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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurLONGLISTED FOR THE ORANGE PRIZE FOR FICTIONParis, 1937. Andras Levi,
an architecture student, has arrived from Budapest with a scholarship, a single suitcase, and a mysterious
letter he has promised to deliver to Clara Morgenstern ayoung widow living in the city. When Andras meets
Claraheisdrawn deeply into her extraordinary and secret life, just as Europe's unfolding tragedy sends them
both into a state of terrifying uncertainty.From a remote Hungarian village to the grand opera houses of
Budapest and Paris, from the despair of Carpathian winter to an unimaginable life in forced labour camps
and beyond, The Invisible Bridge tells the story of a marriage tested by disaster and of afamily, threatened
with annihilation, bound by love and history.ExtratCHAPTER ONEA LetterLater he would tell her that
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their story began at the Royal Hungarian Opera House, the night before he left for Paris on the Western
Europe Express. The year was 1937; the month was September, the evening unseasonably cold. His brother
had insisted on taking him to the opera as a parting gift. The show was Tosca and their seats were at the top
of the house. Not for them the three marble-arched doorways, the faade with its Corinthian columns and
heroic entablature. Theirs was a humble side entrance with ared-faced ticket taker, afloor of scuffed wood,
walls plastered with crumbling opera posters. Girls in knee-length dresses climbed the stairs arm in arm with
young men in threadbare suits; pensioners argued with their white-haired wives as they shuffled up the five
narrow flights. At the top, ajoyful din: arefreshment salon lined with mirrors and wooden benches, the air
hazy with cigarette smoke. A doorway at its far end opened onto the concert hall itself, the great electric-lit
cavern of it, with its ceiling fresco of Greek immortals and its gold-scrolled tiers. Andras had never expected
to see an opera here, nor would he have if Tibor hadnt bought the tickets. But it was Tibors opinion that
residence in Budapest must include at |east one evening of Puccini at the Operahz. Now Tibor leaned over
therail to point out Admiral Horthys box, empty that night except for an ancient general in a hussars jacket.
Far below, tuxedoed ushers led men and women to their seats, the men in evening dress, the womens hair
glittering with jewels.If only Mtys could see this, Andras said.Hell seeit, Andrska. Hell come to Budapest
when hes got his baccalaureate, and in ayear hell be sick to death of this place.Andras had to smile. He and
Tibor had both moved to Budapest as soon as they graduated from gimnzium in Debrecen. They had all
grown up in Konyr, atiny village in the eastern flatlands, and to them, too, the capital city had once seemed
like the center of the world. Now Tibor had plans to go to medical collegein Italy, and Andras, who had
lived here for only ayear, was leaving for school in Paris. Until the news from the cole Spciale
dArchitecture, they had all thought Tibor would be the first to go. For the past three years hed been working
as asaesclerk in ashoe store on Vci utca, saving money for his tuition and poring over his medical
textbooks at night as desperately as if he were trying to save his own life. When Andras had moved in with
him ayear earlier, Tibors departure had seemed imminent. He had already passed his exams and submitted
his application to the medical school at Modena. He thought it might take six months to get his acceptance
and student visa. Instead the medical college had placed him on awaiting list for foreign students, and hed
been told it might be another year or two before he could matriculate. Tibor hadnt said a word about his own
situation since Andras had learned of his scholarship, nor had he shown atrace of envy. Instead he had
bought these opera tickets and helped Andras make his plans. Now, as the lights dimmed and the orchestra
began to tune, Andras was visited by a private shame: Though he knew he would have been happy for Tibor
if their situations had been reversed, he suspected he would have done a poor job of hiding his
jealousy.From a door at the side of the orchestra pit, atall spindling man with hair like white flames
emerged and stepped into a spotlight. The audience shouted its approval as this man made his way to the
podium. He had to take three bows and raise his hands in surrender before they went quiet; then he turned to
the musicians and lifted his baton. After amoment of quivering stillness, a storm of music rolled out of the
brass and strings and entered Andrass chest, filling his ribcage until he could scarcely breathe. The velvet
curtain rose to reveal theinterior of an Italian cathedral, its minutiae rendered in perfect and intricate detail.
Stained-glass windows radiated amber and azure light, and a half-completed fresco of Mary Magdalene
showed ghostly against a plaster wall. A man in striped prison garb crept into the church to hide in one of the
dark chapels. A painter came in to work on the fresco, followed by a sexton bent upon making the painter
tidy up his brushes and dropcloths before the next service. Then came the opera diva Tosca, the model for
Mary Magdalene, her carmine skirts swirling around her ankles. Song flew up and hovered in the painted
dome of the Operahz: the clarinetlike tenor of the painter Cavaradossi, the round basso of the fugitive
Angelotti, the warm apricotty soprano of the fictional diva Tosca, played by the real Hungarian diva Zsuzsa
Toronyi. The sound was so solid, so tangible, it seemed to Andras he could reach over the edge of the
balcony and grab handfuls of it. The building itself had become an instrument, he thought: The architecture
expanded the sound and completed it, amplified and contained it.I wont forget this, he whispered to his
brother.Y oud better not, Tibor whispered back. | expect you to take me to the operawhen | visit you in
Paris.At the intermission they drank small cups of black coffee in the refreshment salon and argued over
what theyd seen. Was the painters refusal to betray hisfriend an act of selflessloyalty or self-glorifying
bravado? Was his endurance of the torture that followed meant to be read as a sublimation of his sexual love
for Tosca? Would Tosca herself have stabbed Scarpiaif her profession hadnt schooled her so thoroughly in
the ways of melodrama? There was a bittersweet pleasure in the exchange; as a boy, Andras had spent hours
listening to Tibor debate points of philosophy or sport or literature with his friends, and had pined for the



day when he might say something Tibor would find witty or incisive. Now that he and Tibor had become
equals, or something like equals, Andras was leaving, getting on atrain to be carried hundreds of kilometers
away.What isit? Tibor said, his hand on Andrass sleeve.Too much smoke, Andras said, and coughed,
averting his eyes from Tibors. He was relieved when the lights flickered to signal the end of the
intermission.After the third act, when the innumerable curtain calls were overthe dead Tosca and
Cavaradossi miraculously revived, the evil Scarpia smiling sweetly as he accepted an armload of red
rosesAndras and Tibor pushed toward the exit and made their way down the crowded stairs. Outside, afaint
scattering of stars showed above the wash of city light. Tibor took hisarm and led him toward the Andrssy
side of the building, where the dress-circle and orchestra-floor patrons were spilling through the three marble
arches of the grand entrance.l want you to have alook at the main foyer, Tibor said. Well tell the usher we
left something inside.Andras followed him through the central doorway and into the chandelier-lit hall,
where amarble stairway spread its wings toward a gallery. Men and women in evening dress descended, but
Andras saw only architecture: the egg-and-dart molding along the stairway, the cross-barrel vault above, the
pink Corinthian columns that supported the gallery. Mikls Y bl, a Hungarian from Szkesfehrvr, had won an
international competition to design the opera house; Andrass father had given him abook of Ybls
architectural drawings for his eighth birthday, and he had spent many long afternoons studying this space.
As the departing audience flowed around him, he stared up into the vault of the ceiling, so intent upon
reconciling this three-dimensional version with the line drawings in his memory that he scarcely noticed
when someone paused before him and spoke. He had to blink and force himself to focus upon the person, a
large dovelike woman in a sable coat, who appeared to be begging his pardon. He bowed and stepped aside
to let her pass.No, no, she said. Y oure just where | want you. What luck to run into you here! | would never
have known how to find you.He struggled to recall when and where he might have met thiswoman. A
diamond necklace glinted at her throat, and the skirt of arose silk gown spilled from beneath her pelisse; her
dark hair was arranged in a cap of close-set curls. She took hisarm and led him out onto the front steps of
the opera house.It was you at the bank the other day, wasnt it? she said. Y ou were the one with the envelope
of francs.Now he knew her: It was Elza Hsz, the wife of the bank director. Andras had seen her afew times
at the great synagogue on Dohny utca, where he and Tibor went for an occasional Friday night service. The
other day at the bank hed jostled her as she crossed the lobby; shed dropped the striped hatbox she was
carrying, and hed lost his grip on his paper folder of francs. The folder had opened, discharging the pink-and-
green bills, and the money had fluttered around their feet like confetti. Hed dusted off the hatbox and handed
it back to her, then watched her disappear though a door marked private.Y ou look to be my sons age, she
said now. And judging from your currency, | would guess youre off to school in Paris.Tomorrow afternoon,
he said.Y ou must do me agreat favor. My son is studying at the Beaux-Arts, and Id like you to take a
package for him. Would it be aterrible inconvenience?A moment passed before he could respond. To agree
to take a package to someone in Paris would mean that he was truly going, that he intended to leave his
brothers and his parents and his country behind and step into the vast unknown of Western Europe.Where
does your son live? he asked.The Quartier Latin, of course, she said, and laughed. In a painters garret, not in
alovely villalike our Cavaradossi. Though he tells me he has hot water and a view of the Panthon. Ah,
theresthe car! A gray sedan pulled to the curb, and Mrs. Hsz lifted her arm and signaled to the driver. Come
tomorrow before noon. Twenty-six Benczr utca. |1l have everything ready. She pulled the collar of her coat
closer and ran down to the car, not pausing to look back at Andras.Well! Tibor said, coming out to join him
on the steps. Suppose you tell me what that was all about.Im to be an international courier. Madame Hsz
wants me to take a box to her son in Paris. We met at the bank the other day when | went to exchange peng?
for francs.And you agreed?l did.Tibor sighed, glancing off toward the yellow streetcars passing along the
boulevard. Its going to be awfully dull around here without you, Andrska.Nonsense. | predict youll have a
girlfriend within aweek.Oh, yes. Every girl goes mad for a penniless shoe clerk.Andras smiled. At last, a
little self-pity! | was beginning to resent you for being so generous and coolheaded.Not at all. | could kill
you for leaving. But what good would that do? Then neither of us would get to go abroad. He grinned, but
his eyes were grave behind his silver-rimmed spectacles. He linked arms with Andras and pulled him down
the steps, humming afew bars from the overture. It was only three blocks to their building on Hrsfa utca;
when they reached the entry they paused for alast breath of night air before going up to the apartment. The
sky above the Operahz was pal e orange with reflected light, and the streetcar bells echoed from the
boulevard. In the semidarkness Tibor seemed to Andras as handsome as a movie legend, his hat set at a
daring angle, his white silk evening scarf thrown over one shoulder. He looked at that moment like a man



ready to take up athrilling and unconventional life, a man far better suited than Andras to step off arailway
car in aforeign land and claim his place there. Then he winked and pulled the key from his pocket, and in
another moment they were racing up the stairs like gimnzium boys.Mrs. Hsz lived near the Vrosliget, the
city park with its storybook castle and its vast rococo outdoor baths. The house on Benczr utca was an
Italianate villa of creamy yellow stucco, surrounded on three sides by hidden gardens; the tops of espaliered
trees rose from behind a white stone wall. Andras could make out the faint splash of afountain, the scratch
of agardenersrake. It struck him as an unlikely place for Jewish peopleto live, but at the entrance there was
amezuzah nailed to the doorframea silver cylinder wrapped in gold ivy. When he pressed the doorbell, a
five-note chime sounded from inside. Then came the approaching click of heels on marble, and the throwing
back of heavy bolts. A silver-haired housemaid opened the door and ushered him in. He stepped into a
domed entrance hall with afloor of pink marble, aninlaid table, a sheaf of callaliliesin a Chinese
vase.Madame Hsz isin the sitting room, the housemaid said.He followed her across the entry hall and down
avaulted corridor, and they stopped just outside a doorway through which he could hear the crescendo and
decrescendo of womens voices. He couldnt make out the words, but it was clear that there was an argument
in progress. One voice climbed and peaked and dropped off; another, quieter than the first, rose and insisted
and fell silent.Wait here a moment, the housemaid said, and went in to announce Andrass arrival. At the
announcement the voices exchanged another brief volley, asif the argument had something to do with
Andras himself. Then the housemaid reappeared and ushered Andras into alarge bright room that smelled of
buttered toast and flowers. On the floor were pink-and-gold Persian rugs; white damask chairs stood in
conversation with a pair of salmon-colored sofas, and alow table held a bow! of yellow roses. Mrs. Hsz had
risen from her chair in the corner. At awriting desk near the window sat an older woman in widows black,
her hair covered with alace shawl. She held awax-sealed letter, which she set atop a pile of books and
pinned beneath a glass paperweight. Mrs. Hsz crossed the room to meet Andras and pressed his hand in her
large cold one.Thank you for coming, she said. Thisis my mother-in-law, the elder Mrs. Hsz. She nodded
toward the woman in black. The woman was of delicate build, with a deep-lined face that Andras found
lovely despite its aura of grief; her large gray eyes radiated quiet pain. He gave a bow and pronounced the
formal greeting: Kezt cskolom, | kiss your hand.The elder Mrs. Hsz nodded in return. So youve agreed to
take a box to Jzsef, she said. That was very kind of you. Im sure you have a great deal to think about
already.Its no trouble at all.We wont keep you long, said the younger Mrs. Hsz. Simon is packing the last
items now. Il ring for something to eat in the meantime. Y ou look famished.Oh, no, please dont bother,
Andras said. In fact, the smell of toast had reminded him that he hadnt eaten all day; but he worried that even
the smallest meal in that house would require alengthy ceremony, one whose rules were foreign to him. And
he wasin ahurry: Histrain left in three hours.Y oung men can always eat, said the younger Mrs. Hsz, calling
the housemaid to her side. She gave afew instructions and sent the woman on her way.The elder Mrs. Hsz
left her chair at the writing desk and beckoned Andras to sit beside her on one of the salmon-colored sofas.
He sat down, worrying that his trousers would leave a mark on the silk; he would have needed a different
grade of clothing altogether, it seemed to him, to pass an hour safely in that house. The elder Mrs. Hsz
folded her slim hands on her lap and asked Andras what he would study in Paris.Architecture, Andras
said.Indeed. So youll be a classmate of Jzsef?s at the Beaux-Arts, then?l be at the cole Spciale, Andras
said. Not the Beaux-Arts.The younger Mrs. Hsz settled herself on the opposite sofa. The cole Spciale? |
havent heard Jzsef mention it.Its rather more of atrade school than the Beaux-Arts, Andras said. Thats what
| understand, anyway. Il be there on a scholarship from the Izraglita Hitkzsg. It was a happy accident,
actualy.An accident?And Andras explained: The editor of Past and Future, the magazine where he worked,
had submitted some of Andrass cover designs for an exhibition in Parisa show of work by young Central
European artists. His covers had been selected and exhibited; a professor from the cole Spciale had seen the
show and had made inquiries about Andras. The editor had told him that Andras wanted to become an
architect, but that it was difficult for Jewish students to get into architecture school in Hungary: A defunct
numerus clausus, which in the twenties had restricted the number of Jewish students to six percent, still
haunted the admissions practices of Hungarian universities. The professor from the cole Spciale had written
letters, had petitioned his admissions board to give Andras a place in the incoming class. The Budapest
Jewish community association, the Izraelita Hitkzsg, had put up the money for tuition, room, and board. It
had all happened in a matter of weeks, and at every moment it seemed asiif it might fall through. But it
hadnt; he was going. His classes would begin six days from now.Ah, said the younger Mrs. Hsz. How
fortunate! And a scholarship, too! But at the last words she lowered her eyes, and Andras experienced the



return of afeeling from his school daysin Debrecen: a sudden shame, asif hed been stripped to his
underclothes. A few times hed spent weekend afternoons at the homes of boys who lived in town, whose
fathers were barristers or bankers, who didnt have to board with poor familiesboys who slept alone in their
beds at night and wore ironed shirts to school and ate lunch at home every day. Some of these boys mothers
treated him with solicitous pity, others with polite distaste. In their presence hed felt similarly naked. Now
he forced himself to look at Jzsef?s mother as he said, Yes, its very lucky.And where will you livein
Paris?He rubbed his damp palms against his knees. The Latin Quarter, | suppose.But where will you stay
when you arrive?l imagine Il just ask someone where students take rooms.Nonsense, said the elder Mrs.
Hsz, covering his hand with her own. Y oull go to Jzsef?s, thats what youll do.The younger Mrs. Hsz gave a
cough and smoothed her hair. We shouldnt make commitments for Jzsef, she said. He may not have room
for aguest.Oh, Elza, youre aterrible snob, said the elder Mrs. Hsz. Mr. Lvi isdoing a service for Jzsef.
Surely Jzsef can spare asofafor him, at least for afew days. Well wire him this afternoon.Here are the
sandwiches, said the younger, visibly relieved by the distraction.The housemaid wheeled atea cart into the
room. In addition to the tea service there was a glass cake stand with a stack of sandwiches so pale they
looked to be made of snow. A pair of scissorlike silver tongs lay beside the pedestal, asif to suggest that
sandwiches like these were not m eant to be touched by human hands. The elder Mrs. Hsz took up the tongs
and piled sandwiches onto Andrass plate, more than he would have dared to take for himself. When the
younger Mrs. Hsz herself picked up a sandwich without the aid of silverware or tongs, Andras made bold to
eat one of hisown. It consisted of dilled cream cheese on soft white bread from which the crusts had been
cut. Paper-thin dlices of yellow pepper provided the only indication that the sandwich had originated from
within the borders of Hungary.While the younger Mrs. Hsz poured Andras a cup of tea, the elder went to the
writing desk and withdrew a white card upon which she asked Andras to write his name and travel
information. She would wire Jzsef, who would be waiting at the station in Paris. She offered him a glass pen
with agold nib so fine he was afraid to use it. He leaned over the low table and wrote the information in his
blocky print, terrified that he would break the nib or drip ink onto the Persian rug. Instead he inked his
fingers, afact he apprehended only when he looked down at his final sandwich and saw that the bread was
stained purple. He wondered how long it would be until Simon, whoever that was, appeared with the box for
Jzsef. A sound of hammering came from far off down the hallway; he hoped it was the box being closed.It
seemed to please the elder Mrs. Hsz to see that Andras had finished his sandwiches. She gave him her grief-
etched smile. Thiswill be your first timein Paris, then.Y es, Andras said. My first time out of the
country.Dont let my grandson offend you, she said. Hes a sweet child once you get to know him.Jzsef isa
perfect gentleman, said the younger Mrs. Hsz, flushing to the roots of her close-set curls.Its kind of you to
wire him, Andras said.Not at al, said the elder Mrs. Hsz. She wrote Jzsef?s address on another card and
gave it to Andras. A moment later, aman in butlers livery entered the sitting room with an enormous
wooden crate in his arms.Thank you, Simon, said the younger Mrs. Hsz. Y ou may leave it there. The man set
the crate down on the rug and retreated. Andras glanced at the gold clock on the mantel. Thank you for the
sandwiches, he said. 1d better be off now.Stay another moment, if you dont mind, said the elder Mrs. Hsz. 1d
like to ask you to take one more thing. She went to the writing desk and slid the sealed letter from beneath
its paperweight.Excuse me, Mr. Lvi, said the younger. She rose and crossed the room to meet her mother-in-
law, and put a hand on her arm. Weve aready discussed this.| wont repeat myself, then, said the elder Mrs.
Hsz, lowering her voice. Kindly remove your hand, Elza. The younger Mrs. Hsz shook her head. Gyrgy
would agree with me. Its unwise.My son is a good man, but he doesnt always know whats wise and what is
not, said the elder. She extricated her arm gently from the younger womans grasp, returned to the salmon-
colored sofa, and handed the envel ope to Andras. Written on its face was the name C. Morgenstern and an
addressin Paris.Its amessage for afamily friend, said the elder Mrs. Hsz, her eyes steady on Andrass.
Perhaps youll think me overcautious, but for certain matters | dont trust the Hungarian post. Things can get
lost, you know, or fall into the wrong hands. She kept her gaze fixed upon him as she spoke, seeming to ask
him not to question what she meant, nor what matters might be delicate enough to require this degree of
caution. If you please, Id rather you not mention it to anyone. Particularly not to my grandson. Just buy a
stamp and drop this into a mailbox once you get to Paris. Y oull be doing me a great favor.Andras put the
letter into his breast pocket. Easily done, he said.The younger Mrs. Hsz stood rigid beside the writing desk,
her cheeks bright beneath their patina of powder. One hand still rested on the stack of books, as though she
might call the letter back across the room and have it there again. But there was nothing to be done, Andras
saw; the elder Mrs. Hsz had won, and the younger now had to proceed as though nothing out of the ordinary



had happened. She composed her expression and smoothed her gray skirt, returning to the sofa where
Andras sat.Well, she said, and folded her hands. It seems weve concluded our business. | hope my son will
be ahelp to you in Paris.Im certain he will, Andras said. Is that the box youd like me to take?lt is, said the
younger Mrs. Hsz, and gestured him toward it.The wooden crate was large enough to contain a pair of picnic
hampers. When Andras lifted it, he felt a deep tug in hisintestines. He took a few staggering steps toward
the door.Dear me, said the younger Mrs. Hsz. Can you manage?Andras ventured a mute nod.Oh, no. Y ou
mustnt strain yourself. She pressed a button in the wall and Simon reappeared a moment later. He took the
box from Andras and strode out through the front door of the house. Andras followed, and the elder Mrs.
Hsz accompanied him to the driveway, where the long gray car was waiting. Apparently they meant to send
him home init. It was of English make, aBentley. He wished Tibor were there to seeit.The elder Mrs. Hsz
put a hand on his sleeve. Thank you for everything, she said.lts a pleasure, Andras said, and bowed in
farewell.She pressed his arm and went inside; the door closed behind her without a sound. As the car pulled
away, Andras found himself twisting backward to look at the house again. He searched the windows, unsure
of what he expected to see. There was no movement, no curtain-flutter or glimpse of aface. He imagined the
younger Mrs. Hsz returning to the drawing room in wordless frustration, the elder retreating deeper behind
that butter-colored faade, entering aroom whose overstuffed furniture seemed to suffocate her, aroom
whose windows offered a comfortless view. He turned away and rested an arm on the box for Jzsef, and
gave his Hrsfa utca address for the last time.From the Hardcover edition.Revue de pressePraise for Julie
Orringers The Invisible Bridge" One of the best books of the year.”Junot Diaz, author of The Brief Wondrous
Life of Oscar Waolf youre still looking for abig novel to carry into the summer holidaysone in which you
can lose yourself without the guilty suspicion that youre slummingthen Julie Orringers The Invisible Bridge
isthe book you want. . . . Stunning. . . . In every admirable sense an ambitious historical novel, in which
large human emotionsprofound love, familial bonds and the deepest of human loyaltiesplay out against the
backdrop of unimaginable cruelty. . . . Orringer traverses this perilous rhetorical terrain with remarkableand,
more important, convincing, self-possession. . . . Remarkably affecting. . . . A life powerfully,
unsentimentally and inspiringly evoked in this gracefully written and altogether remarkable first novel. Tim
Rutten, The Los Angeles TimesThe Invisible Bridge deserves to be praised. It takes the introspective themes
weve loved so well in American literaturefrom Walt Whitmans Song of Myself to A. M. Homess Music for
Torchingand points them in adifferent direction. . . . Rendered in sweeping, epic fashion . . . acloselook at
the terrible ways that enormous historical events can affect individual lives. . . . The strength of The Invisible
Bridge liesin Orringers ability to make us care so deeply about the people of her al-too-real fictional
world.Andrew Ervin, The New Y ork Times Book (Editors Choice)Evocative. . . exquisitely precise. . .
rapturous. . . uses history as a backdrop to her storys grand passions with a sweep akin to that of Dr.
Zhivago. . . . The horrors of war never become Ms. Orringers primary subject. She devotes far more
attention to conveying the intricacies of Jewish life. . . writing with both granddaughterly reverence and
commanding authority.Janet Maslin, The New Y ork TimesIntricately layered. . . . We have seen images like
these. . . in the literature of eyewitnesses such as Elie Wiesel and Imre Kertsz. . . . [Orringer makes] brilliant
use of adeliberately old-fashioned realism to define individual fates engulfed by historys deadly onrush. . . .
With its moving acknowledgment of the gap between whats been lost and what can be imagined, this
remarkably accomplished first novel isitself, in the continuing stream of Holocaust literature, an invisible
bridge.Donna Rifkind, The Washington Post Book WorldTruly breathtaking . . . gloriously rendered . . . a
sensual feadt. . . . | didnt want it to end.Debra Spark, San Francisco ChronicleA straightforward storyteller,
[Orringer] captures our attention with her sympathetic characters and lets her deft handling of time and place
do the rest. She never indulgesin melodrama. In her hands, the human drama, pared to its essentials, is
heartbreakingand inspiringenough.Lloyd Sachs, Chicago Sun-TimesHaunting. . . . [The Invisible Bridge]
exhibits wonderfully evoked realism. . . . A literary throwback of sorts, afat facsimile of a nineteenth-
century novel, the kind of story that critics would faintly praise as sweeping (commonly meaning they write
it off in other respects) were the author not so obviously endowed with talent, and the novels particul arities
so vibrant.Art Winslow, The Chicago TribuneDazzling . . . Like Tolstoy and Stendhal, she chronicles sea
changes in European history through the eyes of finely fashioned characters, and like them she has created a
story smultaneously epic and intimate. . . . An ambitious slice of literature, but Orringer fulfills her
ambitions with crisp writing. . . . This stunning work manages to feel both original and part and parcel of the
well-blazed tradition of historical novels that came before it.Keith Staskiewicz, Entertainment Weekly
(Grade: A)Bold, ambitious. . . beautiful, breathtaking and vital. . . . Orringers prose is unfaltering, and she



shows remarkable skill in weaving together the two main sections of the novelthe first part, a coming-of-age
story reminiscent of early parts of W. Somerset Maughams Of Human Bondage; and the second part, atense
account of afamily threatened with war and hatred, which recalls the heroic, romantic realism of Michael
Chabons The Amazing Adventures of Kavalier Clay. . . . The Invisible Bridge might not be the novel that
Orringers fans were expecting, but its every bit as powerful and haunting as her debut. Shes no longer just a
writer to watchshes awriter to follow, and one whose talent, daring and compassion are beginning to ook
boundless.Michagl Schaub, NPR.orgOrringer avoids bathos and has a gift for re-creating distant times and
places: a Paris suffused with the scent of paprikas and the sounds of American jazz, the camraderies and
cruelties of the work camps. Theticking clock of history keepsit urgent and moving forward, and the result
is, against all odds, a Holocaust page-turner. Buy it.New Y ork magazine\WWhat begins as a jewel-box
romance soon breaks open into a harrowing saga of war. Orringer, drawing upon assiduous research into
Hungarian history (and her own), conveys a piercing sense of what it meansto be fated by ones blood, as
well as arich understanding of the capricious nature of survival.VogueThe Invisible Bridgeisan
unabashedly big, wartime epic la Dr. Zhivago, with They Cant Take That Away From Me as a theme song
instead of a balalaika ballad. And when it comes to the memory of love, you cant do better than
Gershwin.Y vonne Zipp, The Christian-Science MonitorA Tolstoy-esgue novel of the Holocaust, one that
tracks the passage of quotidian life and the flutter of the human heart against the implacable roil of history.
The Invisible Bridge brings the pre- and early-World War Il period to lifein away | can only compare to
Suite Francaise, which was actually written at that time. . . . Meanwhile, the love story that unfoldsin
Orringers pagesis as romantic as Doctor Zhivago, and the seamless, edifying integration of truckloads of
historical and topical research (architecture, ballet, mid-century Paris neighborhoods) brings to mind
Michael Chabons The Amazing Adventures of Kavalier Clay. . . . | was stunned, then awed.Marion Winik,
NewsdayJulie Orringers sense of history, her keen eye for the smallest of details, her in-depth
characterizations, help make her first novel, The Invisible Bridge, an astonishing read. But what is arguably
best about this epic story of Hungarian Jews in the mid-20th century is the authors keen sense of pace and
storytelling that unfurls the 602 pages with breathtaking (and heartbreaking) speed.Rege Behe, Pittsburgh
Tribune- A rare achievement, a hefty and compellingly readable piece of literature that, published mere
weeks ago, feels asif it pre-dates the authors own 37 years. . . . In the expansive tradition of Pasternak or
Tolstoy, Orringer seduces us. . . . Big, passionate ideas illustrated in so much masterly detail that we can
taste and smell and see. . . . The Invisible Bridge is dense with a masters intelligence.Darren Sextro, The
Kansas City StarThisis abig, old-fashioned love story set against the backdrop of warthe type Tolstoy might
have scratched out with a gnawed pencilbut its also a modern riff on architecture, existentialism, and how
people persist in making and remaking their lives when the world haslost itsmind . . . . The romantic
exploitsin Paris. . . are breathy and gilded, yet they never spill over completely into melodrama. . . . The
small miracles that abound in Orringers novel make a strong argument that literature is the best way to get at
the core of something in absentia.Gregg LaGambina, The A. V. Club (Grade: A)[Orringer] imbues the novel
with aluminosity equally at odds with and inherent to Holocaust-themed works, wherein aturn of phrase
resultsin aturn of fate, or a happenchance encounter resultsin arelationship that savesa soul. No less
miraculous, however, are the tools by which Orringer builds these connections. Her writing is glorious, at
times awe-inspiring. Her research is painstaking and deftly woven into the body of her worknever academic,
yet consistently learned. And her grasp of detailher knowledge of and affiliation with placeis front and
center, highlighting the feisty merger of architecture and culture, theatrical review and politics, that roiled in
the lull between the worlds great wars, that roils still.Ellen Urbani, The OregonianA major talent. . . .
Reminiscent of 19th-century novels. . . . Thisfascinating book . . . has much to say about war, and how it
affects individuals indiscriminately, changing their dreams.Anne Morris, The Dallas Morning NewsBrilliant.
... Orringer covers the darkest matters with atender authority while imbuing her characters with the subtle,
endless dimensions of love and suffering. . . . Its an arduous charge, and Orringer has succeeded: Shes
written a Shoah novel that is gripping, fresh and worth remembering and, unlike much of the ephemera
consumed poolside this summer, this novel will endure.Allison Y arrow, The Jewish Daily ForwardThe sheer
joy of storytelling fills each moment of Orringers novel. Like Tolstoy and Eliots work, it transports us
completely into its worldthat of young Andras, his friends, family and lovesand a landscape of war and
redemption. Thrilling, tender, and terrifying; a glorious reminder of how books can change our lives. It isthe
novel of the year.Andrew Sean GreerTo bring an entire lost worldits sights, its smells, its heartaches,
raptures and terrorsto vivid life between the covers of anovel isan accomplishment; to invest that world,



and everyone who inhabitsiit, with asoul, as Julie Orringer doesin The Invisible Bridge, takes something
more like genius.Michaegl ChabonOrringers stunning first novel far exceeds the expectations generated by
her much-lauded debut collection, How to Breathe Underwater. . . . Orringers triumphant novel isas much a
lucid reminder of atime not so far away asit is aluminous story about the redemptive power of
love.Publishers Weekly (starred review, pick of the week)A long, richly detailed debut novel from
prizewinning short-story writer Orringer. . . . Her story develops without sentimentality or mawkishness,
though it isfull of grand emotions. Though the events of the time, especially in Hungary, are now the stuff
of history books and increasingly fewer firsthand memories, Orringer writes without anachronism, and
convincingly. Written with the big picture view of Doctor Zhivago or Winds of Warand likely to be one of
the big books of the season.Kirkus sA hugely ambitious undertaking, but [Orringer] has every detail under
control, from the architectural currentsin Europe in the 1930s to the day-to-day struggle to survive. . . .
Completely absorbing . . . an astonishing achievement.Mary Ellen Quinn, Booklist (starred review)Praise for
How to Breathe UnderwaterOrringers engaging wit, her eye for detail, her ear for patterns of speech and
thought, and her insights into human nature proclaim her awriter to be reckoned with. Merle Rubin, Los
Angeles TimesT he harsh landscape in which Orringers characters dwell corresponds to the fierce beauty of
her writing. Even the grimmest of these stories conveys, along with anguish, a childs spark of mystery and
wonder.Lisa Dierbeck, The New York Times Book A major new talent. . . . A dark and beautiful book.Heidi
Benson, San Francisco Chronicle MagazineUnclouded by sentimentality . . . Orringer writes with
penetrating intelligence and remarkable self-possession.Amanda Heller, The Boston GlobeFrom the
Hardcover edition.



