My mom
I love my mom. In my mind I see her a young, street-smart, very pretty woman, just as one on the
picture.

She loved singing. She was singing while working in the kitchen – kitchen was also our room, she was
singing while walking, and she was laughing a lot.
Mom had a brilliant memory. She remembered thousands of songs and poems. Here, in Denver, on
every event where she was invited, she was on stage reciting poems and singing songs.
And because of this ability she was invited to a lot of events for senior citizens in Denver. Even several
months ago visiting her we would ask her to sing and she was happy to do that.

I remember when I was very young, like my grandson Eli today, or even younger, we lived in a small
room, 4 of us, my mom, my father, Veniamin, mom called him Nemka, my sister, Nina, and me.

We had 4 neighbor families, each lived in a small room in the same house. Actually our room was a little
bigger than other rooms, because our room was also a communal kitchen.
Our neighbors came often to us, not only to prepare meals, but also to talk to mom. She was their
favorite.
Two neighbors had a small problem, heavily drinking husbands. So the women from these families
came to mom, sometimes beaten, for counseling.
Mom calmed them down and had long talks with them. She did something right, because they kept
coming.
My mom and my father were a happily married couple, they loved each other. I cannot say they never
argued.
If that happened, the last word was always on my father side. And he usually said: OK, Luba, I agree.
Now looking back I think about this was a perfect model for me.

My mom always knew what she wants and she made most of family decisions.
Here is one of her decisions that looked natural to me at that time. Only later I realized how difficult and
even dangerous it was.
In 1953 my uncle was arrested. It was the same night on March 5 when Stalin died.
But the state machine was running, running especially hard for Jews.
My mom’s sister, Ida, the wife of the arrested uncle, was fired from her job without any perspectives to
be hired to any job again, and all family was starving.
They lived in Kuibyshev, we – in Minsk. My mom went there and brought the children to our house.
Then she brought my grandma there too. Her sister could not come, she was not allowed to leave
Kuibyshev at that time.
I said the house, but we lived in the same kitchen-room where we lived together, now 7 of us, for 3
years till my uncle was released.

My mom and my father did many good things for many people, never talked about that, considered as a
natural way of living.
Once for mom’s birthday I wrote her a small poem. She loved to read it to her friends and co-workers.
It is short and I will read just a part of it. Maybe she still can hear me.

Below is a small poem (extract) I wrote about my mom when she was 55.

F. Z.

