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When all is said and done, 
bridge is a game of probabil-
ities. You make a certain bid 
because you think it has a better 
chance to succeed than any 
other bid. You make a certain 
play because you think it is 
better, pecentagewise, than any 
other play.

But a probability, by defi nition, 
is not a certainty. All you can 
do in bridge is rely on the 
percentages and hope for the 
best. You might be wrong in a 
particular case, but in the long 
run you’ll be right more often 

than wrong. 
All of which leads us to the 

play of today’s hand, which is 
strictly a matter of percentages. 
Let’s say you win the spade lead 
with the king and play the king 
of hearts. West takes the ace and 
returns a spade, which you win 
with the ace as East produces a 
second spade.

There are now two ways to 
proceed. You can cross to the 
king of diamonds and take a 
club fi nesse. If the jack wins, you 
have nine tricks. This approach 
offers about a 50-50 chance to 

make the contract. (In the actual 
deal, though, this method of play 
would fail.)

The alternate line of play is to 
play the A-K-J of clubs. This will 
succeed if the clubs are divided 
3-3 or if either the queen or 
10 falls as the A-K are led. The 
diamond king provides the entry 
to dummy if the nine of clubs 
becomes a trick.

The second approach is signifi -
cantly better. The clubs will break 
3-3 about 36 per cent of the time, 
while a singleton or doubleton 
queen or 10 will occur in approxi-

mately one out of every three 
deals.

The combined chance of fi nd-
ing the clubs 3-3, or otherwise fa-
vourably divided, comes to about 
70 per cent. Playing the A-K-J of 
clubs thus has a better chance to 
win and is therefore the superior 
line of play.

BRIDGE BY STEVE BECKER

INSTRUCTIONS
Fill in the grid so that each row of nine squares, each column of nine
and each section of nine (three squares by three) contains the
numbers 1 through 9 in any order. There is only one solution to each
puzzle.
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INSTRUCTIONS
1. Each row and each column
must contain the numbers 1
through 6 without repeating.
2. The numbers within the
heavily outlined boxes, called
cages, must combine using the
given operation (in any order) to
produce the target numbers in
the top-left corners.
3. Freebies: Fill in single-box
cages with the numbers in the
top-left corner.

Across: 1 Invite, 4 Proper, 
9 Portion, 10 Bloom, 11 Check, 
12 Hold out, 13 Eager beaver, 
18 Copycat, 20 Frame, 22 Trite, 
23 Opulent, 24 Endure, 25 Stodgy. 
Down: 1 Impact, 2 Verge, 3 Twin-
kle, 5 Rebel, 6 Provoke, 7 Remote, 
8 On the button, 14 Applied, 
15 At fault, 16 Scythe, 17 Sentry, 
19 Clear, 21 Ahead. 

Across: 1 Climbs, 4 Precis, 
9 Regatta, 10 Goner, 11 Liege, 
12 Estuary, 13 Grandparent, 
18 Anthill, 20 Pacer, 22 Circe, 
23 Animate, 24 Pestle, 25 Agreed. 
Down: 1 Circle, 2 Ingle, 3 Bittern, 
5 Right, 6 Contain, 7 Sprays, 
8 Caterpillar, 14 Retorts, 15 Rap-
ping, 16 Madcap, 17 Friend, 
19 Ideal, 21 Crate. 

Across
 1 Personal pride (4-6)
 8 Stage scenery (5)
 9 Race meeting for boats (7)
 10 Long-winded (7)
 11 Unsociable (5)
 12 In recent times (6)
 14 Altitude (6)
 17 Present itself (5)
 19 Extreme distress (7)
 21 Stuffy (7)
 22 Having a weapon (5)
 23 Final remaining 

expedient (4,6)

Down
 2 Short extract 

from book (7)
 3 Do without (5)
 4 Examine condition of (6)
 5 Inscribe on hard 

surface (7)
 6 Watchword (5)
 7 Implausible (3-7)
 8 Severe consequences (5,2,3)
 13 Generosity (7)
 15 Faint unsteady light (7)
 16 Title of German 

emperor (6)
 18 Untamed (5)
 20 Barometer (5)

Across
1 Zest shown in 

dismantling a 
green pole (6,4)

8 No longer lie about 
being an outcast (5)

9 Deceive company?  
On occasion (3-4)

10 Make a striking 
contribution to the 
conversation? (5,2)

11 Used in transporting 
other metals besides 
gold (5)

12 Member with 
account to pay finally 
gets bequest (6)

14 Supply with power? (6)
17 One of the damsels I 

enjoy holding (5)
19 High-flown writings (7)
21 Can hide possibly even if 

confined to one area (7)
22 I rose perhaps in the 

basket-making trade (5)
23 Possibly a good tryer?  

That’s somewhat 
disparaging (10)

Down
 2 Attacking a girl 

in distress (7)
 3 Relative said 

to be in the south 
of France (5)

 4 Present amendment 
of net tax required (6)

 5 No ore is refined 
in process of 
attrition (7)

 6 Deceptively 
situated (5)

 7 Success story? (4,6)
 8 Official title of 

great merit (10)
 13 Charwoman 

after a bath? (7)
 15 Bizarre trip for 

a coal-burning 
vessel (7)

 16 Pet greyhound? (3,3)
 18 Dignified way 

to help (5)
 20 Settle down in 

pole position (5)
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I had been uploading family
photographs to my Facebook

account. I leaned in to peer at my
computer screen like a passenger
pressing her face against the
glass. Four girls smiled at me.
Beside them, a bike was propped
against a wooden fence. A bike
bearing a swastika.

There had been a rhythm to my
task until that moment: Open,
post; open, post; open, post. I was
chugging along, eyeing the imag-
es with curiosity, as if staring out
at my relatives – aunts, uncles,
grandparents, great-grandparents
– from the window of a passing
train. I was following the tracks
that had led them from Jargara, a
small German village in Bessara-
bia, Romania, to the Okanagan
Valley in British Columbia. For
eight years they’d wandered,
sometimes pausing to record a
baptism or funeral in one of the
black-and-white photographs
Aunt Erna carefully gathered and
preserved, the images packed
into hand-hewn wooden trunks
and onto trains, horse-drawn
wagons and steamships, surviv-
ing the journey from Bessarabia
to Bavaria, from Poland to Deut-
schland, from infirmary tents and
refugee camps to Western Cana-
da’s bucolic orchards.

More than 70 years later, I, too,
was driven to save these images. I
was uploading them to my Face-
book account until the swastika
flag slowed me down. Call it my
Ben Affleck moment: My mouse
finger twitched and clicked “de-
lete.” Affleck, when confronted
with the news that one of his an-
cestors had been a slave owner in
Georgia, played up a Civil War
hero from his family history and
packed away the evidence of his
more controversial relative, just
as you might hide a Confederate
flag in the attic. Much has been
written about this and I will add

only one thing: I understand.
Once, when I was 8, I was sitting

in the back of a Budget rental van.
It was moving day and my par-
ents were heaving cardboard box-
es into our new home while I
surveyed the neighbourhood. A

teenage boy, peering into the back
of the van, spied two wooden
trunks marked with black ink:
“Heinrich Motz, Otto Motz, Nara-
mata, B.C., Kanada.” Kanada with
a “k.”

“You a Nazi?” he spat.

I nodded, not knowing what a
Nazi was, only that, like me, it
bore a tenuous connection to Ger-
many. I did not know what that
connection was – or was not –
because my father and his broth-
er and sisters never spoke to me
about life before they came to
Canada in 1948. It was as if we had
sprouted from Canadian soil like
Athena emerging fully formed
from the head of Zeus. I was 17
when I first heard the word “Bes-
sarabia.” I was even older when I
learned that my father had been
born in the back of a horse-drawn
wagon while his family was flee-
ing the Red Army for the second
time in five years. More recently, I
learned he had been lost in the
maelstrom at birth and fed a diet
of mare’s milk by strangers until
being reunited with his family
after 11 frantic days.

I know these things because
Aunt Erna broke the family’s
silence. Toward the end of the
past century, my cousin Alan
helped her record her memories
before they were ransacked by
Alzheimer’s disease. Because of
her, I know how it feels to be a 12-
year-old girl hiding in the bushes
as the Red Army marches into
town; to overhear the wife of one
of the soldiers who has moved
into your home refer to your cher-
ry trees as her own; and to choose
which of your belongings to pack
into the one suitcase you are per-
mitted to take when the SS sol-
diers escort you to the Romanian
border.

These are the stories I longed –
and still long – to hear. We were
not German, we were Bessara-
bian. We were not Nazis, we were
refugees. These stories, like that
of Affleck’s Civil War hero, are
true, but they do not tell the
whole truth. They deny the com-
plexity, perhaps even the com-
plicity, of our ancestors’ lives.

The image of the swastika
should not have derailed me
when it did. By then, I knew my
family members were among the
93,000 Bessarabians who had
escaped life behind the Iron Cur-
tain thanks to their German line-
age. In 1939, in the secret
Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact, Hitler
ceded Bessarabia to Russia. In
return, he demanded, among oth-
er things, that Stalin deport the
descendants of German settlers
en masse.

Because Johann Kasper Motz
had been born in Wuerttemberg
(in 1758), his descendants – my
aunts, uncles, grandparents and
great-grandparents – were dispos-
sessed of the houses they’d built,
the cherry trees they’d planted,
the pigs and chickens they’d
raised. Forced out of Bessarabia in
1940, they survived the Second
World War by crisscrossing
Europe under the direction of the
Third Reich.

This is the awareness I tried to
suppress by hitting “delete,” the
awareness I tried to force back
into the wooden trunk stored in
the deepest recess of the crawl-
space. Publishing the image of the
four young girls – friends of Aunt
Erna who had also been deported
from Bessarabia – would lift the
lid off that trunk, exposing details
of my family’s wartime journey I
would rather keep hidden.

It broadcasts an uncomfortable
truth: The tracks that led so many
to Bergen-Belsen, Dachau and
Auschwitz led my own family to
safety.
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Shelley Marie Motz lives in Victoria.
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An uncomfortable truth
My impulse to hide an old family photo containing a swastika was misguided. It offered a glimpse of our seldom-discussed history
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