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Can it really be sixty-two years ago that | first saw you?

It is truly a lifetime, | know. But as | gaze info your eyes now, it
seems like only yesterday that | first saw you, in that small cafe in
Hanover Square.

From the moment | saw you smile, as you opened the door for
that young mother and her newborn baby, | knew that | wanted to
share the rest of my life with you.

| still think of how foolish | must have looked, as | gazed at you,
that first time. | remember watching you intently, as you took off your
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hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers. | felt
myself becoming immersed in your every detail, as you placed your
hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of teg,
gently blowing the steam away with your pouted lips.

From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to
me. The people in the cafe. and the busy street outside all
disappeared into a hazy blur. Al-{ could see was you.

All through my life | have refived"thot very first day. Many, many
times | have sat and thought obom that the first day, and how for a
few fleeting moments 1 am- 1here feéling again what is like to know
true love for the very first time. It pleases me that | can still have
those feelings now after all those years, and | know | will always
have them to comfort me.

Not even as | shook and trembled uncontroliably in the trenches,
did | forget your face. | would sit huddled into the wet -mud, terrified,
as the hdils of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. | would
clutch my rifle tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first
day we met. | would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down
around me. But, as | thought of you and saw you smiling back at
me, everything around me would be become silent, and | would be
with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and
destruction. It would not be until | opened my eyes once again, that |
would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.

| cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then,
when | returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered,
bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight | thought we would
burst. | asked you to marry me the very same day and | whooped
with joy when you looked deep into my eyes and said “yes” fo being
my bride.

I’'m looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing
table, next to your jewellery box. 1 think of how young and innocent
we were back then. | remember being on the church steps grinning
like a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome |
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looked in my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when |
look at it, I only see the bright vibrant colors of our youth.

I remember being so over-enjoyed, when a year later, you gently
held my hand to your waist and whispered in my ear that we were
going to be a family.

I know both our children love you dearly; they are outside the
door now, waiting.

Do you remember how | panicked like a mad man when
Jonathon was born? | can still picture you laughing and smiling at me
now, as | clumsily held him for the very first time in my arms. |
watched as your laughter faded into tears, as | stared at him and
cried my own fears of joy.

Sarah and Tom arrived this morning with little Tessie. Can you
remember how we both hugged each other tightly when we saw our
tiny granddaughter for the first time?

I know you are tired, my dear, and | must let you go. But | love
you so much and it hurts 1o do so.

I must go now, my darling. Our children are waiting outside.
They want to say goodbye to you.

I .am sad that you had to leave me, but please don’t worry. | am
content, knowing | will be with you soon. | know it won’t be long
before we meet again in that small cafe in Hanover Square.

A Vacabulary
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mere dream, and | sink deeper and deeper into despair.

Suddenly, | notice a young girl walking past on the other side of
the barbed wire. She stops and looks at me with sad eyes that seem
to say that she understands, that she too cannot fathom why | am
here. | want to look away, oddly ashamed for this stranger to see me
like this, but | cannot tear my eyes from hers. Then she reaches into
her pocket, and pulls out a red apple. Oh, how long has it been
since | have seen one! She looks cautiously to the left and to the right
and then with smile of triumph quickly throws the apple over the
fence. | run to pick it up, holding it in my trembling frozen fingers. In
my world of death this apple is an expression of life, of love. |
glance up in time fo see the girl disappearing into the distance.

The next day | cannot help myself--| am drawn at the same time
to that spot near the fence. And again she comes. And again she
brings me an apple flinging it over the fence with that same sweet
smile. This time | catch it and hold it up for her to see. Her eyes
twinkle. For seven months we meet like this. One day | hear
frightening news: we’re being shipped to another camp.

The next day when | greet her my heart is breaking and | can
barely speak as | say what must be said: “Don’t bring me an apple
tomorrow.” 1 tell her, “I am being sent to another camp.” Turning
before | lose all my control | run away from the fence. | cannot bear
to look back.

Months pass and the nightmare continues. But the memory of
this girt sustains me through the terror, the pain, the ‘hopelessness.
And then one day the nightmare is over. The war has ended. Those
of us who are still alive are freed. | have lost everything that was
precious to me including my family. But | still have the memory of this
girl, a memory | carry in my heart and gives me the will to go on as |
move to America to start a new life.

Years pass. It is 1957. | am living in New York City. A friend
convinces me to go on a blind date with a lady of his. Reluctantly, |
agree. But she is nice, this woman named Roma, and like me she is
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an immigrant so we have at least that in common.

“Where were you during the war?” Roma asks me gently in that
delicate way immigrants ask one another questions about those
years.

“l was in a concentration camp in Germany,” | reply.

Roma gets a faraway look in her eyes, as if she is remembering
something painful yet sweet.

“What is it?” | ask.

“t am just thinking about something from my past, Herman,”
Roma explains in a voice suddenly very soft. “You see, when | was a
young girl | lived near a concentration camp. There was a boy there,
a prisoner and for a long while | used to visit him every day. |
remember | used to bring him apples. | would throw the apple over
the fence and he would be so happy.”

Roma sighs heavily and continues, “ It is hard fo describe how
we felt about each other--after all we were young and we only
exchanged a few words when we could--but | can tell you there was
much love there. | assume he was killed like so many others. But |
cannot bear to think that, and so | fry to remember him as he was
for those months we were given together.”

With my heart pounding so loudly, | look directly at Roma and
ask, “And did that boy say to you one day ‘Do not bring me an
apple tomorrow. | am being sent to another camp’?”

“Why, yes,” Roma responds, her voice trembling.

“But Herman, how on earth could you possibly know that?”

| take her hands in mine and answer, “Because | was that
young boy, Roma.”

For many moments, there is only silence. We cannot take our
eyes from each other, and as the veils of time lift,we recognize the
soul behind the eyes, the dear friend we once loved so much, whom
we have never stopped loving, whom we have never stopped
remembering.

Findlly, | speak: “Look, Roma, | was separated from you once,
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and | don’t ever want to be separated from you again. Now | am
free, and | want to be together with you forever. Dear, will you marry
me?” ‘

| see the same twinkle in her eyes that | used to see as Roma
says, “Yes, | will marry you.”

Almost forty years have passed since that day when | found my
Roma again. Destiny brought us together the first time during the war
to show me a promise of hope, and now it had reunited us to fulfill
that promise.

Valentine’s Day, 1996. | bring Roma to the Oprah Winfrey Show
to honor her on national television. | want to tell her in front of the
millions of the people what | feel in my heart every day:

“Darling, you fed me in the concentration camp when | was
hungry. And | am still hungry, for something | will never get enough
of: | am only hungry for your love.”

Y Voo Ay
E Vocabulary

concentration / konsan-treifon / n. M

barbed / ‘ba:biid / o. F I, FEFIG
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fathom / 'faedom /ve. TBfR, F 5% - - FYMHE
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