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Eva Mozes Kor forges a path of reconciliation and healing as a Holocaust survivor, sharing her
life-changing message that forgiveness frees us from the pain of the past.Eva Mozes Kor was
just ten years old when she was sent to Auschwitz. While her parents and two older sisters were
murdered there, she and her twin sister Miriam were subjected to medical experiments at the
hands of Dr. Joseph Mengele. Later on, when Miriam fell ill due to the long-term effects of the
experiments, Eva embarked on a search for their torturers. But what she discovered was the
remedy for her troubled soul; she was able to forgive them.Told through anecdotes and in
response to letters and questions at her public appearances, she imparts a powerful lesson for
all survivors. Forgiveness of our tormentors and ourselves is a pathway to a deeper healing. This
kind of forgiveness is not an act of self-denial. It actively releases people from trauma, allowing
them to escape from the grip of persecution, cast off the role of victim, and begin the struggle
against forgetting in earnest.
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WorldForeword“It’s as simple as making a decision.”During the many conversations I had with
Eva on the topic of forgiveness, she made it sound so easy. Eva’s idea was that forgiveness is a
simple decision with huge consequences—both positive and negative. Through forgiveness, she
felt free from the anger and hurt. She felt fortunate to discover the power of forgiveness and
wanted to make it available to other people. She was firm in her belief that forgiveness would
heal victims, and she wanted to shout it from the mountaintops. She shared her message
whenever and wherever she could. In spite of this, she was criticized for forgiving what some feel
is unforgiveable, the murder of her family. Still, she believed in her cure for victimhood.It was my
privilege to spend a lot of time with Eva before her death, both personally and professionally. We
traveled together locally for doctors visits and nationally to lectures and interviews. Sitting in
waiting rooms or cars, we would discuss our calendars, new projects she was creating for the
staff, or her train ride from the ghetto to Auschwitz. It did not matter the purpose; Eva was always
working, always thinking. That is one of the things I loved most about her: she continued to find
new ways to do things, to help people.Even before these conversations with Eva, I believed in
forgiveness, or at least in the idea of letting go of anger and hate. It is just too heavy and difficult
to carry for extended periods of time. Like many, my husband feels the opposite and believes
revenge is warranted for wrongful acts. One of the powers of Eva’s forgiveness was that she



brought the idea to light and allowed people to have the conversation. While she wanted them to
forgive, the debate of the idea was another important part of her legacy.You can learn more
about Eva’s story at the museum she founded, CANDLES Holocaust Museum and Education
Center, located in Terre Haute, Indiana. Eva loved acronyms; CANDLES stands for Children of
Auschwitz Nazi Deadly Lab Experiments Survivors. The mission is to spread hope, healing,
respect, and responsibility, while shining a light on the Holocaust.The terrible things that Eva
endured give strength and real power to her forgiveness. If she could forgive, I feel strongly that
anyone can. Forgiveness is Eva’s gift to the world. I hope you’ll consider it as a way to heal from
any pain that you have endured. Together, we can heal the world through forgiveness, one
person at a time.Leah Hemeyer SimpsonMA Holocaust and Genocide StudiesExecutive
Director of CANDLES Holocaust Museum and Education CenterPrologueI know hate. I know
only too well how it feels, in all of its variations. How it spreads through one’s stomach—the hate
—and how it increasingly steers your thoughts. And I know what it’s like to long for revenge.What
would happen?Today, I can still see myself traveling through Upper Bavaria, to visit a man who
worked as a camp doctor in Auschwitz, where I lost my family and my childhood. He was a
colleague of Dr. Mengele’s, the man who humiliated and abused me, who forced me to look
death in the eyes.Have I already mentioned that I know how hate feels? Oh, do I!So I am driven
through Roßhaupten, a picturesque village in Allgäu, surrounded by meadows and mountains,
with a baroque church with an onion tower around which the village spreads to the edge of an
alpine lake. Around two thousand people live there. And I still remember my unease. My anger
(fury?) at the world and at the Germans, in particular. The word forgiveness didn’t exist in my
vocabulary. It wasn’t even remotely in my mind. Even the idea of actually meeting a Nazi from
Auschwitz was crazy.I became more and more nervous with each kilometer.Beforehand, I had
seen all kinds of documentaries, anything I could get my hands on, and this man, Dr. Hans
Münch, was a typical Nazi. Tall, stately, as one would say. Even as an eighty-two-year-old. He
looked a little like Laurence Olivier in The Marathon Man. I was afraid of him.But there was no
turning back now. Despite my sleeplessness, my scruples, despite all my reservations that the
whole trip would end in tears. I had to find out about the viruses or bacteria that my sister and I
had been injected with. Miriam had just died the previous year because the doctors had been
defeated by her uncommon side effects. So I had to meet this former Nazi doctor.Because I
have a rule: if I agree to do something, then I follow through with it. I honor my word.I also wanted
to find out what went through this man’s mind. How could he have worked in the camp; how
could he live with the atrocities? How could he continue living after Auschwitz?A nice house, I
remember. Surrounded by a well-tended garden. And Dr. Münch opened the front door with a
friendly smile. And shook my hand.I wasn’t expecting that. In my mind, this man was an arrogant
Nazi, who was oh so generously granting me, a poor survivor, an audience—but he wasn’t that
way. In my mind, Germans were serious, no one would smile. I expected to see a monster: SS-
Untersturmführer Hans Münch, camp doctor in Auschwitz, Hitler’s henchman in humanity’s
worst crime.But he is nice. A polite old gentleman with a white beard.At the same time, a frenetic



TV team is circling us. They want to document my visit, and there are several camera operators
and sound technicians, which creates a bizarre backdrop to this intimate moment. A Dutch
producer who continually worries that if I ask something critical, Dr. Münch will suddenly break
off the meeting. A cameraman complains about the poor lighting.At the same time, the Nazi
doctor continues to bring me cushions. Multiple times. And all of that doesn’t add up with my
plan. The previous night had been a sleepless one. I lose control.“Why are you bringing me so
many pillows?” I ask.“I want to make sure that you are comfortable,” Dr. Münch answers. A Nazi
who cares about me sitting comfortably, it makes no sense to me. I am afraid about suddenly
losing my voice when I start the interview. I am so incredibly unprepared.So I begin by asking
stupid questions. A little small talk—with a doctor from Auschwitz, who saw thousands of people
die! But there is no alternative, first because this producer insists on prophesying a sudden stop
to the interview and because I decided to start with innocuous questions and then only ask the
important questions at the end. Like: What do you know about the experiments in Auschwitz?
What did you do after the end of the war?“What are your hobbies?” I ask as a start.What do I
care about the hobbies of a Nazi criminal? But I want to get a feel for his mentality, tease out
what makes him tick. Face-to-face.“I like to read,” Dr. Münch responds, “and I hunt for
mushrooms.” He answers in a very friendly tone, he listens to me. Which I don’t understand. I’m
missing the fiendish aspect.“What was your life like in Auschwitz?”My mouth is dry.“The reality in
Auschwitz was,” he responded quietly, “that the entire guard personnel were drunk in the
evening. The only person sitting next to me who wasn’t completely drunk was Mengele. So he
was the only person I could talk to. But he told me nothing about the experiments. Those were
top secret.”Dr. Münch said that my sister Miriam and I would have been killed sooner or later.
Mengele’s experiments had saved us from being killed for a while. Mengele had told him in
Auschwitz that the twins should be thankful to him for that.“You were in Auschwitz, Dr. Münch—
did you know where the gas chambers were? Did you look inside them? Do you know anything
about them?”I can’t wait any longer!Dr. Münch swallowed and lowered his head. Then he looked
up, but his eyes, which had looked at me in such a friendly and gentle way, suddenly looked
through me, staring into nowhere. He rasped more than he spoke, “That is my problem …” He
swallowed again. “That is the nightmare that I have to live with daily….”For nearly fifty years.Then
he added, “All of my memories of Auschwitz made it so I had no more joy in life.” Before he
withdrew with shame and horror into himself.In front of me is a broken man. I am
silent.1AuschwitzThere had been rumors.But we lived at the end of the world.We were the only
Jewish family in Portz, a tiny village of 100 inhabitants in Siebenbürgen, in the middle of
Romania. In Transylvania. My mother’s and father’s families had lived inRomania for generations,
and they always tried to maintain friendly contact. We couldn’t have risked conflict; we were
Jews. Moreover, the rumors concerned Germany.I had two older sisters. In all of our family
photos you can see how Miriam and I, and our older sisters, Edit and Aliz, wore identical clothes
in our respective pairs.Life was very simple for us, living in this rural seclusion. Miriam and I got
up early in the morning, at least in summer, even before our parents, and watered the plants in



the garden. Then we all ate breakfast together. Afterward it was time to tend to the chickens and
ducks and clean the house. My father took care of the cows. We had no idea about what was
going on in the rest of the world. But we would find out very soon.In 1940, the National Socialist
German Reich forced Romania to hand over a section of Siebenbürgen to Hungary. It was a
crescent-shaped section along the north and northeast border. Our village was a part of this
agreement, although only Romanians lived there.At this time my father and Uncle Aaron went to
Palestine for several months and then returned to Portz. Upon their return, Uncle Aaron and his
wife sold all their land, livestock, and possessions and prepared to emigrate. My father urged my
mother to follow Uncle Aaron, to cash in everything and emigrate to Palestine with the family.But
my mother refused. For her, that was all too hasty, not properly thought through.“No,” she said.
“With four small children, I cannot move away.”This place was not just any old address to my
mother; it was her home. She loved her flower beds in the front yard and her vegetable garden
out back, she loved her cows, all the chickens and geese. But what was hardest for her was the
thought of leaving her sick mother behind.“We have to leave before the conditions get worse for
us here,” my father urged. He was worried by the news he was hearing about the increasing
persecution of Jews throughout the whole country and in Europe.“Palestine?” my mother
answered. “How will we get along in Palestine? I don’t want to live in the desert.”She wanted to
believe that the rumors circulating of Jews being persecuted by the Germans and their head of
state, Adolf Hitler, were no more than that—rumors. Although the harassment of the villagers
and their children was becoming increasingly threatening and more frequent.But somehow no
one could imagine that Hitler and his henchmen could be interested in Romania. Neither could
my father. “The Nazis would never come to a little village like ours,” he said in the end. That was
the end of the discussion.Sure enough, Hitler never came. But the Hungarian police did. When
they pulled us from our home in 1944, all of the residents of Portz were standing in the road. It
was the only road leading through the village. And all of our neighbors stood there to watch. No
one said a word. I don’t know what was going through their minds. They were familiar people
who came from their farmhouses and lined up along the edge of the road. And there were kids
from our school—they all gawked at us. No one tried to stop the police from taking us away. No
one said a word.Even my best friend was standing with the group. I looked at her as we were
pushed past. She looked at the ground.They pushed us into a horse-drawn wagon. There were
no written documents or court orders; we were simply taken away. About a five hours’ drive away,
where we were forced to move into a ghetto there, together with more than 7,000 other Jews
from the surrounding area. Miriam and I had never seen so many people before. We learned that
moreover, all the Jews living in Nazi-occupied areas were to be relocated to towns specifically
allocated to them. And it wasn’t the Germans who were holding us prisoner in this ghetto; it was
the Hungarians.It was also the Hungarians who whipped my father until his entire back was
bleeding. And it was the Hungarians who burned his fingernails and toenails with candles.
Because they were convinced that my parents had hidden valuables in the farm—valuables they
wanted to acquire for themselves. It was terrible.Miriam and I felt helpless. We were nine years



old. Children! And we expected our parents to protect us. But they could do nothing, nothing at
all. Mother and Father were prisoners, just like we were.And we children couldn’t even comfort
our father.One morning in May 1944, after five long weeks in the ghetto, we were instructed to
leave our last belongings behind. To undertake a new journey.A last resettlement.Miriam and I
put on our identical wine-red dresses and boarded a cattle car.Of course it wasn’t a journey, but
yet another nightmare lasting several days. Around 100 people were cooped up in the tiny train
car without seats, without food or drink, and the only light came from a little window in the ceiling.
No fresh air. There was a bucket in the corner, around which pieces of paper were scattered,
which led me to believe that it was supposed to be the toilet. But since there was nothing to eat
or drink, I didn’t feel the urge to go. It was late May, and inside it was scorching hot. The wood
and metal of the train car got hotter and hotter.The car was filled with the sounds of adults trying
to suppress their tears and the sounds of children who had caught the obvious desperation in
the air. We didn’t know where we were being taken. The train was hurtling at top speed. We were
afraid they would take us to a Hungarian work camp, like the Hungarian soldiers who picked us
up had predicted. If there were any stops at all, it was only to refuel. Or to load something.
Although I didn’t know what. In any case something mechanical since it was clear that they never
would have stopped for the people in the cattle car, for us, that is. So it must have been for the
train, for the engines.We tried to talk with the guards when the train stopped. Each train car was
separated by a cubby where a guard stood with a machine gun. We asked him for water. We
were incredibly thirsty. Their response was always the same: “Five gold watches.” The adults
collected everything they could find and passed it through the window hole, which was covered
with barbed wire. Then the guard would reach for a bucket of water outside and poured some
through the ceiling window. I stretched my head upward, held out my tongue, opened my mouth
as wide as I could, but I didn’t get any water. Just a few drops at most.At each stop, the same
grim ritual was repeated. And a thought raced through my head, Why do we always ask for
water, why do we always collect gold watches when the result is the same each time? That is, no
water.But I wouldn’t have had the courage to ask my parents about it. Today I understand that
people who fear for their lives cannot think straight. They retreat completely into themselves.
Today I understand why we did that. When I look back, it’s still a mystery to me how we managed
to even survive the journey. People died in other train cars, frequently, even. I have a vague
memory that a person collapsed in our car, but I am not 100 percent certain.All of a sudden, we
had reached our destination.But nothing happened. For one or two hours, we heard countless
German voices screaming orders. The doors of the train still remained shut.I was just ten years
old; I was a little girl, but I had a pretty clear idea about what would happen next. We had
crossed over into German-occupied territory, German voices were everywhere, German guards
—so we would be murdered next. At that time in the Hungarian ghetto, there had already been
rumors that the Jews were taken to Germany to be murdered there. We didn’t know where, we
didn’t know how. But our last hope had always been: Don’t get taken to Germany.That hope had
now evaporated. In the cattle car, screams and prayers sounded everywhere, and the desperate



pleas for water were no longer answered.Father took us aside. “Promise me that if any of you
survives this terrible war, you will go to Palestine, where your Uncle Aaron lives and where we
Jews can live in peace.” We four sisters readily agreed to do so.Outside, countless cries and
orders rang out. A constant stream of German orders. Dogs were barking at us from all
directions. Then the doors of the cattle car opened, squeaking, and the SS men ordered us to
come out. The people got up with an effort, sometimes tangled together, cowering. The guards
grabbed other people and pulled them to the right or left on the selection ramp. The people from
the cattle car began to cry, to call out and scream, all at the same time. Each person was looking
for family members, who had all been separated. Men were separated from women, children
from parents. The whole scene was punctuated by orders. “Fast!” I cannot remember even one
of these guards speaking in a friendly or gentle manner, even once. “Raus!” (“Out!”).We helped
the older people out of the car ourselves. Some mothers held their children close, while other
children were already wandering around outside, thankful for the fresh air after the long
confinement.“Schnell! Schnell!” (“Quickly, quickly!”)I still hear these German words today. Their
sound still rings in my ears. The aggression.I can still see the whole scene before me; everything
seemed so incredibly lifeless, bleak, and hopeless. High barbed wire fences, barbed wire
period, everywhere, in front of windows and doors. Concrete watchtowers everywhere. Dark
buildings, like a dark premonition. Soldiers leaned out of the buildings and pointed their guns at
us. Guard dogs, who were kept on a lead by other SS soldiers, reared on their leashes, barking
and snarling. It was a terrible place, stark, lonely. The sky was overcast and gray. My first thought
was, I don’t know if there is a hell, but if there were, it would look like this.Up until then, as we
would later find out, the groups who were selected for the gas chambers would walk the three-
kilometer walk from Auschwitz to Birkenau. However, in 1944, a direct railway connection to
Birkenau had been built. And it practically stopped right at the doors of the crematorium, known
as KII and KIII.And this is where we stood.“Out!”This place was confusing and loud. There was a
terrible smell in the air. It reminded me of burned chicken feathers.The ramp was perhaps eighty-
five feet long, thirty-five feet wide (approx. 26 × × 11 m). I don’t think there is any other piece of
land on this planet like this that has witnessed millions of people being ripped away from their
families, just like that.Where people shriek. Where people scream. Where there is so much
desperation.My mother took Miriam and me by the hand. Her youngest children. In all of the
confusion and chaos. She probably thought that as long as she held both of us by the hand, she
could protect us.All around us, the ceaseless barking of the dogs.The orders.The cries, the
cries, the cries … I still hear it all today. Particularly the children crying for their parents. The
parents crying for their babies.While everything else happened so fast.The SS guards moved
purposefully between the groups of people, as if they were searching for something. I looked
around and felt Miriam’s shivering body next to mine. But where was my father?An SS man ran
toward us. He called out in German, “Twins! Twins!”He had this impression since Miriam and I
were dressed alike, both in red dresses, and because we looked similar.“Are they twins?” he
asked my mother.She hesitated. “Is that good?”“Yes,” answered the guard.“They are twins,” my



mother replied.Without a word of explanation, the man tore us from her hand and pulled us
aside.I had lost sight of my older siblings, Edit and Aliz, and my father right after we had gotten
off the cattle car. We screamed and cried as they dragged us away. But the German guard paid
no attention to our pleas. All of that took maybe ten minutes, not more.Ten minutes … and I
never saw any of them again.We were crying. My mother was crying.She disappeared into the
crowd. I can still remember how she desperately stretched out her arms out as they dragged her
away. Naked desperation was written on her face. I couldn’t even say goodbye (tschö) to her. But
as it was, I couldn’t grasp that this was really the last moment I would ever see my mother.Never
…The guards separated people into groups on the selection ramp. Young men and women.
Children and older people. Because of our identical wine-red dresses and because we were
easy to spot as identical twins in the crowd of dirty, exhausted Jewish prisoners, they picked us
out. Later, I often wondered why the guards didn’t notice my two older sisters. They were
wearing identical white sailor’s dresses with blue collars. My mother always sewed everything in
pairs, always in the same design. Maybe Edit and Aliz let the truth slip out in their naiveté.
Namely that they weren’t twins. The Nazis killed them. Edit was fourteen years old; Aliz was
twelve.In the meantime, maybe a half hour had passed. Considering how many people had been
on the trains, it’s still unimaginable for me how it all happened so fast.We were only ten years
old, but from then on, Miriam and I had no more family. We were alone, without any idea of what
that meant. And all for one reason—because we were born Jews. And I didn’t understand what
was so wrong with that.Miriam and I held on to each other while we were brought to a group of
twelve pairs of twins. Soon we would stand before Josef Mengele, the Nazi doctor who had been
known as the “Angel of Death” since 1943. He was the one who determined who would live or
die on the ramp. Because he wanted to create a new race. I don’t know whether all of these
twins were on our train or whether the guards had discovered them over the course of the
general selection.We were a group of twenty-six children, all afraid and confused. We were
constantly looking around for other people. Surrounded by SS men with guns who were giving
us orders. They watched us like a group of dangerous criminals. Children! On the way to our
barracks.I remember a group of people standing close to the barrack. They were skin and
bones, accompanied by other SS guards with huge dogs. Returning from some kind of work.
Pale and starving, and I still remember thinking, they look like walking skeletons.One poor soul
from our group stepped forward and said in German, “Little child, little child …” In turn, one of the
guards let two powerful German shepherds off their leashes who were barking with deep,
throaty voices. “Attack!” was the command. And the dogs obeyed. They ran toward the
troublemaker and bit into her again and again. They literally tore her apart before our eyes.We
were supposed to get undressed in another dark building.Would it happen now? I had been
separated from my parents and my siblings and had heard terrible things. I was prepared for
anything. I didn’t feel anything anymore; I was physically and mentally numb. Like a nightmare—
but a nightmare would end as soon as I opened my eyes. My beloved mother would surely wake
me and hug me soon …But I didn’t wake up.Today, I think that the sudden, brutal separation



from my mother put me in shock. In this frozen state, naked in a group of strangers, clueless
about what would happen next, waiting felt like an eternity.And all of our hair was cut short.Then
we showered. Our clothing was disinfected with a lice-killing chemical. Wearing our own clothes
was a so-called “privilege” for us twins, which the other prisoners didn’t have. But our clothes
had large red crosses on the back. They were similar to the yellow star in the ghettos and were
used to identify us so we couldn’t run away.The new arrivals received tattoos on their
arms.When it was my turn, I fought back and thrashed my legs around. I was determined not to
follow their orders.“Hold still!” a guard said.“I want to go to my mother.”“Hold still!”“No, I want to
see my mother. Bring me to my mother.”“You can see your mother … tomorrow….” The man said
that to calm me down. But I knew that I couldn’t trust these people. They had separated us, why
should they reunite us tomorrow? I thought, There isn’t much I can do to see my mother again,
but I can cause a little trouble. As much as possible!Four people had to hold me down while they
held the tip of an instrument similar to a fountain pen over an open flame and dipped it in blue
ink. Then they held the hot needle against my skin and began to burn my registration number
into the outside of my left arm: A-7063. I thrashed around so much that they couldn’t manage to
keep me still. Because I defended myself, the figures on my arm were blurred.Miriam was
different than me. She didn’t fight back. Her number was A-7064. The lettering on her arm was
completely clear. She was more like my father, complacent and calm, while I was more like my
mother—always ready to put up a fight.In this short episode, a certain part of my personality
emerged for the first time that had been unimportant up until then—my talent to think fast. In
Auschwitz, there was no time to analyze things extensively or to make plans in order to then
perhaps continue discussing plans. That’s not how Auschwitz worked. Every action had to be
carried out in seconds. If a piece of bread was lying there, forgotten, fallen, then the answer was
to pick it up immediately, before someone else did. There was no time to stop and think. In
addition, danger lurked everywhere. In every corner, from every direction.That also meant there
was never time to relax. Not for one second. Not even in my sleep. It was like on a battlefield, in
the trenches, surrounded by allied and enemy soldiers.Our barracks in Camp II B, the girl’s
camp in Birkenau, was also known as Auschwitz II. The building was a wooden stall that had
originally been built for horses. Inside it was around eighty feet square and was bisected in the
middle by a ledge of bricks. On each side of it was a walkway, which bordered the three-level
bunk beds. In each bunk was a thin straw mattress and dirty sheet. Filled with children, between
200 and 500, from two to sixteen years old.Everything inside here was covered in dirt. Lice were
crawling everywhere, and there was no way to get rid of them. Their nests were in the mats, the
straw, our clothing, everywhere. And there were entire hordes of rats. They were as big as cats.
Uncommonly large. For me, as a ten-year-old, the rats were a huge problem since they looked
terrifying.When I saved a piece of bread in the evening so that I would have something to eat in
the morning, the rats would eat it. No matter where I hid it. There was no place that they wouldn’t
find it. That’s why the most important decision in the evening was: Do I want to eat everything, or
do I want to hide it and risk having the rats find it? Theoretically, there was something to eat in



the Nazi camps in the morning, but it often didn’t materialize.The size of the rats was
unbelievable. I had seen rats before on our farm, but they were much smaller, and also much
more timid. These lived blatantly in the barracks and were massive. I still don’t understand why
so little was written about these rats. They must have been seen and heard everywhere in
Auschwitz; they were certainly looking for food in all the barracks since no one bothered to drive
them away or even kill them.The smell inside was even worse than the smell outside. In the
lower portion of the barracks walls there were no windows to let in light or air, only above our
heads, along the ceiling, which made it very stuffy.At the end of the barracks, there was a latrine
with three holes in the ground, another so-called privilege for twins. In the other barracks, they
didn’t even have that.In retrospect, I have a better grasp of what happens when children are put
in a situation as scary and unfamiliar as Auschwitz. When children are separated from
everything they know and love, and instead are faced with death all of a sudden, they have to
grow up extremely fast. They lose their childhood very fast.These children who are confronted
with life and death are no longer children. And I, too, lost my childhood in these first days. And it
could never be returned to me.The food consisted of six-centimeter thick, extremely dark bread,
which tasted like sawdust, and a brownish water that they called Muckefuck or coffee
replacement in German. None of that was kosher.I cannot remember exactly what my religious
beliefs were when I was a little girl. But I knew through and through that God reigned over us,
looked down on me and would punish me if I did bad things. My father had passed down this
fear of God to us kids.That’s why I didn’t want to eat the bread the first days. Although there
wasn’t anything else to eat. But Miriam and I refused the food because it wasn’t kosher. For four
days! I only drank the Muckefuck. It was not prepared in a kosher way, either, but the water had
been boiled and therefore purified from some bacteria and impurities. In the camps, dysentery
was widespread—a sickness that caused serious stomach infections and could even be fatal.
The boiled Muckefuck water was the only water that was harmless. The water from the taps was
filled with bacteria that caused typhus and diarrhea.But soon I would have to throw my religious
traditions overboard in order to survive.In the afternoon, there was a sticky, very thick type of
grain-based sludge to eat. The problem was that it was so thick you could neither chew nor
swallow it. Later, I met some of the other twins and asked them how they were able to swallow it.
And they all agreed with me—it wasn’t edible.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “About letting go. Suchs an amazing book! I recommend it to everyone. I
would say by the end of the book, I felt I understood her forgiving to actually be ‘letting go’ which
made a lot of sense to me.”
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