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Departure Into Unknown
The train station was cold as I stood beside the platform, surrounded by a bustling crowd and families huddled together in anticipation of a locomotive. The November air bit at my face. My fingers trembled. Was it from freezing or the pressing weight of what lay ahead? 
“Mama, I can’t do it. I can’t leave you,” I whispered, barely able to meet her gaze. 
“You have to. For Irina. For her future.” Mama clutched the edges of her coat, her eyes red and swollen. Her words speared my soul.
My daughter’s tiny, warm hand held mine, contrasting starkly with the icy platform beneath our feet. I looked down at the innocence in her wide eyes. She didn’t understand what we were leaving behind or stepping into. Neither did I. 
My husband’s family stood a few paces away, speaking in hushed tones. His mother’s stern expression, which had greeted me for years, made my stomach knot.
I turned to Mama. “They don’t want me with them. I’ll be alone, without you... without Itsik…without Charna.”
She gripped my hand tightly, “You’ll survive. You’re stronger than you think.”
The train’s whistle pierced the crowd's noise. It was time. My chest ached as I embraced Mama one last time, feeling the roughness of her wool coat against my cheek. 
“Be brave, my daughter. And come back to me.”
Reluctantly, I pulled away. My mother-in-law motioned for us to board. I lifted Irina into my arms and turned toward the train. My feet felt heavy. Sorrow overloaded my heart—so much pain. We stepped inside the compartment. Its warmth did not offer comfort. I felt nothing but a hollow emptiness.
The door closed behind me, sealing my fate. As the train lurched forward through the window, I watched Mama grow smaller. Her figure blurred as the distance between us stretched into an eternity.



