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This I write in English that 
is not so good. But my 
feelings are good.  I know 
them and I tell them to you. 



Papa and Mama and Mosche and me lived in 
apartment in Antwerp. That is in my homeland 
Belgium. 



One night the Nazis came and my life went 
away. 



I came to 
America with 
Tanta Bertha. 
Tanta Bertha is 
good and kind. 
She is happy 
here.  She says 
we are safe here 
in our apartment 
in the American 
city of New 
York. 



I have food. Tanta Bertha and 
me live in an apartment . She 
plant flowers in the window 
box. I am safe, but the wind is 
my only friend. 



The wind and I we walk and talk 
together. I tell the wind of my 
sorrow and the wind holds it and 
then blows it away so I can run 
and play baseball. 



I go to school every day in the morning 
and afternoon, but no one sees me. 
They see a boy sitting at a desk, but 
they don’t see me weeping. I pretend 
that Mama is there to comfort me, but 
when I open my eyes she is gone. 



Tanta Bertha say to me, “Adam, bring 
home a friend to visit.” 
   “I say to her, I cannot bring the wind 
inside. 
   “She say to me, “Adam, I wish you 
were not so sad.” 



   The wind began to keep my sadness. It start to 
talk new things to me. It whisper that other 
people in the city of New York need friends too. 
It say to me that they need to hear my voice, just 
like I need to hear the voice of the wind. 



The wind and I we walk and talk together and I 
tell the wind of my sorrow. The wind follows 
me home, but it cannot come inside to visit me 
like a friend. 



I begin to speak in a voice as loud as 
the wind. I begin to talk alongside 
other people alone in the wind. I talk 
to them in my new English. 



I talk to the wind in my 
new English and in my old 
voice. The wind listens to 
the voice I use because the 
wind is an old friend. 



I talk to Mama and Papa and Mosche in 
my new English. I talk to Tanta Bertha in 
my new English. I talk to myself in my 
new English. 



The wind is still my old 
friend, but the wind is 
no longer my only 
friend. 
 
 
Adam 
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