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Ruth 

 

 

I wish I could speak, I wish I could tell, but I can’t.  I am Ruth Davis, and there is a 

Jewish refugee hiding in our attic.  We can not speak of him to anyone, for our lives are at risk, 

as is his.  His name is Joseph.  His last name, nobody knows.  He has run away from Germany to 

our little town in Belgium.  We can’t trust anybody, they could be spies, watching, listening.  I 

am trying to learn as much about him as I can, but Mama and Papa say that I can’t talk to him.  

People would get suspicious.  He speaks   Hebrew, and a little English.  I speak German and 

Dutch.  I will try to learn about him and his story.  I will try.   

 

 

Joseph 

 

 I am alone in a dark attic, but I shall not complain.  Anywhere but Germany.  Abba and 

Eema are gone, taken by the Nazis.  I fled with my bubba, but she didn’t make it.  I ran alone as 

far and as long as I could, until I found a little village.  I don’t know where I am, but I am not in  

Germany.  That is all that matters. I went from door to door, seeking refuge.  Everyone declined.  

I had given up hope.  Suddenly, a family came outside and said they would take me in.  I was so                                                                                                                                                

grateful!  I don’t know their names, but this family has an abba, eema, and a little girl, who looks 

about my age.  I don’t know my exact age; or even my last name.  I only know that I am Joseph, 

and I am safe, for now.   
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Ruth 

 

 I know that I must go to school, but I don’t want to.  I can’t risk spilling out information 

that should never be known.  What if someone finds out that Joseph, a Jew, is hiding in my 

home?  I am so very scared.  I walk down the hallway to lunch, and sit by my friends, Mary, 

Helen, Margaret, and Sadie.  They all come from rich families, and I do not.  I don’t mind too 

much, for they accept me and are friendly to me.  As we eat lunch, Helen, the mayor’s daughter, 

says, “Have you heard about people allowing Jewish refugees to hide in their homes?  My papa 

says that is unruly and unnecessary!  I think it would be gross to let a Jew, who has traveled 

across the world, and has been who knows where, to live in my home.”  A long pause passes as I 

slowly chew my white bread sandwich.  Don’t say a word.  Don’t say a word.  I eat half of my 

sandwich, half of my grapes, and half of my homemade cookie.  I will give the rest to Joseph.  

Hopefully my friends won’t notice.  

                                                                                                                                                      

                                                                                                                                 

Joseph 

 

 I see my concentration camp burning in the distance.  How did I get back here.  I can’t be 

here again.  My Eema, she’s in trouble!  “Run Joseph, get away from this place, you will be 

okay.  Run, I will always be here for you.”  I woke up.  It was a nightmare.  One of my worst ons 

yet.  Was my Eema trying to talk to me?  I couldn’t finish my thoughts because the attic 
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door was being unlocked.  The Nazis, they were here!  It wasn’t the Nazis.  The little girl from 

the family was standing in the doorway, holding half of a sandwich, some grapes, and half of a 

cookie!  How nice of this little girl!  I don’t know how to say thank you in her language, and I 

am ashamed.  She sits down in front of me, and starts telling me that she went to school to learn 

today.  She was speaking in Hebrew, but it was not very good!  I appreciate her effort.  She soon 

left and I realized something.  I wanted to go to school.  To learn more about her.  Tomorrow, I 

will go.  Or so I thought.   

 

 

Ruth                                                                                                                                                

 

I hear the bombs above during class today, and I know what they are.  The Nazis.  They 

are here.  I have to go to Joseph.  I can't believe my eyes!  Nazis are walking towards our school.  

The teachers rally us up and we run.  We ran until we couldn’t run anymore.  I need to find 

Joseph.  

 

The Nazis catch up to us, and take us away to a labor camp.  Here, we do work for the 

Nazis.  Where are Mama, Papa and Joseph?  Will I ever see them again?   

 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                       4 



                                                                                                                         The Boy in the Attic 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

Joseph 

 

 I wake up to a sound I have dreaded to hear.  Bombs.  It can't be, I am safe here.  I hear 

stomping up the stairs as I search through the attic to make a diversion.  I find a sweeper.  It will 

work well enough.  The Nazis are in the attic with me.  They grabbed me by my arms and ask me 

the dreaded question. “Are you a Jew?”.  I force out the simple word, “No.” It hurts my heart to 

betray my religion, but if I want to survive, I have to.  I tell the Nazis that I clean for this family, 

and they believe me.  I am taken to a labor camp to do work.   

 

I see her, the little girl in the family, and I run to her.  I run and run and give her a hug 

once I reach her.  I can survive with someone at my side, we can make it!   

 

 

Ruth 

 

I see him running.  Coming towards me like a silver bullet.  I am enveloped in a hug as 

warm as my hot morning tea.  I am ok now.   

 

                                                                                                                                    

After years of dreadful labor work, Joseph and I escaped and were adopted by a kind  

family.  That is where we are now.  We are safe and the Holocaust is over.  Joseph and I go to                                                                                                                                                                              
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school, and are healthy and happy.  That is how it was.  The horrible memories of the past are 

memories I can't escape from, but I will have to try! 
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