
My mother wasn’t Jewish.  She didn’t wear a star. And could travel – was coming 

around the camp. She knew that I was working outside – especially in summer. She 

couldn’t talk to me. She couldn’t even make like “Here I am!” Sometimes I don’t think 

that I even saw her. She was coming and trying to see that I’m alive and that I’m okay – 

and get back home after that. 


