e o 14, 1040, eicht-vear-old Jacqueline witnesses the Nazis
march into her beloved native Paris. In that grim moment, her

cherished childhood is wrenched from her. Now, she’s a despised
Jew. To avoid Hitler's killing camps, her family opts for the dark pit
of subterfuge and fear that follow: life on the run. After two years,
there’s nowhere left to hide. Desperate decisions are made. Then,
a life-defining oath wrenched from her, makes eleven-year-old
Jacqueline the surrogate mother of her two younger siblings on their
way to a new continent, a new culture, and new conflicts.

Jacqueline Grossman

Born in Paris of east European Jewish
immigrants to France, Jacqueline’s early years
were blissful ones. In school, artistic and
leadership skills showed promise. But, at age
eight, her world virtually exploded when Hitler's
bombers flew overhead. Learning to survive on
the run was painful. Most painful was the
life-defining moment when Jacqueline became a
surrogate mother to her two younger siblings,
and a true survivor.

In seventh grade, she displayed early writing potential with a stirring A+ -

essay on her wartime escape. But, not until the 1980’s--after becoming
a prize-winning sculptor in northern California--did she return to writing.
She has just finished her second book.

In the intervening years, she married, had two children, earned degrees
from U.C. Berkeley and Cal State University, and enjoyed successful
careers as a community organizer, college teacher, and corporate

" CEO. She now lives in southern California with her husband.

Visit her at: www.jacquelinegrossman.com
or www.chasegbydemons.com
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:s were heard from foreign officials. In response,
, the Vichy chief was quoted as saying,
1 and nothing can sway me from my determination

o tae ice of foreign Jews and send them back where they
originated. I will take no lessons in humanitarianism from any
country.”

Laval was fully aware of the Nazi’s master plan when he
made this statement. Unsurprisingly, sweeps of Jews to be
deported increased.

Although the Nazi decree abolishing the “Free Zone” did
not become official until later, in early November 1942 after the
Allied Forces landed in North Africa, German soldiers were now
seen everywhere.

With Luchon so close to the border, it came as no surprise
that German headquarters were established here. Their growing
presence was terrifying. As summer wore on, indiscriminate
arrests of Jews became more and more frequent. Our family’s
fate was now very much in question.

The time for desperate measures had arrived.

"Cohen a hxéhly educated practicing lawyer.

CHAPTER X

Furtively, Three, on a Farm

- Josie Cohen (I knew her as Madame Kirsch, a name she
used durmg the OCCLlp’lthI’] possibly from a former marriage)
‘was an energet:c French !ady of great courage and selflessness.
It is thanks to Josie’s humamty, and her outrage at what the
Nazis were doing to Jews, that we survived. A gentile woman,
probflbly in her early forties, she operated a beauty salon in
S e',' marrled a Flench born Jew by the name of Simon

T believe this man may have been involved in high-level
Jewish mtelhgence activities and was most likely in contact with
the ernch underground Undoubtedly, he also worked with
“C.AR., Baron de Rothschlld s committee for refugees. Through
“these connectlons e and his wife, Josie, became good friends

“of ours! 1 recalfthat Papa thought him to be a brilliant man.

By By late summer of 1942, this fnendshlp was put to the test.

German advance occupation units had begun house-to-house
searches. According to their decree, any Jew found in hiding
would immediately be deported or shot in the town square for
everyone to see. Any gentiles caught hiding them would suffer
a similar fate. Knowmg, that it was a matter of days before the
full occupation of Luchon would cancel any remaining options,
_Llosm Simon Cohen and my pqrents made plans.

““We shuttered our rented house Usmg her beauty salon as a

means: of sprcadmg the word, J 051e let it be known in the vnllabe
;';that our family had moved from Luchon permanently. Then,

late one moonless mght under cover of darkness and after the
town was asleep, we slipped out of our house. In ones and twos,
50 as not to put the entire family at risk all at once we qmetly

and qulckly covered the distance to her home. We glanced over
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our shoulders at nearly each step to make sure no one followed,

and we moved into her basement.
There, she kept us hidden behind old crates of beauty

supphes trunks and other storage items while further decisions .

and arrangements were made. Mearmme, in the streets above,
the Naz1s house to-house searches began in earnest

In the days that followed, we waited quletly in our hiding

place. We could only whisper so our sounds would not alert
neighbors, and the girls were watched constantly to make sure
they did not make loud noises.

One day, in early fall, Papa took me aside. Away from
the girls, he soberly announced he had some very serious and
grown-up things to tell me. My stomach tightened. Iknew this
could only mean bad news.

“You know, Jacqueline,” he began quietly,” these are
desperate times; they sometimes require desperate actions of

bid

us.
“Oui, Papa. I know.” I said solemnly, trying to sound as

grown-up as | was able. I could tell this was difficult for him. I
held my breath, fearful of what was to come next.

«Maman and 1 may have to leave Luchon without much
warning.” Groping for the right words, he continued, “We are
all going to have to do things we don’t want to do.”

I sat up straight, my chest puffed out, I will do whatever
you want me to do, Papa.”

He smiled sadly, “I know, Chérie. That’s why I'm telling
you what our plans may require of you.” After a resigned sigh
he continued.

“We may have to leave suddenly. If so, we will have to
travel on foot by way of a hazardous and untried escape route. It
would be too dangerous for you and the children, and there is no
guarantee we would be successful.” He paused and I saw tears
well up in his eyes. I reached over, wrapped my arms around
him and pressed my head against his chest so he couldn’t see
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my own eyes filling with tears. He took out his handkerchief,
wiped his eyes quickly and blew his nose as if to say, “Enough
nonsense.”

“What I’m trying to tell you is that Maman and I have decided
it would be best if you and your sisters went away someplace for
now, someplace where you will be safe.” I panicked at these
words and sat up. I opened my mouth to speak but I could see
he had something else on his mind so I held my tongue.

“We will have to count on you to be brave and help watch

over your sisters. Josie will be here. 1f anythmg happens to your

mother and me, J051e “has sworn to take care of you as if you

: were ‘her own. F ollow her instructions to the letter.”

‘That was all I could take. Sensing the near hopelessness of
our situation, I grabbed my father and cried out my grief into his
chest as quietly as I could. No longer able to speak himself, he
simply held me close for a long time and stroked my head gently
until fatigue allowed me no more tears.

The next day, Papa and Maman told Eveline, Paulette and
me, that they were sending the three of us to the country on a
short vacation. We should immediately make ready to leave;
we were to be on our way the following day. All they would
say further was that they would make arrangements for us to
join them as soon as they could. Taking me aside, they told me!
that,’ m the unthinkable event that they were caught trying to
escape, we three would be in good hands. The wrenching truth
of what I had just heard struck me like a bolt of lightening. A
chill went through my entire body as, in near panic, I thought, /
may never see Maman and Papa again! 1 wanted to object, but
[ didn’t know what to say. What was the point? I understood
our circumstances. There was no choice; all of our fates, my
sisters’, my parents’ and mine, were now in the hands of others.

_The following morning, after tearful goodbyes to Maman
and Papa in the basement, my sisters and I made our way upstairs
and, with our few belongings and Josie Kirsch’s help, we piled
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into her car. I had such an empty, achy feeling in my chest as
we pulled away from the house. Is this the last time I'll ever see
Maman and Papa? But I fought back my tears; I couldn’t let the

girls see me cry.

We set out northward toward Toulouse on one of the back .

roads out of town in order to avoid running into German patrols--
which were more and more frequently seen now. As Josie drove,
I looked anxiously back through the rear window at the road,

praying with all my heart that we would not be followed by .

German patrol cars. My prayers must have been heard.

Some seventy miles later, we turned off onto a dirt road and
pulled up in front of a small farmhouse. Josie told me this was
to be our new hiding place. The farmers believed we were her
children. She said she had told them they were hired to take
care of us while she was forced to work long hours in her shop
back in Luchon. They had no idea that the three little “gentile”
girls now in their charge, all wearing silver crosses around their
necks, were Jews hiding from Vichy and the Nazis. We said our
goodbyes to Josie; she hugged us, and left.

Now began the greatest and most dangerous masquerade of
our lives. Of the three of us, I alone understood. No parents,
no family and no friends were here to guide us. We were on our
own in a world that wanted us dead.

Thus came about our second wrenching family separation.

o

We lived on the farm from September to mid-December
1942. 1 went to school every day, to church on Sundays, and

to Confession when I could not talk my way out of it. By this: :
time, I knew how to play the game. Josie had coached me well.

Despite the constant fear that gnawed at my belly, I was able to
keep my farm hosts, my teachers, and the clergy in the dark. 1
had learned my lesson well at the convent in Luchon. I knew
what to do, and not do, in order to avoid suspicion from church,
school, and farm. 1 sought no friendships. I did not allow
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myself to get too close in my relationships with anyone. I held
myself at a distance in school, discouraged my classmates from
engaging me in idle chat, and kept my thoughts to myself. 1
became a loner who trusted no one.

My four- and five-year-old sisters were too young to grasp
the circumstances, too young to understand what it meant to be a
Jew in a world that sought the annihilation of their entire ethnic
group. They were, therefore, too young to betray us unwittingly.
They knew nothing. My parents and I had made sure of that.
We had never discussed our plight, the War, or family plans in
front of them.

#

As brief and impersonal as our stay was with our farm hosts,
and as desperate as were the circumstances and the times, it was
nevertheless a memorable adventure for me. I'd never had the
opportunity to get close to farm animals before. After a-short
time, I developed a deep affection for them. There were several
horses, a herd of cows, hogs, goats, geese, chickens, rabbits, cats
and dogs. Each one had its own personality and many of them
became special to me. I soon found myself thinking of some of
them as my best friends. I knew these friends would not, could
not betray me.

Our Sunday trips to church were among the most stressful
events of my stay. That’s when I felt most vulnerable; I was
convinced everyone’s eyes were on me. Memories of my ouster
from Luchon’s convent school were still fresh. I did not want to
be pelted again, or be banished from the farm and placed under
arrest.

Fortunately this experience was a totally different one. My
farm family was discreet and thoughtful. Other than taking
me to Mass with them on Sunday mornings, they let me make
my own church-related decisions. One time, they asked me
if I thought I was ready for Communion. Taken by surprise, I
mumbled something unintelligible and demurred. But my hosts
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Josie had told me to avoid. But I ached to tell Roussette about
the nasty things I heard classmates say in school.

I also oceasionally had complaints about some of the jobs I
was given to do at the farm. “Why do I have to be the one to jam
corn down the geese’s throats? I don’t like hurting them,” I told
Roussette. And, there were the trips to church every Sunday. I
admitted I felt like I was betraying my family and my heritage.
“Do you think I am sinning in the eyes of my Jewish God when I
attend a Catholic mass? Do you think I’ll be punished?” I asked
my friend. She’d look at me with loving eyes and low softly; I
took that to be a “No.” I knew she understood.

I spent many hours with her, often tearfully, sometimes
spewing angry torrents against an unjust world, other times
pretending Papa and Maman were coming to get me. She was
such a great listener; I always felt better after our long talks.
Roussette was never judgmental and she always agreed with me.
These visits were vital to me because she was the only one I
could really trust.

Of all my animal friends on the farm, I loved her best. Not
only was she loyal and trustworthy, she was comforting, ... and

so discreet.

GHAPTER KI

The Dark Journey Begins

The Christmas holiday break from school had just begun
when the call came from Josie Kirsch. We were to pack our
things and go home for Christmas, but we would be back after
vacation, she said. [ took her at her word and didn’t pack
everything; I left some light summer-weight items behind. In
any event, we did not have much with us at the farm. Most of
our belongings had been left at Josie’s.

I sensed something important was in the air. When she came
for us, we bid our goodbyes to our hosts and said we would be
back in a few weeks.

i Josie and I whispered all the way back to Luchon in the
¢ar'she had hired., I was full of questions. “Where are Maman

and Papa?” was the first query out of my mouth. She told me
that they had left her home in early November under cover of

darkness, When I asked what they had done with our family’s

‘things, 'Sh'é:‘-pii‘t‘ller‘ﬁnger‘ to her lips-and whispered that they

had'buried their most precious documents, family pictures, and
jewelry i her backyard.” They carried everything else on their
backs and left on foot.

With the help of a local shepherd guide, they took the
shortest route to safety in Bossost. This Spanish border village,
though barely ten kilometers from their Luchon hiding place,
was reached via a steep, arduous climb at night over obscure
paths.

We finished the couple of hours drive to Josie’s home. Just

before' we arrived; she leaned toward my ear and whispered,

'-“Yéii:"Wili Spq_n5$'ée your Maman and Papa.’ But do not to say a -
‘word to your sisters. Now, I cannot tell you anything else. So,
1no more questions.” I was so excited that I could hardly sit still.
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Maman and Papa are alive. I am going to see them again! 1
shouted silently to myself.

By the time we arrived, it was dark and too cold for anyone
to be out. A light snow had fallen. Looking furtively down the...

street to make sure no one was there, she quickly ushered us

down to her basement, our brief home of three months earlier. .

There, she fed us and put us to bed. She said we should get lots

of rest as we were going to need our strength. Of course, we did -

as she asked. But it was hard for me to fall asleep; there were
too many questions running through my head, and I couldn’t
stop thinking about seeing Maman and Papa soon.

Josie must have repacked our things while we _Slepi. ~When

she awakened us, our three suitcases were shut and strapped.
Our warmest clothes and heaviest shoes were laid out for us.

I quickly put on my belted wool-jersey maroon dress and
tucked it into my ski pants. Over my dress, I slipped on the wool
sweater that Maman had knitted. Next, I put on a scarf, four
pairs of socks--most of which I had darned myself--and my ski
boots. My heavy navy winter coat, knitted hood, woolen gloves
and waterproof mittens were among the last items I put on.

Eveline had similar clothing, some of which Maman had also
knitted before her departure. As for Paulette, her outfit consisted
of several layers of jersey flannel underclothing, thick knitted
leggings with matching sweater, a hooded cap and mittens.
Since she had no other winter shoes, heavy wooden clogs were
slipped on over several pairs of thick socks.

We were given some bread and hot milk; then, we were
quietly taken to an old car waiting outside. Someone 1 didn’t
know was at the wheel. The motor was running but the lights
were off, and for much of the drive, they remained that way.
Darkness was total; it must have been around midnight. Our
three small bags had already been loaded in the back.

Josie accompanied us. She made us as comfortable as she

could; and after covering us with an old blanket, we were on our

way. The girls were soon asleep again.
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iNo one had seen us arrive. No one saw us leave.

Josie told me that we would be making a long and difficult .-
“'journey. Therefore, it was important for me to have as much

sleep as I could get. '

I knew intuitively that the coming nights would be trying
ones, otherwise, why all the heavy clothing and the sneaking out
in the middle of the night? I was filled with anxiety. But, despite
the dread of what lay ahead, there was an undeniable element of
anticipation and excitement. I was going to see Maman and
Papa again!

I don’t know exactly how long we drove that night, but I do
know we were headed east in the direction of the Mediterranean,
on a road I had traveled with my parents. The motion of the
car was soothing and despite my anxiety, after a time I, too, fell
asleep.

It was three nights before Christmas.

As the night wore on, I lost track of time and place. "In part,
this was due to my frequent naps. It was also because of the
circuitous route our driver took. Josie said he chose this route to-

~made it more difficult for us to be followed: Such precautions

! gave me a deepening awareness of the grave danger we all faced.
Josie had told me about the current state of the occupation.

I knew the Nazis and Vichy were now hunting every Jew in
France--in the south as well as the north--whether foreign-born
or not. Furthermore, “les Boches” were now also hunting those

non-Jews who hid them or helped them escape. The lives of
these good people were as much in jeopardy as ours. Josie told .
| 'me the Gestapo had decreed that anyone found helping Jews -

‘«would immediately be executed in the town square. Now, I
" feared for Josie too, ' -

~ Eventually, we reached what must have been the little town
of Tarascon-sur-Ariége. The rail line that services the lower
Pyrenees, between Foix to the north and Ax to the south, passes
through this town. Our interim destination was the railway

B
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station. With headlights off, our car stopped nearby on a dark
little road where it would not be noticed, and we got out. Then,
with our bags, we headed off on foot.

Though it was well into the night when we reached the
station, the train platform was teeming with humanity. There
was trash everywhere. Many people were lying down on the
ground, leaning against walls or posts, or sitting on makeshift
parcels trying to catch a few moments of sleep. Apparently, they
had been waiting a long time for the train that, as it turned out,
was not expected for several hours. Josie said train schedules
no longer meant anything since the German occupation of the
southern zone began in November. It was not unusual to wait
several days for a train, and no one wanted to miss this one. The
scene was stark and too familiar. It reminded me of another,
more chaotic but equally fateful departure two years earlier
from Paris, except this time we were outside in the bitter cold of
winter, and Maman was not with us.

We found some free space at the far end of the platform
-and made ourselves as comfortable as the cold night permitted.
[ looked around and realized how lucky we were. Many had

light clothing on; ours was warm and protected us from the cold -

biting wind. Others lay exhausted on the ground trying to sleep,
newspapers spread over them for warmth, while we were well
rested, having slept all day. Nevertheless, I did doze off after a
while, my cold nose covered by my woolen scarf, and my gloved
hands tucked inside my coat sleeves.

Qur southbound train arrived in the morning. ¢ It was a
crowded, third class train. Still, everyone was able to board
it, and we were finally on our way again. The trip was short.
When we got off, we were met by one of the guides Josie had

told me about. I had never seen this man before. "Josie told me
to follow his instructions exactly. from this: pomt on. 'Her d'uk”. .

eyes gave me a long, lingering look; then, she hugged and kissed
us goodbye. After some brief instructions to the man in whose
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hands our fate now Iay, she was qmckly gone I knew from the
mixture of compassion and anxiety [ saw on her face when she
left that she was asking herself, as I was, if we would ever see |
“each,other again.

From this point forward, Eveline, Paulette and I were in
the hands of strangers. We were taken in an old car up a long
winding road. It seemed an endless ride, but eventually we
reached a stone hut, our first mountain relay point. The road
apparently ended here. It was now late afternoon and darkness
was nearly upon us. We were fed, and put down on cots to sleep.
When we were awakened, it was pitch black outside and time to
be on our way again.

The next leg of our trip, farther up the mountains, was by
mule cart. The three of us were told to lie down in the back
alongside our bags and in the middle of boxes of provisions
stacked on each side of the cart. To hide us from view, sevelal
layers of sheepskins were put over us.

“Make no sounds.” We were told firmly.

“Oui, monsieur” I said quietly from beneath the sheepskins.
But to myself I began to worry about what I could do to keep
my sisters quiet if they became restless. However, the pitch
and sway of the cart rolling along over the mountain trails was
soothing. Soon, they were asleep again and never made a sound.

Hours went by. Sometimes, the cart stopped and, through
the layers under which I lay out of sight, sounds of brief, muffled
conversations reached my ears. At such times, fear gripped my
insides. 1 was sure that any moment someone in a uniform
would yank back the skins that hid us. Occasionally, the guide
would come back to check his “cargo,” or make a short inquiry.
Then, we would be on our way again. We drank no water, ate no
food, nor were we offered the opportunity to relieve ourselves.

The cart now jostled and lurched frequently as it made its
way over the rocky trail. The mule, steadfast and surefooted,
plodded unerringly ever upward. In our hiding place, I imagined
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