
February 17, 2021 – Seattle, Washington. I am Aytan Sternberg, 12 

years old, in 7th grade. Inspired by the story of my late great-

grandmother, [Safta] Miriam (Maniusia) Adler – written in her 

perspective. 

 

Struggle. September 3, 1939 – Pabianice, Poland. I am Maniusia, 11 

years old. 

Struggle. War raging out the door, running, frightened, I remember the 

clothes I wore... 

Struggle. War vs. peace, a great disparity, this anti-Semitism, sad is 

the severity ... 

Struggle. The ghetto at Lodz, no one is free; “nothing can make you 

forget the hungry...” 

Struggle. “How does a day pass? Morning, afternoon, evening, sleep. 

Morning, afternoon, evening, sleep. That’s how the days, the months, 

the years pass in the Ghetto Lodz...” 

Struggle. Ghetto Lodz I bore for 4 years, I shed blood, sweat, and 

tears (literally)...  

Then... 

Where are we going? Train station... on the train meant for cattle – 

“Tata, me, Sarah, Chaim, Danek. Chocha Hertzberg. Her daughter 

Rivtcha. Chocha Chana Hendel. Cousin Mula.” All squished together, 

like a Lulav... 

Struggle. The Nazis pull us off the train, awful smells linger. They 

separate families with the point of a finger... 

Struggle. Barracks. “Alone, empty.” Empty people by the plenty... 

Struggle. I must not kill myself and must always retain where I came 

from – the words of Tata. I bring myself to promise this, the hardest 

of my life. I hope this all ends, this conflicting strife... 

Struggle. Auschwitz is where I am, a wooden bed (plank of wood) is 

where four other women and I cram... 

Struggle. “There is nothing fair in Auschwitz.” No gain, no profits...  



Just loss.  

Dehumanization. 

Struggle. 4 weeks and we’re off, on a train again, Will we be saved? 

Where or when? 

Struggle. Bergen-Belsen – Germany, more deaths, more deaths, more 

deaths. Yet we’re picked up and moved again – leaving behind the dead 

breaths... 

Hope. Bergen-Belsen to Magdeburg, where we’re given prisoners’ stripes 

to wear. Seems like nothing, but you get what you get – they were 

warm, so, who cares? 

Hope. I am chosen, with 11 other girls, to work in the kitchens! Cook 

for the Germans! And we get food for our duty – we richen! 

Hope. The Americans are coming! Liberation! Freedom! I remember I’m 

with the Hassidim... 

Hope. Who am I? I remember who I am. I promised Tata and I remember 

who I am. I, Miriam Adler, am a Jew. I promised. 

Freedom. May 8, 1945 – Magdeburg. Russian soldiers. They open the 

doors. Freedom. The war is over. The war is over. The war is over! 

“We. Are. Free.” 

If you notice the quotes throughout my poem, they are from the book, I 

Promise You, which was written by my aunt (Yael Mermelstein)about 

Safta Maniusia’s time in various ghettos and concentration camps. Many 

thanks to her for the reference(!), as well as Safta Maniusia herself, 

when I was able to talk to her a few years ago before she sadly 

passed. 

 


