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Today was the day all Jews were called to register with the German authorities. 
We were made to travel to the nearest major city, where all of the Jews across 
Germany would gather. 
 
The train journey was the most hectic part. Hundreds, if not thousands of Jewish 
families, all trying to squeeze into the tiny carriages of the steam train, I just 
managed to squash myself into one of the crammed carriages along with my 
younger brother Oskar and mother. 
 
Once we had arrived in Berlin, my mother, Oskar and I registered and then were 
chaperoned to a designated ghetto by a tall, stern man wearing a dark gray 
uniform and well polished, black boots. His hair slickly combed back and his 
face clean shaven. He led us to a small concrete building where we were 
staying. 
 
A few weeks went by. Out of the blue the door was smashed open, in stormed 
six aggressive German soldiers, equipped with rifles. Pointing and shouting at 
us to load the Nazi truck. My heart raced faster than ever before. It felt like my 
heart was in my mouth, I wasn’t sure if we were going to live or die. 
  
We were taken to camp Buchenwald where me and Oskar were separated from 
mother and were forced to join the other children in block 66. 
We were located in the deepest part of the disease infested little camp. 
 
We have been here almost three weeks now, I haven’t seen mother since we 
arrived here. I hope she’s okay, what would happen to me and Oskar? What if 
the soldiers have already taken her? 
 
I’ve learnt a lot while being here, like what the most important things are in life 
and how much things really mean to you. I also learnt how to use what I’ve got, 
the older girls in our block use their blood as makeup. I remember when mother 
used to do my hair and makeup when I was little. I miss that. 
 
For now me and Oskar will have to hope for the best and just wait.                    
 


