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DEDICATION

	 

	 

	To all my relatives, the living and the dead. I hope you can forgive my presumptuous premise.
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Preface

	 

	[image: arbeit]

	 

	While working on some of my time travel stories, I realized that death cannot exist in that context. It was only a small step from there to here. 

	 

	Most of my family has been swallowed by the black gullet of Auschwitz. For my parents and especially my mother it was an extremely traumatic experience. It was probably the main reason that my parents rarely spoke to me about those things. The small amounts of information that I have gathered, came from my one surviving paternal aunt. I also had a paternal uncle as well as a  maternal one. Though I was born two years after WWII had ended,  I also had issues with ’The Final Solution’. I am deeply sorry now, that I did not question my father or maternal uncle about these matters. So, all I know is that two of my mother’s sisters as well as two of her brothers have perished at Auschwitz.  The same thing happened to her parents. My father lost one sister and one brother, as well as his mother. in the same extermination camp.  In retrospect, now that I have nine grandchildren, I feel the loss of my grandparents more than ever. However, I considered the loss of my sister whom I had never met, to be the greatest loss of all. Growing up alone, without a sister or a brother to support and help me through life’s crises, was worse than anything.

	 

	So, I’m not sure that I am up to this task, but I will do my best. 

	 

	I will start with me.

	 

	My name is Ernest Leibovici. I was born on the 28th of August, 1947 to Josef Usher and Frida (nee Goldblatt) Leibovici. My name has always caused issues, but I guess I have survived. The surname itself, went through various stages, starting with Lebovits which was the Hungarian spelling that my father used before leaving Transylvania. It then went to Leibovici which was the Romanian spelling and on to the English Leibovitz which was a phonetic reproduction of the Hebrew pronunciation. Hebrew does not have the ‘ci’ diphthong in its spelling. Anyway, Shmuel went to Samuel, Yaakov which I rarely use went to Jacob, and living in Romania and Israel, some of these did not work at all. It is why my mom dubbed me Puiu which is what some of my close friends still choose to call me. Later on in my life, I decided that my true Hebrew name is Shmuel Yaakov ben Asher HaLevi. My mom would sometimes call me by my Hebrew names but with an Ashkenazi pronunciation that I hated, it came out as Shmil-Yanke’le. Up to this day, I hate the Ashkenazi way of pronouncing Hebrew. I also hate the Yiddish language. The way it was spoken in Romania, it sounded whiny and subservient.  

	 

	I was always a voracious reader, starting at the age of 5 or so. In elementary school (it started when I was 8) I made friends with a boy whose father was in the military and he used to borrow books from their library. He would share them with me so for a few years I read mostly books about the heroism of the Soviet soldiers, as well as the Romanian and Hungarian heroes opposing the Turks.

	 

	I was aware that 6,000,000 Jews had perished in the Holocaust, but I could not understand why. Sometimes I would bring up the subject and some of my parents' friends, or relatives had an answer that truly pissed me off – To sanctify the Lord, they would say. It is funny, that the way I remember it they said it in Hebrew, and as I said, I tried not to understand any of that. Perhaps I am confusing things because a little before my 14th birthday we moved to Israel and I learned how to speak Hebrew properly. I was an adamant atheist, so the combination of all these elements made me look down on my people. It was why I was reluctant to ask too much about what happened. I could not understand why the Jews did not fight like my favorite heroic Soviets and legendary freedom fighters. I have since learned that there were a lot of heroic Jews who fought the Nazis, but at the time I did not have access to this information. Later on, I also found out that one of my uncles had joined the Yugoslav partisans and got captured by the Nazis. He escaped and joined the Romanian Tudor Vladimirescu battalion that was fighting with the Soviets against the Nazis.

	 

	OK, enough of this. This is not my biography, so I think we can stop with the prefacing and go on to the story.

	***

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In the land of imagination, there is no room for death.


1 The Visitor

	 

	1990 was not a good year for me. It’s been a year since my divorce and it wasn’t working. I kept seeing my ex and I missed my children. When I say I kept seeing my ex I mean I would end up sleeping at her place a lot of times, and yes in the same bed. And then we’d get into the same old arguments, that I do not even remember what they were about. As for the children, my oldest daughter was turning fifteen, the twins were about twelve and the little one was only two and change. So I should probably say, I mostly missed that little thing who was crying her eyes out every time I left. 

	 

	I kept drinking a lot and I spent a lot of time and money in various topless joints in the city. By the end of October, most of my credit cards were maxed out and I owed all kinds of money. Still, I was doing the best I could, which I guess was not that good. Maybe it wasn’t that bad either because I had a girlfriend. She was a British musician who spoke fluent Japanese and she was stunning. To make ends meet, she was also dancing in one of the joints that I liked to frequent. 

	 

	One evening, as I was sitting at the bar in the Pink Pussycat, a man sitting next to me started a strange conversation.

	 

	“Hey pal, what’s your name?” he asked, “can I buy you a drink?”

	 

	“I hope you’re not trying to pick me up. As you may have guessed, I’m much more interested in women.”

	 

	“Nothing like that,” he replied.

	 

	“OK then, I’ll have a shot of Absolut and a Heineken.”

	 

	I got away with two drinks because he didn’t seem to mind. I picked up the shot, toasted him silently, and threw it down the hatch. I studied him openly and he didn’t seem to mind. He looked about seventy or so, with thinning gray hair, three-day stubble, and a little pot-belly that was spilling over his belt. He seemed to be drinking some kind of expensive cognac from a big balloon glass, so I guessed that he was doing O.K. financially.

	 

	“So, your name?” he asked again.

	 

	“Ernie, my name is Ernie, short for Ernest,” I replied.

	 

	“Where are you from originally Ernie? Your accent is certainly not local,”.

	 

	“I was born in Romania and I have lived in Israel for a while, so there. And what is your name?”

	 

	“This may seem strange to you, but my name is also Ernie. Look, Ernie, I do not want to beat around the bush too much as they say, but I came in here especially looking for you. If you listen to me carefully and with an open mind, your life is going to go in a different and previously unimaginable direction”. 

	 

	“Sounds fabulous. Chances are that you may have researched me a little, so are you with the Mossad or the Cia or something like that?”

	 

	“I thought you might say something like that and no, none of the above. Before things get too complicated in your head, let’s just say that I am a messenger. Don’t worry about the details, right now. It would be great if you’d agree to listen to the message”.

	 

	“I like this. It sounds as if I am a very special person. I always thought that,” I said.

	 

	“You’re not as special as you might think. There are other messengers out there with very similar proposals. The thing is, I am your messenger and this message is for your ears only.”

	 

	“O.K. I guess I will hear you out then.”

	 

	“Sometime in the future, someone is going to discover a way to travel through time. I am from a future beyond that time. Actually, I am one of your descendants. The Holocaust and all of its ramifications have always been a sore subject in our family. We had a family meeting and we chose you to be our emissary to the past.”

	 

	“But, why me?” I asked.

	 

	“I expected that question. Let’s just say that you will eventually find out. But for the present, do you accept your mission?”

	 

	“What is the mission?”

	 

	“Your first mission is to get on the train that had transported your sister to Auschwitz and bring her with you to the present.”

	 

	“I hope this is not an elaborate practical joke. Even if it is, I will of course accept, to find out where it will lead.”

	 

	“We will need to prepare some things, so why don’t you finish your beer and we can take a cab back to your place in Ridgewood.”

	 

	We did just that. I couldn’t think of anything else to say, so we rode in silence. When we got to Ridgewood, he paid the cabbie and we got out. 

	 

	“I don’t think I can do this stone-cold sober,” I said, “let me get a couple of bottles.”

	 

	Enver’s little coffee shop was of course open so I borrowed a bottle of Absolut and a bottle of Hennessey. I also got a six-pack of Heineken from him. 

	 

	We went into my little studio and I poured us a couple of drinks.

	 

	“If you are one of my descendants, then you know where I stand at present. Whatever you propose, will, of course, need some cash and I don’t have much of it,” I said.

	 

	“Don’t be an idiot” he replied “do you think that we came up with this over an afternoon? A lot of planning went into it. It is not like we are changing the history of the Holocaust. As much as we would love to do that, it is not an option. There are technical as well as logical reasons that dictate our course of action. The only thing that we can do, is extract some people from their past situations and transplant them into a new time frame. It has to be in our past, but it needs to be in their future. So, the extraction is the simplest part. It’s the rest of it that gets complicated. Let’s start with the easiest part: money. I have three small diamonds that will get you a little less than $10.000 when you sell them. I will give you a list of stocks that you should buy. Follow the instructions and it will take care of all the family money problems forever. Think you can do this?”

	 

	“I guess so,” I replied.

	 

	“Good! Now let me have one of your pillows and I will lie down on the floor for a little shut-eye.”

	 

	I was getting kind of tired myself so I lay down and went to sleep. The next morning he was gone. I didn’t feel that great so I called in sick and went back to bed. I woke up again around noon, made myself a cup of Turkish coffee, and sat at my little table drinking it while I contemplated the previous evening's events. I didn’t know what to make of it. I tended to think that it was all a drunken hallucination, but the diamonds were real. There were three, and as the guy said, they were resting on top of a list of stock investment tips. It had company call letters as well as buying and selling dates. There was also an address in Williamsburg where I could get a good price for the diamonds. 

	 

	I think I have a verbosity problem. I tend to think that it is extremely important to explain everything when in reality I am drifting away from the important things. So I will stop!

	***

	 

	2 Gitl

	 

	It was a horror movie. People were jammed into each other so tightly that they could not even sit. They had to stand like so many sardines. I have no idea how I managed to fit into that tight situation. I was standing next to an older woman cradling a young girl to her chest. I couldn’t tell who was who, but my instinct told me that this was what I had come for. The little girl did not look too good. She was pale and sobbing silently. 

	 

	 

	“Gitl?” I asked softly.

	 

	She looked at me not saying a word.

	 

	“Who are you?” asked the older woman in Yiddish.

	 

	“I want to save your granddaughter,” I answered in Hungarian. My Yiddish was never very good.

	 

	“I cannot give her to you. I do not know you,” she answered in the same language.

	 

	“Look into my eyes,” I said, “and you will know that you can trust me”.

	 

	“Did God send you?” she asked.

	 

	“I do not know your God,” I replied, “but who knows, perhaps he is working through me”.

	 

	She looked at me with a deep searing gaze and she must have seen something reassuring in my eyes because she let me take my sister from her.

	 

	“I will be back for you,” I said.

	 

	The scene faded around me and I found myself back in my studio in Ridgewood. The first thing that came into my mind was that I should have asked her name. It was however a ridiculous sensation for me. I have only had one drink before I got transported, but I found it hard to stand. My knees buckled, but luckily I was standing next to my bed and I just sat down on it with my precious cargo held tightly to my chest. Gitl’s face was quite pale and her hair was matted and dirty looking but at that moment she was the most beautiful sight that I had ever seen. I lay her down on my bed and I lay right next to her holding her tight. The next thing I knew, it was morning and Gitl started stirring, waking me up. 

	 

	“Who are you?” she asked me in Hungarian.

	 

	“I am Ernie,” I replied “I am going to take care of you for a little while.”

	 

	“Where is my grandma?” she asked.

	 

	“I am sorry, grandma could not come with us this time. But I promise that I will get her later.”

	 

	The first of a thousand questions popped into my head.

	‘How do I explain Gitl to everyone?’ ‘How do I explain Gitl to Social Sevices if they get involved?’ I need a cover story and documentation. ‘We need a larger apartment.’ ‘First I should give her a bath but I need some clothes and shoes for her.’ My ridiculous spending, drinking, and womanizing raised another thought. I needed to stop that. Still, my cards were maxed out so I’d have to borrow some money to tide me over till my next paycheck. ‘And that bath, I do not have a problem with it. I have three daughters that I have bathed numerous times, but how is she going to feel about it?’ I felt quite overwhelmed when there was a knock on my door. It was that older Ernie again, and this time there was a younger woman with him.

	 

	“Hello Ernie,” he said. “Just relax, I was not going to leave you in the ditch. I know that there are a lot of things that you need help with. Not to worry, we thought it all out. To start with, we have hired a nanny. This is Ildico,” he pointed to the young woman who curtsied. That was funny. “She does not speak a lot of English, but her Hungarian is very good.” 

	 

	I moved away from the door and indicated that they should walk in. All this time Gitl was hiding behind me and peaking out once in a while. Ildico reached a hand to her and said “Come,” in Hungarian. I just noticed that she had a large bag on her shoulder, but Gitl decided to trust Ildico and gave her a hand. Ildico looked around, but it was easy to spot my bathroom. That was the only door in the studio, so they went in.

	 

	“As I mentioned before, Gitl is not going to make much difference to the space-time continuum, so don’t worry about that. There will be others eventually, but the same thing applies. In the meantime, I have brought you three more diamonds. Go and sell them to the same guy. The money will be enough if you straighten up your ways a bit. I guess you’ll have to call in sick again and go sell the diamonds. Ildico will stay here and take care of Gitl.”

	 

	It was like the guy was reading my mind, or maybe he was. I was wondering if he was going to address my other questions. He looked at me with a smile and said:

	 

	“No, Ernie, I am not reading your mind, even though it seems as if I am. These are obvious issues that need addressing, and there are some others. Not to worry, we got you covered.”

	***

	
 

	 

	 

	3. Grandma

	 

	 

	Go back for grandma. Gitl needs someone to take care of her while I am at work. The money from the investments will take a few years to grow to the point where I can stop working.

	
ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	 

	 

	I


	 was born in a beautiful metropolis named Bucharest in a country called Romania. My parents decided to cut and run from the Commies when I was about 14. We moved to The Holy Land because it is supposed to be THE PLACE for Jews far and wide. A few years ago I tried to reconnect with my roots and went to visit Bucharest. Wow, through some unexplainable magic, a super mall named București Mall, had been dropped on top of the house that I had been born in, 60 and some years previously. I visited many other magical places and amazingly, they were all still there. Somehow though, I could not find the Monument of the Unknown Soldier where many years ago, I had given Ho-Chi-Minh the flowers that he placed there. 
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