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The Daughter we had always wanted
Hello!
I'm Marta Goren from The Daughter we had always wanted.This is my story.
    I'm Marta,I'm living in Rehovot in Israel, at the moment. My past was difficult and I'll tell you all about it. I was a little girl and I was living in Czortkow, a small town in Poland when the WW2 started. My family was Jewish and my mother was taking care of me. My dad left the city and my mum always used to say: “He has gone beyond the mountains and he'll come back soon''. Germans occupied Poland and our city, too. When Germans arrived people started dissapearing slowly. My neighbour and my best friend also dissapeared. One day,Germans moved us to another city and we lived in a big flat. We had to stay there and couldn't leave the house, expect for my mother. She went to work in pharmacy and one day she decided to take me to work. Once we got in, she locked the door and showed me the basement with different supplies,bed and a little window.Basement was my new home and it was boring,my mother taught me things school and she said that I had to become a Christian .She dressed me properly and taught me Christian prayers.My mother explained that I must start my new life and to not cause problems or Jewish behaviour.Mother brought me to the railway station and said there would be people waiting for me.She said goodbye adn let me go.I met my new family,they were nice and good to me.While we were on the train,they told me a lot of beautiful stories about the capital city of Poland,Warshaw.We travelled to Warshaw,my new house was huge,it almost looked like our flat.I met the other children and I had fun.Family's housewife was good and I liked her.One day something bad happened.Someone told the Germans I was Jewish.Then they sent me and the housewife to camp and we didn't knew about the rest of the family.I heard scary stories about Auschwitz,some were saying that no one gets alive out of there.She covered me with her jacket while we were going to Auschwitz.When we arrived it was dark,wet,creepy and everyone was just working and whispering.I was eating pieces of bread and I was,most of the time,starving.After a long time in there,some kids and their friends were going somewhere in a group while whispering.My housewife put me in the truck with some other children at night.We travelled in an uncomfortable truck while waiting for our fate.I arrived in an orphanage.I didn't like the orphanage at all.When we talked at night,ladies at the orphanage yelled at us and sometimes beat us.One day they setteled us in a small boat with other children.It was really uncomfortable,at least better than the truck,we were driving about 5 to 10 days and they brought us food but never told anything.Suddenly we stopped.It was Israel,I was happy but I miss all members of my family.I continued to live as a nurse surrounded by supportive Jewish people.My housewife,who had taught me how to live with tough situations, died in Auschwitz and my mother was killed.When I returned to Warshaw i reunited with my brother and he sailed to Isreal with me.Now I'm living my best life surrounded by people who respect me,my religion and everyone around meThis is my experience with holocaust and fight for my religion.
