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A haunting memoir of war, genocide, displacement, and a daughter’s search for the literary
works of her mother’s murdered twin.Grieving the death of her mother in 2013, author Isa
Milman embarked on a heart-wrenching journey to unravel a family mystery—the whereabouts
of her aunt’s long-lost poems, published in Poland in the early 1930s—which evolved into a
broader investigation of her family’s life before, during, and after the Holocaust. This powerful
memoir chronicles a lesser-known chapter of the Second World War through the story of two
sisters: Sabina, Isa’s mother, who survived the war, and Basia, Sabina’s twin, who did
not.Exploring themes of loss and displacement, regeneration and resilience, Isa discovers how
her own story is woven into the immense yet intricate tapestry of the Jewish experience. As
she delves into her family’s history, accompanied by her husband, a native British Columbian,
she travels to contemporary Poland, Ukraine, and Germany, and tries to reconcile her shifting
appreciation of people and place, in a world where anti-Semitism and other forms of extremism
are on the rise once again.

"Written with powerful awareness and historical heft, the memoir Afterlight follows the daughter
of Holocaust survivors as she travels to unpack her lifetime of living with the aftermath of a
genocide."--Foreword ReviewsWhat a remarkable, deeply moving act of homage Isa Milman
has accomplished: a long quest to rescue stories of relatives enduring war-time atrocity from
oblivion; a Kaddish performed through personal on-site practice and writing. With candour,
humility, and courage, she travels in space and time through this scarred landscape, calling
upon imaginative thought experiments to supplement the spare horrifying facts. Afterlight is a
telling reminder that atrocity thrives in the dark and must be unearthed, whatever the anguish,
in order to be overcome.--Don McKay, Governor General's Award-winning poet"Isa Milman's
Afterlight is as close to a living history as one can come. There is a quality of lucid dreaming in
this memoir. Told with a poet's exquisite attention to detail, it is a work of exhumation--a
bringing to light that which has always been with us."--Eve Joseph, author of In the Slender
MarginAfterlight is a powerful journey. By going to Poland, where her Jewish family was torn
apart by war, Isa Milman invests her story with potent force. We are taken into the frozen
Siberian gulag; we escape Stalingrad just before the Germans arrive. Compelling and
poignant, Afterlight is a truly luminous book.--Anne Simpson, author of Speechless, winner of
the Thomas Raddall Atlantic Fiction AwardIn this beautifully written and evocative memoir, Isa
Milman takes us with her on a trip back to her ancestral home in what is today Ukraine but was
once Poland, as she searches for the writings of her aunt, her mother's twin sister, who was
one of the several million victims of the Holocaust. In chapters that alternate between past and
present, Milman suggests how the afterlight of historical tragedies can both illuminate and
complicate the present.--Goldie Morgentaler, Professor of English at the University of
Lethbridge and award-winning translator from Yiddish to English of the work of Chava
RosenfarbMarrying dogged research with sharp emotional insight, and storytelling both
intimate and poetic, Isa Milman reassembles her brutalized family tree. With palpable love,
unflinching horror, and unexpected joy, she reclaims and reimagines the almost unutterable
memories that her mother held in silence until just before her death. Meanwhile, Milman gives
voice to so many children of the European Jewish diaspora, as she moves toward her own
peace with the land that bore and then cast out and swallowed her ancestors.--Naomi K. Lewis,



award-winning author of Tiny Lights for Travellers"In search of a family narrative shattered by
war, displacement, and genocide, Isa Milman traverses the past and present in Poland and
Ukraine, Israel, and Canada to weave a memoir of profound loss and great love. Time and
again, Afterlight pierces through darkness and leads, at last, to acceptance, recovery, and
hope."--Ruth Panofsky, poet and author of Radiant Shards: Hoda's North End PoemsIsa
Milman's Afterlight is an absolutely riveting memoir. From her parents' survival in a Siberian
gulag to her own investigation of the scarred landscape of eastern Europe, the author portrays
a deeply moving journey across time and space as she searches for traces of history, including
her aunt's lost poetry, and explores the meaning of home in the aftermath of the Shoah.--Helga
Thorson, associate professor, University of Victoria, Germanic and Slavic studies"Isa Milman
brings an artist's eye, a love of the music of language, and a ferocious tenacity to her quest for
her family's lost ones, for the survivors, for herself. As the still unfathomable atrocities of the
Holocaust retreat from living memory, her story glows in the afterlight of history and memory,
deeply personal and ultimately profound."--Diana Wichtel, award-winning author of Driving to
Treblinka: A Long Search for a Lost FatherIn Afterlight, Isa Milman tells a timely personal
narrative of travel and discovery, which is entangled in the twentieth-century calamity of the
destruction of Jewish life in eastern Europe. Milman provides a fresh and thoughtful
reconsideration of postwar Polish Jewish identity. 'Was I not free, ' she wonders, as she seeks
out her ancestral story, 'to adjust my own opinions without breaking the codes I'd been brought
up with?'--Norman Ravvin, author of The Girl Who Stole Everything and A House of Words:
Jewish Writing, Identity, and Memory"Isa Milman's powerful book takes her readers on a
voyage of self-discovery through the landscapes of Eastern Europe--and Jewish memory. A
story of real people and events, Afterlight reads like a mystery novel that you cannot put down
until the very last page. It will have a major impact."--Serhy Yekelchyk, professor of Slavic
Studies and History at the University of Victoria and the author of Ukraine: What Everyone
Needs to KnowCombining the threads of memory, history and imagination with a strong fabric
of family stories and research embroidered with recovered maps and artifacts, Isa Milman
recreates her Jewish family's tragic fate during the horrific events of wartime Poland. Afterlight
is a beautiful, haunting memoir that speaks of both devastating pain and abiding love.--Lynne
Van Luven, professor emerita, Department of Writing, University of Victoria--This text refers to
the paperback edition.About the Author<p><b>Isa Millman</b> is an award-winning author and
the daughter of Holocaust survivors from Poland. She came with her family as refugees to the
United States in 1950, immigrated to Canada in 1975, and has called Victoria home for the
past twenty-five years. Her professional life has encompassed clinical rehabilitation practice,
university teaching, entrepreneurship, and more recently writing and art-making. For more
information, visit isamilman.com.</p> --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Praise for Afterlight“Written with powerful awareness and historical heft, the memoir Afterlight
follows the daughter of Holocaust survivors as she travels to unpack her lifetime of living with
the aftermath of a genocide.”FOREWORD REVIEWS“What a remarkable, deeply moving act of
homage Isa Milman has accomplished: a long quest to rescue stories of relatives enduring war-
time atrocity from oblivion; a Kaddish performed through personal on-site practice and writing.
With candour, humility, and courage, she travels in space and time through this ‘scarred
landscape,’ calling upon imaginative thought experiments to supplement the spare horrifying
facts. Afterlight is a telling reminder that atrocity thrives in the dark and must be unearthed,
whatever the anguish, in order to be overcome.”DON MCKAY Governor General’s Award–
winning poet“Marrying dogged research with sharp emotional insight, and storytelling both
intimate and poetic, Isa Milman reassembles her brutalized family tree. With palpable love,
unflinching horror, and unexpected joy, she reclaims and reimagines the almost unutterable
memories that her mother held in silence until just before her death. Meanwhile, Milman gives
voice to so many children of the European Jewish diaspora, as she moves toward her own
peace with the land that bore and then cast out and swallowed her ancestors.”NAOMI K.
LEWIS award-winning author of Tiny Lights for Travellers“In this beautifully written and
evocative memoir, Isa Milman takes us with her on a trip back to her ancestral home in what is
today Ukraine but was once Poland, as she searches for the writings of her aunt, her mother’s
twin sister, who was one of the several million victims of the Holocaust. In chapters that
alternate between past and present, Milman suggests how the afterlight of historical tragedies
can both illuminate and complicate the present.”GOLDIE MORGENTALER professor of English
at the University of Lethbridge and award-winning translator from Yiddish to English of the
work of Chava Rosenfarb“In search of a family narrative shattered by war, displacement, and
genocide, Isa Milman traverses the past and present in Poland and Ukraine, Israel and
Canada, to weave a memoir of profound loss and great love. Time and again, Afterlight pierces
through darkness and leads, at last, to acceptance, recovery, and hope.”RUTH PANOFSKY
poet and author of Radiant Shards: Hoda’s North End Poems“Isa Milman’s Afterlight is as
close to a living history as one can come. There is a quality of lucid dreaming in this memoir.
Told with a poet’s exquisite attention to detail, it is a work of exhumation—a bringing to light
that which has always been with us.”EVE JOSEPH author of In the Slender Margin: The
Intimate Strangeness of Death and Dying“Isa Milman’s Afterlight is an absolutely riveting
memoir. From her parents’ survival in a Siberian gulag to her own investigation of the scarred
landscape of Eastern Europe, the author portrays a deeply moving journey across time and
space as she searches for traces of history, including her aunt’s lost poetry, and explores the
meaning of home in the aftermath of the Shoah.”HELGA THORSON associate professor of
Germanic and Slavic Studies at the University of Victoria and co-founder of the I-witness
Holocaust Field School“Afterlight is a powerful journey. By going to Poland, where her Jewish
family was torn apart by war, Isa Milman invests her story with potent force. We are taken into
the frozen Siberian gulag; we escape Stalingrad just before the Germans arrive. Compelling
and poignant, Afterlight is a truly luminous book.”ANNE SIMPSON author of Speechless,
winner of the Thomas Raddall Atlantic Fiction Award“Isa Milman brings an artist’s eye, a love of
the music of language, and a ferocious tenacity to her quest for her family’s lost ones, for the
survivors, for herself. As the still unfathomable atrocities of the Holocaust retreat from living
memory, her story glows in the afterlight of history and memory, deeply personal and ultimately
profound.”DIANA WICHTEL award-winning author of Driving to Treblinka: A Long Search for a



Lost Father“In Afterlight, Isa Milman tells a timely personal narrative of travel and discovery,
which is entangled in the twentieth-century calamity of the destruction of Jewish life in eastern
Europe. Milman provides a fresh and thoughtful reconsideration of postwar Polish Jewish
identity. ‘Was I not free,’ she wonders, as she seeks out her ancestral story, ‘to adjust my own
opinions without breaking the codes I’d been brought up with?’”NORMAN RAVVIN author of
The Girl Who Stole Everything and A House of Words: Jewish Writing, Identity, and
Memory“Isa Milman’s powerful book takes her readers on a voyage of self-discovery through
the landscapes of Eastern Europe—and Jewish memory. A story of real people and events,
Afterlight reads like a mystery novel that you cannot put down until the very last page. It will
have a major impact.”SERHY YEKELCHYK professor of Slavic Studies and History at the
University of Victoria and the author of Ukraine: What Everyone Needs to Know“Combining the
threads of memory, history, and imagination with a strong fabric of family stories and research
embroidered with recovered maps and artifacts, Isa Milman recreates her Jewish family’s tragic
fate during the horrific events of wartime Poland. Afterlight is a beautiful, haunting memoir that
speaks of both devastating pain and abiding love.”LYNNE VAN LUVEN professor emerita,
Department of Writing, University of VictoriaFor my children, and theirsandFor Robert Brooke
Naylor McConnell1942–2019in loving memoryIntroductionMaps1Opening the Box of
History2The Longing for Poland3Outbreak4Mistletoe5Warsaw6Five Good Months7Surprise in
Amsterdam8Fergana9Searching for Basia10Reunion11Mother Tongue12Displaced
Persons13Return14Exile15Kostopil16Finally17A Chapter in Three Movements18The Birthday
Party19HomeAfterword: AfterlightAcknowledgementsNotes and SourcesIndexKRAMER-KUTZ-
BEBCZUK FAMILY TREEThat your search goes on for something you lost—a name, A family
album that fell from its own small matter Into another, a piece of the dark that might have been
yours . . .MARK STRANDIntroductionAFTERLIGHT IS AN UNCOMMON WORD that refers to
the light visible in the sky after sunset, or to a look back in time, a retrospect. When this word
arose unexpectedly, as I was searching for another, I knew at once that it was the perfect title
for my memoir.This is a work deeply rooted in the facts of the history that I tell, but it’s an
exploration of imagination, too, as I create scenes where I clearly was not present. It’s as close
to the truth as I could come, given the erasures of history that I encountered during the journey
I describe here, and due to the nature of memory itself. I’ve made every effort to respect the
stories and opinions of the people who appear in these pages. Any errors or distortions I’ve
made inadvertently are entirely my own.The places and people in this book have many names,
depending on where the geopolitical and cultural borders are located at the time being
described. For example, the city is Równe, in Polish, while Jews called it Rovne; today it is
Rivne, in Ukraine. My father was Eljasz in Polish, Elya in Yiddish; my mother always called him
Olek. In America he became Elliot.To simplify matters, I use common English spellings for
place names like Warsaw and Moscow, and I spell smaller cities and towns the way my parents
would have done in their time. If a person’s name is changed, the original appears in
parentheses, when not obvious in the text. Occasionally Yiddish, Hebrew, and Polish words
make their appearance; their definitions are provided in the text or in the endnotes, along with
other supporting information to assist the reader. I apologize for any undue confusion, but the
story I tell is of times and places still tangled and fraught with unfinished business; confusion
and bewilderment are its warp and weft.I began this book in 2013, and I finished it in 2019. As I
write this introduction in 2021, it is with a heavy heart. Polish courts now punish historians who
write unwelcome narratives about the Holocaust as it occurred in Poland. I sincerely hope my
family’s story will be received for what it is: another testament about what happened, which
cannot be supressed.Sabina’s escape from Warsaw to Kostopol, late fall, 1939.1Sabina and



Olek Milman’s deportation to Siberia, relocation to Uzbekistan, and repatriation to Poland,
1940–1946.2Flight from Poland to US zone in Germany, 1946–1950.3Maps1Opening the Box
of History2013THE DAY AFTER OUR MOTHER was expected to die, when all of us gathered
in New London, Connecticut, heavy with grief, to say goodbye, she had a change of heart and
woke up. She’d heard her great-granddaughter Elea calling Bobie, Bobie, and her three-year-
old voice was too compelling to ignore. With pillows propped behind her head, her pale face
framed by silver-white hair, our eighty-nine-year-old mother began to tell a story that my sisters
and I had never heard in the sixty years we’d known her. In a voice that took on a rushing
urgency, for she knew she didn’t have much time left, she let go of restraint, while I sat at the
foot of her bed with pen and paper, madly trying to capture her words.The story she told was
about her twin sister, Basia. She hardly ever spoke of her twin, a published poet, who was
killed during the war. The details of her murder, along with almost all of our extended family,
were so horrible that our mother withheld them from us for most of our lives, or at least tried to
hold them back. But in her newly awakened state, just steps away from the threshold to the
next world, my mother returned with a story of her childhood with Basia. She told of her twin’s
brilliance, her love of poetry and history, and her desire to write a book when she was only
fifteen.I watched the colour return to my mother’s cheeks as she explained how Basia was
keen to write about Moscow. Her tutor was a Russian Orthodox priest from their village, who
had been defrocked and forced to move away because he’d had an affair, yet he remained a
close friend of my grandparents. He invited Basia to make use of his library, his knowledge,
and offered to take her in to live with his family so she could fulfill her dream. The big surprise
was that our grandparents agreed to this, and allowed Basia to live with Bat’ko Ivano in a
faraway village for almost a year. Somehow they managed to keep it a secret because it would
have been a scandal should the truth become known.My mother gave us an unexpected
glimpse of her family life in a tiny village in Polish Ukraine, and startled us with her unbroken
bond with her twin, who had been dead for sixty-five years. (Maybe Basia’s spirit prodded her
while she prepared to leave her body and finally join her in the next world.) As my mother
spoke, I was jostled by bewilderment. I never imagined such warm relations between the
Kramer family and their friends in the village of Pohorelowka. We’d always heard a different
narrative, of the nightmare of Jewish sacrifice at the hands of neighbours and compatriots. So
maybe, in her dramatic return from the dead, our mother recognized her need to add more
nuance to the truth of her pre-war experience, in that there were many positive, special
memories, too. I can still hear her voice, rising in excitement, saying Isa, write this down, this
should be your next book!Those papers where I’d jotted down my mother’s words that day in
the hospital sat on my desk for years. My grief over her death six months later, in April 2007,
marked a profound wound that took ages to heal. Nothing prepared me for the anguish of
losing her. At first I focused on poetry to recount the devastation I felt. I read works of poets
that inspired me, grabbed a line that was compelling, and used it—a haunting phrase to propel
me into my own text; the resulting poems became my next book. Additionally, fibres assumed
greater importance to me. I’d always loved piecing fabrics together, sewing quilts, knitting
sweaters for babies and friends, and joining scraps of paper and cloth—torn and broken bits
that had no business going together yet pulsed into unexpected coherence and beauty. And so
I lost myself in quilting and collage. Gradually, the tightness surrounding my heart softened,
and I returned to living with more comfort.As I got on with all the demands of my life, my
mother’s exhortation that I write this story would come back to me, but I kept saying not yet.
The seed had been planted, but all the conditions necessary for germination were absent. I
needed to build up my emotional stamina so I could support the weight I would have to carry in



telling my mother’s story. But her voice was gently persistent. I had written many family stories
in my three books of poetry, but they were cut-outs, more like pictures thrown into a box,
waiting to be organized into an album. Could I possibly compose the book my mother had
urged me to write?One summer morning, my husband Robbie was downstairs, waiting for me
to get ready to leave for a trip we’d planned. I pulled out the dusty cardboard box that had been
sitting in the back of my closet just as he called out, “Are you coming?” Then I grabbed my bag,
tucked the box under my arm, and ran downstairs. I honestly didn’t know all that was inside the
box, but I knew I had to take it with me.We were going up to the Cluxewe River, on the northern
edge of Vancouver Island, for a week, with buddies from his fishing club. I had long days ahead
of me as a fisherman’s wife and could only spend so much time on the log-strewn beach.
Fortunately we’d snagged one of the few cabins for rent, so while Robbie was fishing for
salmon, I would have time to myself. Fishing here was my husband’s idea of paradise, when
every other year the run of tens of thousands of silvery pinks, thrashing their way from salt
water to sweet, was the stuff of miracles. Their migration had to be witnessed to be believed;
one couldn’t help but marvel at the sight of the salmon transformed from silver to blood red,
their backs having grown humps to better swim upriver. Who knows, I thought, immersion in
nature’s majesty would do me good.In the morning, I cracked the window open to let in the
smell of the ocean, only steps away. Little brown birds flitted and chirped in the salal bushes
surrounding the cabin. Fishermen in their waders stood half submerged in the frothy waves,
their lines pulled taut by hungry salmon. Everything around me pulsed with energy as I opened
the cardboard flaps of the little box I’d impulsively brought. Right on top sat a manila envelope
that I’d labelled DP camp stuff some fifteen years before. It was full of documents that I hadn’t
had the heart to examine at that time, a few months after my father had died.Now I reached
into the manila envelope and pulled out a black marbled notebook, the kind that school children
used for compositions fifty years ago or more. Beneath the notebook were a variety of loose
pages—deeply creased official-looking documents that almost fell apart when I unfolded them,
and a few hand-scribbled scraps of paper. Before me was a clamour of languages: Polish,
German, Russian, Yiddish, Hebrew, and English; I was only proficient in two, English and
Hebrew. The rest of the box was filled with childhood souvenirs, old pictures, and some pages
of notes about family that I’d written during conversations with my mother. It was a small
capsule of history that I’d gathered up to carry home.Among the objects was a sepia photo of
my mother, who must have been about fifteen when the portrait was taken. Her dark eyes
smoulder; her nose is delicate, slightly upturned; her lips are not smiling nor are they tightly
drawn, they’re simply full and soft, like her whole round face—a softness hardly seen in today’s
pictures. She is so clearly a beauty, but there’s nothing in her gaze that indicates such
knowledge.I knew a few things about my mother’s early life, even before this portrait was taken.
She was about five years old when her father bought the flour mill in the village of
Pohorelowka, and the family moved there from the town of Kostopol, twenty-seven kilometres
away. They were a family of five then, with their twins Sabina and Basia, and younger daughter
Pola. It was in Pohorelowka where Manya and Sonia, their youngest daughters, were born. My
mother had told me that the Kramers were not terribly religious, more outward looking in
orientation, but deeply attached to their Jewish roots. They spoke Polish at home, not Yiddish,
which I found surprising. They were far from wealthy, but they managed to live from the flax
they grew in their fields, the flour they milled, and the produce of their kitchen garden. They had
a couple of cows and chickens. It was a true country life that my mother loved.In Pohorelowka,
the five sisters were educated by tutors because there was no public school. By the time they
were ten, Sabina and Basia were already fluent in a number of languages. Their younger



sisters followed quickly in their footsteps. They learned Russian from the priest Bat’ko Ivano,
while his daughter taught them German. They spoke Polish and understood Ukrainian, and
were initiated into Hebrew through prayers. Although they didn’t hear much Yiddish around
them (there were only three Jewish families in Pohorelowka), they learned to read it and write
it, as it was written in the same characters as Hebrew. Orchestrating all their lessons was their
mother Yelena, the first woman of her family to graduate from gymnazium—an enormous
accomplishment, because Jewish women were mostly barred from education back
then.Everything changed when the mill burned down under suspicious circumstances
sometime around 1930. Whatever prosperity the family enjoyed vanished overnight. They tried
to survive in the village, but with no income it became impossible. At the same time, the sisters
were in need of more formal education, which was not to be found in the peasant farming
country where they resided, so the family moved back to Kostopol. It was a town of about ten
thousand people—a metropolis compared to the five hundred villagers of Pohorelowka. They
rented a tiny apartment in the poorest, Jewish section of town, while Isaak, their father,
struggled to find work.In the summer of 1933, the year Hitler came to power, Sabina and Basia
were sixteen. That was the year my mother met Olek, my father. They met at the Zionist youth
training camp, or hachshara, that was based in her uncle Meir’s house. Meir offered four rooms
of his large house in Kostopol, so that Jewish youth could prepare for a life in Palestine. Zionist
longing had seized much of the youth of Poland in these years, because antisemitism was
intensifying and life for Jews became more and more grim.1 My mother was in the kitchen
kneading bread when she saw two young men approach the kitchen door. They’d come from
Stolin, a town about sixty kilometres away, so they could begin their training, which was a
prerequisite for making aliyah—a Hebrew term meaning to elevate oneself by going up to the
Holy Land. My mother was smitten by my father’s handsome face, and excited that his passion
for Zionism matched her own. The talk at the hachshara that day was about all the hurdles
they’d have to overcome in order to leave Europe for Palestine. It was becoming clear that
there was no future in Poland for young people like them.When my mother got home that
evening she found Basia sitting in the only comfortable chair in their kitchen. She told her about
the two young men she’d just met. One was my father, Olek; the other was his best friend,
Pesach. Basia wasn’t very interested. She was engrossed in the poem she was writing and
barely looked up. My mother remembered her response: “I don’t need to meet any smarcule,”
which meant a snot-nosed know-it-all. Someone too young, too stupid, too immature for her to
bother with. My mother informed Basia that the men were in fact three years older and perhaps
had some life experience that she and her sister didn’t have. She didn’t remember Basia’s
reaction, but her rebuttal was enough to make her twin curious, so the next time she went to
the hachshara at Uncle Meir’s, Basia decided to come along.After that summer, Sabina and
Basia returned to their studies. My mother was attending a Russian language gymnazium in
Rovne, the largest city in their region, and home to a significant Jewish population. I have no
knowledge of how much Basia advanced in writing her book about Moscow. Their father had
never recovered from the loss of the mill and could barely scratch out a living to support his
family. Yelena’s three brothers in Kostopol offered no help, while her only sister, Rose, was long-
gone to America and had five children of her own. Much as she would have liked, she was
unable to help. What’s clear is that the family lived in poverty, even with the daughters
producing fine embroideries and mending clothes to add a few zlotys to the family coffers.
Their greatest wealth was their intelligence and their books. When searching for something
good to read, people would say go to the Kramerovkes.By 1936, Sabina and Basia were both
living in Warsaw, about five hundred kilometres west of Kostopol. With a population of over a



million people, including more than 350,000 Jews, Warsaw was a magnet for many who lived in
the economically depressed towns and cities of provincial Poland. The sisters’ goal was to earn
enough money to live, and find a way to pay for university studies. Their ties to the two young
men they’d met at Uncle Meir’s had only grown stronger in the three years that had passed.
Basia’s initial disdain had flamed into a great passion, and she and Pesach would be wed by
the time they moved to Warsaw. It took longer for Sabina and Olek.My mother worked as a
seamstress before she married. She described her long days hunched over with needle and
thread, creating finely embroidered lingerie, just to earn a few zlotys. But God forbid that the
elegant Warsaw ladies discover that their intimates were created by Jewish hands—her Polish
boss made it plain to her that that was how it had to be. He appreciated her, perhaps a little
more than she could stomach, so she didn’t stay with this boss for very long.While the twin
sisters had moved to Warsaw, Pesach and Olek had been drafted into the Polish army and
would come to Warsaw on leave. I’m not sure if my mother was convinced that Olek was the
man for her; she told me that her mother didn’t think so. My grandmother Yelena’s first
impression of him was of a dandy. The youngest of three, from an Orthodox family, he wasn’t
big on living a pious, observant life. He liked dressing up in fine clothes, going for rides in fancy
cars, and hanging out on the riverbank with young women. Photos I’d taken out of the memory
box were proof of my father’s youthful inclinations—although how these photos survived the
war is a complete mystery.My mother had other suitors, she told me. One was a medical
student; perhaps his name was Sikorski. (I’m not sure, but since it popped into my head, I’ll call
him Sikorski.) From time to time he’d come over to the sisters’ apartment in Praga, the poorer
district across the Vistula from the fashionable side of Warsaw. Once Sikorski had forgotten his
jacket, left hanging on the back of a chair. My mother made it very clear to me that he hadn’t
spent the night there, God forbid. But the next day Olek dropped in for one of his infrequent
visits, and when he saw Sikorski’s jacket there he grew flushed, suspicious, distressed.
Perhaps the perceived competition was the trigger that made him express his desire for her
and ask her to marry him.“Your father was very handsome. It was hard for me to resist him,” my
mother always said. I can appreciate this. His portrait, in his Polish army uniform, shows his
dark brown eyes looking out intensely from a clean-shaven, smooth, and unblemished face; his
lips, neither thin nor fat, appear lovely, like the rest of him. I’m struck by the beauty of his ears,
how they were a perfect size and shape, and entirely visible given his army-cropped hair, which
crowned his forehead in a widow’s peak.They didn’t have much of a wedding. I don’t know what
she wore, what flowers she carried, the food they served, who they invited as guests. Perhaps
no one at all. There are no pictures. All I know is that Yelena made the long journey to Warsaw
from Kostopol to bear witness. Sabina and Olek exchanged their vows and signed their
ketubah (marriage contract) before a local rabbi. It was May 5, 1938.I couldn’t stop thinking
about my parents, newly wed in Warsaw. They would only have a year of marriage before the
war began. I know they were keen on going to university, but they couldn’t make it happen.
Finding work was difficult, even in a large cosmopolitan city like Warsaw. And on top of the
general economic depression, the poisonous churn of antisemitism escalated daily.I
remembered a story my mother told of the direct hatred she experienced in Warsaw. She was
on a crowded tram on her way to work, squished between people she didn’t care to be jostled
up against. My mother brushed the hair out of her eyes. The rest of her dark brown hair was
gathered in a long braid down her back. In my mind, I don’t see her wearing lipstick; she
couldn’t afford it, and she didn’t need it—her lips were naturally rose. Steeling herself for an
uncomfortable ride as she stood pressed against the tram’s doors, her white blouse and dark
pleated skirt losing all their crispness in the sweaty confines, beads of perspiration running



down her forehead, she overheard a couple of well-dressed, educated men loudly ranting
about ugly, cheating, conniving Jews with piles of money, destroying the Polish body politic.
She couldn’t hold back her fury. “While Jews work hard for their few zlotys, all Warsaw staggers
around drunk every Saturday night,” she hissed, or something to that effect. I’m sure it sounded
much better in Polish, and she obviously hit the mark. The men, who towered over her five-foot-
four frame, shoved her as they moved to step off the tram, slamming the doors on her fingers
so hard they nearly broke. I hear her yelping in pain, see her bringing her crumpled fingers to
her lips, blowing on them as if she could revive them and cool them with her breath, while the
tram was eerily silent. No one came to her aid. No one commented or comforted her.My father,
trained as a machinist, found work repairing radios. He got his vocational training at the tarbut
school in Stolin, where, along with the technical and secular classes, he continued his
demanding Jewish education. He was adept with his hands and loved getting into things and
fixing them. It became clear to my mother that she needed a practical profession. Given her
nature of taking charge and looking after things, she decided to become a nurse. Her training
was at a large Warsaw hospital; when she completed it, a year or so before the war, she began
working in a dispensary for new mothers who were ill and needed help to nurse their infants.
She made batches of formula and ran around feeding squalling babies.My parents moved
farther out of Warsaw, from Praga to the little town of Z�V&¶’À (pronounced Zombki) about seven
kilometres away. Basia and Pesach moved with them, and each couple had their own
apartment. Making a living was a constant struggle. My mother described how they had to
choose to forgo dinner if they wanted to go to a movie, because they couldn’t afford to do both.
About Basia and Pesach’s life together, I know nothing. I’m guessing that their circumstances
were similar to my parents’.There is only one photo of the twin sisters from this time in Warsaw.
In the photo, dated 1937, Sabina and Basia are outdoors, standing by a higgledy-piggledy
wooden gate. I wish I knew more about the occasion that prompted this photo, or who took the
picture. Did Pesach have a camera? Were they going to a gathering with friends, or did a friend
who had a camera drop by and suggest an impromptu picture? My mother never filled me in,
except to say it was taken in Praga. I look at them, young women getting on with life as best
they can, while the earth trembles beneath their feet. What are they thinking, how are they
managing?I could hardly imagine how difficult it was for them in this period of their lives. And
this was the good time, the before-the-war time. Living such a protected, privileged life in North
America, I have never been subjected to the kind of hatred and brutality that my family
experienced. I know that there was, and continues to be, plenty of racism and prejudice here
too—we are far from immune—but I have mercifully escaped the sting and rage of it, its
murderous extremes.I sat there in the cabin, at the Kwakiutl fishing camp, completely lost in
time, as the press of all the invisible and unknowable mysteries bore down on me. The more I
questioned, the greater the weight I staggered under. I felt a strange sensation akin to lucid
dreaming, aware of being pulled irresistibly into the past, while knowing this would now be my
future. And as I questioned my readiness to embark upon a journey that would be filled with
much sorrow, I was startled by the kitchen door swinging open. There stood my husband, his
face lit by euphoria, with a couple of silvery salmon dangling from each hand.2The Longing for
Poland2013SO I BEGAN THINKING ABOUT going to Poland—very gingerly thinking about it,
because it terrified me. In my entire life, I never heard one kind word about Poland from my
mother or my father when they spoke about their past. Going to Poland was for other people to
do, and when they spoke of it, I would feel a discomfort that bordered on shock. I was even
fearful of voicing my thoughts to my ever-encouraging and travel-loving husband. Shortly after
the seed of this idea lodged itself in my brain, I learned about a conference being planned in



Poland, about Jewish-Canadian-Polish cultural connections. It would take place at the
University of ��6Az in April 2014. I wondered if, in an academic conference like this, there was
room for a poet like me; I had written a book about Jews who had left Ashkenaz1 to farm in the
Canadian prairies at the turn of the twentieth century, and I questioned whether that subject
would fit the conference’s theme.I pulled out my copy of Prairie Kaddish and started leafing
through the pages, considering which poems might kindle the interest of an audience
discussing the history of Jewish flight from European oppression to a country just beginning to
cohere.2 I stopped at “A Few Restrictions Regarding the Jews of Romania, 1885–1900,” a list
poem that’s constructed like a wall on the page, a repetition of devastating momentum,
beginning with a restriction forbidding Jews to be peddlers/a restriction forbidding Jews from
elementary school—or any school, or creating their own schools; to being barred from all
vocations, professions, ownership of business or property, barred from being a patient in a
hospital, barred from practising medicine, and finally, from simply existing as a citizen. I
remembered how struck I was by the early date—I had thought prohibitions like these
originated with the Nazis, but this was fifty years before they rose to power. Life for Jews in
Ashkenaz was often oppressive, but in late-nineteenth-century Eastern Europe it became a
nightmare, with thousands of Jews murdered in raging pogroms.Thus began the great
immigration of Ashkenazi Jews to North America. Most went to the United States, but Canada
invited immigrants too, to settle the west, offering huge chunks of land for a pittance.
Somewhat reluctantly, Jews were included on the invitation list. Farm colonies were established
in the Prairies, where most transplanted Europeans settled, dotting the map with little pockets
of ethnicities from the old countries, as people tried to stick together to survive in rugged land
that had never felt a plow.Reviewing all this history in poetry reminded me of the epiphany I
experienced while standing in the Lipton Hebrew Cemetery in Saskatchewan. As if I heard a
drum/struck by an invisible hand, I realized where I belonged in the great tapestry of Jewish
suffering and regeneration; I too had made the ocean crossing, ultimately settling in Canada,
after the near extermination of my people, which included so many of my closest family whom I
wanted to recover from the dust.I plucked up my courage and sent an email to the conference
organizers, inquiring if I should submit an abstract.IN MY STUDY, I HEARD the door open
downstairs and Robbie kicking off his shoes. I called down my usual greeting: “Hi, honey, how
was your meeting?” He’d just come home from his Tuesday Golden Rods and Reels club,
which meant that he was most likely more cheerful than usual. “Come upstairs,” I
invited.“Sweetheart,” I said when he entered the study, “you know how I’ve been thinking about
Poland since I opened the box up in Cluxewe?”“Yesss,” he drawled as he sat down on the
couch, waiting for my next sentence.“Well, I just heard from Concordia, and they’d love for me
to send a proposal for the conference in Poland.”“So, yes, you are thinking about it and you
want to go, I’m gathering.”“I am thinking about it, and as you know, it’s a big deal for me to even
think about, so when I picture it, I see us going there together.” With a sigh of relief at having
got this far, I watched my husband’s face, his eyes closed, lips pursed as he considered. After a
long silence, he spoke.“Honey, I know it will be an emotional experience for you, but if you
really must go, I won’t argue with you or try to dissuade you, even though I don’t think it’s a
good idea. But this time you’re on your own. I just don’t see myself going to Poland. There’s
nothing that attracts me there, not even the food.”Well, at least he isn’t opposed to me going, I
thought, even though I was disappointed that he wouldn’t accompany me. But after all, this was
my story, and I couldn’t expect him to take it up and make it his as well, though he loved my
mother dearly and she loved him back. She came to believe that even if he was not a Jewish
husband, he was the finest husband I could ever have found. Growing up, any boy who was not



a Jew was off-limits. Of course we knew the reason why. Being the miraculous offspring of the
few who’d survived the near annihilation of our tribe, we were the living embodiments of the
future of Jewish life, so it was our mission to carry it on. This has been true for every
generation since the destruction of the Second Temple.How could I expect my husband to
really understand the mission I was embarking on? I felt regret that he didn’t wish to come, but
what I felt more was my fear and lack of confidence of going alone to the place where all the
horror had occurred. To set foot on that desecrated earth. To walk the streets of Warsaw where
my mother and father, Basia and Pesach, had lived. My curiosity kept pushing me forward, but
at the same time I felt a tremendous vulnerability.Reading my daily dose of Internet Jewish
news, I learned of the new museum in Warsaw, a museum dedicated to the history of Polish
Jews. A thousand-year history would be showcased in a beautiful building at the edge of the
Warsaw ghetto, on the site where Jews were forced onto trains for shipment to Treblinka and
other death factories. The idea of reframing this history, to stretch the story back one thousand
years, rather than focusing only on the time just before the Holocaust and its immediate
aftermath excited me, as if the museum were a metaphor for my personal quest. I wanted to
dig into that soil and unearth not just Basia’s published poems that were lost, but the lost
history of our family. How far back in those thousand years did we go? I had every reason to
believe we went as far back as was possible to go in Jewish time, but I could never find any
evidence past personal memory, my mother’s memory. I felt as though the edge of memory
was a sheer cliff where everything was hurled, shattered and irretrievable. We had a past and I
was determined to uncover it, despite all attempts to eradicate it. What about my parents’
marriage certificate? Could I find such a simple marker of their life in Warsaw, or anything
tangible that proved their existence there?The conference seemed to be the soft, comfortable
entry to Poland that I was hoping for. What’s more, I imagined that through the organizers, I
could find people sympathetic to my project and connections to translators and researchers
essential to my search. The last thing I wanted was to arrive in Poland and feel isolated and
shunned, particularly because I was a Jew, given that antisemitism was far from extinguished
in the land of my ancestors.I began talking about Poland with my writer friends, telling of my
search for family history, and Basia’s lost poems. Sniffing out the ingredients for a good story,
they urged me to go. Their encouragement became an earworm, drumming along with my
heartbeat, despite my attempts to switch channels when my misgivings and fear took over.I
APPROACHED ALAN RUTKOWSKI, A friend from the synagogue, and asked if he could help
me find the journal in which Basia’s poems were published. Sonia, my mother’s youngest
sister, had written its name in my notebook when we were visiting in Israel, back in 2000. “It
was in P�&öÐyk Alfa,” she insisted, “a student’s journal or magazine.”“No, Sonia, it was in Nasz
Przegl�VBÀ” my mother countered, but with a hint of doubt in her voice.As they argued about it, I
sat there, incredulous that I’d been looking in the wrong place. In the nineties, I had searched
the microfiche of Nasz Przegl�VBÀ a Warsaw Jewish daily, at the New York Public Library. With
much hope, I’d scanned the pages for Basia’s name, and the shape of something that
resembled a poem, because I couldn’t understand a word of Polish. There were very few
identifiable poems to be found in those pages in any case, so I’d given up. When Sonia offered
me this new lead, I was reluctant to take it on. So I tucked away the little notebook and it sat in
a box on my desk, waiting for the day when I would be ready to pick it up.Alan was keen to try;
he said that it was just the kind of thing that got him going. Being a retired librarian of Slavic
languages at the University of Alberta, he seemed the perfect angel of help. He even taught me
how to pronounce the name of the journal—it sounds like Pwomyk Alfa. It’s that ‘l’ with the
diagonal slash that turns the sound into a ‘w.’ Just like ��öG¢À which is pronounced Woodj, he



explained.A few days later, Alan phoned with a little miracle in the form of news: He’d located a
children’s magazine called P�&öÐyk, which was published in Poland from the twenties to the
nineties, and the New York Public Library had it on microfiche, but not the entire collection. The
thirties were missing. “But I’m sure they would be in the Polish national archives,” he said,
which naturally made my heart jump. I was not expecting this at all. Alan promised to see if he
could find the missing issues at another North American library, and get back to me.“And what
does P�&öÐyk actually mean?” I remembered to ask.“A little flame,” he replied.WHEN I GOT THE
NEWS that my conference proposal had been accepted, I was excited and happy for a day,
then felt down and negative when I realized there would be very few talks I would care to listen
to, especially those heavily coded in the indecipherable academic-speak that drove me totally
insane. All my ambivalence rose up and assaulted me. I thought I was crazy to even think
about spending so much money to go to the conference. There were no granting agencies I
could approach as an independent writer, unattached to an institution. In my discomfort, I
decided I wouldn’t go, and I felt a wave of relief. But not long after, I got the updated program: it
advertised far more presentations that sounded interesting, and there would be people from all
over Europe and Canada that I would like to meet and talk to. So I was thrust back into the
possibility of going.As I fidgeted, Robbie came up to my study and simply said, “Can I
help?”What a wise man I have for a husband. “If you are still thinking about it, then clearly it’s
too important for you to dismiss. So just decide that you will go.”Everything accelerated. I
received an email from the conference organizer in Lodz, asking me how they should identify
me in the program, as I didn’t have a university affiliation; I wrote back saying that “writer and
artist” would do, and apologized for keeping them waiting. I was working out a means of
attending the conference, and now was certain that I would be going. I also asked if she or her
colleagues could connect me with a guide and translator in Warsaw, for my research, and she
said she’d be glad to help. So now it was official.I HAD A LONG CONVERSATION with
Malachy, the first of my three children that I told I was going to Poland.“One of the worst
antisemitic places on earth,” he said, which startled me, as I didn’t expect him to be paying
such attention.He told me about the world football championships in Poland and Ukraine not
long before, and how British teams refused to attend because of the barbarity of the fans.“More
barbarous than British football fans?” I was skeptical.He also said that the worst swear word
you could utter in Poland was zyd.“Like the ‘n’ word here?” I asked.“No,” he said. “It’s much
worse than that.”I remembered my terrifying train ride from Paris to Antwerp for the ferry to
England, back in 1975, and how the drunken British football followers rattled the doors on my
couchette so violently I was sure I wouldn’t make it off in one piece. But Malachy was
encouraging when I explained my intentions. I even fantasized travelling with him, my beautiful,
sensitive, but often distant son who would be my companion and protector. We could have an
unforgettable experience together, learning first-hand about our family origins. My son Daniel
was also encouraging when I told him, and his wife Stephanie sent me an email to thank me
for my Chanukah gift, with a photo of Daniel lighting the menorah I’d given them, and kind
words of support about my latest project. At the time I didn’t often hear from Stephanie, so her
message was especially meaningful to receive.When I spoke to my daughter Anna, she was
busy and didn’t have time for conversation, so we agreed to continue again soon. My sister
Estera was somewhat taken aback by my news, while her daughter Mica wrote that her first
reaction was that she should go too! That excited me, but I wasn’t too surprised. It was Mica
who joined me in the home video project to record my mother’s story in Boston, in the summer
of 1994. Unfortunately, Mica’s schedule didn’t permit her to join me, but we talked about
travelling together another time. She said that she really wanted to go to Kostopol and



Pohorelowka, where her Bobie spent her childhood. My younger sister Mayim, who has lived
next door since our mother died, was shocked about my intentions, shaking her head and
shuddering with near disgust at the idea of Poland. So that, in a nutshell, was the response of
my immediate family.I STARTED LOOKING INTO FLIGHTS to Poland and arranging an
itinerary and places to stay. I looked up the Jewish Federation in Victoria with a faint hope that I
could find some funding. Although there was no specific grant category that applied to me, the
president suggested that I approach the Federation anyway. He said that if we send Jewish
kids to summer camp, why shouldn’t we support a Jewish writer of national recognition to work
on her next book?Before we knew it, December arrived, and given that it was the twenty-fifth
anniversary of sharing our lives, Robbie and I booked a weekend getaway at a picturesque
spot not far from Victoria. Perched high up a promontory on the wild Pacific, the resort was
dotted with rustic cabins. Wooded trails laced the property, so guests could meander along the
ridges, or have a seat on a bright red bench and gawk at the spectacular views. The main
lodge, filled with comfortable armchairs where you could enjoy a robust fire by the stone
fireplace, was famous for its excellent restaurant. Settling into our cabin overlooking the water,
we pinched ourselves for all our good fortune.That evening at dinner, we raised our glasses
and sipped prosecco before our first course arrived.“Sweetheart, I’ve been thinking,” Robbie
said, as his long fingers circled the glass.“Yes, you’ve been thinking,” I prompted, because his
words were slow in coming.“I’ve been thinking that I should come with you to Poland.”I sat
there, dumbstruck, not really believing what I’d heard.“I’ve been watching and listening as you
prepare for this trip, and I think that doing it alone is a bit more than you should take on by
yourself. I know that it will be emotional and could be overwhelming, and I want to make that
experience easier for you to bear.”I don’t recall what dishes we ordered for our exceptionally
delicious meal, but what I shall never forget is the elation I felt when I heard Robbie’s surprise
announcement. For days after, I floated, imagining our journey
together.3OutbreakSEPTEMBER 1, 1939MY MOTHER SPEAKS TO THE camera as she
rocks in a Bentwood chair, telling the story of her epic escape from Warsaw.1 She is almost
eighty, an elegant woman in a chic chiffon dress, describing events that could have happened
a week before. The immediacy of her experiences is so palpable.“I was alone in Warsaw
because Olek had gone to visit his mother back home in Stolin, five hundred kilometres away,
a day before. No one knew when the war would begin, although everyone knew something
terrible was coming. We knew it was only a matter of time before the Germans would attack
Poland, but people continued to live their lives. No one had a crystal ball. How could my
husband have known his simple decision to visit his mother would leave me struggling for three
months to escape from Warsaw?”The first of September was by all accounts a warm, brilliant
blue-sky day. If autumn was in the air, it was a mere hint, a golden leaf hidden in calm green
boughs—boughs that suddenly shook from the wind of airplanes dropping thunderous smoke
and flame. Soon the city was burning, and terror reigned.2I can hardly imagine the fear my
mother felt that day, while everyone scrambled to find some safety. There were no clearly
marked shelters; no one knew where to run, how to hide. Warsaw was remarkably unprepared
for war; it didn’t even sink in on this first day that this was it. The beginning of hell on earth.My
mother first says she was alone in Warsaw when the war broke out, but that’s not exactly true.
She was with Pesach and Rivka, his older sister, in Z�V&¶’À the small town seven kilometres
outside Warsaw where they lived. That summer of 1939, Basia and Pesach had returned to
Kostopol, where Basia remained when Pesach came back to Z�V&¶• at summer’s end. Rivka’s
presence in Z�V&¶• was unexpected. She had left for Palestine just weeks before, getting on a
ship in Romania, but the British, who blocked virtually all Jewish immigration to Palestine,



turned the ship back. So she washed up in Warsaw, not sure of what to do next.“She was thirty-
five, unmarried, and like an old woman, more like my mother’s generation than my own,” my
mother says.The three of them huddled in their apartment, Rivka pacing as though counting
each step, wringing her hands when she wasn’t washing them, as Pesach grew increasingly
annoyed with her. My mother worried about how to prepare a meal when the cupboard was
bare, and it was impossible to get groceries. Although September 1 was a terrible shock to
them, the next two days were much worse. Warsaw was burning and everyone was panicking,
trying to escape the city and run away to the east. All the roads and bridges were clogged with
people, and anything that had wheels was dragged into service, piled with whatever could
fit.“By this time, Pesach was out of his mind. He was desperate to get back to Basia, so he
decided to take his chances and escape on his own. He asked me to look after Rivka because
he knew he would never be able to succeed if he had to take care of her. She was helpless in
many ways.”I watch as she pulls on the hem of her dress, straightening and smoothing it
perfectly below her knees. It strikes me for the first time, as she tells this part of the story, that
Pesach abandoned her and burdened her with the care of his difficult sister so he could make it
back to his wife.“I decided to go into Warsaw to find some friends who might help us escape,”
my mother continues.She was lucky, and managed to arrange with them to get a taxi and then
go back to Z�V&¶• and pick up Rivka. She couldn’t leave her, even though she didn’t understand
what was wrong with her, why she walked so slowly, and always had to stop and wash her
hands. They drove together in this taxi with some strangers to a village near a forest. There
were about six of them who stayed in one household, where they were taken in by a local
family. They dug potatoes, found a little milk. My mother helped bake bread, and she made a
little sweater for the child who lived there. She did anything she could to help out. Among them
was a young doctor from Lodz who was an exceptionally lovely man. One day, while out
foraging, he was so excited to have found some cocoa. “We were in heaven. Who could
imagine cocoa?”I wondered how she found yarn to crochet a sweater. Maybe she sewed
something from cloth. She was always so resourceful and energetic; she was twenty-two years
old and very strong. “I grew up in a village,” she reminds us, “so I was used to hard work.”
Nevertheless, it’s difficult for me to put myself in her place without feeling panic. My mother and
Rivka stayed in this house for about two weeks, but knew they couldn’t stay indefinitely. They
had no money because zlotys were no longer usable currency. Food was harder to
scavenge.“By this time we knew the Germans had taken over Poland. Soldiers came to the
village and told us to go home, so that’s what we did.”MY MOTHER AND RIVKA MADE their
way back to Z�V&¶’À on the northeast outskirts of Warsaw. The Germans had come from the west,
their tanks and infantry quickly rolling over Poland’s rippled terrain. Absent mountains or great
bodies of water, it was no wonder that Poland had been ripe game for conquest over the
centuries. The aerial bombing of strategic cities cemented Germany’s success; although
Poland’s government was weak and ineffectual, its defence forces fought as best they could.
But cavalry was no match for tanks and bombers, which were not plentiful in the Polish armed
forces. Warsaw was the prize, and the Nazis, surprised by the city’s resistance, were merciless
as victory came within their grasp.As my mother and Rivka rode toward Z�V&¶’À they gasped at
the destruction they witnessed. Many familiar buildings were now heaps of rubble. Bodies,
some covered by blankets, rotted in the streets because they couldn’t be buried. The stench in
the air was inescapable.“Rivka, no matter what, we have to make the best of it. We have no
choice but to survive,” my mother said, trying to shore up her own courage.“Sabina, I’m not
strong like you,” was all Rivka could manage.They held their breath as they approached my
mother’s apartment building and exhaled when they saw it still standing. Climbing the stairs,



they heard unexpected sounds behind the door of my mother’s apartment. She inserted her
key and gingerly pushed open the door. Three German officers stood there facing them,
apparently as surprised as my mother and Rivka were. One of the officers spoke.“What are
you doing here?” he asked.Her heart beating loudly, my mother answered, “Das ist meine
Wohnung.” (Olga, Bat’ko Ivano’s daughter, had taught her German as a girl in Pohorelowka, but
never had she needed to use this language in her daily life until now.)He glanced at the other
officers and back to my mother.
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