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n a chilly Friday moming in December 1992, the front
door buzzer (#1%2%) sounded at Ken Rosenblat Electric,
amodest (AN ;3% 3 M) storefront enterprise in Brook-
lyn; N. Y. Ken and his father, Herman, were preparing
the week’ s payroll ( L¥ ¥#.) in the back office. “Somebody’ s in
early,” said Herman, checking the clock on the wall. It was 7:40
a.m. The firm’s dozen or so employees weren’t due until eight.

“I’ll get it,” said Ken. The 32-year-old, who was built like a
lumberjack(f% A& # ) and sported (B % ) a reddish-brown beard,
maneuvered (3 R ; ¥ B - ) his way through the warehouse,
past boxes of switches and sprawling electric cables. As he opened
the steel door partway, he saw a young stranger fidgeting (& A
%) in the cold, his hands in the pockets of his down jacket.! He
was glancing nervously at a car gunning its motor nearby. In that
split second( P ; W %)) , Ken Rosenblat knew what would follow.
Too late, he tried to close the door, but the man pushed him inside,
pulled out a revolver and shoved (%E#E) its cold steel barrel to Ken’s
temple. “This is a robbery,” the man said in a tight voice.

Ken pawed at (#{f£) the intruder’ s gun and pushed him a-
gainst the wall. Surprised by Ken’s resistance, the man relented
(W59) for a moment. But when Ken relaxed his grip, the robber
tore the gun from his hand and pushed him toward the back office.

The sound of the scuffle(#13T) caused Herman to look up from
his desk. Through the glass door of the office, he could see a man
with a gun shoving his son. Panic rose within him, unlike anything
he had felt since his boyhood in Poland.

“There is no money here,” Herman told the intruder. “Please
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leave us alone.” _

Furiously, the robber aimed the gun at Ken’s side and fired.
Pain sliced through(7]—f& X1t ) Ken’s body, followed by a cold,
sweating numbness. His legs buckled (% #fi), and he fell to the
floor. What will happen to Joanie and Michael? he wondered think-
ing of his wife and their six-month-old son.

Immediately, two more shots rang out, and Herman felt a
burning in his stomach as he doubled over his desk. The robber
shoved the gray-haired man aside, then grabbed the cash and van-
ished.

Herman clawed(#; &) his way to the phone and dialed 911.
“A man just shot me and my son,” he said. As he spoke, he could
feel warm blood dripping from his gut (Bt -F), but what terrified
him more was seeing Ken’ s six-foot-two-inch frame lying motionless
on the floor. How will I tell Roma? he wondered. Have I survived
everything for it to end like this?

As Herman was lifted onto a stretcher, he felt himself drifting
back to another nightmarish time. It was October 1942. He was
13, living in the Jewish ghetto(#t K AKX ) in Piotrkow, Poland.
Now, lapsing in and out of consciousness( B B4 ), he saw doc-
tors leaning over him. “My son,” he asked, “where is my son?”

“He’ s being examined,” a doctor answered. “And we’re prep-
ping (A% AMEFARATH#ES) you for surgery.”

Soon after Herman was wheeled into the operating room, his
wife Roma, 60, arrived at the hospital. She, too, was a Polish Jew
who had lost family in the Holocaust( KER). And she and Her-
man had also endured many hardships in their 34 years of marriage.
There was the period when they worked opposite shifts—she,
nights as a nurse; he, days as an electrician. There was the failure
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of an earlier business. Roma had a heart condition. Herman had suf-
fered from phlebitis(# Bk # ). And now this.

A nurse led Roma to a recovery room. Herman was still groggy
(3k & HRIEM ) from surgery, but just seeing him alive made Roma’s
heart leap. She slipped her hand in his and felt a warm, steady
squeeze. He was with her again. That was all that mattered.

Herman’ s mind wandered back again, this time to February
1944. He was 14, a prisoner in a German concentration camp (£
&) called Schlieben, about 70 miles south of Berlin. His shivering
body was emaciated(JF # #7), and he seemed but days away from
dying of starvation.

One morning, dressed only in the paper-thin striped (H % £
#)) prison uniform, with his toes wrapped in rags, he looked out to
the snow-covered fields beyond the barbed wire {(#:4M ) . Sudden-
ly he spotted a Polish girl of perhaps 11 or 12, dressed in a thick
wool hat and coat, with oversized leather boots on her feet.

Dazed from hunger, he stared at her a long time. Instead of
taunting (% ; %) him as others often did, she moved closer and
spoke with a gentleness he had not known since he’d lost his moth-
er. “Don’t worry,” the girl said. “You’ll get out soon.” Then she
reached inside her coat and pulled out an apple and a piece of fresh-
baked bread. “Here,” she said, throwing them over the fence.

Herman looked around. The Italian guards temporarily in
charge of the camp didn’t police it as strictly as the German did. He
grabbed the food and stuffed it inside his shirt. “I’1] bring you more
tomorrow,” the gitl promised.

Herman did not expect her to return, but the next day she wag
there with more bread and apples. Every day for seven months—un-
til Herman was transferred to the Theresienstadt concentration camp
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in Czechoslovakia—the Polish farm girl came to feed him. Her
hands brought forth(f#74:) a miracle. She gave him life.

“The surgery has gone well for your husband,” the doctor told
Roma.

“And my son?” Roma asked.

“It looks as though he’ll pull through (i ¥EX),” the doctor
continued. “But the bullet struck his spinal cord (¥8§). It's un-
likely he’ll ever walk again.”

Roma sank into a chair and burst into tears. The doctor’ s
words cut to her deepest fear. She would always love her son, but
would his wife Joanie?

As Herman began to regain consciousness, Roma stroked his
forehead. I will not think of such things now, she vowed. Then
Herman groggily mouthed the question that had plagued (EH#) his
mind from the moment of the attack. “Kenny?” he muttered.
“How are his legs?”

Roma swallowed hard, fighting back tears. Bad news could
wait. “His legs are fine,” she lied. “Now you must rest.”

As she left Herman’s room, she caught sight of Joanie walking
briskly down the hall. She searched the younger woman's eyes for
some signs that her doubts were unfounded (& # 3 5k BEER). But
in them she saw only her own fear and apprehension( E# ; #.0>).
“We’ re going 1o make Kenny well again,” Roma blurted (J F i
).

Joanie nodded blankly. What could she say? She was a nurse.
The doctors had told her that Ken was paralyzed (% %% ) from the
zvaist down. A part of their lives had died with that bullet. Gone
were the beach and camping trips. 2> Michael would never play foot-
ball with his dad. The second child she dreamed of might now be
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medically impossible. And besides with Ken’s income gone, Joanie
would have to return to work to help support the family. She
couldn’t pretend these losses away.

That night, Roma couldn’t sleep. Every time she drifted off,
she had nightmares of her son alone, without the woman he adored
and the son he’d brought into this world.

True love, Roma knew, bound two souls to eternity and turned
them into one. Such a union could only be made by angels. For,
surely, angels had brought Roma to Herman.

It was July 1957, in New York City, and Roma had agreed to
a blind date, fixed up by her friend Sylvia, whom she had met
through the local synagogue (3L K # £ # ). Sylvia and her date,
Sid, were going to Coney Island and invited Roma and Sid’s friend
Herman to come along.

Roma slid into the back seat of a 1955 Buick, next to a baby-
faced young man with sparkling brown eyes that never stopped gap-
ing at her. He was warm and funny. She liked that. He also spoke
to her in the Polish accent of her homeland.

Gradually, they began to talk about their past. When he told
her he’d been in the concentration camp, Roma found herself shud-
dering at the memory of the only camp she had seen firsthand.
“There was a boy,” she said softly, surprised that after all these
years the memory still lingered. “He was in a camp near the fields
where we worked. I used to throw bread and apples over the fence
to him.”

Herman leaned closer, his brow furrowed(4§/8 ) as if he didn’ t
quite believe her. “What was the name of the camp?” he asked.

“I don’t remember. It was in Germany, not too far from Ber-
lin,” Roma answered. “My father brought us fake passports that
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said we were Christians. ”

The young man’s sparkling brown eyes became sharp and seri-
ous. “You fed him once?” he asked. Roma remembered feeling on
edge{ B A% ; B %R ). Who was this crazy man grilling (% 7] )
her?

“I fed the boy for seven months. Then he disappeared. I feared
the worst. ”

“And the guards,” Herman continued, his voice cool and stac-
cato ([EJTHY ), “they were German?”

Roma tried to put herself back in that painful moment in time.
She saw snow-covered fields. She was snugly (IR B #f1) wrapped in a
wool coat. Her feet were encased (% ) in oversized feather boots.
The boy was tall, shivering in a striped prison uniform with rags on
his feet.

“The guards wore some other uniform,” she answered finally.

With those words, a dam broke inside Herman, a dam that had
been building since that day in the marketplace in Piotrkow.
Gently, he reached across the seat and touched her hand. His dark
eyelashes were wet with tears. “Those soldiers you saw were Ital-
ians. ” Herman said slowly. “I know, because I was that boy.”

Roma shook her head in disbelief and looked into Herman’s
eyes with the kind of awe a blind person might feel glimpsing a sun-
rise for the first time. It was then she knew that the angels had
picked her to be his girl(.0» EA).

Later, Roma walked to her son’s room and sank into a chair.
Joanie was standing next to Ken’s bed, pulling his mattress sheet
toward her to roll her husband gently to the other side of the bed.
He was soaked with sweat. Joanie took a warm washcloth and

gently began to swab(#¥t) him.




As Joanie leaned forward at one point, Roma noticed something
golden on a chain dangling(& ) from her neck.

“What’s that that you’ re wearing?” Roma asked.

“Ken’s wedding ring,” Joanie answered. “The nurses told me
it might get stolen. I want to keep it close. That way, I'll always
have a part of him with me, until he’s able to wear it again.”

Then Joanie walked over to Roma and patted her arm. “I want
you to know that I didn’t marry Ken’s legs. [ married Ken. [ love
him. I’ll take care of him—1] always will.”

When Roma heard those words, she closed her eyes and fell in-
to Joanie’s embrace. These past few days, Roma had been praying
to God to make her son whole(f#5E ) again. She hadn’t realized

that, with Joanie’s love, he already was.

Notes
1. As he opened. . .of his down jacket.  his hands. . . jacket J& J¥ 37 F 4%
.
2. Gone were. . . camping trips. X2 —TEEA, EHIEF 2 The
beach. . . trips were gone. - )

Exercises
1. Comprehension:

1) One morning spotted a Polish girl, dressed in a thick
wool hat and coat.
A. an Italian soldier
B. Ken

_C. Herman

D. a German soldier

2) In the last of the story, the author wrote, “She hadn’t realized

that, with Joanie’ s love, he already was.” This sentence means




that

A/ he was already beginning to recover from illness

B. he was already beginning to admire his wife

C. he was already beginning to feel for his mother

D. he was already beginning to recognize his wife in a new light

2. Questions:
1) What happened to Ken and Herman on a Friday morning in Decem-
ber 19927
2) What relationship did Herman and That Polish girl develop eventual-
ly? What do you think of it?




2. Second Gift of Life
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