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strolling down the platform, asking him to have the sick woman
moved to a hospital car.

“Patience,” the German replied, “patience. She’ll be taken
there soon.”

Around eleven o’clock, the train began to move again. We
pressed against the windows. The convoy was rolling slowly. A
quarter of an hour later, it began to slow down even more.
Through the windows, we saw barbed wire; we understood that
this was the camp.

We had forgotten Mrs. Schichter’s existence. Suddenly there
was a terrible scream:

“Jews, look! Look at the fire! Look at the flames!”

And as the train stopped, this time we saw flames rising from
a tall chimney into a black sky.

Mrs. Schichter had fallen silent on her own. Mute again, indif-
ferent, absent, she had returned to her corner.

We stared at the flames in the darkness. A wretched stench
floated in the air. Abruptly, our doors opened. Strange-looking
creatures, dressed in striped jackets and black pants, jumped into
the wagon. Holding flashlights and sticks, they began to strike at
us left and right, shouting:

“Everybody out! Leave everything inside. Hurry up!”

We jumped out. I glanced at Mrs. Schichter. Her little boy
was still holding her hand.

In front of us, those flames. In the air, the smell of burning
flesh. It must have been around midnight. We had arrived. In

Birkenau.
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HE BELOVED OBJECTS that we had carried with us from
place to place were now left behind in the wagon and,
with them, finally, our illusions.

Every few yards, there stood an SS man, his machine gun
trained on us. Hand in hand we followed the throng.

An SS came toward us wielding a club. He commanded:

“Men to the left! Women to the right!”

Eight words spoken quietly, indifferently, without emotion.
Eight simple, short words. Yet that was the moment when I left
my mother. There was no time to think, and I already felt my fa-
ther’s hand press against mine: we were alone. In a fraction of a
second I could see my mother, my sisters, move to the right. Tzi-
pora was holding Mother’s hand. I saw them walking farther and
farther away; Mother was stroking my sister’s blond hair, as if to
protect her. And I walked on with my father, with the men. I
didn’t know that this was the moment in time and the place
where I was leaving my mother and Tzipora forever. I kept walk-
ing, my father holding my hand.
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