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I Had Three (Maybe Four) Mothers. 

I have never tried to describe my life. Even when I was relating my memories to Spielberg they 
were fragments. I don’t know how I will be able to write.  

My first mother, Bela Kaufman had dark blonde or auburn hair and gray eyes. In those days such 
beauty was to envied. By comparison, the small dark eyed child, standing by her side with a 
kerchief on her head was not even noticed. In fact the child’s eyes were not visible as they were 
always downcast. My first real memory was of Bela pushing me away from her and my trying to 
hold onto her hand with vengeance. When the German soldier tried to separate us I threw dirt at 
him. 

This was a typical street roundup in punishment for [the] killing of a German by partisans. I 
remember a black truck into which she and others were crammed. I sat on the steps and cried. I 
was a little bit older than two.  

My second mother, Lucyna Bialowarczuk was blond and had blue eyes. I remember the every 
evening we said our prayers together and there was always something mentioned about Bela, but 
I never knew why. Again I always wore a scarf on my head. Some of our neighbors were 
surprised that a child like me was living there but no one was mean to me. One day a policeman 
came to see us as I was sitting on the steps.  

He asked about the color of my eyes. I ran inside and asked my father what the color of my eyes 
was. Father went out and somehow the policeman disappeared. Many years later I learned that 
until the end of the war he received a line of credit at father’s store.  

One day when I came home, there was a lady sitting there. She looked very strange, very thing 
and very sad. When she saw me she tried to smile and held out her arms to me, but I was 
frightened and hid behind my mother. Mother smiled and with tears in her eyes said, “Marysia, 
this is your mother.” I was stunned, I already had a mother, how could she say that. Crying I ran 
away and hid in my usual place, in the doghouse.  

This was my first mother, now Pola Pakulska, but to me she was the third one. I was five years 
old.  

I was on vacation in Koszalin, visiting my cousin (and the uncle of Slawek Zylinski) when the 
news came that Pola had been killed in a car accident.  

No one told me anything but I sensed that something was wrong. I was supposed to return to 
Warsaw for the opening of a school year, but my mother had not come to get me. I liked my 
Aunt and Uncle but I was going to school for the first time and was anxious to get there as soon 
as possible.  

I continuously asked for my mother and why she wasn’t here. Eventually they told me, but I 
didn’t understand that death is final. For a long time I hoped that she would come back for me as 
she did in the past. I was seven years old.  
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My second mother, Lucyna, came immediately to take me home with her. But there was Pola’s 
brother, Marian. Somehow he did not let them take me. I stayed with him. Several years later, 
Pola’s friends took me on vacation to meet someone. A few days later they asked if I wanted to 
live with that couple. I didn’t understand why and for what, but life with my uncle had not been 
very happy, so I said yet. I was ten years old.  

My third mother, Ala Dworzecka is gray-haired now but she was once a brunette. Fortunately, 
this is no longer important. Mother is here with me. She is eighty-seven years old.  

It was late fall. I was maybe three and a half years old. There was a great deal of noise which I 
thought was thunder. I remember it was cold and it was drizzling. Mother had gone to visit 
grandma and father and I were home alone. The thunder became louder. Father grabbed my hand 
and suggested we go out and place hide and seek in the field. I didn’t want to go out in such bad 
weather, but I loved playing with him so I let him talk me into it and we quickly ran out. The 
wheat was so tall that I could not be seen, and I was surprised that father was hiding as well. 
Slowly it became lighter and the rain stopped, but the noise was louder and I became scared. I 
wanted to go back, but Father ordered me to hide. Suddently there was silence. Father leaned out 
of the wheat. We heard shouts, but no more shooting. We returned to town, people were hugging 
soldiers in strange uniforms. I pulled father’s hand to hide from the soldiers. We are supposed to 
be afraid of soldiers and we need to hide in our doghouse. 

Father told me that I didn’t have to be afraid of these soldiers, in fact I could even accept candy 
from them. Then he told me to take off my scarf. I was shocked but obeyed. Mother had told me 
never to take it off. My black curls appeared. One of the soldiers said something the rest began to 
laugh, but nicely. Father had a funny look on his face, but he too began to smile. Mother and 
Grandmother came running and everyone was kissing each other. There was much happiness. 

Later I learned that on that day the Russian Army had entered Tykocin and for us the War was 
over. Much later I learned that the Russian soldier had said, “It’s a little Jewish girl, how did she 
manage to be here?” 
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