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Two years ago, in Frankfurt, Germany, the bombings started. My family first moved to Germany three years ago when my father got a job at a major publishing company. we moved from Poland; my mother was American, my father was Polish. My parents met when they were studying in the Netherlands.

The day the bombing stopped, it was abrupt. We were sure that it was merely a lapse to make us feel unrightfully safe. When the world was silent for three days, we ventured outside. Nearly all the buildings were in ruin; the market was caved in as well as the library.


Suddenly, we heard the sound of jets overhead. We ran quickly to the nearest building and hid out of sight from the sky. In what seemed like years, we heard the sound of landing. There was a sound of something large dropping. We looked around the corner and  saw American troops unloading a multitude of crates. At least five were marked food, another five for was, three for medical, and one for clothing. Taking a chance, we stood up and slowly walked over. We reached the jet and a soldier walked over to meet us. 


“Guten tag,” he greeted us in broken German.


My father was fluent in German, I knew some, and my mother knew none. “Hallo,” my father said “, Sie sind hier, um uns zu helfer?” The Americans smiled “Ja,” he said. They proceeded to make a fire; along with soup and hot water. We hadn’t tasted food in months, besides potatoes, and had barely any water. 


We had never been deported or sent to a concentration camp because we were Polish and American. The trouble was that with everyone around us being sent away, we had no one to buy food from. We had one chicken, water until the tap ran out, and a seemingly infinite amount of potatoes.


The soldiers gave us new clothes, food, and water. After half an hour, they told us that they were taking us to a safe-house, an old hotel that had been spared from the bombs.  We were driven to the old hotel that we had stayed in when were first moved here. When we went inside, there were people everywhere. A nurse led us to a small room that had a family of three in it. Each family was supplied with one bed and two pillows. This family was the Robinsons, they had been to Auschwitz and had managed to survive together. We introduced ourselves, then we each took up a space on the bed and slept.


When I woke, it felt like I had slept for an eternity. I recalled dreaming, but not of good things. All I remembered was the sound of bombs and screams. An American nurse soon brought our families soup, water, and a loaf of bread. I tasted the soup, expecting a luke-warm bowl of water and some rotten vegetables. Instead, I got a mouthful of the best soup I had ever tasted.


Later that night, two nurses pushed a third bed into the room. They led another Polish family, the Ferdinands, in. They had a son about eleven, my age, and a baby. Before we all slept, they told us that before the Russians came for liberation, their house was bombed. My family and the Robinsons told them how we got to the safe-house, and then we went to sleep.


My family stayed at that hotel for about three more months. My father got a job cleaning rooms, and my mother worked in the kitchens. They didn’t get paid much, but after a while, it was enough to buy an apartment for our family alone. When I was old enough, I went to work in the bakery that was owned by the Ferdinands.


After two years of my family working, saving every extra Euro that wasn’t used to buy essentials, we had enough to buy a ticket to America, the land of the free. We didn’t know where to go when we got there, but we knew we were going.


As we walked to the dock and handed over our tickets, I had a sudden flashback of the cattle cars we had seen. A door had been ajar on the train, and inside, I could see hundreds of people jammed inside. In the boat, we sat on a crate and waited. We got three meals a day, not the best food but also not the worst. The trip took four weeks.


I awoke to my father shaking me. We had arrived! I stepped off the boat, holding tight to my parents. Acting on impulse, I ran over to a police officer to find out where we were. “New York,” he said, “are you from overseas?” I nodded. My parents came over and spoke to him, he offered to help us. He told us that he could get us a place to stay and maybe even get us jobs.


Three months later, we had our own apartment. My mother and father worked in a factory, and I had a job in a coffeehouse. The owners had me bussing tables because my English wasn’t so good. As I was wiping a table down, near closing-time, a boy about my age walked up. ”Hello,” he sounded Polish. I was surprised. I hadn’t heard anyone speak with a Polish accent in over a year. My parents and I spoke English at home so that we could practice and maybe get better-paying jobs. “Do you remember,” he asked, “after liberation?” It all came back to me. This was the Ferdinand’s son; the family that had stayed in the same room as us, the family who I had worked for. I finished wiping the tables, clocked out, and sat down across from him. Then I did something I hadn’t done in ages. I reminisced. It was the best day of my life.

