
Ruth Halova And Her Mother Zdenka
Adlerova After The War 

In this picture you can see my mother and me, after the war.

In England, we didn't have much information about what was happening at home. Despite that, we
suspected that it wasn't anything nice. We were all living in uncertainty, as to what fate had
befallen our loved ones, and to this day I remember the day when I found out about my mother. It
was one of the most joyous days of my life. At the school they gave out mail during lunchtime in
the cafeteria. One May day I received a postcard written in pencil and with the first Czechoslovak
stamp in six years. It was from one family friend who'd returned to his homeland as a soldier right
after Victory Day, and met my mother in the Jewish ghetto in Terezin.

My boldest hope had been fulfilled, my most fervent prayer had been answered. I lived through the
next several weeks that separated me from my repatriation on 25th August and the subsequent
reunion with my mother on the platform of the Usti nad Labem train station in some sort of trance,
as if I was floating on a rose-colored fog of joy, and my feet were barely touching the ground. All I
can clearly remember is that on that big day, I wanted to look my best, and wore a bright red
beret, like Marshal Montgomery wore, which flew off my head and rolled along the platform right
when I flew into my mom's arms. We met up in Usti nad Labem, which was more or less halfway
between Prague and Teplice, where Mom was living after the war.

www.centropa.org/en/photo/ruth-halova-and-her-mother-zdenka-adlerova-after-
war

https://www.centropa.org/en/photo/ruth-halova-and-her-mother-zdenka-adlerova-after-war
https://www.centropa.org/en/photo/ruth-halova-and-her-mother-zdenka-adlerova-after-war
https://www.centropa.org

