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	I had woken up in complete darkness, I sat up and rubbed my eyes and had waited until a shaded picture of my bedroom began to form. Slowly the dots that danced in front of my eyes began to dwindle away, and I could make out the dark form of my dresser and desk. Besides from the creaks of the old house, that night, everything had been silent, until the muffled sound of crying had grown loud enough for my ears to hear clearly. Groaning quietly, I had slapped my hands quickly over my ears, unwilling to bear the poignant feeling that could creep inside you and refuse to leave. In the whole two weeks since she came, I didn’t get a wink of sleep and her crying had only increased throughout the time period. Apart from irritation, my conscience got the best of me. Pity had overwhelmed me for the girl. She was alone in a world, which seemed to her, that neither welcomed her nor loved her; she is forever haunted by memories that would be there to terrify her whenever she closed her eyes, and her choked broken sobs that had filled the night with hopeless sorrow, only told pieces of her story. Guilt had risen in my throat and threatened to choke me, she was forced at the age of ten to mature many more years than myself during the holocaust.
	I decided that it would be better to try to comfort her soon, instead of waiting until her screams had filled the silence, I kicked the covers off myself and tip-toed across the hallway. I quietly knocked on her door, but there was no reply, so I pushed the door open a fraction and had peered inside. The room was pitch black and from the corner came the sounds of her weeping. I could picture her convulsing body huddled in a ball on the bed. 
	“Ilana,” I whispered to the shadows, the girl’s name had felt foreign on my tongue, “May I come in?” When the girl never answered, I felt my cheeks flare up and I shuffled slightly. But when I was sure that there would be no answer, I swallowed my embarrassment and slowly made my way through the room. I found the bed and walked around it, grasping for the night stand, found it and fumbled to turn on the small lamp. Click, the light came on and the brightness from it had stung my eyes. I blinked away the shadows that were in front of me and focused on Ilana. Her eyes were full of suspicion and she stared at me warily. Nose running and eyes red and puffy, she had looked helpless and my heart wanted to reach out to her, to tell that everything would be alright. But I couldn’t because it was a lie and she knew better than to believe it. I couldn’t have taken away her pain; I couldn’t have wiped away the memories.
 	A huge, sigh escaped my lips, a sigh that tried to cover the unease that was settling in the air. As I sat down on the edge of the bed, Ilana had cringed backwards, her muscles tensing. I held up my hands in front of me, a gesture to let her know I meant no harm. Then, cautiously I asked if she was alright. Of course I had already known that that would be no answer, but I continued to talk, “I know it must be hard, I mean… well, it must be impossible. Err…um…and, there couldn’t be any possible way that I could…fathom…what you must be going,’ I stuttered and then mumbled, ‘or what you went through.” I held my breath when I waited for a response from Ilana. And of course, the only response that I got was a scared confused look. Again I sighed; she wasn’t ever going to talk, no matter how much I rambled apologies for what other people did to her.
	“Listen, Ilana, I know whatever I say will never make up for what…happened, but I want to help. You should know that I will be here for you, whenever, you need me, I…just wanted you to know.” I had finished with a cough and looked down at my hands and started to fiddle with my fingers, fighting the urge to flee from the room, but when I had heard a sniffle and a cough, I looked up. Her lips quivering and tears streaking down her cheeks in small clear rivers, she had looked up at me with miserable eyes that were calling out for help. Timidly, I remember crawling onto the bed and over to her, and gently I had touched her trembling shoulder and when she hadn’t flinched I drew her to me, and placed her in my lap. My shoulder is where she wept, drenching my shirt.
	“Hannah…’ my eyes had widened and my breath caught in my throat. From Ilana had come a dry and strained voice, a voice that you could have more easily matched with someone old, and it had been the first time I had heard Ilana utter even a syllable. Body tense I situated Ilana around in my lap to face me, I strained, waited for her to continue, ‘Hannah, my sister, you remind me of her, you act like her and…her eyes are…’ she whimpered and corrected herself, ‘were, just like yours, a beautiful deep green, that always had sparkled in the moonlight. She… died… two days before the liberation. While she died, I held her hand and sang her an old lullaby my mother had sung to us; I sang until her hand was cold and limp.” Those last words were cold and sharp, like ice. And they were words that stamped themselves into my memory forever.
  Her eyes had taken on a faraway look and I had known that she wasn’t looking at me. Tears unwillingly had sprung from my eyes and I shook my head, I couldn’t believe how much grief and pain could fall onto the shoulders of a ten year old girl. She had lost her family, she had lost everybody she had ever loved and, she had to pick up the shattered pieces of a life she had once known and trusted and she had to try and build it together again. But she had to build it slowly because if she had rushed, it would have fallen apart again. It wasn’t right.
	“Do want to talk about it?” I asked. Ilana had shaken her head and buried her face in her hands and sobbed. I grasped her hands tightly in mine. “Shh. Crying doesn’t do much good, I know there aren’t much ways to take away the pain, in fact, it could be impossible. But, there are ways to help forget about it, at least for awhile. Think of something happy that you remember from your past, and hold on to it as long as you can, or think of a dream that you have always cherished.”
	“Why are you trying to help me?” Ilana had asked, her voice full of suspicion. And the question had made my heart ache. She even tested my sympathy, what had they done to her? 
 	“Because Ilana, I do feel sorry for you and I want to help you because I care.”
	“But, I am Jew.” She even had spoken the word “Jew” with disgust, as if she had grown to believe the lies that had told her, that she was a monster.
	“Yes, you are. But that makes no difference to me and my family. In our eyes, Ilana, everyone is equal.”
	“Everyone?”
	I smiled, “Yes, everyone, Jews and Atheists especially.” Ilana gasped and I remember laughing when she looked up at me with startled eyes, but when she saw me smiling down back at her she relaxed and risked a small, shy smile herself.
	I remember waking up with the sun glaring into my eyes, and slowly sitting up and looking around me; it had turned out that I had spent the night in Ilana’s room and she still slept beside me. I glanced at the room around me. A room it was, but I wouldn’t call it one. It was almost completely barren except for her small, ratty suitcase and the oak dresser that was crammed in to the corner. The white walls held no emotion. Slowly the idea leaked into my mind. This was Ilana’s room now, and I was going to make it actually become her room. Not just some place you stuff something that you don’t know how to deal with. Hopefully it would be her safe haven, where she could do whatever she would like, where she could feel safe for once in her life. An old life may not be able to be patched up, but it would at least help, create a new one.

