June 18, 1943
Dear Jourval,

Hello, vy name is Mia. T am currenthy hiding from wmy father in order to save wy life. T am
surrounded vy strangers and I am trusting them with wy life. T dou't kmow where T am,
bt all T kmow is T wmust be as quiet as a wouse, or else T could compromise everybody's
safety n this shelter. Sowe kind soul gave me +his book +to write wmy feelings and thoughts
in, +o keep we duiet becanse T wmay ve eleven, but T am still the voumaest one here. fou may
be wondering, Wia, how could anyove ever get v this situation? well it all started v wy
sweet humble ome in Germany. T wish T coudd tell you what city T lived i, bt T hovestly
can’t remember. T +hink all this new nformation has come n so duickly, that I had to bump
some out. Amyways, we were a Jewish family, well vy wow, brother and T were. Wy dad
never agreed with the Jewish ways, but dont get me wrong, we still loved him deeply, Wy
brother was obviously my parents’ favorite child, He NEVER got in trouble, avd everything
he did was so "amazing”. We were watching a news story abont vombings in Japan, and
right on time, like it was plavmed, sirens went off. Wy parents +old me o take my brother
and ruw to the ueighborhood bomb shelter. Yeah, vou heard we right, veighborheod bomb
shelter. Wy brother, father and I wade i+, T wish T could say the same thing about my
mother. After a wonth, wy father and the three other fathers that made it, wewt out
wmto the atomic abyss. They came back three days later with weird uniforms. They told us
it was for “work”, and that the rest was classified. T never questioned it, becanse T didv't
want to start a fight w front of the whole veighboriood, or at least wihat was left of it.
There were five kids, one mom, and three dads. whew we finally were able to get out of
that retched place, what T saw was horrendous. Synagoanes destroded, nouses, office
buildings, everything was rabble. That's when it just began. Wy father kept on trying to
get us o come with him to go to a “safe place,” but he was acting weird after he got his
new ‘" and we didv't know If we could trust him angimore. Wy brotiher amd T stole, ate
slept, thew ran. We had vowhere to go, just places not to be. Wy dad sometimes found us
wawdering the streets. Apparevtly, his vew jobr involved him to patrol the streets, T didu™+
kvow what they were looking for, bnt t seemed urgent. T also started to votice a lot of
“fainted” people laying on the street. T figured it was because of the lack of food, avd the
sickvesses going aromd, but oy was T wrong, Wy naive, little, self. Wy father eventually
lured wy brother to come with him, T told him vot +o. And sure enougih +he vext day wy dad
was walking the streets, and wy brother wasnt. T'wm viot sure wihat happened to him, bt
T am pretty sure e is living the fife of luxry right vow, He was wy father’s favorite
after all. Besides, T dow'+ think he wonld kit- would he? Anywavs, ove day T was wavdering
around +own, witil 4 young woman with a vaby came up o me, She informed me about the
awful thivas happening. The ghetto, mass murders, Nazis, Hitler, the whole thing. T was
shocked avd frighteved of everyone avd evervytiing around me. Scared for wy life, T followed
her, and she led wme here. Pon't ask me exactly where here is, becaunse T wouldw't be avle +o




tell you. But, look at the bright side, they have food, they are vice to we, and ovly have one
rule, dow't make any voise. T am fine with those stavdards, angways, T mast aet going,

tonight we are having a feast for celebration m wy arvival. T heard we get two pieces of
bread todoy!

e iy it


Riley Mack



