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      I open my eyes and find myself staring at the ceiling. Suddenly, I remember where I am and 

jump up from my withered mattress. Raising my arms to stretch, a fetid stench almost instantly 

filled my nostrils. I looked around attempting to find where the atrocious smell was coming from. 

Then I saw it. The large flames, the smoke, the bodies. I knew where the smell was coming from. 

I knew the smell was the burning stench of rotting corpses. The corpses of the young and the old, 

the crippled and sick. Then I saw them; My mother, my father, my younger sisters. I saw my 

mother’s sick, aging body, my father’s wizened, decrepit face, and then I saw my two little 

sisters. To see them so withered and broken down when they both had just turned the young age 

of four and five. I feel my eyes begin to water and a tear slowly trickles down my cheek. I saw the 

men dressed in uniforms push and shove my family like they were pieces of garbage. Why am I 

here? How did it get to this? Why am I not being shoved into the bursting flames emerging from 

the screaming chambers? I then thought back to how we got here. When we were taken from our 

beloved homes, forced into ghettos with thousands of other Jews. When the box cars were 

overflowing with bodies, no matter if they were dead or alive. And then we arrived. “Mama, I’m 

scared.” I said to my mother. She smiled, but I knew she herself was just as terrified as I. I 

turned my head and looked into the gates. These gates were the entryway to death. The gates that 

as soon as we stepped our foot through, would end our lives day by day, if someone was lucky 

enough to live more than an hour. I look to my left and see the corpses of people who weren’t so 

lucky being piled up in front of the box car. I look to the right, and then I see it. The nude, 

withered bodies, the flames emerging from the small building, and the screams. The screams 

filled  
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 my ear drums. Along with the screams were the cries. The dreaded cries. I looked back to my 

mother, and her face was still, like she had no emotion left within her soul, and then it went 

blank.  

I must have blacked out. After remembering how I got here, I pull myself together and try to see 

where I am. I looked up and saw a window, and began to stack some stuff just so I could reach 

my head enough to see. I screamed out the tiny window, calling for my mother. She looked 

around but couldn’t make out where I was calling out from. Both of my sister’s turned and must 

have seen me, and began to fight my father, who was grasping their arms tightly. I wanted to be 

with them and keep them safe. I see the men in uniforms, the SS, then beat them along with my 

father and mother. Their bodies lay still on the rough dirt ground. I feel the wave of tears shed 

from my sorrowful eyes. I dropped to my knees and sat in despair but the tears had stopped. How 

could I not be bawling my eyes out? I had just witnessed my entire family be beaten brutally and 

murdered, and I couldn’t even cry for longer than a minute.  

    I awoke startled, and then I saw my husband trying to calm me down. I begin to sob. I sob for 

my mother. I sob for my father. I sob for both of my sisters. I lay in my husband’s arms as he 

continues to try and calm me down. For years after the trauma I have had recurring nightmares of 

this dreaded day. And I can see on his face how much he wants to help me but can’t. The next 

morning, I am sitting in my living room watching a documentary. It was the survivors of the 

Holocaust telling their survival stories. Right then I decided I wanted to tell my story, not just for 

people to know, but for myself. To be able to understand the trauma I had experienced from the 

day I arrived in Auschwitz to the day I was liberated.  
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    Two years later, I am now in a library for a book signing, and about to read the introduction of 

my book : I was only 14. “Survival” I said, “Am I really happy I survived the camps, the abuse, 

the Holocaust? I look back and think maybe, just maybe, it would have been easier if I would 

have been thrown into the chambers. Just so I didn’t have to live with the fact that my family was  

brutally murdered, and I am sitting here, alive and well. Maybe because every single night since 

that day I have been cursed with the trauma, the PTSD, the nightmares. Nobody can take away 

the trauma, and that's the thing with survival. People look at it as some great, heroic thing 

because you survived something horrific, but they don’t understand how just at the age of 14, I 

was cursed with having no mother to hold me and tell me everything will be alright, no father to 

tell me how brave and strong I am, no sisters to cheer me up. I had no home, no other family 

members, I had nothing. And yes, I am happy that I survived as well, because I have my 

children, and grandchildren, but that does not mean I don’t think at every second I have a chance 

of losing them. So survival was hard for a young girl, and continues to be difficult for me as I 

grow older. So it should not be looked at as heroism, because there is so much more to it. 

Especially for a young child who lost everything, at only 14.”  
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