the comfort of her
church. The brethren helped her steadfastly. They stood by her
and prayed with her and helped her all the way.

He, on the other hand, kept shouting angrily: “I don’t believe
a word!” and would not let himself be rescued and redeemed,
though the deacons came out in full force.

Some of these deacons, still alive, spoke briskly and
judgmentally into the whirring tape recorder. They verified for
Erika, in many chagrined words, that the disturbed and rambling
refugee from Apanlee was part of that disheveled, tattered group
that fled through the barbarian wilds of Asia and settled in the
fertile Valley where their descendants—pious all! and numerous
as pebbles on a beach!—grow peaches, figs and raisins.

To this day, that’s the Reedley story - it ended not with wheat
but raisins. You see them dancing on your television screen to-
day, those California raisins.

“Don’t get us wrong,” one deacon said one afternoon with a
contorted sniff. “No doubt your uncle suffered. No doubt he had
his reasons. But when he spoke of Judas plotting New World
Order stuff, way back in Russia, that's where we drew the line.
We counteracted biblically.”

They live correctly. Morally. When they have business meet-
ings, they never rush a prayer.
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They don’t grow grain, however—though growing grain, in
light of their long history since the black steppe was wrested from
the Turks, would have been in their nature. When Erika inquired
what made them switch their crop, they just looked at their shoes,
hid their conflicting thoughts, and did not have an answer.

They told her that this Rooshian twin lived out a mediocre
life—unfocused, unimpressive—doing this and doing that, first
harvesting alfalfa, then planting figs and plums, and ending up
with raisins. So let the neighbors win! That was his attitude.

He gave Larissa children, as many children as he had to give
to her and she could manage to bring forth. To this day, all of
them reside near Fresno, California, and all grow California rai-
sins.

She loved her children well enough. They did not warm his
heart.

His conscience perforated like a sieve, he once attempted
suicide, but it was not to be. This happened on the day his mind
snapped and he howled his given name was Yuri.

At that, his wife dropped everything and fell into a singsong:
“It’s Sasha, dear. You have that wrong. Don’t fuss. Don't cry.
Not even your Baba can tell you apart.” She was his shadow and
a study in forbearance, though her knees kept on knocking to-
gether with fear. She sat with him throughout that night and lis-
tened to his anguish and daubed his forehead with a freshly laun-
dered handkerchief when everybody else had long run out of pa-
tience.

She soon looked faded and resigned, but her periodic bake
sales for the homeless gave her joy. “But nothing gives my hus-
band joy,” she told her neighbors sadly, “not even young pota-
toes.”

What stood between her husband and salvation, no Elder ever
figured out.

Not a few oldsters still vividly recall how Sasha huddled on
his porch in Reedley, mysteriously deformed, alone with his spas-
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modic thoughts before he passed away, his poor soul laden like a
camel, trying in old age to soak up the fading sunshine as if to
melt away the permafrost that settled deep within the marrow of
his bones.

“He had a choice,” they said to Erika. “He could have let
himself be rescued and redeemed.” In his young years, the
Reedley legend goes, he was a man of God, one of the truly cho-
sen.

He wore no badge of treachery that anyone could see, but it
was whispered that, back in his youth, he broke a mystic cov-
enant. He turned into a thief. He stole an hour from the Lord to
kiss the girl belonging to his brother.

The Lord—much like an angry banker seizing defaulted prop-
erty—in turn took all in one wide sweep: his pride, his sleep, the
vigor of his manhood, his reputation as a man with whom the
leading citizens of Reedley might have bandied flivver jokes or
might have wanted to go fishing.

One day, at prayer breakfast, a fat Rotarian, leaning left po-
litically, in contrast to most Reedley people steering middle,
praised several heroes of the Revolution—for by that time,
America had turned supportive of the social struggle unfolding
on the Russian Continent.

That day, the Rooshian turned so violent, things almost came
to blows.

Every harvest unleashed bitter forces. Every blessing un-
leashed that mad gleam. When the town folks in the Valley
thanked the Savior for another bounteous harvest, he bit his tongue
and silently endured. His neighbors cut a careful path around
him. The murky matters of his past were never cleared to good
men’s satisfaction. The details of his flight out of the wastes of
Soviet Russia remained in hazy fog.

This much is clear—he never made it to his kin in Mennotown;
worse yet, he never gave a reason. He stayed where he crash-
landed—this after having fled a nameless horror half-way around
the world.
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For he had seen the Antichrist, he claimed. “With my own
eyes,” he said.

And now he saw it, he would claim, within the leafy thick-
ets—a thousand eyes and ears. “Your children won’t be spared,”
he warned, while flabbergasted elders poked each other with
sharp elbows. “You're next. Your turn will come. The toothy
grin is here. It’s sitting in your lodges.”

They merely said: “An interesting perspective,” and talked
of something else. They found the whole thing puzzling. They
said: “Don’t talk like that. It’s not acceptable. This is America.”

He argued that they had broad streets but dusty, narrow
thoughts. They kept rolling their eyes in dismay and stared into
a sluggish horizon.

He howled: “I am speaking for you and your children.
Planned terror will be next. Our kingdom was stolen from us.”

They said again: “Not here. This is America.” They shook
his warnings off as though his words were bits of chaff that stuck
to morning slippers. They would not let him finish what he had
come to say. They thought he was grotesque. He begged them to
support him in his heresy, but they already knew tomorrow would
be no different than today. They tucked their children, one by
one, more deeply into gospeling and stuffed themselves to burst-

ng.

One day, in desperation, the Rooshian paid a visit to the Fresno
Bee. There a reporter sat him down and tried to string his words
together into a dark, tormenting tale.

It was a futile struggle. His words did not suffice; his throat
constricted woefully; his eyes bulged; and no sound came forth
at all. Within his scrambled memories, all was just blood and
mush.

The deacons came and went. They said to him: “We have to
talk to you, and it is very serious. Repent before God the Al-
mighty.”

He would not let himself be calmed. Once he was heard to
say: “I was reported shot, and that’s how I escaped—" Another
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time he whimpered: “They snatched my dearest brother, and
that’s how I escaped—"

“Well. Surely you exaggerate.”

He wept and wrung his hands: “The Beast. The Beast. It’s
feeding on your marrow.”

He kept on mumbling of the Beast, its claws deep in his scalp.
He shouted that the time had come for combat. The Elders grew
alarmed. They visited to bring the Truth; it made no difference;
nothing did; the devil rode that man. He made no sense at all.

“We pity you for your experiences,” they told him carefully,
while prodding him in the direction of the Holy Spirit. They
thought up many tricks. They marshaled every deacon within
sight and sneaked them in for chats.

Why not endeavor with an open heart what every sinner must
endeavor: ask the good Savior for forgiveness; the Holy Ghost
would do the rest?

That was their claim. They laid it out for him. They asked
him to consider. Thanks to the mercies of the Savior, they pointed
out to him, he and the girl, who stuck to him as though she were
his shadow, had made it all the way into the Central Valley, where
land was still dirt cheap.

Did not two villages make off in darkness and in snow, in
sleighs, across the Amur River, while a violent blizzard beat down
on the fleeing - a blizzard fierce enough to tear the blankets from
their stakes? Had not the Lord saved them? Was that not proof
of mercy? Where was his gratitude?

Come yet another anniversary, the Reedley churches hummed
with thankfulness for such a miracle of Faith for weeks. The
faithful said to him repeatedly: “Have Faith. Turn over your
affairs to God.” The doctor gave him tranquilizers.

They handed him the Bible. He held it upside down. He
spelled freethinking, clearly. It was believed by not a few he
might be what the Unitarians called agnostic. This untidy Chris-
tian caused genuine pain. He was a definite embarrassment to
the community, and therefore he was hushed at every opportu-

nity.
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The Reedley folks told Erika: “Although he turned to soli-
tude and meditative prayer, he never found relief.” They won-
dered why there was no dispensation for this man—for what he
saw or, worse, imagined when nightmares came and clung to him,
thick as the tule fog, made him turn over in his sleep much like a
piece of meat that sizzled on a bed of coals. He had barbs in his
heart, and his tongue was in knots. For years on end, his anguish
lit upon him like a swarm of wasps as he sat, studying his Bi-
ble—which he still did, when first he came, primarily to please
his wife—although in later years, he sadly turned to writers that
were secular, the dangerous inquiring spirit in control.

No wonder he became an irritant that proved too much for
saints. The bravest deacons scattered.

He would pursue them, shouting after them: “What? Are
you blind?> Deaf? Dumb? The Beast is born! Its name is Cheka!
Cheka! Cheka! The cobblestones around the Savior’s Gate are
black with people pleading to escape. And you? America? You're
next! Youre puppets of the banksters! You're fodder for the
Jews.”

This tale of Hebrew wickedness that had unleashed the Bol-
sheviks smacked of the seamy stuff of which the scandal sheets
were made. It made the people wince. They would have none of
that. Into the stillness, someone said: “Pardon us. Around here,
we don’t share that conviction.”

They said to him so as to silence him: “Don't talk like that.
Here in America, Jews have immunity. They’re righteous citi-
zens.”

He argued one last time: “What you leave out of history is as
important as what you put in—"

You couldn’t hold such radical ideas in Reedley, California.
You couldn’t then, nor now, as Erika found out.

It was unfair, the Reedley people told the tape recorder, that
this bedeviled man kept heaping blame on them and on America
where times were bad indeed after the markets crashed. Consen-
sus was: he had his chance. He could have had democracy in
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Russia.

The verdict was: Some people dug themselves a hole, then
sat in it, complaining. After the markets crashed, America itself
was crumbling dreadfully. Bad times were sapping everybody’s
spirit, and there was little patience left for folks out of control.

It was survival, by that time, for any and for all. The Great
Depression had engulfed and petrified them, lava-like. There-
fore, when Josef Stalin rattled shut his borders, posting his silent
guards with guns and bayonets, not one word in the Fresno Bee.
Not one. There was no interest any more in distant Soviet Rus-
sia.

When Erika inquired: “How did the story end?” they told her
one last time that the Mad Rooshian wouldn’t come and bend his
knee and seek forgiveness with the Savior. He wouldnt. He
would not.

And so the Brethren Church where almost all the city fathers
worshipped—this after giving the mad refugee more chances than
he merited to put his house in order—agreed the deacons had no
choice. The church disowned him in disgust. That is the Reedley
story.

Year followed after year.

In time, the Baptists tried; their cooking was worth eating.
And after that, it was the Methodists. The Presbyterians. And,
last, the Unitarians. Nobody bore with him.

He even tried to join the Lutherans who did all things in
threes—all their main hymns come in three stanzas, and thrice
passed their collection plate.

He read through their Bible three times. His teaspoon kept
on rattling in his cup.

His heart cried out for Faith, but Faith was gone; he never
found it, though he looked—ach, how he looked! He kept on
looking for the heart of God and found it, black as tar.

In the Depression years, the outcome was predictable. The
Reedley people said to Erika: “This crazy Rooshian was the only
one in our community who cheered the Fiihrer on.”
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Chapter 87

With the help of the Lord and her neighbors, Josie had man-
aged to rescue the farm. She had learned to save penny on penny.
She had a fine, strong head for numbers; she balanced her debits
and credits. The Great Depression having taught her well, no
longer did she purchase two of everything—she kept a shrewd
eye out for bargains. She learned to cook a splendid three-course
meal from nothing but a ham bone.

When visitors arrived to stay with Josephine, they slept in
any bed that happened to be empty, and there were no surprises;
her sheets were without creases.

She still read sentimental poetry on Liberty, Equality, Frater-
nity on chilly winter days as though to warm herself, but all in
all, she voiced no more complaints about the sad lot of the poor,
downtrodden masses, and that was fine with Mennotown. No
longer did she move her furniture around to try out different an-
gles. Her penny dreadfuls, once such tantalizing fare, now left
her cold, whereas it was an uncle from Vancouver, whom she had
never seen, who kept her busy weeks on end, and no complaints
from Josie.



118 Ingrid Rimland

In summary, she learned her part in making do like every-
body else, which was just wonderful. She took the weekend train
when she went visiting said uncle for her part, because it was
half fare, and that’s how she returned.

That year, she also visited each of her daughters, and for the
holidays she sewed for every one of them an apron, thus winning
for herself the admiration and respect of the entire neighborhood.
Her thoughts still ran deep while her knitting ran ladders, but the
friction was gone, the alienation no more. Mennotown no longer
mocked her, for her values, for the most part, had become the
values of the clan.

To show appreciation in return, her relatives were tender and
considerate. If a pretentious word slipped out of Josephine, no
longer did they burst into loud laughter. It must not have been
easy to forego metaphors and similes, since she was used to them,
but Josie tried; she tried.

When Little Melly started taunting her to test her tolerance:
“—your tea is kind of weak!” Josie did not grow pale as in the
olden days when harmless needle pricks like that could jolt her to
the core of her emotions. Instead, she said with a small laugh:
“It’s just your eyes. Or mine.”

“Maybe.”

“We're getting old.”

“Well. Yes.”

“We were both born before the motor car—” said Josephine,
and gently poked her criticizing cousin in the stomach. “ Why
not admit it finally?”

“Just as 1 said. About your tea—"

“Oh, shush!” said Josephine who simply rose to put the ket-
tle on and made another pot. Without another word.

Around her, there were many smiling faces.

The leaves were turning early. The men returned the tools to
storage in the shed. Soon, winter came. The blessed holidays.
The usual relatives came and departed. The distant relatives,
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too, were invited to sit on the couch. They stayed for weeks on
end and praised her pfefferniisse in many different ways, and she,
like any housewife worth her salt, outdid herself with hospitality
until they started staring out of windows:

“Ach ja. Ach ja. Just not the same as back in South Dakota.”

She waved them off, relieved to see them go, but not before
she heaped their hampers with cream cheese, sour cream and bits
of rosy ham; she was that rich again. These rituals were no
longer alien. She now adhered to them.

When the last visitor had left, she settled by the window; there
still was time to read a bit before another spring arrived and with
it, yet more guests.

The stock market crash had left little money for talent. No-
body taught Rarey to use the palette, but she moved it into her
parlor. This was no time for luxury, but Josie insisted: “Right
here. By the window.”

“Can we afford this, Mom?”

She ruffled his hair in a shy, tender gesture, and her eyes filled
with tears to the brim. “Can we afford this? Yes, we can. Of
course we can. I know how to cut corners.”

Her last-born was the nearest thing she ever owned of happi-
ness. Would she deny herself? She watched her young son’s
progress much as she might have watched a train. The wheels of
his talent were gathering speed. A force was propelling him on.

So what if her own life had stopped? His future was rosier
than ever.

Things sprang to life on Rarey’s canvas. His brushes trapped
the wind, the silence of the flowers, the flicker of a candle, the
smell of rain that hammered on the roof.

When other youngsters took up painting—and quite a few
now did, in line with modern teaching theories that held a child
should know how to surround himself with creativity—a tree
looked like a tree, a house looked like a house. But it was differ-
ent with Rarey. When you looked at a Rarey tree—why, you
could smell the apple blossoms. You felt the sun smooth every
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leaf. You sensed the air that rode the branches and made them
arch and yield.

He painted. Josie watched.

Nobody knew the old flame smoldered on. Nobody sensed
you could no more have changed this woman’s nature than you
could plow the sea.

She watched the seasons through her frosty window panes,
and what she saw was this: No matter what the winter storms,
spring came and started sprinkling daisies across the meadow
greens as if by unseen hand.

Then followed muggy summer days. And then an early fall,
dressed up in a cardinal red.

Here was the ticking of her thoughts: it wasn't yet every
day’s evening.

She asked Little Melly to dinner, incapable of doing things
by halves. After dinner, both went to wash up, and then they
came back and sat down.

Together, they sat now on Josie’s lumpy davenport where
Little Melly plied her cousin with examples from the Gospel to
help her groom her spirit for the Savior’s Gate that could swing
open now, most any day, and let the sinner in. Archie sold fu-
neral plots.

“A pain in my bladder. A stab in my kidney,” whined Little
Melly expertly. “And you, still in good health?”

“So far, so good.”

“You cannot be too careful. That is my neighborly advice.”

“I come from sturdy stock.”

Josie joined two more uplifting community clubs to round
out the rest of her life. She and her quibbling, criticizing cousin
were not exactly bosom pals as yet, but finally at least on solid
speaking terms, which was a joy to all.

How had so drastic a mutation come about? Because she still
had Rarey. He was her valentine. If God made a cucumber, then
Rarey painted it. A Rarey sky was not just blue but deep. A
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Rarey lake was not just still but mystic.

She submerged herself in his talent. She was shy before her
son’s gifts.

Now that she had this last-born to herself, no longer did she
have to live with vacant eyes and hungry heart. Now she was
wealthy beyond words, like a convicted prisoner all of a sudden,
unexpectedly released.

It was as if the Lord had given her a tonic that made her
being well. And since the town had pardoned her, forgiven her,
her heart felt peaceful at repose.

Her life no longer felt as though a giant feather quilt were
suffocating it. She knew her last-born had a talent of great power
that needed her support. If she regretted still her unused gifts,
she did not dwell on that. She, too, was waiting for a seed to
ripen, and what it would bring forth was anybody’s guess.

She held his paintings up for others to admire. Most of the
time, they did.

“His father would have been so proud,” the townsfolk said
indulgently, the memory of Jan still raw. “If only he had lived.”

She said to Little Melly: “You can’t fault me for that.”

“For what?”

“For taking joy in Rarey.”

Little Melly kept biting her lip, while forgetting the pain in
her knee. Here showed that baleful trait again, as faint and deadly
as the rattle of a snake. Here stood another door, still left a bit
ajar.

“What’s it to me?” sighed Little Melly. She was good at
averting her gaze. “Though please forgive me when I say—"

“Go on. When you say what—?”

“—forgive me when I say that too much butter spoils the
bread. That’s just my own opinion.”

But her merciless rancor had disappeared, too. Between them,
a thaw had set in, for Josie had relinquished all her foreigners for
good, chiefly the Finkelsteins. The spinster saw with her own
eyes: the former champion of the underdog now kept herself
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well to the right of everything and minimized things liberal.

Except for Rarey’s brushes.

“My Rarey has that special quality: imagination,” said
Josephine, unable to let go.

“I guess he does—” sighed Little Melly, her own heart heavy
with foreboding. She longed to say: “He needs to know about
football and baseball,” but fair was fair; her own shoe pinched as
well: her Archibald had never quite caught on to the attraction of
the other sex and could not always tell the difference between a
football and a pumpkin. When it came to her tardy nephew, she
watched her chance remarks.

Josie kept stitching away. “The Art Page was lavish in praise.”

“Is that a fact?”

“I thought perhaps next time I go to Wichita—"

“You keep on spoiling him,” said Little Melly, scolding
mildly.

“Not really. I try not to.”

“You aren’t still pro-Wichita? Are you? Out with the truth!
Mennotown’s not good enough?”

But Josie only smiled to show she knew no guile, and swal-
lowed what she thought.

In the decade of revival that followed Dewey’s death and Jan’s
humiliating suicide, the neighbors learned to make allowances
for Rarey’s talent, too. That was no small concession, but gladly
done in memory of Jan.

It was not easy for a growing teenager as talented as Rarey to
walk precariously between tradition and modernity, between obe-
dience and personality, much less become an expert in a field
that was, in Mennotown, as far removed from practical existence
as the moon.

But Rarey did what Josie never could: he struck that crucial
balance. Thanks to a stubborn streak of gentleness he had inher-
ited from Lizzy, he managed to succeed where Josie would have
failed. He managed to keep both—his talent and the goodwill of
his kin.
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“I really don’t deserve this honor,” said Rarey modestly the
day he won the Pumpkin Pie Award. But Josie saw: his blue
eyes shone with pride. His face was warm and soft and fragrant
as a bed of August hay.

She kept on gazing in his eyes and knew that nothing ever
was so glowingly akin to her own spirit as the magic of his fin-
gers that danced across the canvas. Still every inch a rebel, she
could not help her pride, albeit in the interest of modesty she
tried to keep her tongue. She was beside herself, as Rarey’s honors
heaped on honors, but careful in her excess.

“Be proud you won. Don't hide your gifts. Your talent is
deserving.”

And he rewarded her—nobody was as kind, nobody as well-
mannered.

At fourteen years of age, he had his own exhibit. Times were
still harsh, and life’s necessities soaked up all hard-earned pen-
nies, but even then, Josie’s bitterest skeptics agreed: her son was
the sensation of the day!

For this and other victories, she credited herself.

“The sky’s the limit,” she told the Embroidery Club, while
sitting there, pride flushing the rim of her neckline, happily stitch-
ing away.

“Yet in the interest of humility—" the matrons pointed out,
but she brushed that away. That was a tiny price to pay, to hold
her tongue to snickers.

With the same thoroughness with which the old, defiant Josie
espoused the causes of the liberals and Jews, she now embraced
embroidery—as long as the clan loved her son, as long as they
valued his talent.

Now that Joise knew her place, her gossip was amusing. She
did her share of charity. She had good words for everyone. She
welcomed strangers with a cheerful face, and relatives with
shrieks. She took the Scriptures seriously. She battled mildew
with a will.

German spices were back on grocery shelves, screened well
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behind the kosher gherkins and the bagels, but Josie spiced her
fried potatoes to the taste of all by mixing old and new.

Food fairs at the Topeka Unitarian Annual were now the lat-
est rage, and Josie sent a pie. Gone were the days when Little
Melly had to duck her head and wait until the furies passed! Gone
were the times when Josie acted much like an exploding fire-
cracker!

It was a bargain, in exchange, to let her young son have his
way. “So be it,” said the neighbors.

Thus, Rarey grew into a handsome youth. His teachers had
nothing but praise.

His penmanship was good; his spelling was impeccable; his
lettering, a wonder! This son of Josephine’s who came to her in
middle age, a prodigy, was still her precious prodigy, and she
made no apologies for doodles.

A farmer tilled the soil again, obeying ancient rhythms, and
family togetherness was in, and Rarey painted that. That self-
same farmer hoped to make a profit, and Rarey caught that feel-
ing.

His talent was as effortless as breathing. The sunshine fall-
ing on a fertile earth, the purity of snow, the fragrance of a
meadow, the simple joy of berrying—all that he captured on the
cloth. He coaxed the purple shadows out of twilight. He who
had never seen an ocean in his life could paint it, stroke by stroke,
so that it roared and tossed and heaved when Josie looked at it.

One day she went to Wichita, peeked through the window of
an orphanage, and came back with a playmate for her son.

The little female she imported into Mennotown had a fine
head and dainty manners. She was as curly-haired and fragrant
as a little lamb fresh from the April meadows. Her first name,
Betty Lou. Her last name —well, you guessed it.

“Oh, no!” cried Little Melly, when she heard. She pulled
Jan’s youngster close to her as though to safekeep him.

But Josie said: “Her background shouldn’t matter. She is in
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need of a good home. She lost both parents to the influenza epi-
demic. Is there a finer place than Mennotown to raise an orphan
girl?”

“But don’t you think—"

“Luck and the Holy Spirit brought this small Hebrew child to
us,” said Josephine, while stepping round a cow pat, and deftly
silenced all. She knew precisely how.

When Betty Lou, the girl whom Rarey grew to love, first
came to Mennotown, in her possession nothing more than a small
suitcase, tied cross-wise with a string, the truth was clear to more
than just a few: no longer was your German heritage exclusively
endorsed, which was just wonderful and Christian besides.

And with good cause: in Germany, there was a rising mad-
man baiting every Jew, if you believed the New York Times, a
paper many farmers read because it carried news about taxation
and the likes—news that you couldn’t do without, now that the
bureaucrats were growing tentacles like mad.

The town was willing to give Betty Lou the benefit of every
doubt. This young girl knew, as Josie did, that Rarey was excep-
tional. Things came to Rarey for the asking. She was a genuine
believer in his gifts.

“Sit still for me,” said Rarey. “I want to draw your curls.”
He sat, his note pad on his knees, and transferred with his quick,
decisive strokes the countenance of her young face to paper. He

filled five notebooks with her ringlets. He did a splendid job.
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Chapter 88

Jonathan felt no surprise when he discovered, while leafing
through some brittle parchments, the dusty road that brought his
peasant ancestors to Apanlee.

He set four weeks aside to study his family tree. He was
proud of his Apanlee roots. He verified with choking pride the
old, Teutonic traits his people had brought all the way from the
Vistula swamps to Russia’s fertile acres to grow the wheat the
color of sunsets of gold.

He filled himself with tales about his forebears’ odd, unbend-
ing ways, their tribal dignity, their sense of duty and obedience to
Caesar and to God.

Not murky, their standards and habits: Their world was black
and white.

Ah, how it fit! How deeply meaningful it was! |

When he looked back, he saw bleak days and bleaker nights.
His past had been one great, gray ocean with no horizon whatso-
ever on which to anchor hope. Now, thanks to Heidi and her
creed—thanks to his much-beloved Fiihrer—his future lay be-
fore him much like a cotton field: inviting, vast, and ready to be
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plucked.

In years to come—years rich in sight and sound—Jonathan
would weld himself repeatedly in word and deed to duty and
obedience unto death. He did this long before he came of com-
bat age, awed by the solemn pageantry.

He wore the brown-shirt uniform at first, then graduated to
field-gray, a color more becoming to a man. He wore black,
sturdy shoes, black stockings, shorts, a trench cap tucked into
his belt. He vowed repeatedly: “If need be, I will give my life
for my beloved Fiithrer—” but he meant Apanlee.

Back in his thoughts was always, always Apanlee.

He did all his assignments willingly—the kind of work that
built his self-esteem—and he was not alone. Those were the
days when all who could, were shouldering their spades. He
relished the rigorous training. No task could exhaust his resources.

He rose with the roosters, made up his bunk, showered, did
knee bends, and headed for the fields where wheat was heading
strongly; the rye was ripening; the corn already stood two feet
high.

The plums grew in season; soon, cornflowers, poppies, but-
tercups had faded.

Fall came. He helped another farmer plow the stubble under.

His limbs were straight; his voice was strong; a ruddy glow
lay on his handsome face. His very heart was bronzed. In the
haymaking season, he turned the hay; he piled it, shook it, hauled
itin before the rain; he lay in it, absorbed the scent, and dreamed:
peace on earth, and goodwill to upright, honest, and hard-work-
ing men!

He and his comrades built enormous fires to warm the frosty
night. They raked potatoes, hot and tasty, from the ashes.

This must be understood: things were not shrill and mean
when hope was young in Germany. The people looked around
and saw with their own eyes: the food was swaying in the breeze.
The wheat stood in fine head.

The hungry winters—gone!
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The Fiihrer spoke about a Reich that would endure a thou-
sand years. His voice was the clarion call. They saw he was an
earnest man, a leader to God’s liking. He marshaled evidence
and set it forth for others to admire. He plucked the urchins from
the streets and put them in clean uniforms. Bells pealed from
steeples joyously. May Day parade beneath a flag-draped city
gate was plain magnificent. The fire of Faith lit all faces: a sky
without doom; streets that were safe; police forces rounding up
ration card swindlers.

The Fiihrer told the men of Germany: “Work all the over-
time you want—" and workers spit into their hands, rolled up
their sleeves and went to built the Autobahn.

The Fiihrer’s voice rose, by and by: “You need to understand
what you are up against, as well as what you're fighting for. Learn
how to hit back hard!”

He shouted: “Scat, racketeers and Communists!” and a He-
brew developed a hiccup that lasted for several days.

This was about renewal. Honor. Decency. Integrity. Whole-
some communities. Old values, dusted off, renewed. The peo-
ple told each other, brooding: “The merchants and the money-
lenders? Check your own bankster out; he lost his mask: his
true face is revealed.” _

The Fiihrer pointed out: “While you were struggling in the
mire and your own children had no schools nor pencils, a certain
people hoarded so much gold they could afford to take their poo-
dles to a training school for dogs.”

The Fiihrer stood and smiled, a warm light in his eyes, and
when the crowds cheered madly, he looked just like a tree that
grew straight from German soil and started spreading shade.

A blind man saw he wore the garb of honor. A deaf man
heard the drums of destiny. The crustiest old-timers, by nature
skeptical, Faith gone in God and men, who scarcely even knew
at first what all the shouting was about, now stared into their
beer, forked their potato salad, and broodingly proclaimed:

“Say what you will. Now we have order in the streets of
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Germany.”

Such was the sentiment. The Fiihrer promised justice for the
righteous, a paycheck for the diligent, and prison for the louts.
Who could have argued? No one. More and more folks, sipping
their beer and staring thoughtfully into the foam, discovered salty

words for scoundrels and connivers.

Before the Fiihrer started freeing Germany, enslaved by chok-
ing reparations for a lost war, the country lay in chains, the fu-
ture held no hope—but now the lemonade barrels rolled in. The
prices of meat and bread fell. The mail came in regular batches.
The trains no longer stalled on sidings; they moved with energy,
emitting clouds of steam, and they were heated trains, afford-
able. The Fiihrer understood the working man whose shoes badly
needed resoling. The Fiihrer said precisely what Dewey used to
say to Josephine, when he coaxed her to heed the call of blood
and to reject the Finkelsteins. Here’s what the Fiihrer said: “A
straight nose is not crooked. You do not try to mix what nature
made distinct.”

He gathered his captives like sand. All Germany stood,
flushed, with promise and with hope, and young and old stood
once again, united, offering thunderous applause to the man who
had banished despair, who now ushered in a more honest, more
healthy tomorrow.

And long before the decade closed, there stood a youth at
every corner, his arm raised in salute, among them Jonathan.

He held the Fiihrer’s flag aloft, and never did a heart hold
more goodwill and love for clan and kin and race. Some might
have shouted their approval of the Fiihrer from mere exuberance
of youth, others by example or from habit, but it was different for
Jonathan. When Jonathan saluted flag and Fiihrer, he did so with
a reverence that centuries of strict obedience to a higher power
had bred into his genes.

He stood tall for inspection. He wore his badge with pride.
His nails were clean, his trousers without creases. His bed was

tightly made, his rucksack packed, his list of tasks lay neatly folded
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in his pocket. The Hitler Youth report said he was ready to com-
mand a squad, and Heidi took him by the shoulders and moved
him to the window.

“Why, let me look at you.”

She was so proud of Jonathan that she arranged to have his
picture taken, next to her tulip bed. She took her last spare penny
and summoned a photographer. That picture still exists. It shows
that on that day, she wore a fine, starched collar. She stood right
next to Jonathan, the kindergartner Lilo riding in the crook of his
right arm, both arms around his neck.

Before the decade died, the Fiihrer brought back folklore and
tradition, and all the faithful knew: “A man of God. The true
elect of God. Lo, we have waited for him.”

He flew as the eagle that hastens to hunt. His horses were
swifter than cheetahs, fiercer than ravening wolves. He gathered
to himself all nations, heaped to himself all peoples. Like the
hammer of Thor he arrived.

He said: “No more dead children in latrines, so help me God!
So help me God!” and belt buckles snapped into place, jack-
boots sparked on the cobblestones.

“Just yesterday,” the Fiihrer pointed out, “your cattle starved;
your horses fell; your children cried with hunger; the grief did
not diminish. And now?”

He didn’t bare his teeth as though he were the Beast, as leg-
end has it now. He radiated confidence. He spread warm hands
amid the multitudes. He was engaging and polite. He told his
people, quietly: “I do not crave affection. I only want respect,”
but love flowed like a river. His name on their lips was like
honey.

“All that was in the Bible”, say those who lived those days.
All that came from the pages of the Good and Trusted Book: he
stood and measured the earth; he looked and startled the nations.
As Erika plucks from old lips forgotten patriotic feelings out of
the driftwood that was yesterday, the words are still: “Say what
you will. He was a charismatic leader. World leaders envied him
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his certainty of step.”

Let Hollywood insist, they say while dabbing at their eyes,
that their beloved Fiihrer, in the end, became a monster who would
traffic death for pride, and turn his people’s sons and daughters’
eyelids into lead. They say: “All that is such a lie! It’s just a lie!
A lie!”

Gone were the horror-haunted days, sprung from the minds
of usurers, born from the teeth of hell!

Before the Fiihrer’s followers fled pestilence, rapacity and
filth. The smoldering torches spoke loudly: of right triumphing
over wrong, of light dispelling fog, of strength over mind-bend-
ing muddle. Helmets, guns and backpacks were everywhere for
people to admire as youth formations, fresh-garlanded, marched
on until the streets ran out of cobblestones. Young children waved
their flags at them until their arms were sore, and pretty maidens
stuffed the muzzles of their rifles with red roses.

“Ah, but his wickedness would scorch the earth,” says Hol-
lywood today, “and thus make converts flock to him to be his
willing vassals, as though a letter had been branded on their
brows.”

“That’s wrong,” the Fiihrer’s former freedmen say. “That’s
simply wrong. That’s Hollywood.”

Their Fiihrer said repeatedly: “I have received my mandate
from the almighty hand of God.” When Dewey spoke like that in
Mennotown with smug familiarity in the Depression days, no-
body took offense. When Archie makes that claim, today, right
on your television screen, nobody takes offense.

So it was in those early days in Germany. The Fiihrer didn’t
have Dewey’s receding chin, potbellied look, hair growing from
his ears. He asked repeatedly, convincingly: “Why not unite
against the foe? His avarice is bottomless.”

He asked: “Why else that only yesterday, if not for them, did
millions not suffice to buy a single match?”

He said: “Let there be no mistake. We’re locked in mortal
struggle. While honest farmers strove to live from meager har-
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vests, the Hebrews carted off their gold.”
And in the end, he said: “We cannot co-exist.”

The Fiihrer never tired of the topic of the Jews, and there he
touched a nerve that had been raw for centuries. The people now
took stock.

Who else was always taking money from the pockets of the
innocent and salting it away? Who else said prayers backwards
and kept their squalid secrets hidden in their lodges? Who else
had torched the Reichstag in at least two dozen different places?
Who else was bleeding Germany for endless reparations?

The Fiihrer said repeatedly: “So help me God! So help me
God!”

He said: “An end to exploitation.”

He said: “So. Help. Me. God!”

“I’'ll turn this country right side up,” the Fiihrer said, and the
applause was thunderous. Wherever he unfurled his flag, the
riffraff just scurried for cover.

“You have your Hogan’s Heroes here,” says Mimi now.
“Show me a Nazi in America. Caricatures at best, satanic at their
worst. We had ours, too—in films, cartoons and songs.”

They didn’t march; they shuffled. They plotted and they
schemed. They made unwary people dance like puppets on a
string. There was nothing redeeming about them.

The Fiihrer asked: “You need an explanation for these past,
destructive years that brought your parent’s lives to ashes?”

Into the lull of heavy thoughts, the Fiihrer’s words fell, sharp:
“While decency was dying, who sucked the life blood out of you
to fill their bloated bellies?”

The workers stared into their beer: “Their actions and inten-
tions, fouler than rat-infested cheese.”

Why else, but for their guilty purposes, were Jews all of a
sudden hiding jewelry and watches?

Why else, before the year was out, could Jews not visit pub-
lic libraries and were the only ones to need delousing papers?
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Why else did they shave off their beards and fuss about their
side locks?

Why else—through all the centuries—had honest people
blamed the Jews for every single woe?

“Look overseas,” the Fiihrer pointed out. “And draw your
own conclusions.”

Who cooked up the Depression?

Who ran the banks and presses?

Who preened in minks and sables while honest people rum-
maged through the trash?

The Fiihrer said: “They're aliens in our midst. Their fiend-
ish ingenuity, their intricate capacity to plot and scheme and dam-
age honest work will soon be manifest to many. “

He made short shrift of humdrum homilies about such thinngs
as wisdom’s resting in the bosom of the people. He said: “De-
mocracy? A tool concocted by the Jews so they can oversee the
bureaucrats to loot the featherbrains.” By then, it did not take the
Fiihrer’s frown to point them out to you—the wreckers, the con-
nivers.

That was the sentiment. In every country where the Hebrews
dwelt, the people hated them. The moment when you shone the
light on them, they scampered for the dark.

You didn’t reckon with the Fiihrer, did you, Israel?

You thought that you could drip with jewels, Sarah, while
Germany was cringing in the dirt?

The Fiihrer understood his people’s dreams—dreams shat-
tered in the Hall of Mirrors at Versailles where men with gold
and silver in their names and on their fingers had pocketed their
children’s rights. The Fiihrer promised he would break the chains
of slavery, and they trembled for joy at the news. To hear the
Fiihrer’s explanations was just like watching rushing waster—it
washed clean the murky depths. The wounded found healing,
the tormented, peace; the dishonored discovered their pride.

The masses spoke as though they had one voice:

Bloodsuckers, all!
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Polluters, all!
Out, Antichrist! Get thee behind me now!

Before another year was gone, the Jews were forced to tip
their hats and step off the sidewalk into the gutter while the Fiihrer
stood high on a mountain and measured the earth with his
thoughts. He spoke, and he startled the nations. He showered
clarity across the land as though he poured a bowl of mercury.

He told his people, day by day: “We'll rid ourselves forever
of the vermin,” and silent men, still crusted with the dirt of many
hopeless seasons, climbed on their chairs to get a better look.
They stamped their feet and shouted: “He puts the snake right on
the table! He calls a spade a spade. He calls a hoax a hoax!”

The message did not change. There was no subtlety, no shilly-
shallying. The buckle on the Fiihrer’s belt spoke of a wrathful
God, intent on retribution. The Fiihrer said repeatedly, hypnoti-
cally, that God was on his side.

Around him, soldiers formed a wall.

He told the milling masses: “I promise solemnly to the Al-
mighty God that the hour will arrive when victory will come again
to our violated land.” He pointed out the mastermind behind the
global misery: he pointed a stiff finger at the lodges. Who was it
that had toppled thrones? Who gnawed forever at the roots of
every honest government? The planet shrieked with agony—
and they? Bejeweled and corrupt!

So let them now disgorge their dollars and their diamonds!
Why, let them scrub the lavatories with their detested prayer
shawls!

“Like lice that carried typhus,” the Fiihrer told the people,
“the Hebrews carried Bolshevism in their blood, infecting and
weakening gullible people, and to what horrible result? Just look
at Russia!”

The papers were full of hurrahs. The endless throngs marched
on in never-ending columns. The world started quaking in awe.

The people wildly tore the posters down, spit on the pentagram,
and shredded the hammer and sickle.
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Chapter 89

“You aren’t you,” the Fiihrer said in broadcast after broad-
cast. “Only they are fit to live who are unafraid to die. Some-
thing greater and nobler than you will be born.”

There was much talk of death for the sake of a higher ideal,
but that, for Jonathan, was strictly theory. He yearned to live; he
felt as though he were walking through life on bare feet.

He learned to pitch a tent. He learned to read a map. He
hiked and drilled and sang. The Fiihrer filled his heart with honor,
pride and discipline and gave him the oneness with genuine com-
rades, all freshly uniformed, all poised for the upcoming battle.

“If Providence should call on me to make the supreme sacri-
fice, I will not hesitate,” said Jonathan to Heidi, who had nothing
specific to say in reply. She had a way of noticing the things she
wanted to observe and turning blind, deaf, dumb to things she
wanted to ignore.

He sat in Heidi’s spotless kitchen and bit into her apfelstrudel,
and they began to talk.

She said to him: “The movement is gathering strength.”

He told her with a chuckle: “Say, have you heard this one?
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Three Jews were sitting on a porch, and one of them said to the
other two—"

“Nonsense,” said Heidi, sharply. “Our doctor was a Jew. Our
dentist was a Jew. The Fiihrer took them both into protective
custody.”

He said no more that day. She was a woman and, hence, soft.
She was the kind who would be menaced by a sunburn when
everybody else would tan. He felt her searching silences, but his
reality was timeless: the eagle was chasing the fox.

By then, Jonathan had grown into a man. He knew with flaw-
less certainty: had not the Fiihrer come and started cleaning up,
the Antichrist would have, by now, grinned down from every
rooftop—not just at Apanlee, not in the Fatherland alone, but in
all the rest of Europe.

Word spread.

The roosters woke the cows.

The cows woke up the horses.

The trumpets of Jericho blew.

The Fiihrer’s flyers, too: they came in full force and full
color. Drab telephone poles became beribboned candy canes.
The people kept tapping their feet.

The Fiihrer cried: “I am a man of God—" and thousands fell
under his spell, and millions repeated his vision.

He stretched an iron arm and shouted: “I am your voice.
Your unifying symbol is now the Mystic Cross.”

Before it fled the Fiend.

The Fiihrer took twin lightning runes and put them side by
side.

For the gray masses in the Fatherland, still dumb with terror,
who had heard Satan howling, having sprung across the borders
out of an ashen Russia, the Fiihrer was the Healer, the Messiah.
They watched him throttle the Red Menace—the common en-
emy of all!—that had sprung out of hell.

The Fiihrer and his Cross were one. The window panes
stopped trembling. The Revolution of the usurers no longer roared
through the dilapidated neighborhoods and barren streets of Ger-
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many.

He promised: restitution for what has been thieved. Atone-
ment for what has been done.

He said: “How? You ask how? Shoulder to shoulder and
comrade for comrade, that’s how!”

He shouted: “Not in my country can you find one mollycod-
dle!” and tore up the treacherous treaty. He swept the posters
with the hammer and the sickle into the trenches left over from
the First World War. He swore he would reclaim the Rhineland.
His glance fell on the Corridor. He shouted: “Repeat after me.
Death has no meaning. The Fatherland is all.”

A Jew drowned himself in the Wannsee.

“It will be war, and not a party,” the Fiihrer had declared, and
that was fine with Jonathan. The sun was hot, the shadows sharp,
and Jonathan took sides.

He watched the Fiihrer forge his armies with energy and fore-
sight, and thrilled to see it done. Flags hung from every tree.
The corrupt days died slowly, one by one, beneath the pageantry
and joyous marching music.

The only things that made life worthwhile living now were
values honed to steel by previous generations. Faith. Order.
Diligence. Strength. Pride, once again, in race and Fatherland
and blood.

“Firm discipline,” the Fiihrer said, “must nail us to our du-
ties. And let’s be clear. From now on, every order will be backed
by force.” Appeals to fate and destiny were frequent.

“There is no doubt about our sacred mandate,” the loudspeak-
ers proclaimed, strung tree to tree to tree.

The words may read like bloated boasting now, thanks to the
muck and slime that slops incessantly from Hollywood to choke
all deep, true passion, but words were spoken, heard and acted
on, back then, as solemn as the flag salute that the Rotarians prof-
fered up in Mennotown when they partook in their own rituals
that aimed, no less, at bettering their world. To crack a joke about
one’s duty to one’s soil would have been heresy in Mennotown—
and so it was in Germany, for liberation’s sake, when a war seemed
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a foregone conclusion.

Somebody said: “They call this war?” and many people
laughed.

The Fiihrer minced no words. His eyes were sharp and wary.
He spoke against the wind: “We are united in a common task. I
did not raise my young folk to pick peaches.”

There was no doubt in Jonathan. He was part of this glorious
crusade. Bonfires glowed like liquid amber through the branches,
and in his deepest marrow he knew that all was clean and good.

That this would be a Holy War against the Antichrist was
clear. The Fiihrer’s planes were dropping flyers by the score that
told the frightened border people that anybody honest, loyal, right-
eous had nothing to fear from the Wehrmacht. No shells would
fall on peaceful acres. The Landsers planned no harm.

The multitudes believed. The crowds took up the chant. The
Fiithrer would not fail his people; he was their voice; he had
their trust; he took their shame away and handed them their pride.

The Fiihrer’s planes kept floating on the wind as though they
were but toys. The engines cascaded white steam. Trains, hung
with flags and garlands, whistled through the countryside. Ships,
loaded with -emergency supplies, plowed through the foaming
sea. Trim girls on bicycles waved happily at handsome soldiers
as panzer spearheads started ripping through the fields.

Factories sang iron melodies.

Propellers started sucking air.

Huge motors started howling.

Guns bellowed, and horizons started smoking.

When his beloved Fiihrer ordered war, Jonathan stood at at-
tention, repeating: “I’ll fight until my cartridges are gone.”

He solemnly put on the Landser’s hallowed garb. His hob-
nailed marching boots echoed through the streets of his adopted
Fatherland, as they had done in previous generations: the world
would fall to its power; the traitors would fall to their knees. Away
with usurers and parasites! Away with liars, cheats and renegades!
Scat, bloodsuckers! Scat, slime and ooze and muck!
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He had become this country’s son, this country’s trusted fu-
ture. That this must come by means of blood and steel, he knew.
That message soaked into his pores. It did not frighten him. He
was content, for he stood hardened to necessity—to die, if need
be, for the sake of a higher ideal.

“God willing, we will win,” said Heidi, mildly religious in
intimate moments.

“Of course we will. A brand new Germany is rising!”

“Yes. With the Fiihrer on your right and God Almighty on
your left, how can you lose?”

“Life is a shadow play,” was Jonathan’s reply.

He had no God; he vaguely suspected that Heidi didn’t ei-
ther. Wherever Heidi walked, the world became her church. She
made no show of piety when armament began. The church pews
were uncomfortable; besides, there was no time; she briskly
went to work. She started with a row of special Fiihrer benefits.
Inviting the entire neighborhood, she had five sunrise breakfasts
in a row to start an orphan fund.

Time passed. Years flew. Heidi’s strudel was making the
rounds; Lilo was having a birthday. The little girl had grown into
a teenager.

She knew Berlin like the back of her hand. She knew not
idleness; she made the most of charm and opportunities. She
was the finest sweater girl a soldier could imagine. In a white
apron and a cook’s cap, she did canteen duty twice a week at the
Red Cross where she filled cups with scented tea and learned to
give first aid.

She was fast friends with Jonathan. He said to her, to tease
her: “I guess I'll have to punish you for not saluting me?”

She was filling his thermos with unsweetened tea. She spoke
straight from an unbridled tongue: “You are as silly as a pair of
knickers.”

Nothing stopped Lilo when things burned on her tongue. The
devil was in her that morning.

“The Fiihrer would scalp me if only he knew,” she said with
flaming face, “but here is what I think: I'd rather have a coward
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sitting at my table than a hero in the grave—"

He looked at her, astonished. “I didn’t hear that, Lilo.”

“Of course you didn’t, Jonathan.”

“I'm counting on you when I’'m gone,” he told her awkwardly.
“Now, don't you start crying. Everybody’s happy, and here you
start crying?”

“She’s a handful, Jonathan,” said Heidi, fighting tears. “She’s
growing up. She’s full of contradictions. She says one thing and
means another. She meant to tell you, Jonathan: “Watch out for
your own safety.” We want you to come back. Here. Here’s an
extra pair of socks for you, deep in this zipper bag.”

He watched and could not have his fill of Heidi. He loved
her now as ever, though in her aging face, fine wrinkles ran every
which way. She was no longer the young gitl who wore a golden
coronet, an ear of wheat pin on her collar, a wondrous angel sent
to earth to pick him from the gutter. She had three draft-age
sons.

He made a big to-do about her recipe, and Heidi hamstered
every crumb of praise. Despite the fading shafts of light, it was a
happy day. Not much had changed; the sweet tension between
them never slackened, although he never raised his hand to touch
her graying hair. Not once.

“God willing,” said Heidi, several times, voicing nothing spe-
cial or specific. She was no slave to church or cult, but she in-
sisted on her daughter’s confirmation—still two years away. And
even Lilo was no less a patriot than ever the Lord had made.
Despite her reckless tongue, she saw the Fiihrer flag and trem-
bled with emotion. The day was tranquil, almost lazy, and Heidi
served coffee and cookies. Love, trust and Faith—above all,
Faith!—shone out of Heidi’s eyes like candles.

To break the tension, he asked slowly: “I never asked you
this before. Why did you take me in?”

“I liked you, Jonathan.”

“The odds were all against you. You didn’t know that I would
ever pay you back.”

“Ah, but I did. 1did. Deep down, I saw the pride of genera-

tions.”
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He kept on smoking hungrily. She watched how his cigarette
diminished; ashes growing at the tip, suspended in the air. His
hand trembled ever so slightly. Outside, a youth formation passed
by the open window singing:

“Ein junges Volk steht auf zum Sturm bereit,

Haut die Schranken doch zusammen, Kameraden—"

She said: “Be careful now. I want you to come back.”

He gave her a thin smile. “This is a sacred war against the
force of darkness. It’s providence. It’s destiny. As if you didn’t
know.”

She had not changed at all, though she was older, wiser now.
She chose her words with care. “I want you to come back. A
bullet could come flying. Trench warfare is no picnic.”

He told her, speaking calmly: “You may be sure I'll sell my
life as dearly as I can.”

He knew his destiny as though it had been hewn in stone.
His duty was to fling the Mystic Cross as far as strength permit-
ted and hook it deep into the soil for which his forebears died.
He all but felt its spikes on his own skin as they moved stealthily.

She leaned toward him lovingly while fastening a button.
“Here. Don’t forget your thermos bottle.” He caught a whiff of
her clean hair and resisted an impulse to touch it.

She spoke shyly, avoiding his eyes. “And don’t forget. Your
place is here. In Germany.”

“I know. But not before I take back what was mine.”

She reached for his hand then. She started stroking it. “Where
did you get this scar?”

He rubbed the indentation. It was a strange phenomenon:
whenever the drums started rolling, the scar started itching like
mad.

“A little cousin, thrice removed, bit me out of sheer terror.
Her name was Mimi. Mimi Neufeld. I've often wondered what
might have happened to that child.” He stood within a trembling
silence, still in his ears the thudding blows of anarchy. Each
blow from twenty years ago that fell on Dorothy, supine across
that zinc container, was still engraved upon his spine, within the
very sinews of his will. His finger was already twitching for the
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trigger.

He said: “The Soviet Union is a sluggish giant, shot through
and through with Hebrew thought. The sun takes an entire day to
cross it. We'll need, at most, three weeks.”

The question she had never asked began to swell inside her.
Both felt it, hanging like a sword. She tried to force it out be-
tween clenched teeth but found that she could not. He read her
thoughts. He answered her obliquely.

“We cannot co-exist.”

“Don’t look for the hardest possible path.”

He shrugged while drumming with his knuckles. It was late
August now, but for him, this was June, a dream. “We’ll make
sure the Red Peril will break every tooth.” He knew with steely
clarity one single, red-hot point: were it not for the Fiihrer and
his might, a sea of red would have, by now, washed over all of
Europe. He said again: “We have no choice. We cannot co-
exist.”

She put both hands around his face. He cupped them with his
own. There was no need for words.

This, too, is now forgotten. How genuine it was. How sweet
and virginal it was.

That day in Heidi’s kitchen, as he bid her good-bye, he was
again a hungry, frozen boy; she the young woman, pregnant with
the future, wearing red patent leather shoes. He owed her every-
thing. He longed to tell her that. With diligence and discipline,
along with soap and brush, she had cast out the evil spirits that
plagued a skinny guttersnipe whose belly hurt with hunger, whose
ears still heard the thuds of anarchy.

“A soldier follows orders,” said Jonathan, to hide that he was
still in love with her; he still drank in her scent—though Heidi
looked that day as wrinkled as an apple, forgotten in the oven,
and left to bake too long. The future had stopped passing through
her body.

Long after he was gone, she sat there, with her thoughts,
alone, within the fading daylight, sewing.



Lebensraum - III 145

Chapter 90

As Kansas people watched the German Fiihrer’s gamble from
afar, they were informed in detail about his hatred, enmity and
greed. “A bug that has the bite of fire,” the New York Times
declared.

Some papers said: “A fraud.”

Some shrieked: “A fool.”

Some even howled: “A maniac.”

The editorial cartoons were raw and vicious and maligning.
The scribblers hinted that, once more, the Germans were drop-
ping poisoned sweets because they hated children.

This was bad news for Mennotown, with the dachshund barely
back in fashion, and the image of the kaiser still festering in many
people’s memory, particularly Archibald’s.

“The devil incarnate,” enunciated Archibald, while milk dried
on his mustache.

And he was not alone, making his feelings known about the

so-called Fiihrer, as he was represented to the masses, thanks to
the New York Times.
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“That man knows what he wants. No cloak and dagger busi-
ness,” said Doctorjay, for instance. “Once he rolls up his sleeves,
watch out! You know precisely where he stands. You know pre-
cisely what he’ll do. He isn’t wishy-washy.”

Doctorjay still doctored in his spare time when the spirit
moved him thus. Among his clientele for Doctorjay’s Ready
Relief, that’s where he made known his opinions.

“A rattler at your feet!” cried Archibald as well. “The
Rooshians and the Huns alike, a bunch of hooligans!”

Archie hated Adolf Hitler with a vehemence that made his
left eye gleam. “Half-man, half-fag,” said Archie with a jerky
motion of his shoulder.

“Don’t talk like that,” admonished Little Melly who didn’t
like blue words. The dark side of the facts of life was still a
mystery to her. Such things did not happen in Kansas.

“That’s right! Look! Look who’s talking now!” The ham in
Doctorjay would not leave him alone. He had not changed a bit;
the truth jumped from his tongue, though he himself was far from
perfect. It was no secret to most folks he needed Abigail’s good-
will on patriotic holidays to get himself to bed. He still kept
toasting every star and stripe, enjoying all his handshakes, quaff-
ing from his bottle, helping himself to more of Lizzy’s Cheese
slivers than was good for his doddering liver.

“Let’s gun the Hun!” cried Archibald, and Doctorjay joined
in: “Let’s drink to that! Hey! Bottoms up! Remember? Bot-
toms up?”

The neighbors nodded sagely while visiting with Doctorjay
to listen to the radio and hear the latest news, while Archibald
sat, fuming. You would have thought that this was Archie’s war,
he was that overwrought. In church, where Archibald preached
interim, he prayed for all his enemies but made a point of skip-
ping over Germans. He couldn’t wait for Saturday—that’s when
he checked himself into the flicker crowd so he could watch the
helmets.

When it appeared the Methodists of Mennotown were grow-
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ing powerful, intent on eclipsing the Creed, Archie thundered
from the pulpit that the Methodists were his decided enemies as
well and could never be anything else. The Baptists, too, were
slowly gaining in the local confidence, and Archie, sensing the
emergency, stepped zealously into his preacher father’s shoes.
That status gave him lots of opportunities to keep his good eye
on the motes in other people’s eyes while avoiding the beam in
his own.

Dim rumors clung to Archibald and would not go away.

He had inherited none of his mother’s robust traits, but all of
Dewey’s zeal. On Sundays and on holidays, he preached with
scarlet tongue, but in his everyday endeavors he was timid, prone
to small touches of malice, and his feelings were constantly hurt.
But as he grew in certitude, he toed the safety line, and when it
came to cleaning up the vineyards of the Lord, he roused himself
to such thunderous roars he left no doubt just where he stood:
fair-square against all moral compromise.

“Mortification of the flesh is still of great importance,” pon-
tificated Archibald, who wore a rhinestone watch and several
pinkie rings, and dropped a casual hand into a perfect stranger’s
lap, where it lay, glittering.

Despite his oddities, the congregation had accepted him be-
cause he promised them the Pearly Gates, and they, in turn, made
sure he was well-rested and well-fed.

Each Sunday, rain or shine, he occupied the sleek and glossy
pulpit vacated by his father, though many people thought, and
told him so in private, that he unrolled his Sunday morning homi-
lies on the temptations of the flesh in more rambunctious ways
than even Billy Sunday did, when thirty years before, he socked
it home to Satan. But Archie didn’t take advice concerning moral
compromise. He shouted guilt and penitence and brimstone and
damnation, while Kansas sweltered in the heat.

“And he, so mild in all his endeavors,” they said of him, in-
dulging. The volunteers doted on him. The faithful kept on fill-
ing his collection plate, providing succor for the poor today and
for themselves a better afterlife tomorrow, and all was well
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enough.

Patience was the watchword now with Archie’s eccentrici-
ties. He, for his part, knew on which side his bread was buttered,
and never dropped the slice in such a way so as to spoil his meal.

In summary, in every way that counted, he was a churchly
man and faithful to old habits—except that he sleep-walked
through manhood. Archie’s love life—as bald as an egg!

By contrast, Betty Lou and Rarey made proper headway in
the matter of romance and now were widely recognized as the
decade’s most watched and envied cupids. The plan was: they
would marry as soon as the girl came of age.

In the quiet, uneventful years between the Great Depression
and the beginning of the European war, Rarey and the curly-
headed youngster that Josie tucked into the ethnic quilt of
Mennotown, grew up together peacefully, and now she was in
love with Rarey, and he in love with her. It was well-known that
Rarey could have had most any pious girl in Mennotown—in-
deed, in the entire state of Kansas!—but he chose Betty Lou, a
girl emitting a soft radiance.

She waited until she was given permission to speak. She
hurried to finish the dishes.

She did that without being asked, which won her the town
folks’ approval. They liked her well enough. She had no major
flaws. But when she washed her hair, it curled around her face
like crazy.

She sat nearby for hours, while he sketched. She deepened
her dimples at him. She liked those home-cooked meals. She
settled in and stayed.

He was consumed with perfecting his strokes. His brushes
fashioned magic in a town where pig squeals were the norm.

“You may not want to mix, but you should treat them well,”
said even Little Melly. “They’re humans. Aren’t they? Like eve-
rybody else?”

Music to Josie’s ears!
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That kind of ethnic tolerance would have been rare just yes-
terday, but now the nosy neighbors only smiled the day the young-
sters kissed each other, right on the sidewalk, in broad daylight.
Unbidden thoughts came back like mushrooms after rain, but Josie
squelched them all.

“A genuine love match,” said Josie.

“Next thing you know, the Negroes will cross over,” said Lit-
tle Melly carefully to no one in particular and wiped a drop of
gravy from her chin. The outskirt Donoghues were multi-marry-
ing as well, as Archie put it coyly. While giving it nary a thought.
Thus sweetening the dole. Their colors mixed and matched. Their
brood just multiplied.

“No! Never! That will never happen,” said Josie tranquilly,
and settled down to feast on yet another purple novel.

“You’re sure?”

“I'm sure. I’'m absolutely sure.”

“Modernity is marching on.”

Josie counted the cracks in the ceiling. She felt no contradic-
tion; her values were in place; she just held onto them and didn’t
move an inch: this was America where everybody was as good
as everybody else. She had no doubts about her kind of town.
Equality! Fraternity! And Liberty!

How she rejoiced in seeing them come back, the liberal ideas
she had so championed in her salad days. Now that a war was
on, all that was back in fashion. The old world knew no better,
had erupted in fire and flame and racial ill-will, but Mennotown’s
America still was as it should be: a country where you had a
chance, as long as people stuck together and pulled in one direc-
tion instead of frittering their strength.

Hard-scrabble days were past. Equality was in.

While Betty Lou and Rarey were busy making wedding plans,
Little Melly fussed and bickered, poked and prodded, for Archie
still remained a timid bachelor despite the fleshiest females she
pushed right in his path—and not just Temperance, for such was
her Christian name.
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She, Doctorjay, and Betty Lou were sitting on the porch one
day when Archie came to join them.

“I said to her, to Temperance: ‘He will get over everything.’
I said to her: ‘Once he is married safely—’"

“A fine one, you, to speak.”

“What's that supposed to mean? Don’t be so sure you can
catch up once you’re behind in age.”

“Just don’t start that again.”

Little Melly looked at her nephew more keenly. “Take a good
look at her. Isaid, ‘take a good look at Temperance.” A girl that
lives within walking distance. As rosy and as shiny as a ham.
Now is as good an opportunity as any.”

Archie chewed on a hangnail, while Little Melly served cof-
fee with those familiar, churning feelings in her stomach that
signaled a gastric disorder. Telling her to lay off now was telling
her to die.

She launched herself with gusto. She poked her nephew with
her finger. “She’s rich in curves, both fore and aft.”

Doctorjay began to gasp with mirth. She hushed him with a
piercing look: he was incorrigible.

“Just think: a baby—warm as toast.” She knew whereof she
spoke. She had nursed many plans for Archibald, and they in-
cluded cradles as well as eldership.

But Archie merely curled his lip and culled out of his trouser
pocket a piece of chewing gum to show his ingrained noncha-
lance in matters of romance. He was like that. He did not fit in.
He fell into step behind the old order, and yet, he was marching
alone. If he continued on that path, his life was rigged for an-
guish.

Little Melly pointed out: “She’s perfect, Archibald. Well on
the road to overweight.”

“I know. Iknow. She is sufficiently rotund.”

She hated that. Here was another habit she disdained. Archie
often spoke like that. Quaint. Dandified. She watched him in
brittle silence. There were additional disturbing signs you could
pick up in Archie if you looked carefully. When he was
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overstressed, he mumbled to himself. He savored gossip like a
woman. A ladder gave him vertigo. He took scant pains with his
mustache but lots about his daffodils. He liked to have his neck
and ears rubbed gently. He turned white at a worm in an apple.

No doubt that he was sissified. Such things were ruining
him. She gathered every clue up with a quaking heart.

“God spoke an ultimatum once again,” said Little Melly one
last time while helping Archie put the final touches on yet an-
other funeral. “There is a lesson here.” She liked to say bright
things like that to Archie.

He looped a twisted smile. “Not now. I have a toothache.
Please.”

She was not easily deceived. She watched him with a shrewd
maternal eye, then launched herself more forcefully. She had her
blueprints all mapped out, and was not coy with them.

“Don’t change the subject, Archie. I speak from long experi-
ence. What’s Easter without colored eggs? What's Christmas
without stockings? What’s life if you can’t leave your lessons to
posterity?> The only thing you lack is a good wife to give you
enough children to carry on your work.”

He said something impossible. He liked to shock her with
his purple words, a disconcerting habit.

“Don’t be a smart-ass, Archie. You are a dandy, aren’t you?
Don’t bait your aunt like that.”

But all her efforts fizzled. Adroitly, Archie took himself out
of harm’s way by pleading yet another altruism drive for yet an-
other charity to escape further arguments, but not before he pointed
out to her from Solomon the Christian difference between clean
fun and sinful longings. He did this cleverly, as crafty as a flivver
salesman swapping words.

But on the other hand, now that she thought of it, he had a

way of skipping over David and Bethsheba that was completely
baffling.

For quite some time, Archie held his own against the siege.
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He made the rounds at the Rotary Clubs. He had sufficient skills
to peddle sentiment for profit and ran a lot of charities, for there
were still the Donoghues and other riffraff like the Donoghues, a
grim and dreary lot. The town that Jan had built from scratch out
of the good, warm Kansas earth was being overrun with them.

What did they want? More. More. Still more.

The bootstrap argument was still as sound as ever, but Archie
was so busy gospeling he did not even realize his shift from right
to left, from black to red, from industry to mooching. His churchly
argument was this: “A Christian has a duty to spread a little
cheer.”

He did that with the help of governmental grants, still a de-
cided novelty. He often visited the Donoghues and sat and talked
with them and came up with solutions.

“More,” said the Donoghues, accustomed to the dole.

They were at odds with everyone. Their tempers could never
be sweetened. They kept their desires on simmer, always ready
to bring them to boil. They wanted the unions to battle for them,
but didn’t want to work. They were uncouth and dangerous. They
lied without worrying why. They stole without worrying where.
You had to shake them from your trees because they stole your
apples.

Every thievery, suspected or discovered, was blamed on the
Donoghue tribe. The constable arrived periodically and hauled
them out of hiding to check them out and give them a fair warn-
ing. They would start gobbling like a bunch of turkeys who sus-
pected a Thanksgiving dinner. They went to Wichita at every
opportunity, a bunch of thieves into a city full of thieves, to hud-
dle with the malcontents. The public health authorities kept check-
ing them for lice. Their windows were all cob-webbed. Their
bodies smelled unwashed. The air inside their home was foul.
On rare occasions, when they swept, they swept out a mountain
of garbage.

The city fathers did their best, the federal government the
same, and Archie did the rest. That’s where the Christian alter-
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native came in. He tried to lend a helping hand materially to tide
them over hurdles.

His argument was this: just as you shared your recipes, $o,
too, in preparation for eternity, you tried to live life in Christ’s
spirit by sharing overflow. You did not want to spend eternity in
hell. Revivals and revivalists were in. The time to start was now.

And overflow it was in Archie’s church as robust neighbors
gathered to behold another bounteous harvest, while Temperance
did tons of dishes in the basement where Abigail was kidding
with the deacons. Because of people such as Abigail, now snug-
gling in the ethnic quilt, modernity was creeping up on everyone
in Mennotown and settling in for good.

The tango passed for risky, for example, but dominoes did
not. Outlandish hats were still an iffy item, but rhinestone watches
were allowed; Archie wore one himself.

An East Coast student ate a goldfish, and that became a fad.

A university worked out a plan to reach the moon: some peo-
ple thought that interesting.

Gone with the Wind premiered in Atlanta. Carole Lombard
and Clark Gable fell in love. Frank Sinatra wore bell-bottomed
trousers. The old-timers were horrified: What would be next? A
sleeveless bathing suit? A beehive for a hairdo? A bathroom
separating gender?

“False rumps?” shrieked Archibald. “The origins of species?”

The preachers preached; the volunteers became inspired. The
Donoghues danced to the thumps of polka music as if there be no
tomorrow.

A few meek voices, here and there, spoke up among the
masses and tried to stem the tide.

They pointed out: no matter what a Christian did to counter-
act modernity, the Donoghues were still the same. They were
still “elements”, prefixed by “undesirable.” Their children
couldn’t read. Their parents didn't work. Their back yards, full
of leaves left over from last year. The public schools made for a
mighty melting pot, but even so, love for the rabble-rousers could
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surely be carried too far.
Why throw good money after bad? That was the question

mark.
Now that the New Deal Democrats were nesting in the White
House and spreading tentacles like mad, there were rumors of

ruinous taxation.
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Chapter 91

The papers sold the Roosevelt couple as the solution to all
ills. His hobby was Freemasonry; she favored the downtrodden.
Most Midwest farmers saw in their new President the best the
country could bring forth—a man with freckles on his fingers
and hot dogs his favorite food.

One of his strategies was bigger government. As far as
Mennotowners were concerned, here was a man who walked the
modern walk and talked the modern talk; he had his country’s
interests at heart; he strove for wholesale betterment, a real down-
to-earther.

To open up world markets for what the farmers grew was
only one of Roosevelt’s solutions. A New World Order was his
aim, the papers talked a lot about a global village, so to speak,
where friend and foe palavered democratically and listened to
each other.

Two World Fairs proved that position firmly, one in the east,
one in the west. The papers had nothing but praise: he had done
everything he promised he would do in his election pledge: to

lock the New Deal firmly into neat, square, bureaucratic slots.
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The man was as good as his word. The country had nicely recov-
ered. The burdens had fallen away. The frightening wobble was
past.

“All wars are obsolete!” cried Mrs. Roosevelt as well, while
standing on a platform and pounding with her gavel—the perfect
suffragette, as Josie pointed out—prevailing on goodwill by a
decided, paramount concern: just how to keep America the Beau-
tiful out of the European brawl.

Some jokester pollsters took a survey: It was first Roosevelt,
then God.

The bankers were printing up money like mad. The poorest
lad could once again afford to buy a bicycle by buying:in
installments.

Most folks felt gratified. Democracy prevailed!

You viewed a troubling issue carefully from every single
angle and then chose majority rule. The globe turned once more
clockwise on its axis. Josie could purchase whatever she wished—
she treated herself to a poodle and showed off her pedigree pa-
pers.

While overseas, on the decrepit continent, 2 madman was
rallying troops, if you believed the New York Times which, by
then, many people read, this being a progressive generation gen-
erally, in Mennotown there was still continuity and certainty.

Tradition had triumphed. Relief was palpable. The Lord’s
Prayer—as ringing as ever!

The louder the worshippers sang, the better it was for their
lungs. You had to behave in a Christian manner and show your
respect for your neighbors by placing the good of the town be-
fore personal gain. Community togetherness was in. Radical
views were still out. Little Melly was stuffing herself harder
than ever. She parted her hair in the middle.

The Depression had taught all a lesson; they voted a moder-
ate Congtress. They still knew in a visceral, yet somewhat murky
way that if you let yourself be swayed by liberals, who hollered
of equality and spendthrift union benefits, the result was like let-
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ting fly out of a paper bag a flock of restive doves. You could
predict precisely what would happen to the windshield of your
flivver!

But still, there now was tolerance for modern ways that had
not existed before. A grant or two did wonders for a farmer.
There was a middle road. You kept yourself smack in the center.

Not even Josie roused herself sufficiently to champion the
left—a stance which, in the olden days, had caused such discon-
tent. Advancing age had tamed her spirit nicely. Her hair was
white. Her mood was mellow and serene. She lived among the
pacifists, and she felt peaceful now, her eye on Rarey’s artistry,
content with compromise, albeit somewhat sluggish.

It seemed that nearly all of Europe was at war. A Jew wrote
a song for an overweight girl. America was pleased. Her voice
poured from the loudspeakers the bureaucrats had nested in trees:

“God Bless America. Land that I love,

Stand beside her

And guide her

Through the night

with a light

from above.”

“We’ll never get involved!” the President declared. “If Eu-
rope wants a squabble, it won’t be our problem.”

The folks of Mennotown felt cheered and reassured, now that
it was once more peace, plenty and prosperity in Heaven and on
earth. What with their memories of ethnic hate still raw, nobody
wanted war, and certainly not Josephine, with Rarey now of draft
age.
“So let them kill each other off,” she said, and spoke for all.
Josie was the only one who tried to read Mein Kampf, but it
disgusted her so much that she—who loved to read and read just
about anything—just never finished it.

The hard hand of dictatorship was something that she under-
stood from bitter past experience. But now that she herself no
longer had her pretty fingertips in matters crassly liberal, she rel-
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ished someone else’s bullet searching for its mark.

Thus, Josie had no difficulty whatsoever in seeing the sharp
demarcation lines that separated good from bad. As far as Josie
was concerned, the Fiihrer was a villain made to order.

Before the Fiihrer's war crashed into Mennotown by way of
draft board postcards, life in this German settlement in the Mid-
west was as just as close to bliss as Heaven will grant earth.

Everything had slowed down to a crawl in the Depression,
but now, once more, the economy was moving and improving.
In fact, it zipped along. The harvests were richer than ever.

Glen Miller sang his “Chattanooga Choo-choo,” and people
tapped their feet.

“Walking the Floor” was a very big hit.

“Onward, Christian Soldiers,” was Archie’s favorite song.

If you compared the past with today, tomorrow, next year,
you knew that the Lord held the rudder. Belief in Him was lim-
itless. The granaries bulged with His kernels. The birds were
full of song.

If you had two good eyes to see—which Archibald did not,
due to the ethnic assault!—and take in bounty heaped on bounty,
you saw in Mennotown again the signs that spoke of German
cleanliness, obedience, diligence, and order. It would not stay
that way, the Mennotowners knew, unless they wrapped them-
selves in their unrivaled ethnic net—but in the meantime, why
not be more generous with birds of different colors and thoughts
of different stripe?

Life, once again, was good—warm, full of light and harvest
sounds and orchard fragrances, and it was widely understood and
fervently believed that even greater boom times lay ahead. The
dreaded dole was now a memory for all except the Donoghues—
a bunch of hoodlums menacing the neighborhood as ever, to a
man on the treacherous road.

Take Abigail.

Here was a a hussy and a flirt—and never mind that she was
wed to Doctorjay, still as agog as ever. She had been born a
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Donoghue and would remain a Donoghue, no matter the veneer.
She was extravagant. She dressed so gaudily that sometimes
travelers mistook her for the mayor’s wife, which caused a lot of
guffaws. She even cut a heart into the exit of her outhouse, which
was a definite affront. The locals liked to speculate that it might
be the water, or else, maybe her blood.

In summary, when war broke out on the old continent, the
folks in Mennotown did not give one small hoot. They had their
hands full with their own affairs, now that normality was back.

One such affair was Archibald, more in the public eye than
ever.

Temperance was sitting on the edge of Little Melly’s leather
covered walnut sofa, stirring sugar in her coffee. She said to
Little Melly: “I have a high opinion of myself. I see myself as a
suitable spouse.”

Little Melly couldn’t stop trembling. A cold, no doubt, was
blossoming. “Of course you are. Nobody says you aren’t.”

“Your nephew,” offered Temperance, wielding a needle with
which she kept stabbing the air, “is someone over whom one
must keep silent vigil. Is it true that he went to a fiddler’s con-
vention?”

Hot shame swept into Little Melly’s face. “Why do you say
that, Temperance? To spite me? Is that it?”

Relentless, that was Temperance. “If you don’t mind my say-
ing so, his notions of the fairer sex are strange, to say the very
least. It’s all your fault. You spoiled him, Little Melly.”

Little Melly looked as sour as a bushel of crab apples. “I did
my best, and now it’s my faule? Well, if you say so, who am I to
argue? I guess I kept him in his diapers past the point where it
was all too easy to—well, never mind. Just never mind! I guess
you’re right. I guess I spoiled him rotten.”

“If you don’t mind my saying so. You must have, Little
Melly.”

“I guess I must have. Sadly.”

Little Melly knew that Temperance had a point. Her Archie
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was the last son in her brother’s family of ten—each one of them
two-syllables, except for Archibald. She'd nicknamed him. She
shouldn’t have. And here was the result.

“When he was still a toddler, I used to dress him up in skirts.
He looked so cute and cuddly. I loved him more than most. I had
such hopes for him.” Little Melly took a deep and trembling
breath and added bravely: “But he is sturdy in the Lord. Last
week, he saved five souls.”

Temperance was playing with the fringes of the tablecloth,
involved in deep thoughts of her own. “Regardless. He looks
sissified. If you want my opinion.”

The spinster wheeled around to stare at Temperance. “What’s
that supposed to mean?”

“Does he still have that problem with his bladder?” Now
Temperance was on a roll. She launched herself full force. “Some-
body has to speak his mind. He’s sissified. He cannot seize a set
of oxen by the horns or yet a rooster by his flaps—how can he
bring himself to take the plunge? That’s what I want to know. If
you want my opinion.”

“Why not give it a try?”

“You know that I'm willing. I'm willing to give it a whirl.”

On Wednesdays, Archie needed volunteers, and females were
his favorites; they licked his postage stamps. They were amaz-
ingly obedient. With a flick of his wrist they arose with a hymn.
Another flick, and they fell back onto their fleshy backsides, as
though they were a row of dominoes. He never tired watching.
He reveled in his power. He had a way with words that made the
nickels rain. He had his kingdom pat.

Yet all the while, his aunt kept a shrewd eye on him, and with
just cause, for all around him, people married, settled down,
sowed, reaped, and multiplied, obeying ties of blood and friend-
ship, and Archie had the opportunity. But, sadly, no desire.

She was at her wits’ end. She had done all she could, had
brought him up as best as she knew how; the least that he could
do to thank her for her pains would be to grow a proper mustache.
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Not even that. Alas. Now he was sucking on a cuticle. “You
just don’t understand.”

Ah, but she did. She did. Since matrimonial love had passed
her by, she lived for him and through him. What had it netted
her? A balding bachelor. A drearier fate for any man was hard to
contemplate.

“What are you waiting for? The day will come when I'll be
too old to darn your Sunday socks. Then what?”

“l am the way I am. Don’t blame yourself. It’s not your
fault.”

“Why should I blame myself? I did the best I could. Ilooked
after you like a baby.”

It was exasperating. She did not understand how life could
go so wrong, when she had never spared herself dispensing good
advice. But now her energy had run its course; she longed for
him to usher in the Kingdom proper, as his father had done, and
before him his father and his father’s father, all resting somberly
beneath their mildewed stones, this after having multiplied them-
selves.

“Look. All ’'m pointing out to you is that a preacher needs a
wife. That’s all. Is that too much to ask?”

A frozen silence was her answer. He sat with empty eyes.

She pulled her