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CHAPTER 23

JUMPING OVER THE RIVER FOR BREAD

The fi rst morning, we had no food, noth-
ing. But there was a water pump in the 
washroom, so we could get water. That is 

what they used for the washing, but it’s clean water, 
really, because it’s the country, and you can drink it. 

So we’re just all in there and we don’t know 
what is next. We have to be afraid of  the Russians 
because they had a reputation, wow! They kill 
people. They rape people. We have seen that, but 
I didn’t understand that it was raping and what 
that was. So we’re lucky enough to have a hole to 
pee in and that we have water to drink.

Often, when I couldn’t sleep, I’d make my way 
on the bench and look out the window at what the 
Russians are doing out there. They’re carrying on 
and get so drunk! And they play accordions; bala-
laikas, a triangle, guitar-like looking thing; and 
they sing. Wow. I loved the Russian music, the 
very “boom!” strong! 

He, he, he, he, he, he, ha.
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So, my mother comes up with this idea. She said, 
“Okay. They are known to actually like children. So 
we don’t know, but we’re gonna have to do some-
thing.”  So my mother said, “Well it’s still the war, 
and they’re not gonna let us out, but whenever they 
look at you, you smile at them—no matter what you 
think.” So she was telling everybody that. 

They hear her, but still whine. 

And then, she hears the metal wagon being 
brought in. I heard it, too. It looked to me like 
an engine of  a train, by itself. It was not quite as 
strong and thick like an engine is, but that shape: 
round, black, chimney on it, and all of  that. And 
they drive it in through the yard. They put it next 
to the barns. And they start making fi re in there, 
and you can see the fi re and the smoke. Then 
they start baking bread.

And my mother says “Aha! Baking bread. 
We’re gonna have food.”

Nobody else believed that. When we smelled 
the bread, there was no holding back. 

So now, she arranged something. They had 
two Russian soldier guards outside the door of  
this washroom. They were instructed not to let us 
out at all, and if  we tried to go, shoot. And they 
had the machine gun.

So she said, “They don’t look too mean.” So 
my mother said, “Okay, let the children through! 
Line ’em up. Now you line up. I’m gonna open 
the door.” The Russians don’t see us— they’re out 
there. “Now walk out the door here, and you go 
one after the other.”

The farm woman said, “No, no, no!”

And my mother says, “They’re not gonna kill 
’em. They’re not gonna kill the kids! You go out, 
and you walk all in a circle around that pile of  cow 
dung, passing by where the bread is being baked.” 

In the yard, the pee of  the cows coming out of  the 
stables collects and it makes a river. It’s almost black 
as it goes through, and out into the garden. That’s 
how the farmers used to fertilize their gardens.

“And then when you come to the river, you jump 
over it. And because you’re jumping over, they’re 
gonna reward you and give you bread. Then you 
keep walking, and when you come back here to the 
front door of  the washroom, I’ll be standing there 
with the Russians and you give me the bread.”

Everybody thought she’s nuts. But you know 
what, she was right. And I hoped, I prayed in my 
mind. I thought, cow dung can’t kill me if  I fall 
in. It’s not deep, it’s just, well, you’re gonna be 
stinking to the high heaven. But who cares, we 
probably stunk anyway. I thought, I know they’re 
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gonna be surprised and they’re gonna proba-
bly think it’s funny.

So we go around in a circle, and when we come 
to the river, we jump. A river is too much of  a word; 
it’s just like a creek of  pee.

So, when we come there, my mother said, “Put 
your legs together and jump over, and when you make 
it, they will reward you by giving you some bread.”

Everybody jumped it—except my little brother. 
He’s just barely over two years old. He had long 
pants on, and little shoes and a coat. He’s the last 
one because he’s so short and so little and he can’t 
run fast as we did. 

‘Crk, crk, crk,’ we jump and then we keep going.

The Russians, they thought that was so funny, 
“Ah! Ha, ha, ha!” They love children. 

Here comes my brother, and then he stops right 
there on the edge of  the creek of  pee and he jumps 
right in the middle! 

Ha, ha, ha! 

And he’s to his knees full of  poo-poo. And 
they laugh, laugh, laugh. And he laughs, too. And 
we run around again. 

My mother meets us, standing between the two 
Russians right there at the gate. She takes the bread 
and gives it to the people behind her.

She said, “Divide it fairly and keep some for the 
children.” She said, “Go again!” 

So we’re going again, and as we pass the wagon 
where the bread was being baked—there were 
several of  them working it—they gave my brother 
the bread. And he’s the last one coming.

So my mother said, “Come up here, come here!” 
to come there because the two Russians with the 
machine guns was not gonna let my mother go out.

So we go again. We had about three-bread, mini-
mum, from one run-around. My brother, he’s the 
one. He was feeding all these people

Ha, ha, ha! 

They were very conscious about it, breaking 
fresh bread between all the people.

The next day when they fi red it back up, “Ah, 
yes. They’re doing it again,” my mother would say.

That went on for a few days, but now 
comes the end of  the war.
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