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"I CAME TO the Treblinka Extermination Camp to find my 
grandfather's family." So opens Suzanne Reisman's "Family 
Reunion." Could there be a more daunting-for her, and for us
opening line? Within the next few lines, however-lines which 
direct our attention to the chirping of unseen birds, and the 
sound of the crunching pine needles underfoot-we find Reisman 
in total control of her difficult material. We find this again when 
she begins to move, without strain, from the chronicle of her 
sojourn to Treblinka to remembered scenes from her childhood. 
When, at age eight, she asks her grandfather a question about 
his family's fate, he responds with a bawdy joke about his wife, 
the narrator's bubbe, comparing a pear to her tuchus. And so it 
goes, throughout: in the face of a horrific past and, eventually, a 
mortal present, the grandfather endearingly shrugs, "Ach! What 
do we have but jokes?" 

Reisman conjures the sound of her grandfather-and his 
kindness-with the simplest of strokes ("Want some fruit? I'll 
cut up a fruit for you .... I can give you cheese if you want. Yes, 
I'll bring you cheese!"). By the piece's end, he has accrued into 
an uncannily warm and palpable character. In the meantime, 
the narrator has continued her sojourn to Treblinka, where she 
takes honest inventory of the complexities of paying homage. "I 
should have brought a Yahrzeit candle, a copy of the Mourner's 
Kaddish to recite, and a rock to leave on my family's collective 
grave site, as per Jewish custom. Instead I carried only the 
sandwich bag." Her observations at this most ungodly place have 
an unusual purity to them. In contemplating the bees at the 
memorial, for example, she thinks, "Their honey must be the 
bitterest in the world." One can only imagine it so. This is fine 
writing, marked by an uncommon generosity. 

Maggie Nelson 



I came to the Treblinka Extermination Camp to find my 
grandfather's family. The sun was warm on my face as I walked 
with my guide on the rocky path leading to the former site. 
Unseen birds chirped and the needles of the surrounding pine 
trees rustled in the breeze. Our lone footsteps crunched on the 
pebbled trail through the forest. The stillness seemed fitting: 
almost one million people lost their voices here forever. The 
silence honored them, yet also made it more terrible. How 
could mass murder happen in such a peaceful place? I put my 
hand in my pocket and fingered the plastic sandwich bag I had 
grabbed from my suitcase as I ran out of the hotel that morning. 
I intended to fill it with soil, but I wasn't sure what I would do 
with the dirt once I collected it. 

When the Nazis seized Warsaw in 1939, my grandfather had 
fled. I asked my grandfather what happened to his family when 
I was eight years old. He sat, as always, at the head of the dining 
room table by the window. A dish of flayed smoked whitefish lay 
in front of him. Grandpa was picking out small pieces of fish for 
me from the golden carcass, removing each slender bone before 
placing the morsel on my plate. He stopped and his green eyes 
clouded over. He was quiet for a long time. 

His silence made me nervous. Maybe I should not have 
asked him this question. I leaned toward him and inhaled the 
bracing scent of his aftershave. 

Grandpa shook his head, almost a twitch, then peered down 
at my face and smiled. His eyes reminded me of emeralds. He 
called out to my bubbe to bring him a pear. She scurried in from 
the living room where she had been watching TV to do as he 
asked. As she retreated from the dining room, he held it up. 

"You see this pear.?" 
"Yes," I said. 
"It's shaped like your bubbe's tuchus," he said. We laughed 

and she turned to shake her finger at the naughty joke. 
I never asked him about his family again. 
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This past spring, my genealogical research confirmed the fates 
of one of his sisters and her daughter. My Great Aunt Doha and 
her daughter Beila were deported from the Warsaw Ghetto to 
Treblinka in 1943. Not long after I received this information, the 
journalist Helen Thomas stirred up controversy by announcing 
that Jews "should go hack home to Poland." My grandfather 
hated that country, his childhood home. He blamed the Poles 
for collaborating with the Germans, for eagerly turning their 
neighbors over to be killed. Over 70 years had passed since my 
grandfather left Warsaw, but I decided it was time for me to see 
what was left. 

Whenever I imagine my grandfather's departure, I first see 
his three sisters assembled at a dining table in a crowded flat 
behind their butcher shop in Powisle, the poorest neighborhood 
in Warsaw. The frayed edges of the white lace tablecloth graze 
their stockings. They wear dark brown wigs as dictated by 
Hasidic custom for married women. Their husbands are at work 
or in the army, their children at school. Their mother, Pesa, is 
resting in the bedroom. The prior evening, she had hosted a 
family dinner to break the fast of Yom Kippur, the Jewish Day 
of Atonement, and she is tired. The leftovers are bubbling on the 
stove. The aroma of chicken broth fills the air as the sisters lean 
into the center of the empty table, confirming a plan that Pesa 
had devised to save her only son. Motl, who is ahnost twenty
eight years old, returns to the flat from their store. Three sets of 
green eyes look up at him. 

"What?" he asks. 
"It has been decided," Estera, the oldest sister, says. "You 

leave tonight for Russian territory." Although Russia is known 
for anti-Semitic violence, it is the closest part of the world not 
occupied by the Nazis. Motl might be able to slip through the 
borders undetected. 

"No!" A bag containing provisions slips out of his arms. 
Green vegetables spill onto the clean floor. "It's dangerous here. 
I am needed to protect the family." 
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The noise brings his mother from her room. Pesa observes 
her daughters shaking their heads. She stands with her arms 
folded until Doha, the youngest sister, speaks. "We are women 
with children, and Mama is frail. The Nazis won't bother us. 
They want men. We can't bear to lose you to them." Pesa nods. 

Motl cannot say no to his mother or favorite sister. Tema, the 
middle sister, packs a small satchel of food and clothes. Estera 
and Pesa collect money from the deep pockets of their simple 
dresses. Doha counts the zlotys at the table. He stands helplessly 
in the center of their hurricane of activity. As the man of the 
house, he is accustomed to them taking care of his needs, but 
usually under his terms. 

When everything is ready they shuttle him to the door. 
He is still stunned by this turn of events. Before he leaves the 
only home he has ever known, he kisses his sisters and mother 
good-bye. Motl pauses to light a cigarette before he sets out. As 
he walks down the street, he turns back one last time to look at 
them. His mother's white hair stands out against the darkening 
sky. Unobserved in the shadows of the building, the Angel of 
Death watches him leave his family. 

Doha calls out, "L'shanah haba'ah birushalayim-next year 
in Jerusalem." 

He never sees them again. 

Treblinka was not a concentration camp. Because the camp's 
sole purpose was extermination, the Nazis hid it well. Forced 
laborers from a nearby shtetl and a penal camp for Poles 
extended train tracks deep into the forest before they became 
Treblinka's first victims. A warehouse that stored the belongings 
of the murdered was disguised to look like a train station with 
timetables and signs po.inting to ticket windows, lulling people 
into believing they had arrived at a transit station on the way to 

. resettlement so that they would not resist as they stepped out of 
the cattle cars. All 2,000 people who arrived per transport were 
separated from their suitcases, sent to undress, and then gassed. 
The process took less than two hours. Between the arrival of the 
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first Jews (from Warsaw) in July 1942 to the last (from Bialystok) 
in August 1943, the Nazis murdered people so efficiently that 
over 800,000 people were obliterated, including my great aunt 
and cousin. The painted clock on the wall of the fake station 
remained at six o'clock the entire time. 

My sister Dana is named after our Great Aunt Doha. When we 
were in elementary school, the adults in my family worked on 
Saturdays during the winter. My father, an accountant, struggled 
through the reams of tax returns that dominated his waking 
hours until April15. My mother was a bank teller, which 
required Saturday hours. My bubbe labored at an aeronautics 
factory, where she wound wires into coils for airplane and space 
shuttle engines. Only my grandfather, forced into mandatory 
retirement from his job at a Hotpoint plant when he turned 62, 
was available to care for us. 

For almost a decade, the routine was the same. When Dad 
dropped us off on his way to the office, Grandpa depressed the 
buzzer to his apartment building's entrance for so long that we 
still heard it as we trooped onto the second floor landing and 
approached his door. Before we could knock, the door flung 
open, exposing his smiling face and sparkling eyes. 

"Want some cocoa?" He pronounced it cahcoa. 
Dana and I shook our heads as he ushered us into the 

apartment. We knew it wouldn't matter. Within minutes, we were 
seated at the round table that consumed almost all the space in 
my grandparents' dark kitchen overlooking the alley. Our cold 
hands were warmed by steaming glass mugs. We breathed in the 
chocolate vapors when we drank and burned our tongues with 
the hot brown liquid we didn't want in the first place. 

Grandpa beamed. "What else? Do you want farina?" 
After swallowing our bowls of hot cereal, Dana and I 

wandered into the living room. We played several rounds of 
Bingo, with Grandpa as the caller. "0-65!" he bellowed as if 
we were in a 2,000 square foot hall full of hearing impaired 
senior citizens rather than a foot away from him on the other 
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side of the marble coffee table. We quietly colored on the back 
of envelopes formerly containing Social Security checks while 
Grandpa read the newspaper or played solitaire in the dining 
room. We watched professional bowling on television. When the 
picture rolled, Grandpa dashed in from his seat at the polished 
dining room table to pound on the top of the faux wood box to 
still it. 

"Want a fruit? I'll cut up a fruit for you," he offered. 
I told him no thank you, and Dana shook her head. 
Grandpa moved into the kitchen. Minutes later, he 

reappeared with a sliced banana. "Nu, eat!" 
"But I'm not hungry!" Dana protested. 
Grandpa frowned, wrinkles deepening around his bright 

eyes. 
I was usually not hungry either, but I always ate a piece of 

his offering. 
"Good girl." He stroked my head as I chewed. "It is good to 

see you eat." 
Dana's lower lip trembled and her eyes welled with tears. 

She hated it when people pressured her to eat. 
"You can have some, too," Grandpa said, misunderstanding 

Dana's reaction. He reached over the table to wipe her eyes. "I 
can give you cheese if you want. Yes, I'll bring you cheese!" He 
jumped up. I knew I'd be eating the cheese by myself, but did 
not say anything. I wanted to make him happy. 

From Warsaw, Treblinka is a two hour drive on one-lane country 
roads. My guide Jerszy told me that although he specialized in 
Jewish heritage tours, he had fewer than thirty requests a year 
to visit the camp memorial. At Treblinka, there are no original 
buildings to see. Like. their victims, the Nazis liquidated the site. 
Today the visitor center is a shack and the museum is one room. 
The memorial stands in a forest clearing. 
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There are no photographs of my grandfather from before the 
war. My bubbe showed me pictures of my father as a young 
man, telling me that he looks exactly like my grandfather when 
she met him. "Hadres punim-such a handsome face! All the 
girls loved him." If any photos of his parents or sisters, nieces 
or nephews, or his home or shop in Warsaw ever existed, they 
were lost like their subjects. He had nothing that belonged to 
his family to place beside the unsmiling portraits of his wife as 
a child with her sister and brother that hung high on the wall 
behind the brocade gold sofa in my grandparents' apartment in 
Chicago. 

Years ago, my bubbe gave me a sepia-toned photo of my 
grandfather in a Displaced Persons camp after the war. His smile 
was a tightrope linking his two cheeks as he held my toddler 
father close to his broad chest. As she handed it to me, Bubbe 
remarked in her thick accent, "See, Suzanne, he suffered. But, 
he also knew it how to survive." 

Although I had planned my trip to Treblinka for months, I was 
not prepared. When I stepped out of Jerzsy's van into the empty 
parking lot, I realized that I should have brought a Yahrzeit 
candle, a copy of the Mourner's Kaddish to recite, and a rock to 
leave on my family's collective grave site, as per Jewish custom. 
Instead I carried only the sandwich bag. 

Every spring, my family gathered for Passover dinner at my 
grandparents' apartment. Like most people with few blood 
relatives, my grandparents "adopted" friends and co-workers 
during holidays. Dana and I sat elbow to elbow in their three 
room apartment with other Holocaust survivors, their children, 
and their grandchildren, as well as my mother's family. The large 
oak table covered with a white lace tablecloth in the dining 
room was reserved for the elders. Their offspring, including 
our parents, occupied a folding table set up in front of the bay 
window in the living room with a white linen tablecloth. The 
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children ate at a card table with a plastic tablecloth not far from 
the door. If anyone needed to excuse herself during the meal, 
she squeezed through a maze of chairs to get to the bathroom, 
a feat for some of the plump sexagenarians who attended these 
feasts. 

"The crossing ofthe Red Sea was easier," my grandfather 
commented. 

Although we did not conduct a traditional Seder, which 
would run hours long, the ceremonial Seder plat~ occupied 
the center of the table. The Seder plate's special compartments 
overflowed with uneaten foods: charoset (a mix of apples, 
nuts, wine, and spices to symbolize the mortar prepared by 
the enslaved Jews); a roasted lamb shank (the bone standing 
for the arm of God); a hardboiled egg (signifying mourning); 
karpas (parsley dipped in salt water, representing the tears of 
the Jews); and maror (raw horseradish, indicating bitter lives of 
the slaves). Free Haggadahs (the book guiding the Seder) with 
light blue covers and the Maxwell House logo were stacked in a 
tower on Bubbe's small sewing table in a corner once the meal 
commenced. 

Bubbe cooked enough food for an army. Dishes battled for 
space on the crowded dining room table, expanded with panels 
to seat ten. Maybe she wanted to feed the ghosts of the relatives 
who hovered over us as we ate. An underlying sense of gratitude 
for our lives and survivors' guilt over those lost in the ovens of 
Treblinka mixed with the aroma of matzo ball soup, gefilte fish 
topped with sliced cooked carrots, sweet carrot tzimmes, lamb, 
and brisket. 

My grandfather held court from his position at the head 
of the table as my bubbe brought out dish after dish. Between 
courses, he told his favorite Yiddish jokes, like the one about the 
old man and the wP,ore. Before he began, he leaned back in his 
seat, stretched, and cleared his throat for dramatic effect. 

His friend Leo interrupted. "I'm not so young a man now. 
Are you going to tell this joke before I am dead already?" 

My grandfather smiled. Finally, after sipping from his water 
glass, he commenced~ 
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"It was the alter cocker's birthday and his friends sent him a 
gorgeous prostitute as a surprise gift. When he opened the door, 
the corva leaned in and whispered, 'I'm here for super sex.' The 
old man thought for a minute, then said, 'Dank! I'll have the 
soup!"' 

"Super sex!" Grandpa rocked back and forth, laughing. 
"Soup or sex!" 

The dining room table shook as Leo pounded it with his fist. 
"And he takes it the soup! Yes, this is good joke." 

"Gottneyu!" Bubbe yelled, emerging from the kitchen. "Why 
you tell such jokes at dinner?" 

The guests fell silent and looked at their plates. Grandpa 
waved his hand in her direction, dismissing her. "Ach! What do 
we have but jokes?" 

When Jerszy and I reached the memorial, we were greeted by 
dozens of bees flying close to the ground. Their honey must be 
the bitterest in the world, I thought. I ignored my fear of being 
stung and stood facing the main monument, a granite obelisk 
with a crack carved down the center. The buzzing filled my ears. 
They spoke for my Great Aunt Doha. "Tell your grandfather I 
miss him," I was sure I heard before I moved away. 

My grandfather hated to be a long way from home. Travel as I 
knew it involved stuffing my parents, grandparents, sister, and 
me into our rusted blue sedan, then driving four hours to resorts 
in Michigan filled with elderly Jews and mold. Grandpa enjoyed 
these places as much because people spoke Yiddish and played 
cards with him as because of their proximity to Chicago. He was 
less than a day's drive away. 

In the years since he left Warsaw, my grandfather had 
journeyed through Russia, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Austria, and 
Germany before arriving in the United States. He had smelled 
the air in multiple countries, tasted the foods of dozens of cities, 
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and heard the languages of various tongues. They all smelled like 
death, tasted like misery, and sounded like destruction. Why would 
he leave far behind, even for a short time, a home he had spent so 
many years hoping to find? 

The last time we persuaded my grandfather to travel more 
than a few hours from home was July 1984. The plan was to drive 
to Toronto, ten hours from Chicago, to visit family friends. My 
grandparents had met Vera and Gimple Guttman in a Displaced 
Persons camp outside of Linz in which they resided after World 
War II. Their daughter Rebecca was my father's age. The families 
kept in touch after my grandparents emigrated to the US and the 
Guttmans to Canada. 

The trip began without problems. Once everything was packed 
we piled into Buhbe's shiny white Oldsmobile. My dad sat behind 
the wheel. Grandpa occupied the passenger seat. I wedged myself 
between them. The plush fabric seat tickled my leg and the seat 
belt jabbed my side, but I felt important up front with the men and 
the open view of the road. Usually, Dana sat in front because she 
was smaller. That day, I insisted on switching so I could see more, 
and she joined our mother and bubbe in the back seat. 

As my father drove, the adults passed the time by talking about 
the Guttmans. It had been a year since we had last seen them, 
when Vera and Gimple stayed with my grandparents in Chicago. 
During our visit to Toronto, my grandparents would stay with Vera 
and Gimple. The rest of us would bunk with Rebecca and her 
family. 

Hours and many rest stops later, we pulled into Rebecca's 
driveway. Vera and Gimple ran out to greet us. After hugs and 
kisses, we went into the house for tea or coffee (milk for the sleepy 
kids), cheese-filled Danish, and coffee cake. Finally Vera and 
Gimple departed with Bubbe and Grandpa. We changed into our 
pajamas and fell asleep. 

The phone woke us in the morning. It was Gimple, reporting 
that my grandfather wanted to go home. Buhbe and Vera were 
in tears. Rebecca spoke to him. "But Motl," she said, "you just 
got here!" Usually when he made a decision it was final, but she 
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persuaded him to stay at least another day. 
The two families caravanned downtown to see the sights. We 

visited the stadium the Toronto Blue Jays called home and stood 
on the visitors' deck of the CN Tower to admire the vistas. My 
grandfather did not say anything all day. He just stared outside 
the window of the car as we passed the stone government 
buildings and flowering parks with lush green lawns. 

Grandpa was even more agitated the next day. "We are going 
home," he told everyone. 

My father shrugged. "Whatever you want, Dad." 
My bubbe cried, hugging Vera tightly to her. 
My mother was furious. "We were supposed to be here 

for five days," she complained to Rebecca, who nodded 
sympathetically. 

"I'm very disappointed, too. I was so looking forward to a 
long visit. We don't get to see each other often enough." She 
gazed into her coffee cup. 

Luggage was reloaded into the trunk; Dana, my 
grandparents, and I into the car. My mother and father argued 
on the driveway. "I don't care what your father says, we're 
stopping at Niagara Falls on the way back," Mom said. "He's 
already ruined the trip for everyone. We might as well try and 
salvage something." 

For once, my grandfather did not entirely get his way. He 
didn't care. We were heading back. 

Behind the monument, mosquitoes whispered to me as they 
hovered around my face. I swatted at them. Their secrets were 
too much to bear. "Ah, the mosquitoes are terrible this year 
because of a spring flood and then there was hot weather," 
Jerzsy said. I slapped one on my knuckle as it drank. It left a red 
smear. 

By the time I finished high school, the only people who came to 
my grandparents' apartment for holiday dinners were immediate 
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family members. Before I left for New York for college, my 
grandmother and aunt on my mother's side, mom and dad, sister 
and I joined Bubbe and Grandpa at their dining room table for 
Rosh Hashanah. 

Grandpa stood. "To a sweet new year," he toasted. Golden 
honey dripped off the apple wedge he held up. It pooled on an 
imitation Spode plate, narrowly missing the white tablecloth. 

"Shana tova," Bubbe echoed. She looked at the mess of 
honey, sighed, and went into the kitchen to attend to the meal. 
Grandpa ignored her and turned to my other grandmother. 

"Bernice," he said. "I tell you something funny about Rosh 
Hashanah." We all leaned into the table, anticipating the joke. 
"There was a man-Murray-who was not so religious. He only 
went to temple on Rosh Hashanah. One year he forgot his 
tallis, so he borrowed one at the shul. At the end of the service, 
he decided that he liked this prayer shawl so much that he 
hid it down the front of his pants to take it home. But when 
he was walking through the reception line, the rabbi stopped 
him and whispered, "Murray, I am sorry, hut I saw you put 
the synagogue's tallis in your pants." Murray turned red from 
shame, so the rabbi told him to take it out from the pants and 
give it back. By now, the shawl had slid half-way down his leg. 
While Murray was bent over pulling it out, he made a loud fortz. 
Now the rabbi was angry. He said, "Mein Gott, Murray! I can't 
believe you took the Shofar, too!" 

Everyone laughed. "Oh Mike," my grandmother said, using 
his American name. She shook her head. "You make me laugh, 
and how!" 

Bubhe emerged from the kitchen. "Oy, such a comedian I 
married," she said and placed a bowl of matzo ball soup in front 
of Grandpa. 

The rest of din.ner proceeded without incident. When it was 
time for us to leave, Grandpa wished me well. He knew that 
he would at least see me when I came home during winter and 
summer vacations. After I embraced him, I realized that he now 
wore his glasses all the time as opposed to just when he read the 
newspaper, and that it took him longer than usual to walk down 
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the stairs from their second story apartment. 
At the end of the next summer, my grandfather collapsed. 

Earlier that month, his doctor had misdiagnosed his swollen 
feet, explaining they resulted from his shoes and socks being too 
tight. Since my grandfather loathed visiting doctors, he accepted 
the conclusion and refused to seek a second opinion. In reality, 
his lungs were filled with fluid. 

My parents went to the hospital. Dana and I stayed home, 
waiting for news from them. We turned on the TV and flipped 
aimlessly through the channels to fill the silence. 

Grandpa pulled through the night. The doctors had 
stabilized his heart, his kidneys, and his bowels. "I didn't think 
he was going to make it," my mother told me on the phone. 
When he was out of the intensive care unit a few days later, 
Dana and I went to see him. His hospital room smelled of 
antiseptics that were overused to cover the odor of sickness. 
He was pale, shriveled up in his hospital gown, almost like a 
concentration camp survivor drowning in thin pajamas. He 
smiled and reached for our hands. When he pulled us toward 
him, his muscles were still strong although it had been twenty 
years since he last worked on the Hotpoint assembly line lifting 
refrigerator doors. 

"When I get out of here," he whispered in a stage voice, 
"I'm going to kill your bubbe! She is mishuggenah! Nag, nag, 
nag. I lived for this?" From where she sat in the corner, Bubbe 
tsked at him. He laughed. 

I reminded him that I was leaving soon. 
"Good. Study hard. Enjoy New York. Be good to your 

boyfriend." 
The nurse came to draw blood. "Get out of here," Grandpa 

said, waiving us away. "You don't need to see this." 
I hugged and kissed him repeatedly as I said good-bye. His 

skin left a salty taste on my lips. When I was a little girl who 
spent Saturday afternoons in his care he had held me tightly 
when my parents collected me at the end of the day. Now it was 
my turn to not let go. Although his prognosis was excellent, I 
feared that he would die before I came home for winter break. 
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"Go, go," he prodded. 

Thousands of rocks stood on concrete slabs covering Treblinka's 
three largest burial pits. They formed a cemetery with 
headstones of the unnamed dead. I left Jerzy and walked around 
these smaller monuments aimlessly. I tried my best to recite the 
Mourner's Kaddish from memory. Tears wet my cheeks and my 
nose ran. I kneeled to collect soil from the cracks that formed 
in each concrete slab as well as the green grass and little purple 
flowers that grew in the surrounding area. My baggie filled with 
what remained of my grandfather's sister and niece, and likely 
other relatives who died there. 

When the Angel of Death finally caught up to my grandfather, 
he sat in a bed in a private room in Edgewater Hospital in 
Chicago, hooked up to an IV, a heart monitor, and various other 
medical apparatuses: He had turned eighty-four the day earlier. I 
imagined that when Death glided into the room, my grandfather 
was waiting for him, hands folded over his midsection. 

"Hello," Death said. "I've been looking for you for a long 
time." He hunched over slightly to light a cigarette. The smoke 
wafted into my grandfather's nose. 

"Well, I finally let you find me," he said. His eyes twinkled. 
"It took you long enough." He nodded at the pack of cigarettes. 
"Mind if I have one?" 

Death shrugged and passed one to my grandfather. He lit it 
with a steady hand. 

"Thanks." He had quit his decades-long smoking habit cold 
turkey in the mid-1980s when he developed emphysema. He 
took a long drag a1_1d exhaled with pleasure. 

The former adversaries smoked for a few minutes in silence. 
Death had sought this man for over five decades, but he was 
surprised at how reluctant he now was to cross the name off his 
list. "You know, there was a massacre at Srebrenica earlier this 
year. It kept me busy, just like when I first came for you." 
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"Ach, people. They don't change, do they?" My grandfather 
let out another long breath. "Nu, let's go already. It's time." 

As I felt the ground of Treblinka under my fingernails, I knew 
what I would do. I would bring it to my grandfather's grave and 
bury it with him. After seventy-one years apart, it is the best I 
could do to reunite him with his family. 
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