










HANA’S

SUITCASE


[image: ]


KAREN LEVINE

[image: ]









This edition first published in 2014

Copyright © Karen Levine, 2002, 2014

Published by permission of Second Story Press, Toronto, Ontario, Canada

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without prior permission in writing from the publisher. The Australian Copyright Act 1968
 (the Act) allows a maximum of one chapter or ten per cent of this book, whichever is the greater, to be photocopied by any educational institution for its educational purposes provided that the educational institution (or body that administers it) has given a remuneration notice to Copyright Agency Limited (CAL) under the Act.

Allen & Unwin

83 Alexander Street

Crows Nest NSW 2065

Australia

Phone: (61 2) 8425 0100

Email: info@allenandunwin.com

Web: www.allenandunwin.com


A Cataloguing-in-Publication entry is available

from the National Library of Australia

www.trove.nla.gov.au


ISBN 9 781 74331 767 9

eISBN 978 1 74343 680 6

Cover and text design by Sandra Nobes

Cover photo of barbed wire by Getty Images

Set in 12 pt Simoncini Garamond by Tou-Can Design
















For my parents,

Helen and Gil Levine



WELCOME TO THE

Anniversary Edition

EVERYONE
 knew Hana’s Suitcase
 was a remarkable book when it was first published a decade ago, but no one could have guessed the dramatic impact it would have on readers of all ages in all parts of the world. Through this book, one humble, battered suitcase with a little girl’s name on it has traveled farther than its owner could ever have imagined. It has become a symbol of hope, an ambassador of goodwill, and a reminder that acceptance and understanding are ultimately more powerful than tyranny and hatred.

Now, at age ten, Hana’s Suitcase
 is in its twenty-eighth printing, is published in forty-five countries and has been the catalyst for stage and film dramatizations, prose, poetry, and every kind of exploration of the worst and best humanity has to offer. It has won national and international recognition, and holds the most awards of any Canadian children’s book ever. Thanks to Hana’s Suitcase and the perseverance of the amazing people behind it, the image of Hana Brady has become, as one young reader put it, the ‘face inside of everyone.’ She brings the one-and-a-half million children who died in the Holocaust into sharp focus.
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FOREWORD


THE
 untimely death of anyone is always very sad but none more so than the death of a young person whose life is so filled with promise. There are many heart-wrenching stories of the loss of human potential which emerge from the tragedy of the Holocaust. The Diary of Anne Frank
 immediately comes to mind, but Hana’s Suitcase
 bridges many worlds. It tells the remarkable and very moving story of how the curiosity of Japanese children inspires Fumiko Ishioka, a teacher at the Tokyo Holocaust Center, to embark in 2000, some fifty-five years after the Holocaust, on an epic search to give ‘life’ to a name which appears on a forlorn suitcase — one of the many thousands of confiscated suitcases found at the Auschwitz death camp.

How extraordinary that this humble suitcase has enabled children all over the world to learn through Hana’s story the terrible history of what happened and that it continues to urge them to heed the warnings of history. Hana’s story reminds us all to be constantly vigilant to inhumanity, predjudice, bigotry and the terrible consequences of silence, indifference, and apathy.

This book will be a useful tool for teachers in South Africa, who are teaching in classrooms that are so removed in time and space from the terrible events of the Holocaust. Nobody can easily grasp the persecution and deaths of millions of people. It is only through the personal stories that we can understand the extent of the tragedy. Hana came from an ordinary Jewish family and like any young girl she had modest hopes and dreams for her future. However that future was denied to her simply because of who she was, not because of anything that she or her parents had done. Young people here in South Africa will be able to identify with Hana’s dreams and recognize the discriminatory laws passed against her family, their exclusion from society, her parents’ incarceration, and having to assume adult responsibilities long before she should. All this will resonate with young South Africans as they learn about their own painful history. As we struggle with the challenges of building a new South Africa, this book helps to remind us that each person should be valued as being of infinite worth, irrespective of differences, and that, with that attitude, we will ultimately create a more caring and just society.

Hana wanted to become a teacher, and surely through this little book her dream is being realized.
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INTRODUCTION



Hana’s Suitcase
 is a true story that takes place on three continents over a period of almost seventy years. It brings together the experiences of a girl and her family in Czechoslovakia in the 1930s and 40s, a young woman and a group of children in Tokyo, Japan, and a man in Toronto, Canada in modern times.

Between 1939 and 1945, the world was at war. Nazi dictator Adolf Hitler wanted Germany to rule the globe. At the center of his vision was the brutal elimination of the Jewish people from the face of the earth. To get rid of his ‘enemies,’ he set up dozens of prison camps – called concentration camps – across Europe. Jewish women, men and children from almost every country on the continent were deported; they were torn from their homes and sent to the camps, where they endured terrible suffering. Many people died of hunger and disease. Most were murdered. In these death camps and elsewhere – where Hitler’s followers carried out his terrible plan – six million Jews were killed. One-and-a-half million Jewish children were among them.

In 1945, the war ended and the entire world learned the horrors of what had gone on in the concentration camps. Since then, people have been trying to understand more about what is today known as the ‘Holocaust,’ the worst example of mass murder – or genocide – in human history. How did it happen? How can we make sure it will never happen again?

In Japan, a country allied with Nazi Germany during the Second World War, attention to the history of the Holocaust is relatively new. An anonymous Japanese donor, who wanted to contribute to global tolerance and understanding, decided it was important for young people in Japan to learn more about this aspect of world history. Single-handedly, this donor has endowed the Tokyo Holocaust Education Resource Center, which is dedicated to that purpose.

At a Children’s Forum on the Holocaust held in 1999, two hundred students from schools in the Tokyo area met Holocaust survivor Yaffa Eliach. She told them about how almost every Jew in her village, young and old, was murdered by the Nazis. At the end of her talk, she reminded her audience that children have the power ‘to create peace in the future.’ A dozen of the young Japanese people there took her challenge to heart and formed a group called ‘Small Wings.’ Now the members of Small Wings, aged eight to eighteen, meet every month. They publish a newsletter, help run the Tokyo Holocaust Education Resource Center and work to interest other Japanese children in the history of the Holocaust. They do their work under the guidance of Fumiko Ishioka, the director of the Tokyo Holocaust Center.

The suitcase – Hana’s suitcase – is a key to the success of their mission. In it lies a story of terrible sadness and great joy, a reminder of the brutality of the past and of hope for the future.


[image: ]


Hana’s suitcase. Though she spelled her name with one ‘n’, the German spelling has two, as on the suitcase.


TOKYO, JAPAN

Winter 2000

REALLY
, it’s a very ordinary looking suitcase. A little tattered around the edges, but in good condition.

It’s brown. It’s big. You could fit quite a lot in it – clothes for a long trip, maybe. Books, games, treasures, toys. But there is nothing inside it now.

Every day children come to a little museum in Tokyo, Japan to see this suitcase. It sits in a glass cabinet. And through the glass you can see that there is writing on the suitcase. In white paint, across the front, there is a girl’s name: Hana Brady. A date of birth: May 16, 1931. And one other word: Waisenkind
. That’s the German word for orphan.

The Japanese children know that the suitcase came from Auschwitz, a concentration camp where millions of people suffered and died during the Second World War between 1939 and 1945. But who was Hana Brady? Where did she come from? Where was she travelling to? What did she pack? How did she become an orphan? What kind of girl was she and what happened to her?

The children are full of questions. So is the director of the museum, a slender young woman with long black hair named Fumiko Ishioka.

Fumiko and the children gently take the suitcase out of the glass case and open it. They search the side pockets. Maybe Hana left something that would be a clue. Nothing. They look under the polka-dot lining. There are no hints there either.

Fumiko promises the children to do everything she can to find out about the girl who owned the suitcase, to solve the mystery. And for the next year, she becomes a detective, scouring the world for clues to the story of Hana Brady.


NOVE MESTO, CZECHOSLOVAKIA

1930s

IN
 rolling hills in the middle of what was then Czechoslovakia, in a province called Moravia, there was a town called Nove Město. It wasn’t big, but it was famous. And in the winter, especially, it was a very busy place. People from all over the country came to cross-country ski in Nove Město. There were races to be raced. There were trails to be blazed and there were frozen ponds for skating. In the summer, there was swimming, sailing, fishing and camping.

Nove Město was home to 4,000 people. Once the town was well known for making glass. But in the 1930s, people worked in the forests and in little workshops that made skis. On the main street, there was a large, two-story white building. It had a two-story attic. And in its basement, a secret passageway led to a church on the town’s main square. In olden days, when the town was under siege, it was used by soldiers to store food and supplies for the people of Nove Město.
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The town of Nove Město and its surroundings.

The town’s general store was on the ground floor. There, you could buy almost anything – buttons, jam, oil lamps and rakes, sleigh bells, stones for sharpening knives, dishes, paper and pens and candy. On the second floor lived the Brady family: father Karel, mother Marketa, Hana and her big brother George.

Father worked six days a week in the store. He was an athlete, known to almost everyone in Nove Město for his love of soccer, skiing and gymnastics. He was also an amateur actor with a big booming voice that could be heard from one end of a playing field to the other. Because of this, Father was chosen to call the cross-country ski races over a megaphone, so that everyone could hear the action. He was a volunteer firefighter who, with other men from the town, rode the fire engine to help people in emergencies.

The Brady family opened their home to artists of all kinds – musicians, painters and poets, sculptors and actors. When they were hungry, they could always find a hot meal, produced by Boshka, the family housekeeper and cook. And their artistic talents found an eager audience, which, of course, included two impish children – Hana and George. Sometimes George was called upon to play his violin. Hana was more than willing to demonstrate her skill on the piano to anyone who would listen. And in the middle of the living room, there was a record player that was cranked up by hand. Hana played her favorite song – ‘I Have Nine Canaries’ – over and over again.

Mother was a warm and generous hostess with a good sense of humor and a very loud laugh. She, too, worked six days a week in the store and people often came in just to hear her jokes and banter. She paid special attention to poor people in Nove Město who lived on the outskirts of town. Once a week, she would prepare a bundle of food and clothing that Hana would deliver to needy neighbors. Hana was very proud of her mission and she nagged her mother to make care packages more often.
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Hana in costume for a school play.

Hana was a helper in the store, too. From the time they were very small, Hana and George had the job of keeping the shelves stocked, clean and tidy. They learned how to slice yeast, chisel small lumps off the sugar loaf, weigh spices and seasonings, and twist paper into the shape of hollow cones to be filled with candy and sold as treats. Once in a while, Mother noticed that some of those candy cones were missing. Hana never told on George. And he never told on Hana.

There were always cats around the store, who worked full-time as mouse catchers. But once, as a special treat, Mother and Father ordered fluffy white angora kittens as pets for the children. Two soft little bundles arrived through the mail in a box with breathing holes. At first, Sylva, the family wolfhound, a huge grey furry creature, sniffed around them suspiciously. But soon the kittens, who Hana named Micki and Mourek, became accepted members of the family.

Hana and George went to the public school. They were average kids, who got into regular mischief and had the usual problems and triumphs. There was just one thing that was different about them.

The Bradys were Jewish. They weren’t a religious family. But Mother and Father wanted the children to know about their heritage. Once a week, while their playmates were at church, Hana and George sat with a special teacher who taught them about Jewish holidays and Jewish history.
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Nove Město. The Brady family lived on the second floor of the fourth building from the left. Their store was on the main floor.

There were a few other Jewish families in Nove Město. But Hana and George were the only Jewish children in the town. In their early years no one really noticed or cared that they were different. Soon, though, the fact that they were Jews would become the most important thing about them.


TOKYO

Winter 2000

BACK
 in her office, half a world away in Japan and more than half a century later, Fumiko Ishioka remembered how the suitcase had come to her.

In 1998, she had begun her job as coordinator of a small museum, called the Tokyo Holocaust Center. It was dedicated to teaching Japanese children about the Holocaust. At a conference in Israel, Fumiko had met a few Holocaust survivors, people who had lived through the horrors of the concentration camps. She was astonished by their optimism and their joy in living, despite everything they had been through. When Fumiko felt sad about things in her own life, she often thought about these survivors. They were so strong-willed and wise. They had so much to teach her.
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The Holocaust Education Resource Center in Tokyo, Japan.
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Fumiko teaching children at the Center about the Holocaust.

Fumiko wanted young people in Japan to learn from the Holocaust as well. It was her job to make it happen. And it wasn’t an easy one. How she wondered could she help Japanese children understand the terrible story of what happened to millions of Jewish children on a faraway continent over fifty years ago?
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Fumiko Ishioka and one of the children visiting the Center.

She decided the best way to start would be through physical objects that the children could see and touch. She wrote to Jewish and Holocaust museums all over the world – in Poland, Germany, the United States and Israel – asking for a loan of artifacts that had belonged to children. She posted her request on the Internet. She wrote to individuals she thought might be able to help. Fumiko was looking for a pair of shoes and for a suitcase.

Everyone turned her down, telling her that the objects they had so carefully preserved were too precious to send to such a small museum, so far away. Fumiko wasn’t sure what to do next. But she wasn’t the kind of person who gave up easily. Just the opposite. The more rejections she got, the more dedicated she became.

That fall, Fumiko travelled to Poland where many Nazi concentration camps had been located. There, on the site of the most well-known camp, she visited the Auschwitz Museum. Fumiko begged for a short meeting with the Museum’s assistant director. She was given five minutes to explain what she wanted. When she left the assistant director’s office, she had a promise that her request would be considered.

A few months later, a package from the Auschwitz Museum arrived: a child’s sock and shoe, a child’s sweater, a can of Zyklon B poisonous gas and one suitcase – Hana’s suitcase.


NOVE MESTO

1938

HANA
 had blonde hair, blue eyes and a very pretty round face. She was a strong girl. Once in a while, Hana would provoke a battle with George, just to show off her muscles. Even though her brother was three years older, Hana would sometimes emerge the winner. But most of the time, Hana and George played well together.

In the summer, in the creek behind their house, they pretended to be in the navy. Climbing into an old wooden washtub, the children sailed along until one or the other pulled the plug in the middle and they sank, laughing and splashing. There were three different kinds of swings in the backyard meadow – one for a small child, a two-seater, and one that swung from a giant tree out over the creek. Sometimes, the neighborhood children would gather there for swinging contests. Who could swing the highest? Who could jump the farthest? Often it was Hana.
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Hana loved to play outdoors when she was young.

In the long halls of their apartment over the store, Hana raced on her red scooter, George on his blue one. In the winter, Hana and George built snow forts and skied. But Hana’s greatest love was skating, and she worked hard perfecting her pirouettes on Nove Město’s frozen pond. Some times, when she wore her special red skating outfit – the one with the white fur on the ends of the sleeves – she imagined herself a dancing princess. Her parents, her friends and her brother applauded both the performance and the dream.

Because her parents worked six days a week, Sunday mornings were special for the family. When they woke up, George and Hana would snuggle up in their parents’ bed under the fluffy feather comforter. On Sunday afternoons in the summer, they would all pile into the car and head off to the nearest fort or castle for a picnic, sometimes with Uncle Ludvik and Aunt Hedda who also lived in Nove Město. In the winter, there were sleigh rides and long cross-country skiing adventures. Hana was a very strong skier. On the eight-kilometer run between Nove Město and a nearby village (which had a wonderful tearoom with delicious creamy pastries), Hana always led the big family pack of cousins, even though she was the youngest.

But by New Year’s Eve 1938, there was a new and menacing feeling in the air. There was talk of war. Adolf Hitler and his Nazis were in power in Germany. Earlier that year, Hitler had taken over Austria. Then he had marched his armies into parts of Czechoslovakia. Refugees – people trying to escape the Nazis – started appearing at the Bradys’ door, asking for money, food and shelter. They always found a warm welcome from Mother and Father. But the children were mystified. Who are these people? Hana wondered. Why are they coming here? Why don’t they want to stay in their own homes?

In the evenings, after Hana and George had been sent to bed, Mother and Father would sit by the radio and listen to the news. Often friends came and joined them, and they would talk long into the night about the news they had heard. ‘We’ll keep our voices down,’ they would say, ‘so as not to wake the children.’

The conversation of the adults was so intense, the discussions so heated, that they rarely heard the squeak of floorboards in the darkened hall, as Hana and George tiptoed to their secret listening post just outside the living room. The children heard the talk about the new anti-Jewish laws in Austria. They heard about Kristallnacht
 in Germany, when gangs of Nazi thugs roamed through Jewish neighborhoods, breaking windows in homes and stores, burning synagogues, and beating people in the streets.
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The children building a snow fort.
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Hana in her special red skating outfit.
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Both Hana and George learned to ski when they were very young.

‘It couldn’t happen here, could it?’ Hana whispered to her brother.

‘Shhhh,’ said George. ‘If we talk now, they’ll hear us and we’ll be sent back to bed.’

One night, their neighbor Mr. Rott presented a shocking idea to the adults. ‘We can all feel that a war is coming,’ he began. ‘It’s not safe for Jews to be here. We should all leave Nove Město, leave Czechoslovakia, for America, for Palestine, for Canada. For anywhere. Leave now, before it’s too late.’

The rest of the group was taken aback. ‘Are you crazy, Mr. Rott?’ one asked. ‘This is our home. This is where we belong.’ And that settled that.

Despite the bad times, the Bradys were determined to celebrate the coming of 1939. On New Year’s Eve, after a feast of turkey, sausage, salami and pudding, the children got ready to play the traditional game of predicting the future. Hana, George, and their young cousins from nearby towns were given half a walnut into which they each wedged a small candle. A large basin of water was dragged into the middle of the room. Each child launched a little walnut boat into it. Eleven-year-old George’s boat wobbled in the water, turned round and round, and finally came to a stop, lopsided. His candle kept burning. Eight-year-old Hana launched hers and, for a moment, it glided along without a quiver. Then it shook, turned on its side, and the candle hit the water and went out.


TOKYO

March 2000

FROM
 the day the suitcase arrived in Tokyo, Fumiko and the children were drawn to it. Ten-year-old Akira, who usually loved to joke and tease, wondered aloud what it would be like to be an orphan. Maiko, who was older, loved to party and was an accomplished synchronized swimmer. She always became very quiet in the presence of the suitcase. It made her think about being sent away from her own friends.

The suitcase was the only object they had at the Center that was linked to a name. From the date on the suitcase, Fumiko and the children figured out that Hana would have been thirteen years old when she was sent to Auschwitz. A year younger than me, said one girl. Just as old as my big sister, said Akira.

Fumiko wrote back to the Auschwitz Museum. Could they help her find out anything about the girl who owned the suitcase? No, they replied. They knew no more than she did. Fumiko reported back to the children. ‘Try somewhere else,’ Maiko urged. ‘Don’t give up,’ said Akira. The kids chanted encouragement like a chorus: ‘Keep on looking.’ Fumiko promised to do just that.

Fumiko wrote to Yad Vashem, Israel’s Holocaust museum. No, we have never heard of a girl named Hana Brady, the director wrote. Have you tried the Holocaust Memorial Museum in Washington, DC? Fumiko rushed a letter off to Washington, but the reply was the same. We have no information about a girl named Hana Brady. How discouraging it was!

Then, out of the blue, Fumiko received a note from the museum at Auschwitz. They had discovered something. They had found Hana’s name on a list. It showed that Hana had come to Auschwitz from a place called Theresienstadt.


NOVE MESTO

1939

ON
 March 15, 1939, Hitler’s Nazi troops marched into the rest of Czechoslovakia and the Brady family’s life was changed forever. The Nazis declared that Jews were evil, a bad influence, dangerous. From now on, the Brady family and the other Jews in Nove Město would have to live by different rules.

Jews could only leave their houses at certain hours of the day. They could only shop in certain stores and only at certain times. Jews weren’t allowed to travel, so there were no more visits to beloved aunts, uncles, and grandmothers in nearby towns. The Bradys were forced to tell the Nazis about everything they owned – art, jewellery, cutlery, bank books. They hurriedly stashed their most precious papers under the shingles in the attic. Father’s stamp collection and Mother’s silver were hidden with Gentile, non-Jewish friends. But the family radio had to be taken to a central office and surrendered to a Nazi official.
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Hana and George stood by each other as the Nazi restrictions increased.

One day, Hana and George lined up at the movie theater to see ‘Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs.’ When they got to the ticket box they saw a sign that read ‘No Jews Allowed.’ Their faces red, their eyes burning, Hana and George turned on their heels and headed for home. When Hana walked in the door, she was furious and very upset. ‘What is happening to us? Why can’t I go to the movies? Why can’t I just ignore the sign?’ Mother and Father looked grimly at each other. There were no easy answers.

Every week seemed to bring a new restriction. No Jews in the playground. No Jews on the sports fields. No Jews in the parks. Soon Hana could no longer go to the gym. Even the skating pond was declared off limits. Her friends – all of them Gentiles – at first were as mystified by the rules as Hana. They sat together in school as they always had, and still had good times making mischief in the classroom and in private backyards. ‘We’ll be together forever, no matter what,’ promised Hana’s best friend Maria. ‘We’re not going to let anyone tell us who we can play with!’

But gradually, as the months dragged on, all Hana’s playmates, even Maria, stopped coming over after school and on the weekends. Maria’s parents had ordered her to stay away from Hana. They were afraid the Nazis would punish their whole family for allowing Maria to be friends with a Jewish child. Hana was terribly lonely.

With each loss of friendship and with each new restriction, Hana and George felt their world grow a little smaller. They were angry. They were sad. And they were frustrated. ‘What can we do?’ they asked their parents. ‘Where can we go now?’

Mother and Father tried their best to distract the children, to help them find new ways to have fun. ‘We are lucky,’ Mother told them, ‘because we have such a big garden. You can play hide-and-seek. You can swing from the trees. You can invent games. You can play detective in the storerooms. You can explore the secret tunnel. You can play charades. Be grateful that you have each other!’
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Hana and her mother hanging laundry.

Hana and George were grateful to have each other and they did play together, but it didn’t make them feel any better about all the things they couldn’t do anymore, all the places they couldn’t go. On a fine spring day, when the sun was shining, the two of them sat in the meadow, bored, fiddling with the grass. Suddenly Hana burst into tears. ‘It’s not fair,’ she cried. ‘I hate this. I want it to be like it was before.’ She yanked a fistful of grass out of the ground and threw it in the air. She looked at her brother. She knew he was as miserable as she was. ‘Wait here,’ he said. ‘I have an idea.’ In minutes he was back, carrying a pad of paper, a pen, an empty bottle and a shovel.

  ‘What’s all that for?’ Hana asked.

  ‘Maybe if we write down all the things that are bothering us,’ he said, ‘it’ll help us feel better.’

  ‘That’s stupid,’ Hana replied. ‘It won’t bring back the park or the playground. It won’t bring back Maria.’

But George insisted. He was, after all the big brother, and Hana didn’t have a better idea. And so for the next several hours, the children poured their unhappiness onto paper, with George doing most of the writing and Hana doing much of the talking. They made lists of things they missed, lists of things they were angry about. Then they made lists of all the things they would do, all the things they would have, and all the places they would go when these dark times were over.

When they were done, George took the sheets of paper, rolled them into a tube, stuffed them into the bottle and popped in the cork. Then the two of them walked back toward the house, stopping at the double swing. There, Hana dug a big hole. This would be a hiding place for some of their sadness and frustration. George placed the bottle at the bottom of the hole and Hana filled the space back up with earth. And when it was all over the world seemed a little lighter and brighter, at least for the day.

[image: ]


Hana and George.

It was hard to make sense of everything that was happening. Especially now that the family radio was gone. Father and Mother had depended on hearing the eight o’clock news every night from London, England to keep them informed of Hitler’s latest evil act. But Jews had been ordered inside their houses by eight. Listening to the radio was absolutely forbidden and the penalty for breaking any law was very severe. Everyone was afraid of being arrested.

Father hatched a plan, an ingenious way to get around the Nazi rules. He asked his old friend, the keeper of the big church clock, to do him a favor. Would he mind, Father asked, turning the clock back fifteen minutes in the early evenings? That way Father could rush to the neighbor’s house, hear the news, and be safely home when the bell rang at eight (which was actually eight-fifteen). The Nazi guard who patrolled the town square didn’t have a clue. And Father was thrilled that his scheme had worked. Unfortunately, the news he was able to hear on the radio was bad. Very bad. The Nazis were winning every battle, advancing on every front.


TOKYO

March 2000

THERESIENSTADT.
 Now Fumiko and the children knew that Hana had come to Auschwitz from Theresienstadt. Fumiko was excited. This was the first solid piece of information she had found about Hana. The first clue.

Theresienstadt was the name that the Nazis gave to the Czech town of Terezin. It was a pretty little town, with two imposing fortresses, first built in the 1800s to hold military and political prisoners. After the Nazis invaded Czechoslovakia, they turned Terezin into the Theresienstadt ghetto – a walled, guarded, overcrowded prison town to hold Jews who had been forced to leave their homes. Over the course of World War Two, more than 140,000 Jews were sent here – 15,000 of them were children.

Fumiko stayed up late at night, her office a glow of light in the darkened Center, reading everything she could find about Theresienstadt.

She learned that terrible things had happened in Theresienstadt, and that over the course of a few years almost everyone in the ghetto was deported again, put on trains and sent off to the more terrible concentration camps in the east which were known to be death camps.

But Fumiko also learned that brave and inspiring things happened in Theresienstadt. Among the adults were some very special people – great artists, famous musicians, historians, philosophers, fashion designers, social workers. They were all in Theresienstadt because they were Jews. An astonishing amount of talent, training and knowledge was crowded inside the walls of the ghetto. Under the noses of the Nazis and at great risk, the inmates secretly plotted and established an elaborate schedule of teaching, learning, producing and performing for both adults and children. They were determined to remind their students that – despite the war, despite the drab, cramped surroundings, despite everything – the world was a place of beauty and every individual person could add to it.

Fumiko also discovered that children in Theresienstadt were taught to paint and draw. And, miraculously, 4,500 drawings created by these children had survived the war. Fumiko’s heart began to beat more quickly. Could it be that among those drawings there might be one or more by Hana Brady?


NOVE MESTO

Autumn 1940–

Spring 1941

AUTUMN
 brought with it a chill in the air, as well as more restrictions, and hardship.

Hana was about to begin grade three, when the Nazis announced that Jewish children would no longer be allowed to go to school. ‘Now, I will never see my friends!’ Hana wailed, when her parents told her the bad news. ‘Now, I’ll never become a teacher when I grow up!’ She always dreamed of standing up at the front of the classroom and having everyone listen carefully to whatever she had to say.

Mother and Father were determined that both Hana and her brother would continue their education. Luckily, they had enough money to hire a young woman from the next village to be Hana’s tutor, and an old refugee professor to teach George.

Mother tried to be cheerful. ‘Good morning, Hana,’ she would sing out when the sun rose. ‘It’s time for breakfast. You don’t want to be late for ‘school.’’ Every morning, Hana would meet her new tutor at the dining room table. She was a kind young woman and she did her best to encourage Hana with reading, writing and arithmetic. She brought a small blackboard that she leaned up against a chair. Once in a while, she allowed Hana to draw with the chalk and bang out chalk dust in the brushes. But at this school, there were no playmates, no practical jokes, no recess. Hana found it harder to pay attention or stay focused on her lessons. In the darkness of the winter, the world seemed to be closing in on the Brady family.

Indeed, when spring came, disaster struck. In March 1941, Mother was arrested by the Gestapo, Hitler’s feared secret state police.

A letter came to the house ordering Mother to appear at nine o’clock in the morning at Gestapo headquarters in the nearby town of Iglau. In order to be there on time, she would have to leave in the middle of the night. She had one day to organize everything and say goodbye to her family.

She called Hana and George into the living room, sat on the couch, and pulled the children close to her. She told them that she would be going away for a while. Hana snuggled a little closer. ‘You must be good while I am gone,’ she said. ‘Listen carefully to Father and obey him. I will write,’ she promised. ‘Will you write back to me?’
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Hana, her mother and George in happier times.

George looked away. Hana trembled. The children were too shocked to reply. Their mother had never left them before.

When Mother tucked Hana into bed that night, she held her tightly. Mother ran her soothing fingers through Hana’s hair, just the way she had when Hana was very little. She sang Hana’s favorite lullaby, over and over again. Hana fell asleep with her arms around her mother’s neck. In the morning when Hana woke up, Mother was gone.


TOKYO

April 2000

FUMIKO
 could hardly believe it when a flat package arrived at her office in Tokyo. Just a few weeks earlier, she had written to the Terezin Ghetto Museum in what is now called the Czech Republic. Fumiko had explained in her letter how anxious she and the children were to find anything that would connect them more closely to Hana. People there said they knew nothing about Hana’s personal story. But they did know about the huge collection of children’s drawings that had been hidden in the camp. Many of the drawings were now displayed at the Jewish Museum in Prague.

Fumiko opened the package. She was so excited that her hands were shaking. There were photographs of five drawings. One was a colored drawing of a garden and a park bench. Another showed people having a picnic beside a river. The rest were in pencil and charcoal, one of a tree, another of farmhands drying hay in a field, and another of stick people carrying suitcases, getting off a train. In the top right hand corner of each of the drawings was the name ‘Hana Brady’.
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One of Hana’s drawings from Theresienstadt.


NOVE MESTO

Autumn 1941

SINCE
 she had made a promise to her mother, Hana did her best to behave well. She helped her father when she could and did her lessons. Boshka, their much-loved housekeeper, tried to cook Hana’s favorite meals and give her extra helpings of dessert. But Hana missed her mother terribly, especially at night. No one else could smooth her hair with quite the same touch. No one else could sing her lullaby. And that big booming laugh of her mother’s – everyone missed that.

The children learned that their mother was in a place called Ravensbruck, a women’s concentration camp in Germany. ‘Is it far away?’ Hana asked her father.

‘When is she coming home?’ George wanted to know. Father assured the children that he was doing everything he could to get her out.

One day Hana was reading in her room when she heard Boshka calling for her. She decided to ignore her. Hana didn’t feel like doing any chores. And what else was there to look forward to? But Boshka kept calling. ‘Hana, Hana? Where are you? Come quickly! There is something very special waiting for you at the post office.’

When she heard that, Hana dropped her book. Could it be what she hoped for most? She burst out of the house and ran down the street to the post office. Hana approached the wicket. ‘Do you have something for me?’ she asked. The woman behind the counter slid a small brown package through the hole. Hana’s heart leapt when she recognized her mother’s writing. Her fingers trembled as she opened it. Inside was a little brown heart. It was made of bread and had the initials ‘HB’ carved into it. Attached was a letter.

My dearest one, I wish you all the best on your birthday. I am sorry that I can’t help you blow out the candles this year. But the heart is a charm I made for your bracelet. Are your clothes getting too small for you? Ask Daddy and Georgie to speak to your aunts about having some new ones made for my big girl. I think about you and your brother all the time. I am well. Are you being a good girl? Will you write me a letter? I hope you and George are keeping up your studies. I am well. I miss you so much, dearest Hanichka. I am kissing you now.

Love, Mother. May 1941. Ravensbruck.
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The gifts made from bread that Hana’s mother sent to the family after she was taken away.

Hana closed her eyes and clutched the little brown bread heart. She tried to imagine that her mother was standing beside her.

That fall brought another blow. One day Father arrived home carrying three squares of cloth. On each was a yellow star of David and in the middle of the star one word: ‘Jude
’ – Jew.

‘Come children,’ said Father, as he took a pair of scissors from a kitchen drawer. ‘We need to cut out these stars and pin them on our coats. We must wear them whenever we leave the house.’
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Jews were ordered to wear yellow cloth stars whenever they went out in public.

‘Why?’ asked Hana. ‘People already know we are Jews.’

‘It’s what we must do,’ replied Father. He looked so dejected, sad and tired that Hana and George didn’t argue.

From that day on, Hana went outside less often. She would do almost anything to avoid wearing the yellow badge in public. She hated the star. It was so humiliating. It was so embarrassing. Wasn’t it enough, the children wondered, that they’d lost their park, their pond, their school and their friends? But now, when they left the house, the star was pinned to their clothing.

One Jewish man in town was not willing to obey. He’d had enough of all the rules and restrictions. So on a late September day in 1941, he left his house feeling a little brazen. He did not cut out the star and pinned the entire cloth to his coat. This tiny act of rebellion was immediately noticed by the Nazi officer in charge in Nove Město. He was furious. He declared that Nove Město must be made judenfrei
, free of Jews, immediately.

The very next morning, a big black car driven by a Nazi officer drew up in front of the Bradys’ house. Four frightened Jewish men were already huddled inside it. There was a knock on the door. Father opened it. Hana and George hung behind him. The Gestapo officer barked at Father to come out immediately. Hana and George couldn’t believe their ears. They stood there, stunned, terrified and silent. Father hugged the children, implored them to be brave. And then he, too, was gone.


TOKYO

Spring 2000
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Another of Hana’s drawings from Theresienstadt
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The Small Wings

FUMIKO
 was enchanted by Hana’s drawings. She knew they would help children better imagine what kind of person Hana had been. It would be easier for them to put themselves in her shoes. Fumiko was right.

More than ever, the children who volunteered at the Center focused their attention on Hana. Led by Maiko, some of them formed a group with a mission to let other kids know about what they were learning. They called their club ‘Small Wings.’ Once a month, they met to plan their newsletter. Everyone had a role. The older kids wrote articles. The youngest were encouraged to draw pictures. Others wrote poems. With Fumiko’s help, they sent their newsletter to schools far and wide, so others could find out about the history of the Holocaust and the search for Hana.

More than anything, they wanted to know what Hana looked like. They wanted to see the face of this little girl whose story they yearned to know. Fumiko realized that if she could find a photograph of Hana, she would be even more alive to the children as a real human being. Fumiko was determined that the search would continue.

Now that she had the drawings, a sock, the shoe, the sweater, and, of course, Hana’s suitcase, Fumiko felt it was time to open the exhibit she had been working towards, ‘The Holocaust Seen Through Children’s Eyes’.


NOVE MESTO

Winter 1941–1942

NOW
 there were only two children. No parents. George put an arm around his ten-year-old sister and promised to take care of her. Boshka, the housekeeper, tried to distract them with special treats and lighthearted talk. It didn’t work. The children were sad and they were very scared.

Hours after their father’s arrest there was another knock at the door. Hana’s heart pounded. George swallowed hard. Who have they come for now? But when the children opened the door, they found Uncle Ludvik, their beloved Uncle Ludvik. ‘I’ve just heard the bad news,’ he said, hugging Hana with one arm, George with the other. ‘You are both coming with me. You belong with family, with people who love you.’

Uncle Ludvik was a Christian who had married Father’s sister. Because he wasn’t Jewish, he was not an obvious target for the Nazis. But he was a brave man to take in George and Hana. The Gestapo had warned that terrible harm could come to anyone who helped the Jews.

[image: ]


A younger Hana with George and her doll, Nana, that was almost as big as Hana herself.

Uncle Ludvik told the children to gather up their most treasured things. Hana took her life-sized doll named Nana whom she had had since she was five. George put together all the family photographs. Each of them filled a suitcase with clothes. Hana chose a large brown suitcase that she had taken before on family trips. She loved the polka-dot lining. When everything was packed, they turned out the light and closed the door behind them.

That night, her aunt and uncle tucked Hana into a big bed with a feather-filled comforter. ‘We will care for you until your parents come back, Hana,’ they promised. ‘And we’ll be just down the hall, if you wake up in the night.’

But long after lights out, Hana lay awake, blinking into the unfamiliar darkness. It was a strange bed. And the world – now full of danger – seemed to have turned upside down. What will come next? Hana wondered with fear. Finally, she closed her eyes and fell asleep.

Hana awoke the next morning to urgent barking outside her window. Her heart pounded. What could be wrong? Then she recognized the sounds. It was Sylva, their loyal wolfhound. She had found her way across town to be with Hana and George. At least some friends, Hana thought, stay true. It was a small comfort.

Aunt Hedda and Uncle Ludvik’s house was small but comfortable, with a pretty little garden in the back. It was very close to the neighborhood school, and every day George and Hana watched the other children with their book bags, laughing, playing, on their way to their classes. ‘I want to go too!’ Hana stamped her foot in hurt and frustration. But there was nothing anyone could do.
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Hana, George and their wolfhound, Sylva.
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Hana and her loving and brave Uncle Ludvik.

In the months that followed, Uncle Ludvik and Aunt Hedda did their best to keep the children busy. George chopped wood for hours on end. Hana read books and played games. She was well liked by her cousins Vera and Jiri. Sometimes she even went to church with them.

And every day at lunchtime, Hana and George went back to their old home to eat a familiar meal with their housekeeper, Boshka, who pampered them, hugged and kissed them, and reminded them that she had promised their parents that she would keep them healthy by feeding them well.
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Hana and George helping out in the fields.
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Later, at Theresienstadt, Hana drew this picture of people working in the fields.

Every few weeks a letter would arrive from Father, who was imprisoned in the Iglau Gestapo prison. George would read only the cheerful part to his sister. George thought Hana was too young to know the whole truth about the harsh conditions in prison and how desperate Father was to be free. She was not too young, though, to be deported by the Nazis.


NOVE MESTO

May 1942

ONE
 day, a notice was delivered to Aunt Hedda and Uncle Ludvik’s house. Hana and George Brady were ordered to report to a deportation center at Trebic, fifty kilometers away from Nove Město, on May 14, 1942. This was what Uncle Ludvik had feared. He called Hana and George into his study and read them the letter. Then he tried to put the bad news in the best possible light. ‘You’re going on a trip,’ he told them. ‘Together! You’ll be going to a place where there are lots of other Jews, lots of other children to play with. Maybe there you won’t have to wear the star!’ George and Hana said very little. They were both unhappy about being uprooted again and leaving their aunt and uncle.

Hana was scared. When Boshka came to help them prepare for this strange trip, Hana peppered her with questions. ‘Where are our parents? When will we see them again? Where will we end up? What can we take with us?’ Boshka didn’t have any answers. The housekeeper told Hana that she, too, would be leaving Nove Město to stay with a brother who lived on a farm.
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This document orders Hana to be deported from her uncle’s home on April 30, 1942. In fact, she was sent to Theresienstadt on May 14.

Hana took out the large brown suitcase with the polka-dot paper lining from under her bed. She packed a sleeping bag that she hoped would give her the smell of home, no matter how far away they were sent. So did George. There was salami and sugar to tuck in amongst the clothes, as well as a few keepsakes.

Uncle Ludvik was heartbroken about sending his young niece and nephew away. He asked a driver to take them to the deportation center. Uncle Ludvik just couldn’t face it himself. He and his wife did their best to hide their tears as they said goodbye to Hana and George. They promised to wait for their return to Nove Město after the war was over. When the driver rang his bells, and the horses pulled away from the house, no one spoke a word.

A few hours later, the driver dropped Hana and George off in front of a huge warehouse. They joined the lineup near the entrance. When they reached the registration desk, they gave their names to a frowning soldier. He waved them into the dark, airless building.

The floor inside the building was covered with mats. Hana and George found two mats together in a corner and sat down. When they looked around, they realized there were hardly any other children. But there were hundreds of Jewish men and women, waiting to be sent to a place called Theresienstadt. They were all being deported.

For four days and four nights, Hana and George stayed in the warehouse, eating the food from their suitcases, sleeping on the mats. Though some of the adults tried to be kind to the children, Hana and George were not in a mood for company. They had each other and they passed the time reading, talking, napping and thinking of home. It was in this warehouse on May 16, 1942, with a few candies and a stub of a candle, that Hana Brady celebrated her eleventh birthday.


TOKYO

June 2000

THE
 exhibition ‘The Holocaust Seen Through Children’s Eyes’ drew more visitors, adults and children alike, than Fumiko had dreamed possible. The story of the Holocaust was new to many of the people who came to the Museum. As Fumiko had hoped, its tragedy was made real for them by the objects she had gathered and the story they told.

Though they were interested in the shoe, the can of Zyklon B gas, and the little sweater, it was the suitcase that became a magnet. Children and their parents constantly gathered around it and examined the writing: Hana Brady, May 16, 1931, Waisenkind –
 orphan. They read the poems written by the members of Small Wings. And they admired the drawings Hana had made in Theresienstadt. ‘Do you know any more about her?’ they asked. ‘What happened to her? What did she look like?’ Fumiko decided to re-double her efforts to find a picture of Hana. Somewhere, someone had to be able to help them. Fumiko wrote back to the Terezin Ghetto Museum. No, came the answer. We already told you. We know nothing about a girl named Hana Brady.

Fumiko just couldn’t accept this. She decided to go to Terezin herself.


DEPORTATION CENTER

May 1942

ON
 the morning of the fourth day, a loud whistle blew, and a Nazi soldier marched into the warehouse. Hana and George huddled in their corner as he barked out the orders.

‘Everyone is to appear at the train tracks in one hour. Each person is allowed one suitcase. Twenty-five kilos. Not a gram more. Form straight lines. No talking. Do as you are told.’

The voice was so harsh, so scary. Hana and George quickly got their things together. Adults tried to help them, making sure the children were ready. Poor little ones, they thought. Such a hard journey and alone, with no parents.

Under the threatening eyes of the soldiers, they all left the warehouse in single file and lined up at the tracks. From the brilliant sunlight of the morning, Hana and George stepped into the dark train, carrying their suitcases. More people piled in after them, until it was full. Then the doors slammed shut and the train began to move.


TEREZIN

July 2000

THERESIENSTADT.
 The name the Nazis gave the Czech town of Terezin. Fumiko knew that to solve the mystery of Hana’s suitcase, she had to get there. But how? The Czech Republic was thousands of miles from Japan and a plane ticket would cost a lot of money that Fumiko didn’t have.

But this time luck was on her side. Fumiko was invited to attend a conference on the Holocaust in England. From there, it would only be a short plane trip to Prague, capital of the Czech Republic. From Prague it was just a two-hour drive to Terezin. Fumiko couldn’t wait to leave.

On the morning of July 11, 2000, Fumiko got off the bus in the main square of Terezin. At first glance, it looked like an ordinary pretty town. There were wide streets lined with trees and well-kept three-story houses with flowered window boxes. But Fumiko hardly noticed. She had exactly one day to accomplish her mission. That night she would have to go back to Prague. Her plane for Japan was leaving the next morning.
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Fumiko went to modern-day Terezin.

Fumiko hadn’t phoned ahead. She had no appointment at the Museum. But directly across from the main square, she saw a long two-story pale yellow building. This was the Terezin Ghetto Museum.

Fumiko opened the heavy front door and entered the cool foyer. It was eerily quiet. Where was everybody? She poked her head into a few of the offices off the main entranceway. They were empty. There seemed to be no one in the building.

What has happened? Fumiko wondered. Could it be that everyone is out at lunch? No, it’s only ten o’clock in the morning. Fumiko went back out into the square and tapped the shoulder of a friendly looking man on a park bench. ‘Can you help me?’ she asked. ‘I’m looking for someone to help me in the Museum.’

‘Oh, you won’t find anyone there today, young lady. It’s a holiday and all the people who work there are away celebrating,’ the man replied. ‘I’m afraid you’re out of luck.’


THERESIENSTADT

May 1942

THE
 train trip was quiet, uneventful. People seemed to keep to themselves, lost in their own thoughts and fears about the future. After a few hours, the train came to an abrupt halt. The doors were flung open and the frightened passengers standing nearest to the doors could see the sign reading ‘Bohusovic Station.’ Hana squinted in the sunlight as she and George lugged their suitcases off the train. There, at the station, they were instructed to walk the rest of the way to the Theresienstadt fortress.

It was only a few kilometers, but their suitcases were cumbersome and heavy. Should we leave some things here, Hana and George wondered, to lighten our load? No, everything in their suitcases was precious, the only reminders of the life they used to have. George carried one suitcase. The other one they put on a moving cart, pushed by prisoners.
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Hana drew this picture of people getting off a train while she was at Theresienstadt.

Hana and George approached the entrance to the walled fortress and joined a lineup. Everyone was wearing a yellow star, just like them.

At the front of the line, a soldier asked people for their name, age and place of birth. Boys and men were being sent in one direction, girls and women in another. ‘Where are they going?’ Hana asked George. More than anything else, she was afraid of being separated from her brother. ‘Can I stay with you?’ she pleaded.

‘Be quiet, Hana!’ George told his sister. ‘Don’t make a fuss.’

When they reached the front of the line, the soldier stared at them. ‘Where are your parents?’ he demanded.

‘They are, uh, in another, uh, camp,’ George stammered. ‘We hope that here we might be reunited.’

The soldier wasn’t interested in conversation. He wrote down their names on index cards and searched their suitcases for money and jewellery. Then he slammed the bags shut. ‘To the left!’ he ordered George. ‘To the right!’ he ordered Hana.

  ‘Please can I stay with my brother?’ Hana asked.

‘Move! Now!’ the soldier ordered. What Hana feared most was about to happen. George gave her a quick hug. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said. ‘I’ll find you as soon as I can.’ Holding back tears, Hana picked up her suitcase and followed the other girls to Kinderheim
 (children’s home) L410, a large barrack for girls that was to be Hana’s home for the next two years.


TEREZIN

July 2000

FUMIKO
 couldn’t believe it. She was very upset – with herself and with her bad luck. I’ve come all this way and everyone who might be able to help me is on holiday. How did I manage to pick such a bad time to come to the Terezin Museum? How could I be so stupid? she thought. What do I do now?

As the hot sun beat down on her, a tear of frustration rolled down Fumiko’s cheek. She decided to go back inside the Museum to try and collect her thoughts. Maybe she could come up with a different plan.

As she sat on a bench in the foyer, she heard a rustling sound. It appeared to be coming from one of the offices at the end of the hall. Fumiko tiptoed in the direction of the sound. There, in the last office on the right, she found a woman with glasses perched on the end of her nose, sorting through a huge stack of papers.

Startled, the woman almost jumped out of her chair when she saw Fumiko. ‘Who are you?’ she asked. ‘What are you doing here? The Museum is closed.’

‘My name is Fumiko Ishioka,’ she replied. ‘I have come a long way from Japan to find out about a little girl who was here in Theresienstadt. We have her suitcase in our museum in Tokyo.’

‘Come back another day,’ the woman replied politely, ‘and someone will try and help you.’

‘But I don’t have another day,’ exclaimed Fumiko. ‘My plane to Japan leaves tomorrow morning. Please,’ she pleaded. ‘Help me find Hana Brady.’

The woman removed her glasses. She stared at the young Japanese woman and saw how anxious and determined she was. The Czech woman heaved a sigh. ‘All right,’ she said. ‘I can’t promise anything. But I’ll try and help you. My name is Ludmila.’


THERESIENSTADT

1942–43

KINDERHEIM
 L410 was a large plain building with about ten dormitory rooms. Twenty girls slept in each room, on burlap mattresses filled with straw in three-tiered bunk beds. Before the war, the town had been home to 5,000 people. The Nazis crammed ten times that number of prisoners into the same space.

There was never enough room, never enough food, never a chance for a private moment. There were too many people, too many bugs and rats, and too many Nazis who patrolled the camp with cruel discipline.

In the beginning, Hana, as a younger child, was not allowed to leave the building. That meant she couldn’t see George. He lived in Kinderheim L417, which was just for boys, a few blocks away. Hana missed him terribly, and constantly asked the older girls, who were allowed outside, for news of him. They took Hana under their wing. They felt sorry for her, alone in the world, without her mother and father, away from her brother.

Hana made friends with an older girl in the next bunk. Ella was short, dark and very lively. She had a ready laugh and was happy to spend time with a younger girl who looked up to her and whom she could comfort in difficult times.

The man who gave out tickets for food took a liking to Hana and worried about her health. He knew that Hana was always hungry. He kindly offered to sneak her extra tickets, for another ladle of watery soup, another hunk of black bread. Hana’s stomach growled and her mouth watered at the prospect of more food. But each time the offer was made, she politely said no. She’d been warned by Ella and the other older girls that she would be in big trouble with the guards if she was caught breaking a rule.

Torn from their families, crammed into small spaces, with barely enough to eat, the girls set about trying to make the best of a very bad situation. The ones over fifteen worked in the garden, where fruits, vegetables and flowers were grown for the Nazi soldiers. Once in a while, Mr. Schwartzbart, who ran the garden, allowed Hana to come out with the working group and enjoy the fresh air and sun. Hana loved the chance to work in the garden with the older girls. And there was an added bonus. A green bean here, and a strawberry there always managed to find its way into a hungry girl’s mouth.

But for the most part, Hana had to stay with girls her own age or younger, and obey the supervisor assigned to her room. Every day, they dusted, cleaned and swept under the bunks. Dishes, as well as faces, were washed under a pump. And every day there were secret classes held in the attic of Kinderheim L410.

In music classes, the girls learned new songs. They sang softly so they wouldn’t be heard by the guards. At the end of each class, one child was chosen to sing a favorite song from home. When it was Hana’s turn, she always sang a song called ‘Stonozka,’ the centipede song.


Her life is not a piece of cake.


Imagine how she suffers when


She walks until her tootsies ache.


She’s got good reason to complain.


So when I want to cry the blues

I just recall the centipede.


Consider walking in her shoes

And then my life seems sweet indeed
.

There were sewing classes, too. Hana had never sewn a stitch in her life, and she had a hard time with the needle. The teacher often had to ask Hana to stop giggling when she made a silly mistake. Nonetheless she managed to finish a blue blouse of which she was very proud.

But Hana’s favorite class was her art class. Painting and drawing supplies were hard to come by. Some people had smuggled them into the ghetto in suitcases. Paper had been stolen, sometimes at great risk, from the Nazi storerooms. Plain wrapping paper was used when nothing else could be found. One way or another, in the early days, there were always crayons and colored pencils.

The art teacher, Friedl Dicker-Brandeis, had been a famous painter and was now a fellow prisoner at Theresienstadt. Friedl taught her students about serious things like perspective and texture. And sometimes the girls drew pictures of serious subjects: the ghetto walls, people waiting in line for food, inmates being beaten by Nazi soldiers.

But, more than anything, Friedl wanted her classes to help the children forget their brutal surroundings, at least for a while. ‘Think of space,’ she told Hana and the others. ‘Think of freedom. Let your imagination run wild. Tell me what is in your hearts. Put it down on paper.’

For a treat, she would take them to the roof of the building, so they could be closer to the sky. From there, they could look beyond the walls of the camp and see the surrounding mountains in the distance. The girls could dream of birds and butterflies, of ponds and swings. And, using their crayons and pencils, they could bring them to life. When classes were over and all the chores were done, they played a board game called Smelina
, which had been invented right there in the ghetto. It was based on Monopoly, created for the children by an engineer named Oswald Pock who had been deported to Terezin. The players would land on properties like Entwesung
, the de-lousing station where clothes were disinfected, and the guards’ barracks. Instead of building a hotel, players built a kumbal
, an attic hideaway above the barracks. For money, players used the ghetto paper bills called ghetto kronen
.
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Hana’s drawing of people having a picnic under an umbrella, beside a river.

But no matter what the distractions, Hana always ended up feeling hungry and lonely. She missed George terribly. Then one day there was an announcement that the ghetto rules were changing. The girls were allowed to go out once a week for two hours.

Hana immediately raced across the square to the Boys’ House. ‘George, George Brady!’ she called. ‘Where is my brother? Have you seen my brother?’ She ran from room to room, asking every boy she came across. So anxious was Hana to find her brother that she even opened the door to a bathroom. And there was George, working away at his new job as a plumber. What a joyous reunion it was! George threw down his tools and Hana rushed into his arms. They laughed. They cried. Questions tumbled from their mouths. ‘Are you well? Have you heard anything about Mother and Father? Are you getting enough to eat?’ From then on, they took advantage of every opportunity to be together.

George took his responsibility as a big brother seriously. He felt it was his job to protect Hana and to make sure she didn’t get into trouble. He wanted to keep her as happy and healthy as possible until they could be with their parents again.

And Hana was equally devoted to George. In Terezin, where there was never enough to eat, residents received a small buchta
, a plain doughnut, once a week. Hana never ate hers. She brought it to George so he could be strong and stay sweet.

In Theresienstadt, it seemed to Hana that more people arrived every day. Men, women and children came from all over Czechoslovakia at first, and then from other European countries. Every time a new group of people got off the trains, Hana would look for familiar faces. And sometimes, when she was feeling strong, she would approach strangers and ask, ‘Do you know my mother and father? Have you been to a place called Ravensbruck? My mother is there! Do you have any news of Karel and Marketa Brady?’ The answer was always the same, but delivered with kindness and a barely concealed pity. ‘No dear, we don’t know your mother and father. But if we hear anything – anything at all – we will find you and tell you.’

Then one day, a familiar face did appear – an old friend of her parents who had no children of her own. At first, Hana was thrilled to see her. Anything that reminded Hana of home, that brought her a tiny step closer to her mother and father, was a comfort. But suddenly it seemed that wherever Hana went, the woman was waiting for her. Every time Hana turned a corner, she was there. She pinched Hana’s cheek, gave her kisses. And then one day, she went too far.

‘Come here, little one,’ she said, holding her hand out. ‘Remember all our good times together. Don’t be shy. Don’t be lonely. You can come and see me every day. You can call me ‘mother.’ ‘

    ‘I have a mother,’ Hana spat out. ‘Go away! Leave me alone.’ Hana refused to see the woman again. She missed her own mother. No one could take her place.


TEREZIN

July 2000

AT
 the Terezin Ghetto Museum, Ludmila sat down behind her desk and stared at the young Japanese woman perched on the edge of the seat across from her. Fumiko’s strong determination was written all over her face. She liked Fumiko and wanted to help her find out more about this girl, this Hana Brady.

She pulled a big book off the shelves. Inside were the names of the almost 90,000 men, women and children who had been imprisoned at Theresienstadt and transported to the east. They turned to the B’s: Brachova, Hermina. Brachova, Zusana. Brada, Tomas. Bradacova, Marta. Bradleova, Zdenka.

‘Here she is,’ cried Ludmila. And there she was: Hana Brady, May 16, 1931. ‘How can I find out more about her?’ Fumiko asked.
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From this list Fumiko learns that Hana had a brother.

‘I wish I knew,’ Ludmila replied.

‘But look,’ said Fumiko, pointing to another line in the book. There was another Brady, listed right under Hana. ‘Could this be her family?’ Fumiko wondered aloud. Ludmila looked at the birth dates. Three years apart. ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘chances are very good that this was a brother. The Nazis listed families together.’

There was something else that Fumiko noticed. Beside Hana’s name was a check mark. In fact, there was a check mark beside every name on the page – except one. Beside the other Brady, George Brady, there was nothing. What did this mean?


THERESIENSTADT

1943–44

AS
 the days and months passed, Theresienstadt became more crowded and cramped. New trainloads of people arrived all the time. This meant that there was less food for everyone and people became weak and sick. The oldest and youngest people were most at risk.

One day, after she had been in the ghetto for a year, Hana received an urgent message from her brother: Meet me at the Boys’ House at six in the evening. I have a wonderful surprise for you.

George couldn’t wait to share the good news.

‘Grandmother is here! She arrived last night!’

The children were overjoyed at the thought of seeing their grandmother. They were also worried. George and Hana’s grandmother had been a refined woman who lived a cultured, comfortable life in the capital city of Prague. It was this generous grandmother who had given them their scooters. When they visited her in the big city, she always gave them bananas and oranges. But in recent years, she had been quite ill. How would she manage in this awful place? Not well, it turned out.

The children found her in an overcrowded attic, with only straw to sleep on, one of many old, sick people. It was the middle of July and the attic was boiling hot. They were horrified by what they saw. Their gentle, elegant grandmother looked terrible. Her beautiful white hair, always so perfectly combed in the past, was a mess. Her clothes were torn and soiled. ‘I’ve brought you one of my paintings,’ Hana exclaimed, thinking it might put a smile on the old woman’s face. But her grandmother could barely turn her head. Instead Hana folded the coarse paper and made her painting into a fan. ‘Rest,’ she told her grandmother as she tried to create a cooling breeze. Hana felt proud to be in charge of trying to help her grandmother feel better.

Hana soon learned that old people in Theresienstadt were given the smallest and worst rations. The food her grandmother got just wasn’t enough and was often crawling with bugs. And there was no medicine. The children visited as often as they could and tried to cheer her up, bringing crafts they’d made and singing songs they’d learned.
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The now renovated girls’ barracks in Theresienstadt, where Hana lived.

‘This bad time will all be over soon,’ George told her. ‘Mother and Father are counting on us all to stay strong,’ Hana said.

But in three months time, their grandmother was dead. Beyond Hana and George, few people took much notice. Death was all around them. In fact, so many people were dying so fast, the cemetery was full. Clinging to each other, Hana and George tried to remember the happy times with their grandmother, and cried together.

As more people poured into Terezin, thousands more poured out. They were crammed into boxcars and sent eastward to an unknown fate. Rumors about the transports spread inside the walls of Theresienstadt. Some tried to convince themselves and others that a better life awaited the people who were sent away on the trains. But as time went on, stories of death camps, brutality and mass murder circulated widely. When people spoke of these things, Hana covered her ears.

Every few weeks, the dreaded lists would be posted in each building. People whose names were on them had to report to an assembly hall close to the railway station within two days.

Lists. Everywhere there were lists. The Nazis were systematic record keepers and they wanted all their prisoners to know it. Through the constant counting and listing of people, the Nazis reminded the inmates who was in charge. Everyone knew that being counted, being noticed, could mean a transport and another separation from family and friends.

One morning, as Hana was doing her chores, everyone in the camp was ordered to stop what they were doing and assemble on a huge field outside the town. Everyone – old and young. They were marched out by Nazi guards carrying machine guns, and ordered to stand there with no food, no water, and a sense that something terrible was about to happen. Hana and the other girls didn’t even dare to whisper among themselves.

Hana couldn’t bear the thought that she might be separated from George. Or from the girls in Kinderheim L410, who had become almost like sisters. Wasn’t it enough that her parents had been taken away from her? Ella stood beside her and tried to cheer her up with smiles and winks. But after four hours of standing, Hana could no longer contain her despair. She began to cry.

Ella slipped her a tiny piece of bread she had hidden in her coat. ‘Eat this, Hana,’ she quietly implored. ‘You will feel better.’ But Hana’s tears kept coming. The big girl then turned to her. ‘Listen carefully to me,’ she whispered. ‘You are unhappy and scared. That’s just how the Nazis want to see us, all of us. You can’t give them the satisfaction, Hana. You can’t give them what they want. We are stronger and better than that. You must dry up those tears, Hana, and put on a brave face.’ Miraculously, Hana did.

The Nazi commander began shouting out names. Everyone had to be accounted for. Finally, after eight hours of standing in a bitter wind, everyone was ordered to march back to the barracks.

It was September, 1944. When the Nazis began to realize that they were losing the war they announced that more people would be leaving Theresienstadt. The transports were sped up. Now a new list of names went up every day.

Each morning, her heart pounding, Hana ran down to the main entrance of the building where the list was posted. And one day there it was – the name she dreaded finding – George Brady. Hana’s knees buckled. She sat down on the ground and cried. George, her beloved brother, her protector, was being sent away to the east. That wiry boy, now a young man, was told to report to the trains along with 2,000 other able-bodied men.

At their last meeting, on the dirt path between the Boys’ House and Kinderheim L410, George asked Hana to listen carefully. ‘I leave tomorrow,’ he said. ‘Now, more than ever, you must eat as much as you can. You must breathe fresh air at every opportunity. You must take care of your health. Be strong. Here is my last ration. Eat every last crumb.’

George gave Hana a huge bear hug and gently pushed the hair out of her eyes. ‘I promised Mother and Father that I would take care of you and bring you home safely so that we can all be together as a family again. I don’t want to break that promise.’ Then the curfew whistle screamed and George was gone.

Hana became despondent. She couldn’t bear the separation from her brother. First her parents, and now George. She felt so terribly alone in the world. Sometimes, when the other girls tried to cheer her up, Hana turned her face away or even snapped at them, ‘Can’t you just leave me alone?’

Only gentle Ella could convince her to eat her meager rations. ‘Remember what your brother told you. You need to take care of yourself and stay strong – for him.’

Four weeks later, Hana learned that she, too, was going east. A reunion! ‘I’ll see George again,’ she told everyone. ‘He’s waiting for me.’

She sought out Ella. ‘Can you help me?’ she asked. ‘I want to look nice when I see my brother. I want to show him how well I’ve taken care of myself.’ Despite her own fears, Ella wanted to nourish the hopes of her young friend. She smiled at Hana and set to work. She got water at the pump and used her last little square of soap to wash Hana’s face and to clean her knotted, dirty hair. With a piece of rag she tied Hana’s hair into a ponytail. She pinched Hana’s cheeks to bring up a little red. Ella stood back and looked at the results of her efforts. Hana’s face shone with hope. ‘Thank you Ella,’ Hana said, hugging the bigger girl. ‘I don’t know what I would do without you.’ For the first time since George had been sent away, she looked happy.

That night, Hana packed her suitcase. There wasn’t much to put into it: a few pieces of pretty worn out clothing, one of her favorite drawings from Friedl’s art class, a book of stories that Ella had given her. When she was done, Hana got into her bunk and slept her last night in Theresienstadt.

The next morning, she and many of the other girls from Kinderheim L410 were marched out to the railroad track. Nazi guards barked orders and their dogs bared their teeth and growled. No one stepped out of line.

‘Where do you think we are going?’ Hana whispered to Ella. No one really knew. The girls boarded the darkened rail car one by one, until there was not an inch of room left in the train. The air turned sour. And the wheels began to turn.

The train chugged on for a day and a night. There was no food. There was no water. There was no toilet. The girls had no idea how long the journey would be. Their throats were parched, their bones ached, their stomachs twitched with hunger.

They tried to comfort each other, singing songs of home. ‘Lean on me,’ Ella said softly, ‘and listen, Hana.’





So when I want to cry the blues

I just recall the centipede.


Consider walking in her shoes

And then my life seems sweet indeed.






The girls held hands. They closed their eyes and tried to imagine being somewhere else. Each girl imagined something different. When Hana closed her eyes, she saw the strong, smiling face of her brother.

And then suddenly, in the middle of the night on October 23, 1944, the wheels of the train ground to a screeching halt. The doors were opened. The girls were ordered out of the boxcar. This was Auschwitz.

An angry guard ordered them to stand straight and silent on the platform. He held tight the leash of a large dog straining to pounce. The guard looked the group up and down quickly. He cracked his whip in the direction of one girl who had always been embarrassed by how tall she was. ‘You,’ he said, ‘over there, to the right!’ He cracked his whip one more time at another of the older girls. ‘You, there too.’ Then he called over to a group of young soldiers who stood at the edge of the platform. ‘Take them, now!’ he ordered, pointing to Hana and the rest of her group. Huge searchlights almost blinded the girls. ‘Leave your suitcases on the platform,’ the soldiers commanded.

Through a wrought iron gate and under the watchful eyes of the surly dogs and uniformed men, Hana and her old roommates were marched off. Hana held on tight to Ella’s hand. They passed huge barracks, saw the skeleton-like faces of prisoners in their striped uniforms peeking out the doors. They were ordered to enter a large building. The door closed behind them with a frightening bang.


TEREZIN

July 2000

‘WHAT
 does the check mark mean?’ asked Fumiko, as she looked at the page listing Hana Brady and George Brady.

Ludmila hesitated and then spoke carefully. ‘The check mark means that the person didn’t survive.’

Fumiko lowered her eyes to the paper again. Hana’s name had a check mark beside it. Like almost all the 15,000 children who passed through Theresienstadt, Hana had died at Auschwitz.

Fumiko bowed her head and closed her eyes. She had already guessed the awful truth. But hearing it spoken, seeing it on paper was still a blow. Fumiko sat silently for a few minutes, trying to take it all in.

And then she gathered herself together and looked up. Hana’s story was not over. Now, more than ever, Fumiko wanted to know everything about her – for herself, for the children waiting for her back in Japan, and for Hana’s memory. She was absolutely determined that this life, ended so unjustly, at such a young age, would not be forgotten. It had become her mission to make sure of this. The quest was not over.

‘There is no check mark beside George’s name,’ Fumiko said. ‘Is there any way,’ she stammered, ‘that we can find out about him? What happened to him? Where did he go? Is he still alive?’ If she could only find him, he might help her discover more about Hana. Fumiko began to tremble with excitement.

Ludmila looked sadly across the desk at Fumiko. She could see how badly Fumiko wanted to know. ‘I have no idea what happened to him,’ she said softly. ‘The war was such a long time ago, you know. He could have gone anywhere in the world. He could even have changed his name. Or he could have died, long after the war.’

‘Please,’ Fumiko pleaded, ‘you have to help me find him.’

The woman sighed and turned back to the bookshelves crammed with bound volumes of names on lists. ‘We can keep looking for clues in here,’ she said. For an hour, Fumiko and Ludmila sorted through books filled with names, looking for another mention of George Brady. And finally, they found one.

He was on the list of inmates of Kinderheim L417, the Boys’ House at Theresienstadt. The names were clumped in groups of six, since two boys shared each mattress in the three-tiered bunks. When Ludmila checked the names listed with George Brady, she looked up at Fumiko with a start.

‘Kurt Kotouc,’ she said. ‘Kurt Kotouc,’ she repeated. ‘I know that name. He’s alive. I think George Brady’s bunkmate used to live in Prague, but I have no idea where. If we can locate him, maybe he can tell you what happened to Hana’s brother. Unfortunately, there’s nothing more I can do for you here. Try the Jewish Museum in Prague. Maybe someone there can help.’

Fumiko thanked Ludmila over and over again for all she had done. She hugged her and promised to let her know about the results of her sleuthing. Ludmila wished Fumiko luck. Then Fumiko picked up her briefcase and ran out of the office into the town square. The bus for Prague was due at any moment.


PRAGUE,

July 2000

FUMIKO
 had only a few hours of daytime left before her plane left for Japan early the next morning. As soon as she got off the bus in Prague, she hailed a taxi. ‘The Jewish Museum, please,’ she said, trying to catch her breath.

She arrived at the Prague Jewish Museum just before closing time. The guard told her to come back the next day. ‘But I can’t,’ pleaded Fumiko. ‘I have to go back to Japan tomorrow morning. I’m here to see Michaela Hajek. She helped me find some very important drawings.’ When nothing else seemed to convince the guard, Fumiko bent the truth a little. ‘She’s expecting me,’ Fumiko told the man confidently. And he let her in.

This time, luck was on Fumiko’s side. The woman was in her office and remembered the story of Hana. She listened carefully as Fumiko explained what she had found out.

  ‘I have heard of Kurt Kotouc,’ Michaela said quietly. Fumiko could barely believe it. ‘I will try and help you find him,’ Michaela promised. She understood that Fumiko had no time to lose.

Fumiko sat quietly as Michaela made phone call after phone call. Each person Michaela spoke to gave her another number to try and wished her well in the search. Finally she reached an office where Mr. Kotouc worked as an art historian. She handed the phone to Fumiko who tried to explain what she was looking for. The secretary wanted to help, but told her Mr. Kotouc was leaving on an overseas trip that evening. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said to Fumiko, ‘a meeting will be impossible.’ No, he didn’t even have time for a phone call.

Michaela watched as Fumiko’s face fell. She got back on the phone herself and pleaded with the secretary. ‘You have no idea how desperate this young woman is. She has to go back to Japan in the morning. This is her only chance.’ The secretary finally relented.

Two hours later, the sky was dark and the Museum was officially closed. All the staff had gone home. But one office was still brightly lit. There, Fumiko and Michaela awaited the arrival of Mr. Kotouc.

Finally he came. The heavyset man with bright eyes had much to tell. ‘I only have half an hour,’ he said, ‘before I leave for the airport. Of course, I remember George Brady. We shared a bunk in Theresienstadt and much more. You never forget the connections you make with people in a place like Theresienstadt. Not only that,’ he said, ‘we are still friends. He lives in Toronto, Canada.’

Mr. Kotouc pulled out a small leather book. ‘Here’s what you’re looking for,’ he said with a smile.

He wrote down George Brady’s address and gave it to Fumiko. ‘Oh, Mr. Kotouc, I can’t thank you enough,’ Fumiko said.

‘Good luck,’ he told Fumiko. ‘I’m so happy that children in Japan want to understand the lessons of the Holocaust.’ And then Mr. Kotouc practically flew out of the office, baggage in hand.

Fumiko beamed from ear to ear. All her persistence had paid off. She told Michaela how grateful she was for her help.

The next morning Fumiko settled in her seat for the long flight to Japan. She was still tingling with excitement. She tried to recall all the news she had for the children at the Center. When she thought about Hana having a big brother, Fumiko couldn’t help picturing her own little sister, three years younger. Fumiko had always been her protector and she tried to imagine what she would do if her little sister were in danger. The very thought made her shudder. She looked out the window as the story repeated itself over and over in her mind. After an hour, she fell into a deep sleep, the first one she’d had in a long time.


TOKYO

August 2000

BACK
 in Tokyo, Fumiko called a special meeting of Small Wings. She shared every detail of her adventure with the members. The sad news came first. With the children around her in a circle, Fumiko told them, in a quiet voice, what they had already imagined. Hana had died at Auschwitz.

‘But I have a wonderful surprise,’ Fumiko said. The faces of the children brightened. ‘Hana had a brother named George – and he survived!’

The questions started flying at once. ‘Where is he?’ asked Maiko. ‘How old is he?’ one boy wanted to know. ‘Does he know that we have Hana’s suitcase?’ asked Akira. Fumiko told them everything she knew. And she said she would work late that very night so that she could write George a letter.

‘Can we send something with it?’ asked Maiko. The older kids scattered to quiet spots around the Center to compose poems. ‘What can I do?’ Akira asked Maiko.
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A tribute to Hana by children at the Holocaust Center.
 They used the German spelling of Hana’s name because it was spelled that way on the suitcase.


  ‘Draw a picture of Hana,’ she replied.

  ‘But I don’t know what she looks like,’ he said.

  ‘Just draw her as you imagine her,’ Maiko said.

And Akira did.

Fumiko wrote her own letter very carefully. She knew that receiving it would come as a shock to George. She knew that some Holocaust survivors refused to ever speak about their experiences. She worried that his memories might be so bitter and painful that he wouldn’t want to hear anything about Hana’s suitcase and the Holocaust Center in Japan.

Fumiko had copies made of Hana’s drawings and packaged them carefully, along with the children’s writings and artwork. Then she took the parcel down to the post office, crossed her fingers, and sent it off to Canada.


TORONTO, CANADA

August 2000

IT
 was a warm and sunny August afternoon. Seventy-two-year-old George Brady had come home from work early and had planned to spend a quiet afternoon in the empty house, clearing up some bills. He was sitting at his dining room table when he heard the footsteps of the mailman, the whoosh of envelopes being shoved through the slot, and the thunk of them landing on the floor. I’ll get them later, he thought. Then the doorbell rang.

When he opened the door, the mailman was standing there. ‘This wouldn’t fit through,’ he said, handing a package to George. The package was postmarked Japan. What could this be? George wondered. He didn’t know anyone in Japan.

When he opened the package and began to read the letter, George’s heart began to pound. He closed his eyes. He opened them, blinking hard, making sure that what he was reading was real. Was this a daytime dream he was having?
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George Brady today.

The loss of his sister Hana was George’s most private and deepest sorrow. He had lived with it for over half a century and had never been able to get over the feeling that he should have been able to protect his little sister.

Now, somehow, halfway around the world, her story was being told and her life was being honored. George was stunned. He sat down and let his mind wander back fifty-five years.

When Auschwitz was liberated in January 1945, George Brady was seventeen years old. He had survived the horrors of the camp by starting out young and strong, by good luck, and by using the trade he had learned at Theresienstadt – plumbing. When he was freed, he was very weak and painfully thin. But George was determined to make his way back to Nove Město – to his parents and his little sister Hana. He desperately wanted his family to be together again.

By foot, by train and by hitchhiking, George made it back to the home he loved in May 1945. He went straight for Uncle Ludvik and Aunt Hedda’s house. It was the last place where he had known family, love and safety. When they opened the door and found their nephew standing there, aunt and uncle fell on him – hugging, kissing, touching, crying – barely able to believe that George was alive.

But the unbridled happiness of the reunion was short-lived. ‘Where are Mother and Father?’ George asked. Ludvik and Hedda were forced to tell him the terrible truth. Marketa had been sent from Ravensbruck to Auschwitz and murdered there in 1942. Karel was killed there the same year. ‘And Hana?’ George whispered. All his aunt and uncle knew was that she had been sent to Auschwitz.

For months, George nursed the faint hope that somehow, somewhere, Hana would appear. He searched for her in every young girl’s face he saw, in every ponytail that swished by, in every jaunty step of a healthy child on the street. One day, George encountered a teenaged girl on the main street in Prague. She stopped in front of him.

‘George?’ she asked. ‘Are you not George Brady, Hana’s brother? My name is Marta. I knew Hana. All of us older girls at Theresienstadt loved her.’ George searched Marta’s eyes for information, for hope. She realized that George didn’t yet know the final truth about his sister. ‘George,’ she told him quietly, plainly, taking hold of his hands. ‘Hana was sent to be killed in the gas chamber at Auschwitz, the same day she arrived there. I’m sorry, George. Hana is dead.’ George’s knees turned to jelly and the world went black.


TORONTO

August 2000

IN
 the more than half a century since George learned the terrible fates of his parents and sister, much had happened. At seventeen, George had left Nove Město. He moved from city to city in Europe, carrying his only treasured possession – the box of family photographs that Uncle Ludvik and Aunt Hedda had hidden for him. Then, in early 1951, he moved to Toronto and set up a plumbing business with another Holocaust survivor. It was very successful. George married, became the father of three sons and, much later, of a daughter.

George was proud of the fact that – despite his suffering during the Holocaust and the fact that his mother, father and sister had been murdered by the Nazis – he had moved on with his life. He was a successful businessman, a proud father. He thought of himself as a healthy person who, for the most part, put his wartime experiences behind him. But whatever he accomplished, whatever joy he felt, it was always tinged with the memory of his beautiful little sister and the horror of her fate.
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Fumiko’s letter to George.

And now, here he was, with a letter from halfway around the world, telling him how his sister’s suitcase was helping a new generation of Japanese children learn about the Holocaust. The letter from Fumiko also asked, very gently, for his help.



Please forgive me, if my letter hurts you by reminding you of your difficult experiences. But I would very much appreciate if you would kindly be able to tell us about your and Hana’s story. We would like to know about the time you spent with Hana before you were sent to the camp, the things that you talked with her about, your and her dreams. We are interested in anything that would help children here in Japan feel close to you and Hana. We want to understand what prejudice, intolerance, and hatred did to young Jewish children.

   If possible, I would also be grateful if you could lend us any family photos. I know that most Holocaust survivors lost their family photographs, along with their families. But if you do have any pictures, it would greatly help us with our goal to give every child in Japan a chance to learn about the Holocaust. We at the Tokyo Holocaust Center and the children of Small Wings are all so excited to know that Hana had a brother and that he survived.

  It was signed ‘Fumiko Ishioka.’

George could hardly believe it. Such amazing connections and strange coincidences had brought three worlds together: the world of children in Japan, George in Canada, and the lost world of a Jewish girl from Czechoslovakia who died so long ago. George wiped the tears from his cheek and then smiled to himself. Hana’s young face was so clear to him. He could almost hear her laugh, and feel her soft hand in his. George went to the large wooden dresser and pulled out a photograph album. He wanted to get in touch with Fumiko Ishioka as soon as possible.


TOKYO

September 2000

EVER
 since she had sent the letter to Toronto, Fumiko had been a bundle of nerves. Would George Brady write back? Will he help us to know Hana?

Even the letter carrier who delivered the mail to the Center knew how anxious Fumiko was. ‘Anything from Canada today?’ she would ask the minute she saw him walking up the path to the front door. He hated to see her disappointment when, day after day, the answer was no.

Then on the last day of the month, Fumiko was in the middle of welcoming forty guests at the Center. They were teachers and students who had come to learn about the Holocaust and to see the suitcase. Out of the corner of her eye, through a window, she saw the letter carrier walking very quickly toward the building with a huge smile on his face. Fumiko excused herself and ran to meet him. ‘Here it is,’ he said, beaming. And he handed her a thick envelope from Toronto.
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Hana

‘Oh thank you,’ Fumiko cried. ‘Thank you for making my day!’

She took the letter to her office and opened it. As she unfolded the pages, photos spilled out. Four photographs of Hana, her blonde hair shining around her smiling face.

Fumiko screamed. She couldn’t help it. Some of the visiting teachers and students rushed to her office door. ‘What’s wrong? What’s the matter?’ they asked.

‘Nothing is wrong,’ she told them, stumbling over her words. ‘I’m just so happy, so excited. Here, look, this is a picture of Hana. This is the beautiful little girl whose story we have worked so hard to find.’

Along with the photographs, there was a long letter from George. In it, Fumiko learned about Hana’s happy early days in Nove Město, about her family, and how she loved to ski and skate. It was comforting to know that Hana had had a good life before the war ruined everything.

And Fumiko learned about George, too. As she read about his life in Canada, his children and his grandchildren, Fumiko was bursting with happiness. She began to cry. He survived, she repeated over and over to herself. He survived. More than that, he has a beautiful family. She couldn’t wait to tell the children of Small Wings.


TOKYO

March 2001

‘CALM
 down,’ Fumiko said with a smile. ‘They’ll be here soon, I promise.’

But nothing she said could tame the excitement of the children that morning. They buzzed around the Center, checked their poems, straightened their clothes for the umpteenth time, told silly jokes just to make the time move faster. Even Maiko, whose job it was to calm everyone else down, was jumpy.

Then, finally, the waiting was over. George Brady had arrived. And he had brought with him his seventeen-year-old daughter, Lara Hana.

Now the children became very quiet. At the Center’s front entrance, they crowded around George. They bowed to him, as is the custom in Japan. George bowed back. Akira presented George with a beautiful multi-colored origami garland. All the children jostled gently for the chance to be nearest to him. After so many months of hearing about George from Fumiko, they were thrilled to finally meet him in person.
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Fumiko holds a picture of the suitcase as George Brady talks to children during his trip to Japan and the Holocaust Centre.

Fumiko took George’s arm. ‘Come with us, now, and see your sister’s suitcase.’ They walked to the display area.

And there, surrounded by the children, with Fumiko holding one of his hands and his daughter, Lara, holding the other, George saw the suitcase for the first time in over half a century.

Suddenly, an almost unbearable sadness came over him. Here was the suitcase that belonged to his little sister. There was her name written right on it. Hana Brady. His beautiful, strong, mischievous, generous, fun-loving sister. She had died so young and in such a terrible way. George lowered his head and let the tears flow freely.

But, a few minutes later, when he looked up, he saw his daughter. He saw Fumiko, who had worked so hard to find him and the story of Hana. And he saw the expectant faces of all those Japanese children for whom Hana had become so important, so alive.

George realized that, in the end, one of Hana’s wishes had
 come true. Hana had become a teacher. Because of her – her suitcase and her story – thousands of Japanese children were learning about what George believed to be the most important values in the world: tolerance, respect, and compassion. What a gift Fumiko and the children have given me, he thought. And what honor they have given Hana.

Fumiko asked the children to sit in a circle. She beamed with pride as, one by one, they presented George with their drawings and poems about Hana. When they had finished, Maiko stood up, took a deep breath, and read a poem aloud.

Hana Brady, thirteen years old, was the owner of this suitcase.

Fifty-five years ago, May 18, 1942 – two days after Hana’s eleventh birthday – she was taken to Terezin in Czechoslovakia.

October 23, 1944, crowded into the freight train, she was sent to Auschwitz.

She was taken to the gas chamber right after.

People were allowed to take only one suitcase with them.

I wonder what Hana put in her suitcase.

Hana would have been sixty-nine years old today, but her life stopped when she was thirteen.

I wonder what kind of girl she was.

A few drawings she made at Terezin – these are the only things she left for us.

What do these drawings tell us?

Happy memories of her family?

Dreams and hopes for the future?

Why was she killed?

There was one reason.

She was born Jewish.

Name: Hana Brady. Date of Birth: May 16, 1931.

Orphan.

We, Small Wings, will tell every child in Japan what happened to Hana.

We, Small Wings, will never forget what happened to one-and-a-half-million Jewish children.

We children can make a difference in building peace in the world – so that the Holocaust will never happen again.

By Small Wings, December 2000, Tokyo, Japan.

Translated from Japanese by Fumiko Ishioka.



AFTERWORD
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HANA’S
 suitcase continues its journey.

After spending time with the children at the Holocaust Center in Tokyo, George and Lara Brady, along with Fumiko Ishioka and Small Wings leader Maiko Kurihara, visited Hiroshima to share Hana’s story with students and teachers there.

As of May 2002, the exhibition ‘The Holocaust Seen Through Children’s Eyes’ has travelled to over fifty places around Japan, and has been seen by more than 52,000 people.



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS


FIRST
 and foremost, my thanks go to George Brady and Fumiko Ishioka. This is their story. Each of them, with remarkable dedication and generosity, helped to bring the book together. They are very tenacious and compassionate people, driven by the desire to make the world a better place, and to bring attention and honor to the memory of Hana Brady. I salute them.

My heart jumped the first time I learned of Hana’s suitcase in an article by Paul Lungen in the Canadian Jewish News
. The story so touched me that I decided to come out of ‘exile’ and produce my first radio documentary in a dozen years. The result was ‘Hana’s Suitcase,’ which aired on The Sunday Edition
 on CBC Radio One in January 2001.

The first phone call I received after the broadcast came from a tearful Margie Wolfe, who said right then and there that I had to write this book. Margie is one of my favorite people in the whole world – a fiercely loyal friend, and a hilarious, kooky, exuberantly talented woman whom I can now refer to as ‘my publisher’ with feigned nonchalance.

Along with Margie, Sarah Swartz brought a clear and gentle touch to the editorial process. Jeffrey Canton, as well as the women of Second Story Press, Carolyn Foster and Laura McCurdy, also made important contributions. Reynold Gonsalves knows that without his patience and skill in the radio studio and on the computer, my life would be much more complicated than it already is. Thank you also to Carmelita Tenerife for her sustaining care and Teresa Brady for her kindness.

My sensational circle of women friends were morale boosters, babysitters, and all-round hand holders in this writing project: Susanne Boyce, Cate Cochran, Joy Crysdale, Brooke Forbes, Francine Pelletier, Geraldine Sherman and Talin Vartanian. I want to give special thanks to 9-year-old Madeline Cochran for being an early reader of the manuscript. Her (and her mother’s) suggestions were great!

No daughter could ask for more support and cheer-leading from her parents. My mother, Helen, and my father, Gil, taught me (among many other things) to celebrate human struggle, to know the past and to fight for a better future. And they gave me the best big sister, Ruthie Tamara, who has encouraged me in every way.

Michael Enright – my beau and co-vivant – thought I could write a book long before I did, and never missed an opportunity to tell me so. His confidence in me, and his unvarnished enthusiasm about this project, terrified and thrilled me at the same time. At every step, he gave me the nourishment I wanted, the prodding I needed and the room to work. I am truly grateful for it all. I am also grateful for the true-heartedness of the Enright brood – Daniel, Anthony and Nancy.

My son – Gabriel Zev Enright Levine – is six years old now, too young to know Hana’s story. But when he is old enough, I’ll read it to him. I hope he will be as drawn to Hana, George and Fumiko as I was. I also hope he will learn from the story that history matters, and that despite the most unspeakable evil, good people and good deeds can make a difference.
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KAREN LEVINE



A Remarkable Decade


I remember the moment I first read about the old brown suitcase in an article in a community newspaper. My knees wobbled. My heart thumped. I knew right away that this was an amazing story, but I never could have guessed how my life – and countless other lives – would be so changed by it.

I became interested in the Holocaust when I was in elementary school. Every Sunday morning, my dad would take me to a delicatessen for a treat, and Mrs. Kardish was always at the counter to serve us. On the inside of her forearm was a blue number. I don’t remember how, but I learned that the number had been burned into her skin when she was in a concentration camp during the Second World War. I was too shy to ask her about it, but I was fascinated and unsettled by it.

When I was thirteen, my family traveled to Europe and one of the places we visited was the Buchenwald concentration camp, a place where thousands and thousands of Jews died. I’ll never forget seeing the piles of shoes, human hair, glasses, leg braces – and the suitcases – in the museum there. After that trip, I was obsessed with the history of the Holocaust and read everything I could get my hands on. It was then that I started to tell stories and write about it. In my twenties, I went to work at the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation (CBC) and made a number of radio programs about the Holocaust.

I suppose I was trying to understand how such evil could have been allowed to happen. Six million Jews were murdered. Millions of others too: Roma, disabled people, people of color, gay people, communists, Slavs. The Holocaust made me angry – and sad. And because I am Jewish, I carried with me the frightening truth that if I’d been born in a different place, at a different time, it might have been me, or my family, who died with so many others.

Then in December 2000, I had that wobbly, heart-thumping moment when I learned about the suitcase and Hana, Fumiko, and George. Theirs was such an unusual story, such a strange combination of tragedy and hope. Three continents. Three generations. A mystery, pitfalls, setbacks, coincidences, and small miracles. A story from the past directly connected to the present.
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Karen Levine, George Brady, and Fumiko Ishioka with the suitcase.

That very night I found George’s phone number and called him. He was happy to talk to me and said that Fumiko was about to arrive in Canada. It would be their first meeting. I was lucky to spend time with each of them, and later, I made a radio documentary called Hana’s Suitcase
. Six months after that, I started to write the book.

Shortly after the book was published, I received my very first letter from a young reader named Junior. It was thrilling! His teacher told me he’d had some rough times in his life, and some troubles with reading, but he carried Hana’s Suitcase
 with him wherever he went. I paid a visit to his class. That was the first time I saw the powerful impact of the story on young readers.

Things began to snowball. In short order, I went from being a shy, behind-the-scenes person to speaking in huge auditoriums and theaters all over the world. It was exciting and really scary. I spent a lot of time in schools and I loved being with kids. Their natural sense of justice, their joy, bravery, and spontaneity gave me – give me – jolts of hope. Young readers connect the story of Hana to things that go on in their own schoolyards, where a brown kid, a gay kid, a disabled kid may be taunted simply because of who he or she is. They tell me that maybe next time they won’t stand by and watch it happen. They are shocked by the idea that intolerance and racism can mean that children lose their families; that it has deadly consequences. And they love the notion – thanks to Fumiko and Small Wings – that kids can make a difference.

I am very grateful for the time I have spent with the story and with Fumiko and George. I have especially loved meeting young readers of the book. As I write this, I’m recalling so many of your faces, your challenging questions, your big hearts. The energy, honesty, and thought you have given to your thousands of letters, school projects, artwork, creative writing, and music is simply…wonderful.
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Karen and publisher, Margie Wolfe, after attending the Paris Book Fair in France.
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Author, Karen Levine

There is one child – Hana Brady – who will never know the impact she has had on me and so many of you. I hope you’ll never forget Hana or George or Fumiko and the lessons their story holds. It’s very important to know about the past and to struggle – in our own ways, in our own corners of the world – for a more just and tolerant future. Thanks to you, I think Hana’s Suitcase
 is in good hands.

All the best to each of you. And keep reading!
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KAREN
 LEVINE
 2012



FUMIKO ISHIOKA


WHEN
 Hana’s suitcase arrived from Auschwitz in 2000, to tell you the truth, I didn’t know what to do with it. How could I use this one empty suitcase to show what happened in such an enormous tragedy as the Holocaust? As I was looking at the name written on the suitcase, I became sure of one thing. I wanted to make this suitcase a symbol of life, not of the death of an unknown child. Small Wings students and I wanted to see the face of Hana. This is why I started the search.

So where would I go to look for Hana Brady? At first I wasn’t sure. But once you start something there are always people out there who will help you. This is what I found out. It was a journey full of mixed emotions. It was heartbreaking when I learned of the fate of little, innocent Hana. What struck me more was the pain her big brother George must have felt all these years after losing her. The moment I saw the face of Hana in the picture George sent us, which is now on the cover of the book, all I had in my mind was George’s deep sorrow. But George’s story didn’t end there. As you have read, he now has a new, beautiful family of his own in Canada. That was the biggest and the happiest surprise at the end of my search.
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Fumiko has continued to visit schools throughout Japan – 800 of them at last count.

[image: ]


[image: ]


In 2005, Karen was thrilled to visit Japan.

George is my true hero. Because he shared with us his most difficult memories, despite his sorrow, Hana’s suitcase was able to start a new journey, sharing the lessons of history. Every time I meet George, he has a new story to tell from his survival in Auschwitz. I have been fortunate to learn from his example of never giving up. His courage, generosity, and optimism in life have been so inspiring.

How wonderful to have been able to share the story, through this book, with so many more people globally! On the tenth anniversary of its publication, I would like to express my appreciation to Karen and Margie. Hana’s Suitcase
 opened the door, for me and for the story, to a whole new world. Every time I receive letters and emails from readers, I feel like I have so many friends across the globe working together to fight intolerance and prejudice so this world can be a better place. My goal is to travel with Hana’s suitcase all over Japan to continue sharing the story of Hana and George. If we can see what’s in this one empty suitcase, I believe we can use the same imagination and compassion to understand the fate of another child who suffered under the brutal Japanese occupation during WWII, or the pain of any other child who is, at this moment, being affected in war-torn areas, or even a neighbor who is being bullied and hurt right next to us in school.
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Fumiko and George in Taber, Alberta in 2003.

Students of Small Wings have now all graduated from the group. Maiko is a kindergarten teacher. Mirai is a cook working hard to open her own restaurant. Akira is studying engineering and has a dream of traveling into space. I am in touch with Hisano, Ikuno, Saori, Sakiko, Nanako – all of them – and hope to have a reunion soon to celebrate the tenth anniversary.

Hana’s suitcase, is indeed, no longer empty. It is filled, not just with sad memories, but also with life and hope for the future.

  All the best,
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FUMIKO
 ISHIOKA


Tokyo Holocaust Education

Resource Center, 2012



GEORGE BRADY


IT
 has been over sixty-seven years since I last saw my beloved sister, Hana. I have thought about her every day, and of the life she might have led had she survived the war. Over fifteen years ago, I returned to Auschwitz hoping to close the door on the pain and loss I felt over losing my entire family. I went there with my youngest child, Lara Hana. We had no idea that this would be the beginning of a new chapter for Hana and our family.

Just two years later, we received a letter from Japan, inviting us to meet Small Wings, a group of children dedicated to world peace, who were fascinated by Hana’s story. You know what happened from there. Fumiko’s work with Small Wings at the Tokyo Holocaust Education Research Center has transformed the tragedy of Hana’s fate into a lesson for Japanese children. Karen Levine and Margie Wolfe have shared this journey with us from Fumiko’s first visit to Toronto, and with their help we have been able to spread the story. Now families around the world write to us, letting us know that Hana’s Suitcase
 is a book they read, reread, and share.
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George, Fumiko, and Lara visited Scotland in 2012
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Fumiko and Lara relax with a friend in Australia after a tour where they met with over 5,000 students.

This story has been documented in the book you now hold in your hands, on stage, and on screen and has been told in many languages to millions of children. Lara and I have spoken at schools across Canada, the United States, throughout Europe, Asia, South America, and Africa, sharing Hana’s story and the message of tolerance and peace. We have been greatly moved by the enthusiasm and empathy of the children we’ve met, and have great hope that stories like Hana’s can be prevented in the future.

Until Fumiko’s letter arrived, my sole confidantes outside of my family were fellow survivors. Closest among them was Kurt Kotouc, who was the final link in Fumiko’s quest to find me. Kurt did not have an easy life after the war when the communists rolled into Czechoslovakia, yet he never gave up on keeping the memory of the lost children alive, even so many years after their deaths. He always took particular delight in our reports of where Hana’s Suitcase
 was shared and who played him in the various stage performances! His final contribution was an interview he did for the documentary just weeks before his death. That I was able to take this part of our journey with Kurt is particularly important.

Children often ask what Fumiko is like, and now I finally get the chance to give you the honest truth: She has been a part of the Brady Family from the moment she arrived at our Toronto home. We’ve traveled together speaking to children, we’ve taken vacations together, and she now gives me as much trouble as my children, Doug, Paul, David, and Lara! Despite the misbehaving and giggling that the girls get up to, I’m thrilled that they are such great friends and equally dedicated to spreading Hana’s message. In 2010, Lara and Fumiko went without me to South Africa and Australia, and I was delighted to hear about how the children there were able to relate some of their own histories and experiences to the injustices Hana and I faced as children. It never fails to amaze me that young people everywhere, dealing with loss, bullying, and serious hardships are still full of hope, and how they are inspired by Hana’s Suitcase
 to take a stand against injustice. Despite the crazy schedules and amount of work involved, children like this – who remind me of Hana – make our efforts worthwhile. I am delighted that Lara and Fumiko will continue telling Hana’s story long after I retire my passport.

And don’t worry. It’s not all work when we travel. As bossy as they may be, the girls always make time for me to taste local ice cream and visit aquariums in the cities we visit. So please, keep sending us recommendations!

When I came back to Nové Město na Moravě after the war, I was a young man of seventeen and the only survivor from my family. I was determined to put sadness behind me and change my life. Once again, I turned to Uncle Ludvik and Aunt Heda for advice. They encouraged me to make a fresh start in Canada. Now, when I travel back to visit my cousin Vera, we are continually astounded by the impact that Hana has had. What pleases Vera most is that Hana’s dream of becoming a teacher was realized.

The Brady family has not been forgotten in Nové Město na Moravě. Our house and the shop my parents ran are now occupied by other families and businesses. But ask anyone in town where the Brady store or the Brady house is, and they will point you in the right direction. The house is now a historic site with a commemorative plaque to Hana outside and a photo museum dedicated to our family inside. The house is even part of a geo-cache hunt, so tourists can follow clues around our town, which will eventually lead them to a hidden geo-cache treasure.

Knowing that even though her life was cut short, Hana has managed to teach millions of children about acceptance and compassion is an unbelievable gift. I have come to believe that our story speaks for those who had no one to speak for them. I have entrusted Fumiko and Lara with sharing our experience with future generations and I hope that Hana may continue to speak for the millions whose stories could never be told.
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The Brady family’s home still stands in the town square. Now it bears a plaque commemorating Hana and houses a photo museum dedicated to the Bradys.

Bringing to life a story that began over eighty years ago is not an easy task. Karen has done this with such grace that children relate to Hana as though she were a friend. The extent of their reaction renews my faith in how one person can change millions of lives. My little sister was murdered at thirteen, but her life continues to resonate seven decades after that fact.

Finally, to the young readers of our book, you have the desire and the opportunity to create a better world. I cannot emphasize enough the importance of family, freedom, compassion, and respect for others. I hope Hana’s tragedy encourages you to explore history in order to learn more about the consequences of hatred and intolerance and to take an active stand against injustice.

  All my best wishes,

[image: ]


GEORGE Brady & Family

P.S. On the tenth anniversary of the book, I’d like to answer the most common question Lara and I are asked: Did you ever find the bottle? We did, in fact, go looking for the bottle during the filming of Inside Hana’s Suitcase.
 Unfortunately, after almost seventy years, property lines have shifted and changes have been made. The bottle is likely buried forever. In all honesty, I prefer it that way, as Hana had always planned to dig it up again after the war. I like to think that maybe the bottle is still waiting for us to find together.



BEFORE THE SUITCASE:



Memories of Hana


DESPITE
 the years that have passed, Nové Město na Moravě still counts the Brady family as one of their own. Locals refer to the yellow house on the main square as ‘U Brady’ (at the Bradys’), and elderly citizens are keen to share their recollections of Hana and her family in the days before the Holocaust. George recently asked a few friends to tell their stories, and they wrote, reflecting on happier times when neighbors were unafraid to support each other regardless of religion or social status.


ALENA KOPACKOVA

‘I am over eighty years old, which makes me one of the keepers of memories…Our town was never large; we all knew each other. My parents knew the whole Brady family very well, and when time permitted, we visited each other as friends…One meeting place was the Harusaka cottage, a destination for hiking excursions. The tenant of the cottage set up a swing for us between the tall trees, and it was paradise.

‘You could go very high on the swing, but you could go even higher if you stood up on the seat. That was forbidden, but I did it all the same. My brother Pavel pushed me, and I flew! But I had new soles on my shoes, and at the highest point of the swing I slipped, lost hold of the rope, and fell among the roots of the trees.

‘Pavel ran into the cottage shouting that I’d killed myself. Dad ran, but Mr. Brady was the first to reach me. He took me in his arms and put me into [his] car, and he took Dad and me to the doctor. I had the wind knocked out of me, a huge bruise on my bottom, a bloody nose, and scratches. In a week everything was fine, but my family always gratefully remembered that each day during that week, the Bradys sent someone from the store to ask how I was doing.’
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After her parents were taken away by the Nazis, Hana (in front) lived with Aunt Heda, Uncle Ludvik, and their daughter Vera.
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Vera and George today.


DR. MARTA LATALOVA

‘Though we never spoke directly about it, I knew how [Hana] suffered because of the yellow star she had to wear, but even so, we sometimes went for walks together through the town.

‘Often, when my five grandchildren ask me “Granny, what was it like when you were young?” I tell them about Hanicka, and by their reactions, I know they will tell her story to their children as well. I think all of us who have memories of these sad events should do the same, so that we will never again have to hear, or tolerate hearing, the remark that “the Holocaust wasn’t really all that bad.”’





ALENA BLAHOVA-NEMECKOVA

‘…we often snuck into the garden of [our teacher] Mr. Kleveta…The gate to his garden was in our street, and he never locked it. We spent pleasant times there by the pond. In the corner was a beehive, which was our teacher’s pride and joy. We were so absorbed in our childish problems that often our teacher surprised us. But he was very fond of Hana, and he never scolded us for visiting his garden without permission. He knew very well that wherever Hana was, there would be no trouble.

  ‘During the occupation, when the Jews were forbidden from attending classes, Hana would walk past the school in the afternoons. Mr. Kleveta would expect her, and he would say ‘Quick! Go to the window and give a little wave to Hanicka.’ And he would stand by the doorway so we wouldn’t be caught doing it.’
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Hana is in the top row, 5th from the right in this class photo. It was taken before she was forced to leave school because she was Jewish.
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Hana and George, pictured above when they were very young, came from a close family.
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When the children weren’t helping out in the Brady store, they often went on picnics and bicycle rides in the country.
 That’s Hana bringing up the rear.



LIBUSE MINARIKOVA

‘In the third grade, our classmate, Hanicka, stopped coming to school. The reason given was that she was Jewish. It was the first time I ever had heard that word, and I didn’t understand what it meant because [to me] they were people like everyone else. The last time I saw Hanicka, she was on the corner by the school. She was wearing a gray coat with a yellow star on the front. She was saying good-bye. We didn’t understand, and probably neither did she, what was going on or what was to come. In the summer of 1962, I visited the Holocaust Museum in Auschwitz. The horrors of the concentration camp came home to me when, on a pile of suitcases belonging to the murdered prisoners, I saw Hana’s suitcase.’





WONDERFUL LETTERS



H
ANA’S
 S
UITCASE
 has sparked a flood of heartfelt letters to Karen, Fumiko, and George from young readers. This tiny sampling only begins to demonstrate the feelings and thoughts the book evokes. The common thread seems to be that it speaks directly to every child and makes connections to their present lives as well as to the past.
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Tia, Taber, Alberta, 2001
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Jonathan, Winnipeg, Manitoba, 2003
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Jeremy, Trenton, Ontario, 2003



THE STORY OF TWO QUILTS


IN
 September 2005, my beautiful daughter, Alicia, started Grade 4 at Gander Academy in Gander, Newfoundland. For the next two months, everything pertaining to school was all about the book Hana’s Suitcase
 and the wonderful quilt the children were making as a gift for the author when she came to visit. Unfortunately, Alicia, who was born with quadra spastic athetoid cerebral palsy, had an uncontrollable seizure on November 23 that eventually caused her brain and vital organs to shut down. Despite the efforts of the Janeway Children’s Hospital in St. John’s and the Hospital for Sick Children in Toronto, Alicia passed away five days later.

About a week after her funeral service, the principal of Gander Academy told me the Grade 4 students and the staff were planning a celebration of her life at the school, and they had special things they wanted to present to me. On that occasion, there was much talk about how much Alicia loved Hana’s Suitcase
. Being a child with disabilities, she knew how hard it was to be restricted from doing the things you love, so she could relate to Hana. Like Hana, Alicia loved her life and never lost her determination. Her teacher, Ms. Morawski, then informed me that she had spoken with the book’s author and had told her about Alicia’s love for the book and about her passing. Together, they determined that the original quilt, which included a panel made by Alicia, should be presented to me in memory of Alicia and that the class would make another quilt to give to the author when she came to visit.
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At the top is the original quilt made by the Grade 4 students of Gander Academy. They made a second quilt (bottom) and presented it to Karen.
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Alicia Norman
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A close-up of Alicia’s square

I would like to say thank you for this wonderful book and for giving my daughter joy. My beautiful quilt with the panel made by Alicia is something I will treasure always.

SHERRY
 NORMAN




TEN YEARS ON THE MOVE
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Whenever they travel, George, Fumiko, and Karen find the welcome mat – and sign – out. This one is from Mount Hebron School in New Jersey, USA.

AS
 the amazing story of Hana’s suitcase spread, Karen, Fumiko, George, and later George’s daughter, Lara Hana, were welcomed in schools, community centers, churches, and at conferences in many countries around the world, underlining the book’s ability to speak to people of all origins and ages. They have visited children in Japan, Canada, USA (twenty schools in one month!), South Africa, Mexico, Scotland, France, Italy, Israel, Germany, England, Australia, and New Zealand.
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Karen, Fumiko, and Maiko from the Small Wings group were in Toronto for the launch of
 Hana’s Suitcase in 2002.
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Hana’s Suitcase was featured at the \International Book Fair of Torino, Italy.
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George and Fumiko meet young Israeli friends in 2005.
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Leo Pavlát, Director of the Jewish Museum in Prague, presents a copy of
 Hana’s Suitcase to Michelle Obama after her tour of the city’s Jewish Ghetto on April 5, 2009.
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Young Canadian fans wave the flag and celebrate the arrival of the suitcase to their school in Perth, Ontario in 2003.
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Fumiko, George, and Karen pose with the suitcase and students of Palos South Middle School in Palos Park, Illinois, 2003.
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Enthusiastic students proudly hold their books as they get a closer look at the well-traveled suitcase in Mexico, 2007.
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Fumiko and Lara are given a very warm welcome by Australian schoolgirls in 2010.



AWARDS AND HONORS
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NO
 other Canadian children’s book has won as many awards as Hana’s Suitcase
. Shown below are just a few of them: The Silver Birch Award, the UNICEF Paolo Ungari Prize, the Hackmatack Children’s Choice Award, The Red Cedar Award, and the Golden Oak Award.
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AN AMAZING CELEBRATION:



The Silver Birch Day


EVERY
 year across Canada, students, teachers, and librarians gear up for the excitement of the children’s choice awards. Kids get to pick the winners! In 2003, Hana’s Suitcase
 won every non-fiction children’s choice award in the country.

Many of the first school visits I made in my home province of Ontario began when Hana’s Suitcase
 was nominated for the Silver Birch Award. There are programs similar to the Silver Birch – children’s choice awards – in other Canadian provinces and in many American states.

Every year the Ontario Library Association chooses ten fiction and ten non-fiction books. Eleven hundred schools across the province form reading clubs to assess the titles on those lists. Then fifty-five thousand children across Ontario vote for their favorite books, and the results are tallied.
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Excitement ran high as voting students awaited the announcement of the winner.

In 2003, Hana’s Suitcase
 was the winner for non-fiction. The day of celebration – when the results were announced – was truly one of the best days of my life. Fifteen hundred kids gathered in an outdoor amphitheater at Toronto’s Harbourfront, all screaming their love of books. It was an absolutely beautiful sight. The event – such a wonderful representation of the potential and power of children – connected beautifully with one of the themes in Hana’s Suitcase
; that children, given half a chance, can make a difference in the world.
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Karen is moved by the reaction of the children.
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Karen reads her Silver Birch acceptance speech as an emotional George looks on.

I’ll never forget the moment that our book was declared the winner. I locked eyes with my son – then seven – who was beyond ecstatic and, of course, with George who – by the time I found him in that gorgeous sea of faces – was weeping. I asked him to come up and stand with me on the stage as I read my acceptance speech. It was a thrilling and moving event for all of us and one we will always remember.

But the most amazing thing to come out of the Silver Birch was this. A teacher from one of Toronto’s suburbs took me aside to tell me proudly that every single member of her reading club had voted for Hana’s Suitcase
. Not only that, she said eighty per cent of the kids in the club were Muslim. Even now, I get goose bumps remembering that. It reminds me that Hana’s Suitcase
 is a story that seems to build bridges, not fences…that makes the struggle for peace and justice as compelling as the history of war.

KAREN
 LEVINE




THE STORY AROUND THE WORLD


AT
 last count, children in forty-five countries, including those who read Braille, know Hana’s Suitcase
. It is published, sometimes in several editions in: Argentina, Australia, Austria, Belgium, Brazil, Canada (English/French), Chile, China, Czech Republic, Denmark, England, France, Germany, Greece, Hungary, Iceland, India, Indonesia, Ireland, Israel, Italy, Japan, Korea, Mexico, New Zealand, Norway, Philippines, Poland, Portugal, Romania, Serbia, Slovakia, Slovenia, Spain, South Africa, Sweden, Taiwan, Thailand, The Netherlands, Turkey, Uruguay, USA (English/Spanish), and Wales.
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Hana’s Suitcase
 has been produced as a play in Canada, the USA, England, and Japan and as two documentaries for television as well as a feature-length documentary called Inside Hana’s Suitcase
.
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THINGS YOU CAN DO


OVER
 the last ten years, Hana’s Suitcase
 has inspired an extraordinary range of classroom projects. Kids and teachers have really used their imaginations! These activities have helped students to connect even more closely with Hana, George, and Fumiko, to explore the history of the Holocaust more deeply, and to grapple with some of the difficult questions and themes raised by the story.

Here are just a few examples that you and your classmates might try.

1. YOUR OWN SUITCASE

Bring an old suitcase from home (or build one out of cardboard). Choose five objects to put in the suitcase – the things you would take with you if you were forced to leave your home the way Hana and George were. Think about why you chose each one, and write a paragraph about what that object means to you.

2. WHAT DOES IT LOOK LIKE?

[image: ]
 Make a poster or painting that illustrates a theme in the story.

[image: ]
 What does danger look like?
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 What does safety look like?
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 What does hatred look like?
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 What does war look like?

[image: ]
 What does peace look like?

3. WRITE A LETTER TO HANA

Imagine yourself to be one of the people in Hana’s life – George, Uncle Ludvik, Boshka the housekeeper, Maria, Hana’s school friend, Ella the girl in Theresiendstadt. Write a letter to Hana that tries to explain what is happening to her.

4. DO YOU HAVE WINGS?

Think about pulling together your own Small Wings club, and come up with activities that help fight racism in your own community.

5. CONNECT WITH LIVING HISTORY

Find out if there is a Holocaust survivor living near you. (Ask a teacher or parent to help with this.) Ask if he or she would be willing to come and talk to your class.

6. CONNECT WITH YOUROWN HISTORY

Use the story as a jumping off point to explore a difficult experience in your own family’s past. Interview your parents, grandparents, or other relatives. Search for photographs. Do some resear chabout the times. And then write it all up as a story your own piece of history

HERE ARE SOME WEBSITES THAT MIGHT GIVE YOU MORE IDEAS:

Social Justice Stories: www.socialjusticestories.com


The Brady family website: www.hanassuitcase.ca


Tokyo Holocaust Education Resource Center: www.ne.jp/asahi/holocaust/tokyo


Jewish Holocaust Centre, Melbourne: www.jhc.org.au


Jewish Museum of Australia: www.jewishemusuem.com.au


Film Inside Hana’s Suitcase: www.insidehanassuitcase.com


Immigration Museum, Melbourne: www.museumvictoria.com.au/immigrationmuseum


Nové Město na Moravě in Moravia: www.nmnm.cz


Terezin Memorial: www.pamatnik-terezin.cz


Jewish Musem in Prague: www.jewishmuseum.cz


The State Museum of Auschwitz-Birkenau: www.auschwitz.org
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Group and class projects are one way to make a difference, but many young people feel compelled to do something meaningful on their own in response to the story. One such person is Rachel Berger who undertook a very special Bat Mitzvah project.



THE FEATHER PROJECT…


One Angel at a Time

FOR
 teacher Wendy Alexis and her Grade 6 students at St. Luke Catholic School in Ottawa, Ontario, Hana’s Suitcase
 resonated in a very meaningful and personal way, connecting history to modern times. Many of the students had come to Canada to seek refuge from hardship and persecution. This is their story.

When children are young, they love to hear stories. As they grow older, they want to tell them, especially their own.

Welcome to our Grade 6 class, a place where stories are treasured and trusted and told. And then, like magic, they transform us.

We will never forget one special day. It was in 2004 – April, in fact – when several stories converged to mark out a path for us. One was Hana’s Suitcase
, which we had recently read as part of a literary study of the Holocaust; another was the documentary Paper Clips
; the third was a poetry unit we were working on. Two others concerned the upcoming tenth anniversary of the 1994 Rwandan genocide, as well as the personal testimony of Marie, a beautiful Rwandan child in our class.

As most of the students were either immigrants or refugees – many of them victims of war – it was not uncommon for them to discuss relatives or events from home, wherever in the world home happened to be.

When we asked our young friend from Rwanda why she never talked about the rest of her family there, she replied, ‘How can I? They’re all dead. There’s no one left.’

Silence.

Nobody spoke. There was nothing to say. And then Marie, who had been silent so long, began to tell her story…and her country’s. She talked, and we learned. Those lessons transfigured a classroom, changed our lives, and charted the course ahead.

Our class started writing. Wow, did we write! To commemorate the tenth anniversary of the genocide, we wrote to our school’s Rwandan families who had survived the massacre. We wrote to Rwanda’s Ambassador to Canada. We wrote to Lieutenant General Roméo Dallaire, who had commanded the UN troops there and had battled his own demons ever since. We wrote poetry. But writing wasn’t enough; we needed to do more.

Then one day, after reading the final verse of one of our own poems…


So pluck a feather from their wings,


And keep it as a sign.



Remember those the world forgot


One angel at a time.






…the answer came to us. We would honor each victim – ‘one angel at a time’ – with a feather, and we would ask some important people – world leaders – to contribute a single feather to launch our campaign. We wanted them to realize that if twelve-year-olds understood the lessons of genocide, then they had better remember them, too.

Soon mail began arriving from UN Secretary-General Kofi Annan, South Africa’s Archbishop Desmond Tutu, Liberia’s President Ellen Johnson-Sirleaf, former U.S. President Bill Clinton, and others. Following exposure from a CBC radio documentary entitled One Angel at a Time
, we were flooded with thousands of feathers and letters from people who wanted to support us. To our delight, we even received feathers from Hana’s Suitcase
 author, Karen Levine, and her son.
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Grade 6 students at St. Luke Catholic School organize the thousands of donated feathers kept in the steamer trunk. Each feather will be a leaf on the ‘Angels’ Tree,’ representing someone who perished in the Rwandan genocide.

The rest is history, our class’s history. Our precious cargo of more than 105,000 feathers is locked in an old blue steamer trunk, which is the centerpiece of our classroom. It, along with its stories, has become the legacy that each group of students passes on to the next.

Our hope is to create a life-sized tree – The Angels’ Tree – from which our feathers will hang like leaves. It will be a testament to the delicate, but transcendent power of the human spirit – rooted in the earth, yet destined for the skies. When completed, our tree will be ‘transplanted’ from our classroom to the Rwandan Embassy, a poignant reminder of a people the world forgot.

So, if someday in April,

You wander by our tree,

You’ll hear each feather whispering,

‘My name is ________________ ;

…remember me…’

Between 1939 and 1945, one regime silenced eleven million voices – six million of them Jewish… one of them Hana’s.

The true gift of Hana’s Suitcase
 is the rebirth of Hana’s voice, found and freed by George, Fumiko, and Karen and now heard in every corner of the globe. Our feathers, too, are voices, which refuse to be diminished or forgotten or silenced. Like Hana’s, each voice bears witness to the unspeakable horrors of the past and the infinite power we have to determine our future.

WENDY
 ALEXIS,


St. Luke Catholic School,

Ottawa, Ontario
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One of Karen’s cherished mementos is a feather necklace made and given to her by the students at St. Luke.



REFLECTIONS


KAREN,
 Fumiko, and George have received thousands of poems and pieces of prose from readers of all age groups.
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Students at Henderson Avenue Public School in Thornhill, Ontario produced dramatic letters from ‘George’ and ‘Hana’ telling the outside world about their plight.
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STRAIGHT FROM THE HEART

HANA’S
 story has moved even the very youngest readers.
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HANA’S SONG


I read a story

About a young girl

A true story

That changed my world

So many questions

still in my mind

With answers I must find.

Just a small child

In a small Czech town

But such a strong child

When her world came down

But Hana’s dreams fell

Like a setting sun In 1941.


(chorus)
 A few pictures give

  me clues

A few faces that she once

   knew

A few memories that she

  embraced

In Hana’s brown suitcase.


(bridge)
 A different world

A different place

Something’s leading me back

to her innocent face…

I’ll have the courage

To let others know

I’ll have the courage to let

  her dreams grow

To share her story and we’ve

  just begun to tell

Each and every one.

Words by Ventura Park Grade 8

class and Gregg Lawless. Music

by Gregg Lawless.


A MUSICAL JOURNEY
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Ventura Park’s Grade 8 class performs ‘Hana’s Song’ accompanied by Gregg Lawless on the guitar.

SUITCASES
 imply a journey. Yet when I first began reading Hana’s Suitcase
 with a Grade 8 class at Ventura Park Public School, in Thornhill, Ontario, I had no way of knowing what an extraordinary road lay ahead.

The students were multi-ethnic, coming from all parts of the world. Some had seen suffering, experienced prejudice or racism; others had never heard about the Holocaust. And yet, each and every one of these young people found themselves reeled in and ultimately enthralled by Hana’s story. The more I read, the more they insisted I keep reading. Very often they wouldn’t let me put the book down!

The class became passionate about creating something significant in order to recognize the impact Hana’s story had on them. Most importantly, they wanted to share their creation with other students.

And so began the amazing year of our Hana’s Suitcase Project, where we produced a traveling suitcase exhibit, met with Holocaust survivors, and created hundreds of works of art and stories. But we still wanted to do more. A significant part of that time was spent creating a song of remembrance honoring Hana. The students spent many hours trying to determine what were the best ways to communicate with people their age and, of course, concluded that music was the route to all children’s hearts.

A music consultant, Yana Ioffe, was pulled in and she loved the idea from the get-go. Next, Gregg Lawless, a professional musician, agreed to help the students create an original song. Together they did just that. Everyone was so pleased with the results that we decided to record the effort. We did it in a professional studio! I was able to find a member of the community who thought the project was very special and agreed to cover the cost.

The students loved the process and took enormous pride in having commemorated Hana through their own efforts while sharing what they had learned with so many others. We are all thrilled that Karen, Fumiko, and George are playing our song for audiences all over the world.

ILYSE
 LUSTIG,
 2012



THINK OF FREEDOM…
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Grade 3 students at General Stewart School in Lethbridge, Alberta decorated paper suitcases, each containing their thoughts and feelings about
 Hana’s Suitcase.


SECRET
 art classes were held in Theresienstadt where the Brady children were imprisoned for two years.

The teacher told her students to think of space and freedom and to draw what they imagined. Some of Hana’s artwork, which is reproduced in the book, is in the Jewish Museum in Prague. Now, seventy years later, children around the world remember Hana and other children of the Holocaust through artwork of their own.
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During a visit to New Jersey in 2004, a student named Sam presented Fumiko with his work.
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by students from Skokie Solomon Schechter Day School, Skokie, Illinois
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from A Book of Memories by the Grade 4 class at Gander Academy, Newfoundland
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by Brittany, Aurora, Ontario
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A thought map by Kevin, Toronto, Ontario
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by William, Pleasantville, New York



THINK OF SPACE…


ILAN
 Ramon, Israel’s first astronaut, wrote the diary entry below shortly before embarking on the final mission of the space shuttle Columbia
 in 2003.

He had just finished reading Hana’s Suitcase
 and was profoundly touched by it. On that fateful shuttle mission, to honor his own relatives who died in the Holocaust, Ilan Ramon carried a drawing by Peter Ginz, a talented Jewish boy George knew at Theresienstadt, and who died at Auschwitz. It was a picture of what the earth would look like from the moon.

On February 1, 2003, on its way home, Columbia
 exploded. Ilan Ramon and all six other crew members perished.

    We cherish his words.
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‘I just finished reading the book Hana’s Suitcase
. It is hard to avoid the thought that it happened less than sixty years ago. You look at Hana’s photograph, a beautiful, innocent girl, and you can not understand how and why…

‘… Hana’s story is incredibly related to the story of Peter Ginz, who was probably at the same place in Theresienstadt. He may have taken drawing lessons with Hana’s teacher and maybe that teacher inspired Peter to draw the painting “Landmoon Scape.” As it is written in the book, the teacher instructed the children to think about space, about freedom, and let their imaginations lead them to draw whatever came to their minds.

‘There is almost no doubt in my mind that Hana’s and Peter’s stories are…intertwined. Maybe both of them even rode the same horrible train from Theresienstadt to Auschwitz and were led on the same day from the platform to the gas chambers. It is hard to stop the tears when you read the story and [have] the feeling of responsibility to go on and tell the story, to educate our children and the children of the world about the horrors of the Holocaust.

‘Maybe I am oversensitive because I am second generation [survivor], and I am strongly connected to the Holocaust. I’ve made up my mind that after I come back from space, I will join the youth in the “March of the Living” to Auschwitz. I feel I must be there.’

ILAN
 ROMAN


Shabbat, October 23, 2002



CREDITS


DOCUMENT
 from the Terezin Ghetto Museum
. Reprinted with permission. Photo credits for: The Grand Theatre
, Metro Theatre Company/Jerry Naunheim, First Stage (left to right) Jessica Schmeling, Pahoua Vang, Haruna Tscuchiya, Touly Vang (photo by Mark Frohna), Nephesh Theatre. Photo credits for: Metro Theatre
/ Jerry Naunheim, Lorraine Kimsa Theatre for Young People, Magnus Theatre Company, First Stage Children’s Theatre

Please note: All student writing has been reproduced verbatim. The publisher has made every effort to properly identify and credit students’ work.

The publishers would like to thank George Brady and his family for generously allowing us to use his family photographs and documents in this book. We would also like to express our appreciation to Fumiko Ishioka and the Holocaust Education Resource Center in Tokyo for sharing their photographs and materials here as well. We are grateful to Ludmilla Chládková from the Terezin Ghetto Museum (which rarely closes) for her on-going support.

We would also like to thank Rona Ramon for generously allowing us to use the excerpt from her late husband’s diary and Sherry Norman for sharing the beautiful story of her daughter Alicia and the quilts. We appreciate the contribution of so many eduators, especially, Wendy Alexis, Ilyse Lustig, Shawntelle Nesbitt, and Diane Vey-Morawski. Fumiko Ishioka, George and Lara Brady have been wonderful about sharing their photographs and letters. And most importantly, we want to thank all the young people whose work is included and who continue to learn from Hana’s story and tell us how much the book means to them.
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January 19, 2010

Dear Mr. Brady,
My name is Kristen and I am thirteen years old. T
am in grade eight. I live in Eckasoni, a very small
community, with the population of 3,500 people.

I have read the book Hana’s Suitcase and it has
inspired me to write this letter. I thank you very
much for all the lessons T learned from Hana's
suitcase. It breaks my heart to know that you went
to two Concentration Camps.

I am very glad to be able to write to you. Mr.
Brady, T may not know you, and I do not know how
it feels to have witnessed what you went through,
but you are a Hero to us! You are a very brave amd
valiant man. I am a young Mi‘kmag person, a minority
group from the First Nations, and because of whom
we are, we see racism and witness hatred and social
injustices.

I could some what relate to you because once,
the Mi‘kmag people were killed by the Europeans.
They wanted to get rid of us. They were giving us
gifts, such as blankets and other things Lhat were
filled with Small Pox. They knew that the Mi kmaq
people would get sick. The Buropeans just wanted
the Mi‘kmag people’s land, but nothing could really
relate as much for what happened to the Jewish
people. You're a very special person to me because
you survived the Holocaust that was a very crucial
event.

Once again, I would like to thank you for this
opportunity. I am very proud of myself for writing
this letter and getting to read Hana‘s Suitcase. How
could T ever thaak you enough for taking your time to
read this letter? You're ome in a million Mr. Brady!

Sincerely, : )






OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0191_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0177_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0176_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0179_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0178_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0185_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0180_001.jpg
, ./«e\,i = &‘-""\‘ 1}
k[:STDI HANA'S T
,SUIT(J\SE;






OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0190_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0188_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0154_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0153_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0159_001.jpg
“h wondedful lesson
\_earned

C A et Yeribly sad when
\—\ar\o and Geofge were
ro¥ed, becaise T always
5 X} Sisked s annoying
Codthaf TTwish T didert have

o SeXel, Buy I ceo
e o £ cealy would
e?m'n\d

dhis shop qhavasd

5 nd :! feel oot
Haan T dvd, O ker Tl
ln\ms ot her.

’\'\«an\l\ ou very much for
e o u\b*‘Cl’ feel

( fom, %am\r\






OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0157_001.jpg
Dear Mr-Brady,.

T nily. and
| read . Honah . Suit case”, the £
Lehioka's_aduntue o wncaserthefole bebiad
your . Sistecs Swuitcase
b eake pe aflly mad b lhl
crud Hhe hunonkind _beo Aedbee shupid
e o be b teew, Host_dey thal AR
Ml wes respassible for M ohle

¢ =

T stian
Cuby dd . Sommon _prople listen do_tud a0 man?.
OF _course he__bad owlhaeity but. ddati_mest .
fopleboon rightfeoes mngl,qb cosld  one twn
gl b ono nsighbuct . Phe _the ey oy
| b e s 2 E B
bl dar b s o of the  sudletpuials da |
TRk tilts  dteank bt Jus. woo  sinph
unjucbice. s did_ndbing _ coce than b jpe ]
Laarg _ place . ot the _wrsng A ey oo e
m,,LA{W}, se_badly NRoNo = ate’d |

Jecades _after

hai __ fercsr,

o fhe Nusims.  Didas —pagle eaea _anything .. —|
4

fom_Be__md vl _ D i really Wappen
i g e






OEBPS/images/image_9781743436806txt_0160_001.jpg
Mazch 2, 2007
Dear Ms. Levine,

Well I don't know vhere to get started.
T really hate reading, but vhen I read your
book T really enjoyed reading your book. T
Liked it because I had the same experience
Like the Holocaust. Tears came down my eyes
beoause Hanash was a little girl that didn't
do anything-wrong. Her life ended at an early
age and she didn't fulfill the dreams she had.

My name is Njomsa. I'm from Bastern Europe.
've had the same experience as Hannah Brady
did. T can’t tell you or show you how much

this book opened my eyes to reading. T see now
that one page of a book can take you back £ifty
years and show you what people vent through
during the Holocaust! I'm really overvhelned
and don't kaow how to put this in vriting, but
yous book made a difference to my life. 1f it
wasn't for my wonderful English teacher telling
me to give this book a try I would never be
writing you this letter. I'm zeally thaskfal
that you have the nerves to tell us about
horrible things that happened in the past.

T wish more authors like you put great time

and effort in their work and gave wonderful
deseriptions in each and every page. So thank
you a lot, for making one book change my life
for ever, and change my mind about books.

Love Yours Truly,

Vo

njomaa
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