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Antwerp, Rosh Chodesh Kislev, 5746/1985

I am delighted that my dear friend Rabbi
Chaim Shlomo Friedman is publishing a book recalling
the dreadful events of the holocaust. I am convinced
that every holocaust survivor, each a “firebrand saved
from the flames,” will find these memoirs to be a
reflection of his own experiences.

I have known the author for many yeats, and
Icanattest with full confidence that all his writings are
the unadorned truth, without omission or addition.

Chaim Kreiswirth
Chief Rabbi of Antwerp

APPROBATION TO THE YIDDISH-LANGUAGE EDITION
PUBLISHED BY THE AUTHOR HIMSELF DURING HIS LIFETIME
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE
i

long line of terrified Jewish men, women and chil-

dren being herded into the gas chambers by sadistic
Nazi guards and snarling dogs in the shadow of watchtowers
and barbed wire. But this was only the final step in the
monstrous German genocidal attack on their innocent Jew-
ish victims. It was preceded by a carefully designed strategy
of dispossession, degradation, disorientation, duplicity, treach-
ery, terror, forced labor, mayhem, indiscriminate murder,
deportation, ghettos, round-ups and liquidations—all ex-
ecuted with fiendish Germanic efficiency and brutality—so
that when the Jews were finally transported to the concentra-
tion camps they were already physically and emotionally
exhausted, numb with grief, dazed and defeated.

T HE QUINTESSENTIAL IMAGE OF THE HOLOCAUST IS A
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DARE TO SURVIVE

In Dare to Survive, the third volume in The Holocaust
Diaries, Rabbi Chaim Shlomo Friedman relates his own
experiences in the ghettos and labor camps in the environs of
Cracow in southern Poland, followed by his flight to the
illusory safety of Slovakia and Hungary. Although the author
himself was never deported to the concentration camps, he
experienced every step of the tragedy-filled process that led
up to deportation, and only through the most phenomenal
tenacity and resourcefulness, as well as numerous miracu-
lous escapes, did he manage to avoid being inextricably
trapped in the web of the Nazi spider.

Dare to Survive was originally written in Yiddish and first
published in 1985 in a Yiddish-language edition, under the
title Ich Vell Zei Iberleiben, shortly before the author passed
away on 25 Tishrei of that year at the age of seventy-two. In
1987, it was translated into Hebrew by Yitzchak Eizik Ovitz,
re-edited and published in Eretz Yisrael under the title Lo
Amus Ki Echyeh. The present English-language edition was
translated from the edited Hebrew version by Avraham
Yaakov Finkel and subsequently underwent further painstak-
ing editing. However, because this volume is being published
posthumously, and because we were very careful not to
compromise the extraordinary authenticity of the work by
unauthorized additions and embellishments, we were re-
stricted in the kinds of clarifications and adjustments that
could be incorporated into the text itself. Moreover, due to
his characteristic humility and self-effacement, the author
would never have agreed to write about himself some of the
things that need to be said. Therefore, the burden of present-
ing some important clarifications falls to these prefatory
publisher’s remarks.

As the reader progresses through this amazing memoir,
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

he will be impressed by the uncanny ring of truth of the
author’s words. The author has clearly attempted to record
the unadorned facts to the best of his recollection, utterly
devoid of any heroic posturing or self-aggrandizement. Yetin
spite of his efforts, a very sharp characterization of the author
emerges from these pages with great force, a portrait of a
man with unusual physical, mental, emotional and spiritual
qualities, a tenacious fighter with the heart of a lion and the
soul of a saint.

At the outbreak of the war, the author seems to have been
leading a very idyllic Jewish life. At the time, he was a young,
gregarious Belzer chassid, with beard and peyos and the
traditional chassidic garb, completely absorbed in the com-
munal Belzer dedication to Torah, avodah and gemillus
chassadim. He had a young wife and an infant daughter, as
well as an elderly mother and several brothers. He also seems
to have been reasonably well off. As the war began, however,
his entire life collapsed; flight and the search for a safe haven
became his overriding concern. But the rapid onslaught of
the German invasion of Poland sealed his avenues of escape
at every turn, and there was no choice left but to dig in and
try to survive under the yoke of the Nazi oppressor.

As time went on, the near impossibility of this endeavor
became increasingly clear. Virtually every day, there were
new oppressive Nazi edicts, full of cunning and deceit,
designed to crush the spirit of the trapped Jewish people as
the noose was drawn slowly, inexorably and ever more tightly
around their necks. In this desperate situation, the author’s
natural penchant for defiance and independent thinking
prevented him from being swept along in the carefully
engineered mass attitudes and protected him from the false
sense of security and the disorientation that were deliberately

17




DARE TO SURVIVE

planted among the Jews by the Germans in the psychological
phase of their attack on the Jewish people. He did not grant
the Nazis even the smallest modicum of credibility, refusing
to accept anything at face value. If everyone was running to
take advantage of a new opportunity that suddenly seemed to
presentitself, he would hang back in wary distrust, an attitude
that saved his life numerous times. He became an insatiable
sponge for information, ever alert, ever vigilant, his antennae
always attuned to the slightest rumor, constantly evaluating
his findings and seeking the tiny grain of truth amidst the
overwhelming dross of disinformation and fantasy.

When he did find that tiny opening in the Nazi net, he
never vacillated but plunged forward with resolute determi-
nation, great personal courage and an utter lack of fear.
Extremely resourceful and persuasive, he felt very confident
in his ability to wriggle his way out of any tight spot, and this
confidence was continually tested.

With frustrating regularity, however, one escape attempt
after another ended in failure, but he was not discouraged or
disheartened. Buttressed by his staunch faith in Hashem, he
would simply accept his temporary defeat with humility and
grace as gam zu letovah and forge on to the next scheme,
hopeful that perhaps in this new attempt Hashem would
grant him success. And when, time and time again, he
miraculously eluded the hungry hand of death, he never
attributed his deliverance to blind happenstance or his own
formidable abilities but to divine benevolence, which he
acknowledged with humble gratitude. Never did he become
an instinctive, cornered animal fighting for survival without
heart, without soul.

In one memorable episode, he was standing in a railway
station, part of a large crowd of captured Jews heading for an

18



PUBLISHER'S NOTE

unknown fate, when he saw a man of his acquaintance and
felt certain that the man was penniless. In that terrifying
predicament, he had the presence of mind and the compas-
sionate impulse to take up a collection among the other
captives so that the man would not feel utterly lost. Yet the
author’s description of this episode is brief and matter-of-
fact, as if such a remarkable act of kindness and compassion
is nothing more than is to be expected under the circum-
stances. Clearly, this was a man of rare and outstanding
personal qualities, an exemplary baal madreigah who refused
to posture for the reader. Indeed, quite often throughout the
book, the reader may be struck by the author’s reticence
about his feelings and emotions, but although we have
scrupulously avoided inserting such passages into the text,
the discerning reader will find the author’s innermost feel-
ings occasionally bursting through in a flash of emotion,
which is then quickly suppressed.

It is also quite clear that it must have taken tremendous
physical strength and stamina for the author to endure all the
brutal beatings he suffered at the hands of the Nazis on
numerous occasions and to be able to pick himself up and
continue undaunted in his desperate struggle for survival.
The author also must have had enormous reservoirs of
energy and endurance to withstand the constantlong marches,
privations, hunger and sleeplessness in relatively vigorous
good health.

Allinall, we are presented with the image of a man of truly
heroic proportions in a very Jewish sense, powerful and
fearless but non-violent, deeply pious and compassionate,
driven by dedication to the highest ideals of the Torah, vastly
resourceful but humbly subservient to and accepting of the
divine will. And yet, in spite of all his remarkable ability, many

19
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DARE TO SURVIVE

manifestly miraculous incidents played key roles in his ulti-
mate survival.

In this light, we are presented with a very convincing
explanation of one of the more puzzling aspects of the
holocaust. People often ask: Why didn’t the Jews resist? Why
did they allow themselves to be led like sheep to the slaugh-
ter? The answer is clearly that the Jews were overwhelmed
and crushed by the enormity and scope of the merciless Nazi
assault so graphically depicted in Dare to Survive. Only the
strongest and most audacious people could even dream of
evading the Nazis, and often, even those were only able to
survive through manifestly miraculous intervention, as the
author's experience demonstrates. Most ordinary people,
however, were simply incapable of such heroic escapades.
The infernal Nazi trap was cleverly and diabolically sprung,
and there was simply nothing to do, nowhere to turn. But in
their final hours, the Jewish victims—especially those imbued
with Torah values—found within themselves a deeper and
greater heroism. Bowing their heads to the inevitability of
their destiny, they separated themselves from their tormen-
tors by a veil of holiness, and they resolved to give up their
lives al kiddush Hashem. In the end, although overcome by an
unspeakably profound grief and dread for themselves and
their loved ones, they still went to their deaths with pride and
dignity, never lowering themselves to the bestial level of their
accursed tormentors.

In one illuminating passage from the book, the author
receives a final message from his mother in which she says,
“I'm well aware of what they are going to do to us. I have only
minutes to live, but I'm not afraid to die. I am going to my
death as if I were going to a wedding. I am happy mainly
because I have been granted the zchus of marrying off my
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

children the way I have always hoped for, to decent, Torah-
observant husbands and wives. I am also happy that my son
Chaim Shlomo . . . managed to escape from the ghetto . ..”
Paradoxically, at the time this gallant woman sent her final
message, the children she was so proud of having married off
properly had already gone to their final destiny, and yet, she
did not feel it had all been for naught. Rather, she felt an
abiding sense of accomplishment for having fulfilled her
duties as a Jewish mother. Her life had been fully dedicated
to the Creator and His Torah, and even the slaughter of her
entire family could not take this away from her. This was
heroism of a much higher order, and such heroes and
heroines were far beyond the reach of the Nazis. The Nazis
could kill them, but they could not defeat them.
Unfortunately, notall Jews were cut from this noble cloth.
Many Jews of a baser nature, motivated by greed and the
spurious assurance of personal safety, became the tools of the
Nazis in the perfidious deception, oppression and deporta-
tion of the Jewish people through the infamous Judenrats
(Nazi-installed Jewish community councils) and the Jewish
police. Inaveryimportant aspect of his eyewitness testimony,
the author angrily accuses these ruthless men, drunk with
their Nazi-endowed power, of deliberately misleading, bru-
talizing, plundering, cheating and betraying their own people.
The author points out, however, that none of these men were
Torah-observant Jews, although some came from Torah-
observant homes, which only underscores that the Torah has
a tremendous power to elevate a person and protect him
from his darker side, that what ultimately separates the Jew
from his barbaric oppressors is the mantle of the holy Torah.
The author received his mantle of the holy Torah in the
hallowed environment of Polish chassidus. His grandfather
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DARE TO SURVIVE

Rabbi Reuven Friedman was an outstanding talmid chacham
and a chassid of the Radomsker Rebbe (author of Tiferes
Shlomo), and his father Rabbi Elyakim Friedman was a simi-
larly outstanding talmid chacham and a chassid of the Zhabner
Rav (author of Yad Shalom). The author himself, who lost his
father at a very young age, felt strongly attracted to the
rapidly growing and dynamic Belzer chassidus, and as a
fifteen-year-old boy, he traveled to Belz where he studied
diligently for the next five years. Afterwards, he always
remained a devoted Belzer chassid, and he maintained a close
association with Belzer Rebbe for the rest of his life. In Dare
to Survive, the author describes his role in the Belzer Rebbe’s
dramatic escape from Poland and their moving reunion in
Budapest before the Belzer Rebbe went on to Eretz Yisrael.
Indicative of what lay close to his heart, the author closes his
narrative with an account of his activities in helping the
Belzer Rebbe establish the world-renowned network of Belzer
yeshivos in the aftermath of the war.

The publication of Dare to Survive, closely following the
publication of Late Shadows by Moshe Holczler and They
Called Me Frau Anna by Chana Marcus Banet, is a significant
milestone for the Holocaust Diaries collection. We feel that it
is a great zchus and honor to have presented volumes of such
stature to the public, as each of these works, in its own way,
depicts the nobility of spirit and the deeper heroism of the
Jewish people in the darkest chapter of their history. A fourth
volume is scheduled for release later this winter, two more
volumes are in advanced stages of preparation, and several
more are in the planning stages.

In closing, I would like to extend a note of acknowledg-
ment to Rabbi Avraham Yaakov Finkel for his highly profes-
sional and meticulous efforts in the translation of this work
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

and to Editorial Director Raizy Kaufman for her scrupulous
preservation of the integrity and authenticity of the entire
book. I would also like to extend a note of gratitude to our
entire staff who labored vigorously and devotedly in the
production of this distinguished book. We all feel that
autobiographical accounts such as these are an inestimable
legacy for all future generations, and we are humbly grateful
to the Ribono Shel Olam for granting us the privilege of
participating in this important work.

Y.Y.R.

Lakewood, N.J.
Marcheshvan 5752
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Chaim Shlomo Friedman before the war



PROLOGUE
i

lor of Germany. Almost immediately, he began an

intensive program of rearmament as the first step
in forging the new Germany into a superpower that was to
dominate all of Europe and eventually rule the world. In the
process, he promised to rid the world of all Jews. It was a
program he had spelled out explicitly in his book Mein Kampf
(My Struggle), but no one had believed he would actually try
to implement it in full.

The Jewish population in Germany at the time of Hitler’s
rise to power numbered six hundred thousand, many of them
Polish immigrants or their descendants. Jews lived in tran-
quility, prospering and gaining prominence in commerce
and professions, and relations with their German neighbors

O N JANUARY 30, 1933, ADOLF HITLER BECAME CHANCEL-
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DARE TO SURVIVE

were friendly and peaceful. All this came to an abrupt halt
when Hitler’s incessant anti-Semitic tirades encouraged all
the Jew-haters to come out into the open. The most virulent
form of anti-Semitism reared its ugly head.

The first anti-Jewish government decree provided that all
outstanding debts owed to Jews by non-Jews were cancelled.
Since the majority of Jewish businesses were based on credit,
most Jewish businessmen found themselves destitute over-
night. Those who saw the handwriting on the wall disposed
of their possessions at fire-sale prices or simply abandoned
them and fled the tyrannical regime. Most Jews, however,
remained in Germany, thinking that the Nazi tempest would
blow over before long.

The second decree was not long in coming. All Polish
Jews were ordered to leave Germany forthwith. Hundreds of
thousands of these hapless Jews were rounded up and trans-
ported to the Polish border town of Zbonshin. They arrived
there with little more than the clothes on their backs, since
the Nazis had ordered them to leave everything behind.
People who had lived in comfort all their lives were suddenly
thrust into abject poverty. The Poles, unmoved by the plight
of these unfortunate people, did not permit them to enter the
interior of Poland. Even people with relatives in Poland who
offered them shelter were not allowed to leave the confines
of Zbonshin, where they were condemned to live in squalor
and deprivation. The leaders of Polish Jewry, sparing no
effort, eventually persuaded the Polish government to per-
mit the Jews of Zbonshin entry into Poland where they settled
in various cities. Later, many of them managed to emigrate
to other countries.

In the wake of this expulsion, Polish Jewry organized a
boycott of German goods; all new orders for German goods
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PROLOGUE

were cancelled, and merchandise that had arrived previously
was returned to the shipper. This boycott sparked a great
debate in Jewish circles. Many people wholeheartedly sup-
ported the tactic, while others, fearing the wrath of German
retaliation, questioned its wisdom. Concern and confusion
filled the hearts of the Jews of Poland.

In the meantime, German subversion bored its way into
the very foundations of Poland. For example, anti-shechitah
legislation was passed in the Polish Sejm (Senate) through the
efforts of Senator Pasterovna, a German undercover agent.
The Germans, in an accurate assessment of the Polish mentali-
ty, knew that the best way to divert Polish attention from the
German military buildup along their border was to induce
the Poles to focus on the Jews. Under the prodding of
German agents who had infiltrated all strata of the govern-
ment, Polish police were instructed to harass Jewish mer-
chants with all possible means. Gendarmes passed from store
to store in search of “violations,” such as scales that were not
spotlessly clean, a sack standing in the wrong corner, a clock
that ran fast or slow. For each of these “violations” the
storekeeper was fined one zloty.

My store also received such a visit. The police officer,
finding the usual “violations” was ready to pull out his
summons pad, expecting to be paid on the spot.

“No,” I protested. “You’re lying. I won’t pay the fine.”

“All right,” the officer shot back. “Then I'll have to cite
you for contempt.”

Flushed with anger, he entered my name and address in
his little book—where it remains until this day.

[Editor’s Note: The author’s natural penchant for defiance and
independent thinking, as described in the Publisher’s Note, saved
him a few zlotys on this occasion, but in the dark days that lay ahead,
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DARE TO SURVIVE

it would save his life numerous times. In fact, it was this kind of
stubborn, non-violent resistance, the simple refusal to acquiesce
meekly to oppressive decrees or carefully engineered mass atti-
tudes, that protected him from the false sense of security and the
disorientation that was deliberately planted among the Jews by the
Germans in the psychological phase of their attack on the Jews. The
same instinct which led him to dare defy this Polish police officer
eventually helped him dare to survive the horrors of the ghetto—
although it still required an almost daily succession of miracles to
actually see him safely through the war. It is quite possible that this
was the author’s subconscious reason for mentioning this relatively
trivial incident at this point, but in his humility and self-effacement,
he could never have spelled it out in these terms. If the reader has
notyet read the Publisher’s Note, it is respectfully suggested that he
do so prior to reading the entire book because of the perspective it
will provide.]

All this was happening about two weeks before the
outbreak of World War II. Understandably, intimidations
such as these spread anxiety among the Jews who knew full
well that the Germans were pulling the strings.

The German espionage network also spread its tentacles
into the heart of the Polish defense establishment. Its agents
successfully recruited a number of high-ranking Polish mili-
tary officers in command of strategically sensitive points.
Regrettably, this only became apparent when it was too late.
Just a few days before the outbreak of the war, the Polish
Chiefs of Staff made an inspection of the state of readiness of
the various defense industries, confident of finding an ample
supply of battle-worthy arms and ammunition ready to be
shipped to the front. The first inspection took place at the
huge Mashtzitza munitions plant, named after the late Presi-
dent Mashtzitzky. To their shock and consternation, they
found that none of these shells fit the gun barrels, the
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specifications being either too small or too large. The huge
stock of ammunition, which had taken years to accumulate,
was worthless.

I saw with my own eyes how “effective” these Polish
weapons were. It happened as we were fleeing from the
advancing German army and ran into a company of retreat-
ing Polish soldiers. Overhead, German bombers were ad-
vancing on their targets. The Polish soldiers aimed their guns
and pulled the triggers, but nothing happened. It was useless;
their guns were no good. In disgust, the soldiers addressed
some choice Polish curses at their government that had
betrayed them. The German bomber pilots continued blithely
on their mission, certain that they had nothing to fear.

By the time it dawned on the Poles that the modern
mechanized German army was about to invade their country,
it was too late. For the moment, their preoccupation with
harassing Jews was placed on the back burner. Defending the
border against the Germans took priority.

Looking out the window of my store, I could see long
trains moving day and night toward the front line, jam-
packed with soldiers, while hundreds of local well-wishers
smilingly cheered them on. The poor soldiers did not know
they were being led like sheep to slaughter. The more astute
observers of the political situation, however, understood the
utter hopelessness of the Polish position, but I don’t think
anyone could have imagined what a horrible fate awaited the
Jewish people.
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CHAPTER 1
L

The World War Erupts

Friday, the first of September, 1939, at 5:30 in the

morning. I was on my way to shul in Cracow when
Inoticed planes flying overhead. Were they Polish planes on
maneuvers? The answer came in the form of the ear-piercing
whine of falling bombs, followed by thunderous explosions.
Huge columns of thick, acrid smoke rising from all directions
blackened the sky. The Germans were aiming their bombs at
the industrial plants on the outskirts of the city, sowing death
and destruction. The streets were suddenly deserted; every-
one was seeking shelter from the rain of death. All one heard
was the droning of the bombers’ engines dropping their
death-dealing loads on preselected targets in town. Here and
there, a Polish fighter plane attempted valiantly to drive off

T HE DREADED, UNTHINKABLE EXPLOSION BEGAN ON
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DARE TO SURVIVE

the invaders. It was all in vain. All day long, the city of Cracow
was enveloped in a curtain of thick smoke punctuated by
huge tongues of fire. Still, no one knew what was happening
at the front. Finally, toward evening, there were news reports
that the German army had invaded Poland from Upper
Silesia and was advancing on the interior. The Jews shud-
dered at the ominous news of the German successes.

Judging by that first Friday’s heavy bombardment, we
could surmise what the situation at the front was like, but we
had no hard facts until Sunday. All through Shabbos, we tried
to imagine what might be taking place, but it was only
guesswork. Meanwhile, a general feeling of unease gripped
the city, especially the Jewish population. When on Sunday
column after column of soldiers returned from the front, the
situation became all too clear. The enemy had attacked with
such overwhelming force that Polish resistance had crumbled
in less than one hour. During the brief attempt at engaging
the enemy, thousands had been killed and thousands more
wounded, prompting the issuance of the command to retreat
to the interior of Poland and regroup for a counter-offensive.
At the same time, the troops were instructed to spread
rumors throughout Poland about unspeakable atrocities
committed by the invading Germans who would murder all
males in the territory they conquered.

The crushing collapse of the Polish army on the very first
day of the German invasion was due mainly to two factors.
First, the German army was well-trained and fully equipped
with the latest in mechanized heavy artillery and modern
tanks. All the Polish army had for its defense were horses to
pull its outmoded tanks and guns. It took many long hours
for the horses to pull the guns to the front, with rest stops in
between. No wonder the German juggernaut overwhelmed
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its primitive opponent on the first day of the war. Second, the
majority of the elite officers, as well as a number of high
government officials, were on the payroll of the German
espionage service. They did all they could to sabotage the
Polish war effort, revealing military secrets to the German
command, not to mention rendering Polish arms and ammu-
nition unusable. The war for Poland was lost before it had
even begun.

For the Jews, the news reports of the Polish military
collapse were particularly frightening, especially the reports
that the Germans were killing all Jews, young and old. On the
spur of the moment, many Jews decided to leave the city by
joining the retreating troops, in the belief that they would
thereby escape the murderous hands of the Nazis.

It was an impulsive flight, an escape to an unknown
destination. All that mattered was to get away from the
rapidly advancing enemy. People hastily formed small groups,
loaded their bundles on their shoulders and ran for their
lives.

We were hesitant to embark on such an uncertain flight.
Who knows, we wondered, if the open road does not hold
more hazard than staying at home? After all, the enemy was
in total control of Polish airspace and could bomb any
location at will. For the time being, we decided to remain at
home, to wait and see.

Monday morning, going out into the street, we encoun-
tered hundreds of refugees. It was clear that the fear the
Polish soldiers had inspired with their tales of German
atrocities had sunk in. That many Jewish soldiers in the Polish
army confirmed these gruesome stories only helped heighten
the apprehension.

Swept up by the general panic, we decided not to swim
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against the current, and noting that many people from our
circle, including aged persons as well, were leaving, we also
resolved to join the flight. The decision was not an easy one,
but we had bitachon in Hashem, trusting that He would help
us wherever we would go. Since it was impractical for the
entire family to leave, we decided that at least some of the
men would escape German occupation and then work to
bring the rest of the family to safety. We—my brother and I—
explained the situation to our families, and having no alterna-
tive, they agreed that we should go.

We packed our things, some food and drink, some
clothing and, of course, our fallis and tefillin. We could not
carry more, since we would be marching on foot all the way.
Altogether, four members of our family joined the march—
myself (married), my younger brother Yitzchak (also mar-
ried) and my two unmarried brothers Shimon Yaakov, who
we simply called Shimon, and Yosef. Our older brother
Pesachyah was forced to remain at home because of a
childhood leg injury that still caused him trouble. Our
starting point was to be our mother’s house, where we all
assembled along with our wives.

It was a tearful good-bye. No one knew what the future
held. Our situation brought to mind the verse, “Outside, the
sword will kill young boys and girls, infants and white-haired
men, while inside there will be terror.” (Devarim 32:25) Our
greatest fear was being hit by German bombs. It was German
policy, before mounting an assault on a city, to soften up the
defending forces as well as the local population by spreading
terror through indiscriminate bombing from the air. Of
course, it would be extremely dangerous to be out in the
street at a time like this. Nevertheless, most people opted for
escape, hoping somehow to survive the German onslaught.
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Our families realized there was no other way out. We
parted with heavy hearts. Smiling through their tears, they
wished us a speedy return in peace and good health.

Outside our group was waiting, ready to set out on the
long trek. We were not alone. The roads were swarming with
thousands of refugees, each group heading for a different
destination. We decided to head straight for Belz, since we
were accustomed to travelling to Belz for the Yamim Nora’im,
only that this time we were on foot. This would be no small
feat, since Belz is about three hundred kilometers (over one
hundred and eighty miles) from Cracow. Still, we calculated
on reaching Belz by the end of the week.

No sooner did we set out on our journey than we were
forced to interrupt it. The sky was black with German planes,
bombing and strafing the city incessantly. Of course, continu-
ing our march with a bombing raid going on would be sheer
insanity. Every now and then, we slipped into an air-raid
shelter, to emerge at the first sound of the all-clear siren. As
a result of the constant interruptions, we lost a great deal of
time before reaching the city limits, but at long last we were
out on the open road. The sun beat down relentlessly. The
heat was oppressive. The water in our canteens was gone, and
now we had to depend on the Polish peasants in the small
villages along the way. Most of the Poles refused to give us a
drink of water. Sometimes, they would chase us off, pouring
pails of water all over us, drenching us from head to toe, to
the accompaniment of a long string of Polish curses, but not
one drop of water for our parched throats.

We also had our share of trouble from the retreating
Polish army. Looking at the column of soldiers gave us an
insight into the military “might” of Poland. It consisted of
cannons and machine guns—drawn by emaciated horses. The
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troops, although finding themselves in the same quandary as
we did, had not given up their inbred hatred of the Jews.
Seeing us, the cavalrymen goaded their horses to charge into
our group, and it was a miracle that we escaped being
trampled to death.

After overcoming these and other troubles we reached
the town of Bochnia, about thirty miles east of Cracow.
Bochnia was steeped in darkness, in a total blackout. Still, we
were able to discern clusters of Jews anxiously analyzing their
predicament. The refugees from Cracow, who had been
arriving in a steady stream over the past two days, had told
them the bad news. Now they were pondering whether to join
the exodus or to remain in Bochnia.

Meanwhile, we paid a visit to my cousin Eliyahu Klapholz,
alongtime resident of Bochnia. He graciously welcomed our
entire group, offering all of us a meal that materialized within
minutes. Exhausted, we lay down to sleep, planning to take
to the road again early in the morning. We had a long trip
ahead of us, since we had in mind to spend the Yamim Nora’im
in Belz, as we had in previous years.

Rising early was easier said than done. Dead-tired from
the two-day march, we did not wake up until mid-morning.
We davened Shacharis, ate a hearty breakfast and resumed our
journey. The march was strenuous and painful. The relent-
less heat, hunger and thirst wore us down, but we did not
allow ourselves a minute’s respite. We were obsessed by the
thought of getting as far as possible from the German
menace.

It was midnight when we reached the outskirts of Tarnow,
a city to the east of Bochnia, where we were greeted by
thunderous fireworks. The entire sky was lit up by exploding
rockets launched from the bombers to illuminate the scene
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and enable them to pinpoint their targets. The streets were
deserted, except for military personnel who were on duty to
assist the retreating troops who were approaching.

It would be dangerous to be out on the city streets, but to
spend the night out in the open was even worse. After
carefully weighing our options, we decided to enter the city.

Bone-weary and scared to death, we dragged ourselves
through the city streets, bombs exploding all around us.
Finally, we reached the home of my uncle Shimon Yaakov
Friedman, only to find the doors unlocked, the house empty
and everyone huddled in the air-raid shelter. The apartment
was ashambles; the bombs blasts had shattered every window
pane in the house. Joining the others in the shelter, we waited
for the bombardment to subside. After a tense wait of several
hours, we returned to the apartment. Too tired to eat, we
plopped into the beds our kind host prepared for us.

We got up early and, after davening, returned to the road.
Finding both lanes of the highway filled with retreating Polish
army units, we were forced to trudge through the freshly
plowed fields. Progress was slow, but we kept going, until by
nightfall we reached the hamlet of Tcharna. Our strength was
slowly ebbing away, and in desperation, we decided to look
for a way to continue by train. It was useless—the railroads
were not operating. But we simply could not go on. Since we
did not know anyone in this village we decided to spend the
night outdoors in the fields. The frosty night chilled our
bones, but what else was there to do?

We had hardly bedded down when, seemingly out of
nowhere, a peasant appeared.

“Why don’t you all come over and sleep on my farm?” he
said, scratching his head. “It’s just a few hundred feet up the
road.”
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The kindness of the farmer took us by surprise. Could it
be a trap? we thought. But having felt the shivers of the icy
night, we decided to accept his invitation. On the farm, the
man spread some straw on the floor of one of the rooms, and
we dropped off into a deep sleep. Thank Heaven, our
suspicions were unfounded, and the night passed peacefully.

Rising at daybreak, we paid the farmer for his trouble,
thanked him for his kindness and continued our odyssey.
Once again, we stopped at the railway station, hoping to find
a train going east. Happily, at the platform we saw a long
train, ready for departure, loaded with Polish soldiers. We
jumped onto the train, found seats and waited for it to start
moving. One hour went by, then two hours, but no sign of
movement. Time was running out; we didn’t have a moment
to lose. We had to get to Belz. Disappointed, we left the train
and went back to walking, which we did for twenty-four hours
without a break.

Heartening reports by Jewish soldiers of a planned counter-
offensive by the Polish army gave us hope and encourage-
ment that all was not lost and that our painful journey would
be worthwhile after all.

On the fourth day of our wandering—at three o’clock on
Friday morning—we entered Reisha, tired and exhausted
strangers in a city where we had neither friends nor relatives.
Where could we turn in the middle of the night? Suddenly,
we heard voices. A group of Jews was passing us.

“What are you doing, standing there in the middle of the
night?” one of the men asked.

We told him our story.

“Wait just a moment,” he replied. “I'm taking these
people to the station. I'll be back in a minute.”

After a short while, he returned and invited us to his
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house. Notwithstanding the unearthly hour, his wife treated
us to a sumptuous meal. We caught a few hours sleep, ready
to get up at the crack of dawn to continue our march.

The person who treated us so royally was a man named
Schuldiener. He was not a wealthy man by any means, but he
and his family were experts at observing the mitzvah of being
hospitable in the full sense of the word. Knowing the distress-
ing life of a refugee, they went all out to relieve our plight to
the best of their ability.

Atsunrise, we immersed ourselves in the mikveh, davened,
ate breakfastand prepared toleave. Mr. and Mrs. Schuldiener
urged us to stay for Shabbos at the very least, so that we would
not have to spend the holy day among Polish peasants. We
readily accepted their generous invitation.

During the afternoon, several formations of German
bombers appeared in the sky, dropping their rain of destruc-
tion. The townspeople, particularly the Jews who had never
before experienced a fire-bombing, were thrown into a
panic.

We, of course, knew that this bombing raid was only the
first step of softening up the enemy, to be followed within
hours by a German ground attack and occupation. We
quickly packed our belongings, preparing toleave at any cost.
However, when Mr. Schuldiener and several other people
again implored us not to expose ourselves to the dangers of
the open road, we agreed to stay. We were put up in a
separate apartment with a private kitchen and comfortable
sleeping quarters.

We had planned to leave immediately after Shabbos. But
the Germans were a step ahead of us. Shabbos morning, their
barking and screaming could be heard all over town. Many
Jews came out into the street, curious to get a close-up look
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at the monsters. At first, the Germans behaved quite well and
spoke courteously. But we who knew their true character
waited with bated breath. It did not take long—just a few
hours—until we heard the real story, how they forced Jews
into labor battalions and cut their beards and peyos. We
decided not to venture out into the street.

Notlong after the German occupation, the food shortage
became acute. The shelves in the food markets were emptied;
everyone stocked up before the Germans would cut off all
food supplies. In a way we were fortunate, since in our
building there was a kosher bakery, and one of the tenants
ran an egg business, so obtaining food did not present much
of a problem for us. But our nerves were on edge as we were
wondering what the outcome of all this would be. In the
meantime, we just stayed indoors, day after day.

On the day before Rosh Hashanah, we had our first
encounter with the Germans. They entered our house,
grabbed all of us, put us to work and gave us abad time. When
atlast they let us go, we thanked Hashem for having survived
the gruelling day.

On Rosh Hashanah, we arranged to conduct services at
home—our group comprised more than a minyan-since we
did not want to risk being inducted for hard labor again. But
Heaven had decreed otherwise. Our services were rudely
interrupted by German troops who hauled us off to work. At
the site, we met the majority of the local Jews, many of them
still clad in kittel and tallis, who had been transported there
in trucks straight from shul. Understandably, it was these Jews
who had to bear the brunt of German abuse and humiliation.
Aside from the back-breaking work we had to do, they beat
and kicked us mercilessly. It was a sheer miracle that our
bones were still intact at day’s end. Home again, we con-
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cluded the services and ate the Yom Tov meal, which consisted
of bread and eggs.

On the second day of Rosh Hashanah, we outwitted the
Germans. Before daybreak, we padlocked our front door to
trick them into thinking the house was unoccupied. We then
climbed back in through a window and commenced the
services—this time without interruption. For a change, we
had an uneventful day.
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L]

Back to Cracow

that it would be impossible to continue our march.
Then again, staying in Reisha did not make sense
either. Thus, we decided to return to Cracow, a distance of
one hundred and twelve miles. We packed our bags, laid in
some provisions and, to avoid German patrols, set out early
in the morning, well before sunrise. However, as we reached
the main highway we ran into a German guard.
“Halt!” he barked. “Where do you think you’re going?”
Our hearts sank as we contemplated what he might do to
us. Fortunately, he did not do us any harm. Turning to the
Polish street cleaners, he took their brooms and handed
them to us.
“Go ahead,” he ordered. “You do the sweeping, los, los!”

N OW THAT ROSH HASHANAH HAD PASSED, WE REALIZED
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He exempted me, perhaps because I was the oldest of the
group. When the job was finished, he let us go. Breathing a
sigh of relief, we were on our way again.

Every now and then, we encountered German troops on
the march who would threaten us by pointing their guns in
our direction. Afraid that they might actually shoot us, we
began to march through the fields along the highway. Before
long, our canteens were empty, our supply of bread was
dwindling, and the sun was scorching us. Eating the raw sugar
cane growing in the fields only aggravated our thirst and
irritated our throats. Relief came when, passing through a
village, we found a Jewish family who shared with us the little
food they had. Of course, there was no shortage of delightful
cool water to quench our thirst and fill our canteens. Those
of us observing the fast of Tzom Gedalyah suffered quite an
ordeal trudging in the blazing heat on an empty stomach.

That evening, we found shelter in the home of a warm-
hearted Jew who graciously offered us a place to sleep. There
we met a number of other wanderers who, like us, were
returning home. Each had a story to relate about his experi-
ences at the hands of the Germans and the Poles.

After a good night’s sleep it was back to the road, mile
after mile, hot and thirsty, without letup. What kept us going
was the hope that each mile was bringing us closer to home
and our loved ones. But as the Torah says, “Many designs are
in a man’s heart, but it is Hashem’s plan that is accom-
plished.” (Mishlei 19:21)

As the sun began to set, we found ourselves about four
miles away from Tarnow, racing to reach the town before the
onset of the nine o’clock curfew. Since we were completely
out of water, I suggested to our group of thirteen men to go
on ahead while I would try to get some water from one of the
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farmers. Fortunately, I was successful on my first try.
Suddenly, as I emerged from the farmhouse carrying my
suitcase in my left hand and a full canteen in my right, a sleek
German limousine came to a halt in front of me and two high
German officers jumped out.
“What do you have in your suitcase?” one of the officers
brusquely shouted at me. “Los, aufmachen! Open it!”
Instantly, I opened the valise, displaying its contents,
which consisted of my tallis and tefillin and a few meager
possessions. One of the pair grabbed my suitcase and flung
it clear across the road. Taking off their jackets, they took
turns at giving me a savage beating. When they had enough
they drew their guns, pointing straight at my heart, ready to
shoot. One slight pull on the trigger, and it would be the end.
Trembling with fear but with outward calm, I asked,
“What have I done wrong? Why do I deserve to be killed?”
Unable to control my emotions, I broke down, sobbing
bitterly. Looking bewildered, they slowly returned their
revolvers to their holsters. But this was not the end. As a
souvenir, they gave me another thrashing and ordered me to
run into the fields. I ran and ran with my last ounce of
strength, while they went back to their limousine. I continued
to run until my legs buckled, and I collapsed on the soft grass.
Resting there in the pasture, hidden by the high grass, I
reasoned that by now the two Germans had very likely caught
up with my group and given themsimilar treatment—or
worse. And indeed, within minutes, I heard the sound of
shooting coming from nearby.
They’ve massacred my friends, I thought with horror.
“Ribono Shel Olam, Master of the Universe,” I prayed.
“Have pity on my brothers and all Jews. Save them from the
hands of the enemies of Your people.”
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The shooting continued. Afraid of being struck by a stray
bullet, I kept my head down.

Suddenly, I heard a voice crying in agony, “Oy vay! Oy vay!
They've killed me!” It sounded like my brother.

“Is that you, Shimon?” I called out softly.

“Yes, it’s me.”

“What happened?”

“They shot me,” he replied faintly.

As soon as the shooting stopped, I began to search for
Shimon, groping my way through the high growth. I found
him in terrible condition, his entire body covered with blood.
The bullet had entered his upper left arm, ripping apart his
biceps.

I went looking for the other people in our group, espe-
cially my two brothers. Not a trace. Who knows if they are still
alive, I thought. After an agonizingly long time, however, I
discovered to my great delight that all were alive and unhurt.
One after another, they surfaced from the high grass, and I
quickly summoned them to come to the aid of my brother.
Seeing what had happened to him, they were shocked and
appalled.

Iinterrupted their lament. “This is no time for weeping,”
I'said. “We’ve got to get him to a hospital before it’s too late.
It’s getting dark, and if we don’t act quickly he’ll have to
spend the cold night with us outside under the stars. In his
condition, this could be fatal.”

Some of the men ran back to the highway to try to secure
transportation to the city. In the meantime, I used my belt to
tie my brother’s arm to his body. It was hanging limp,
attached to his shoulder by mere threads.

We gently lifted him on our shoulders and carried him to
the highway, hoping to catch a ride for him. But no one was
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willing to give us a lift—even after being offered a large sum
of money—for fear of being stopped by the Germans. Time
was running out. I decided to split the men into three parties.
One of my brothers was to go with a group to the nearby
village to try to procure a wagon, my other brother would go
into town with the second group to try to have a Red Cross
ambulance take the injured Shimon to the hospital, and Iand
the third group would remain with him by the side of the
highway.

The sun was setting slowly. Soon the night would be upon
us. As we were sitting and waiting by the edge of the highway,
we were filled with fear and trepidation. German vehicles—
military trucks, cars and motorcycles—were passing constant-
ly. They might easily finish the job their comrades had
started. We camouflaged ourselves as best as we could. One
hour went by, then two hours, and still no sign of a car or
wagon. We were getting very worried. Shimon’s wound was
bleeding profusely. His face was contorted with pain, and he
was groaning in agony.

Feeling totally helpless, I turned to Hashem in prayer.
“Ribono Shel Olam, have mercy on my young brother who is
in the throes of death, tormented by anguish and pain. I
cannot help him. But You can. Please, Hashem, help him.”

The night fell, and darkness enveloped the earth. I sat
looking up at the star-studded sky, absorbed in agonizing
thoughts, “From where will my help come?” (Tehillim 121:1)
Suddenly, a car stopped about one hundred feet from our
hiding place, its headlights illuminating the full width of the
road, shining directly at us.

“Shimon, stop moaning,” I implored my brother. “Con-
trol yourself, or we are finished. I'll bet there are German
officers in that car, and if you keep on groaning they are
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bound to discover us. Please, try your hardest.”

Shimon, biting his lips, suppressed his cries of pain.

When the car did not move for quite a while, I assumed
it must have broken down. We deliberated whether it was
advisable to ask for help, since in all likelihood the passengers
and driver were German. What was I to do? I could not it idly
by while my brother slowly bled to death. I decided to
approach them, come what may.

Coming closer, I noticed two German officers trying to
repair their car.

“What do you want?” they asked.

I'told them that mybrother had been shotand asked them
if they would be good enough to drive him to the hospital in
town.

“Who shot him?” they asked.

“Germans,” I replied. But I instantly realized I had made
a mistake.

“Impossible,” the German retorted. “You did it your-
selves. And as far as taking him to the hospital is concerned,
that’s out of the question. We're not allowed to carry civil-
ians.”

I did not know if this was true or just an excuse not to take
a bleeding Jew who was going to soil their shiny new car. At
this point, it really made no difference.

While we were talking, a Polish farmer riding a wagon
loaded with manure passed by. The German told him to stop
and ordered him to take us into town.

“I'm sorry, sir, but I cannot take them right now,” the
terrified Pole replied. “First, I've got to go to the village to
unload the dung, but I promise I'll come back as soon as I'm
done.”

Soon after the Polish farmer left, the Germans got their
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car started and continued on their journey. Here we were,
still by the side of the road, afraid of every passing car. We
waited and waited—but no Polish farmer and no wagon. I felt
hopelessly dejected, certain that Shimon’s life would end
right there in the middle of nowhere. But atlong last, I heard
in the distance the creaking sound of wagon wheels. The
Polish farmer had returned.

“Hop in,” he said.

We lifted Shimon into the wagon that was still wet from
the manure. We were ready to go.

Just then, a car pulled up alongside of us, and out stepped
a German officer. Seeing Jews travelling in a manure cart
aroused his curiosity.

“Was ist da los?” he wanted to know. “What’s going on?”

I told him what had happened to my brother, but he did
not believe me and peeked into the wagon to verify my story.
Seeing Shimon lying there, dripping with blood, he had
nothing more to say. Gathering all my courage, I asked him
to give us a pass, because it was already past the curfew hour
of nine o’clock. He had no objection and gave us the signed
document without hesitating.

The guard at the city limits waved us through after
examining the pass. To my utter surprise, when I asked him
for directions, he came along and showed us the way to the
nearest hospital. It was filled to capacity. He took us to several
other hospitals, only to learn that these, too, were filled.
Finally, he took us to the Jewish hospital, and although there
was no room there either, they admitted Shimon. The
surgeon was nowhere to be found, and the doctors bandaged
his arm in an effort to stanch the severe bleeding. In view of
his serious condition, he was given a private bed to sleep in,
whereas patients with milder injuries had to share a bed. The
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excruciating pain did not allow him to eat or sleep.

The rest of us received a small snack and stayed in the
hospital until morning. Only then did Ilearn from my friends
the whole story of what had happened.

As they were walking along the road, a car suddenly
stopped. Two officers dashed out and began to give them a
brutal beating, saving their most vicious blows for my brother
Shimon. As the thrashing was in progress, another car
arrived from which an older officer emerged.

“Why are you beating up these people?” he inquired.

“We’re paying them back for the German soldiers that
were killed by the Jews in Warsaw,” they replied. (It is well-
known that at the outskirts of Warsaw the German offensive
encountered stiff resistance by Polish forces who were joined
by civilian fighters, including many Jews. During the fourteen
days the battle lasted, thousands of Germans were killed.)

The older officer thereupon told our men to run away as
fast as they could. Everyone ran for his life into the fields
while the two Germans started shooting at them. All fell to
the ground immediately, except Shimon, who continued
running and was hit by a bullet.

The hospital was a scene of total chaos, with injured Jews
and non-Jews arriving in a steady stream, all clamoring for
help. Of course, wounded Polish soldiers received preferen-
tial treatment. Small wonder, then, that Shimon was left
without any medical care. Although the doctors worked
around the clock, it was impossible to care for all the patients.
Meanwhile, Shimon’s condition worsened by the hour. His
arm was merely bandaged and resting in a sling.

Two days went by without anyone examining him. How-
ever, upon repeated urging, Dr. Schiffer, the chief surgeon,
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agreed to begin treating him the following morning. The
initial examination showed that Shimon had been hit by a
dum-dum bullet, the kind that expands on impact and tears
a gaping wound. Recognizing the lethal and destructive
effect of these bullets, they have been outlawed by interna-
tional treaties, but the Germans paid scant attention to such
agreements. The bullet had shredded the muscle, splintered
the bone and caused blood-poisoning which had spread
throughout Shimon’s body. According to Dr. Schiffer, it
would be impossible to restore the arm, and in order to save
the patient’s life, the entire arm would have to be amputated.
Even with the amputation, his life was still threatened by the
blood poisoning, but without amputation, he had no chance
at all of surviving.

The doctor’s diagnosis struck me like a thunderbolt. I was
handed the consent form to sign, but baffled and bewildered,
I broke down in tears. After regaining my composure, I
realized there was no choice and signed the form.

The surgery, which severed his entire arm, lasted several
hours. Hours later, he had still not opened his eyes. The
doctors explained that he had been given a strong anesthetic
in addition to heavy doses of painkilling drugs, which ac-
counted for his deep sleep. At long last, after several more
hours of anxious waiting, he regained consciousness.

Istayed at his bedside most of the time, taking care of him,
feeding and bathing him, and helping him turn from side to
side.

Five days went by without any noticeable improvement.
The operation itself had been successful, but the wound was
still festering. Shimon, fearing for his life, continually asked
to see Mother, but I tried to bolster his spirits. “Der Oibershter
vet helfen,” I assured him. “Have faith. Hashem will heal you.”
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I discussed his general condition and his unbearable pain
with the attending physicians. They all encouraged me not to
give up hope, and thank Heaven, after a few more days we
began to notice a slight improvement.

Shimon’s insistence that Mother be notified placed me in
a dilemma. On the one hand, Mother would be devastated
hearing about the amputation, and yet, how could I ever face
her again if, Heaven forbid, something were to happen to
him?

I decided to write to Mother, hinting that Shimon was not
well and required surgery. The railroads were still in disarray,
and it took two days for Mother to come. En route to the
hospital I was forced to tell her the truth. Wiping away her
tears, I told her, “Baruch Hashem , we came out alive. After all,
the German were shooting at us, trying to kill us all.”

The joy of seeing Mother worked wonders for Shimon.
Under her gentle care, he began to take nourishment and
gradually regained strength.

Istayed in Tarnow until after Sukkos, returning to Cracow
with my brother Yitzchak, while Mother remained to care for
Shimon until he recuperated, after which they also returned
home. After receiving the prescribed therapy, he made a full
recovery.
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CHAPTER 3
£

The Noose Tightens

ARLY ONE CHILLY WINTRY MORNING, I PREPARED TO
leave the house to go into the dark and silent streets
of the city. AsI opened the main door, I found myself
confronted by a burly German soldier.
“Get back into the house!” he growled.
Startled, I turned around. What is this all about? I
wondered.
Peeking through the window by the early morning light,
I saw an ominous sight. Posted in front of each Jewish home
was a German soldier, preventing people from leaving. The
streets were swarming with soldiers in full battle gear, and
personnel carriers filled with troops were passing regularly.
For the next twenty-four hours, we remained under house
arrest. From time to time, we heard shots ringing out in the
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neighborhood. Since I had heard rumors to the effect that a
looting raid was in the offing, I deposited all our jewelry, cash
and other valuables in a secret hiding place.

The following night it happened. Two German soldiers,
armed to the teeth, entered our home.

“Do you own any weapons, firearms, gold, silver, dia-
monds or other valuables?” they snarled as they surveyed the
room.

I'led them into the living room, showing them the china
closet, crammed with various silver objects. Then I opened
my cash box which contained a few coins. Pushing me aside,
they began their own search, looking in every nook and
cranny but coming up empty-handed.

“Hey, I found a weapon!” one of them suddenly cried out.

It was a long knife, broken in two. My knees were shaking
with fear. Who could know what they might accuse me of?

The German showed it to his buddy.

“Sei doch micht so dumm,” he replied contemptuously.
“Don’t be a fool.”

Since they could find nothing, they decided to frisk me.
Unable to find anything on me, they took my wife into
another room for the purpose of searching her, but when she
adamantly refused, they let her go and left without taking
anything.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Baruch Hashem we were rid of
them. But not everyone was quite so fortunate. In my
neighbor’s apartment, they took all the silver he owned.
Waiting in the street was a truck into which they dumped all
the loot as they proceeded from house to house. In many
cases, they abused the women who refused to cooperate,
brutally beating and even killing some of them.

Thelooting raid continued for two days, ata cost of about
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one hundred Jewish lives, most of whom were shot as they
looked out their windows to see what was going on outside.
It is impossible to calculate the value of the plundered gold,
silver, diamonds and furs. But the Nazis had counted on a
much larger haul. During those two days of pillage, they had
managed to rob only a small part of the Jewish population.
The majority was spared, since the looting raid was inter-
rupted due to the unexpected arrival of an important visitor
from abroad. Vyacheslav Molotov, the foreign minister of the
Soviet Union, was coming to pay a visit to General Frank,
Hitler’s appointee as Governor-General of Poland, who lived
in a stately castle in Cracow. After Molotov’s departure the
raids were not resumed. Instead, the noose was tightened by
other means.

Shortly after the invasion, the Nazis issued a decree
mandating that every Jew over the age of twelve was to wear
a yellow patch, a Judenstern in the shape of a Star of David
marked Jude in black letters and worn on the left side above
the heart. Everyone dutifully sewed the yellow patches on his
clothes, since failure to wear the Judenstern carried the death
penalty.

The patches made it easier for the Germans to round up
Jews who were then put to work doing back breaking labor,
accompanied by whippings and clubbings. Often, people did
not return from these labor details and were never heard
from again. I myself was picked up numerous times, and I
thanked Hashem each time I came home alive.

The Germans would often conduct raids, rounding up all
Jewish men in a district to be worked to death in the Pustkov
concentration camp, situated in a forest not far from Dembitz.
To this camp, they hauled thousands of Jews from the entire
region to be killed by starvation, disease and merciless
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beatings. Many met their deaths when they were ruthlessly
lined up to serve as targets in a sharpshooting contest. Jews
died like flies, by the thousands. Whenever the camp popu-
lation became depleted, the Germans quickly brought in a
new supply of expendable Jews.

In Cracow, such Aktionen were held periodically so that
people were afraid to go out into the streets, never knowing
when the next roundup would occur. Once, I almost fell into
their net. It happened early one Friday morning as I was
going on business toward the Padgursz section of town. As I
was crossing the Vistula River Bridge, a Polish man came over
to warn me.

“Listen fellow,” he said, “you’d better not go to Padgursz.
There’s something going on out there. The streets are
blocked off by German soldiers and policemen.”

Iignored his warning, thinking that he was just trying to
scare me. But another Pole stopped me, giving me the same
warning. This time, I took the advice seriously and doubled
back. Later, I learned that there had in fact been an Aktion
and that several hundred people had been rounded up and
taken to the Pustkov concentration camp.

Throughout the winter of that first year of the German
occupation, we lived with a sword hanging over our heads,
never knowing what terror the new day would hold. The
Pustkov camp was kept in use until German Kultur, science
and technology devised the gas chambers in the notorious
extermination camps where tens of thousands of Jews were
killed daily by a far more efficient method.

Not everyone was paralyzed by fear. Take Meir Friedman,
for example, a well-liked man of chassidic background, with
connections to leading government figures, in particular to
Sapiecha, the Bishop of Cracow, a personal friend of his. In
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the face of the growing German excesses of maltreatment
and killing, Friedman organized a delegation to go to the
bishop with the request that he persuade the German au-
thorities to moderate their harsh treatment of the Jews. The
delegation was made up of Friedman, Rabbi Shabbesai
Rappaport and Rabbi Schmelke Kornitzer, the son of the
Chief Rabbi of Cracow. The bishop received them cordially
and assured them he would do all in his power to help. A few
days later, in the middle of the night, the three men were
suddenly arrested by the Gestapo. The entire community was
crushed. All efforts to find out their whereabouts were
fruitless.

A few months after this, the families of each of the men
received a parcel containing the ashes of human remains.
The meaning was clear. With horror, everyone realized what
had been the fate of the men who sacrificed themselves to
obtain relief for their oppressed brothers.

These were heroic Jews, but sadly, there were others who
were less than heroic.

One of the methods the Nazis used in carrying out their
fiendish plans was to appoint in each town a Judenrat, a
Jewish community council which was to serve as their instru-
ment in facilitating the program of total annihilation of the
Jews. Lamentably, although the purpose of these councils
was known from the start, a good number of Jews volun-
teered to serve as partners in crime with the Germans in
liquidating the Jews.

The Judenrat established a Jewish police force, the so-
called Ordnungsdienst, OD for short, and gave it such duties
as rounding up Jews to be carried off to labor camps,
arresting Jews who had escaped from extermination camps
and delivering them to the Germans, and similar perfidious
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tasks. In all the expulsion raids, it was the men of the
Ordnungsdienst who dragged the Jewish families from their
homes. It was they who informed on people for engaging in
black-market activities (after all, what legal business was there
for the Jews?). These Jewish policemen wore Polish-style or
Germans-style police uniforms and black leather boots, and
they carried rubber billy clubs. The only thing that distin-
guished them from the Germans was the yellow Jew-patch on
their jackets and caps. They were not allowed to carry guns
(the Germans did not trust them that much), but the clubs
were enough to inspire fear, and they used them quite
liberally and with great relish.

However, there were others who, knowing the true intent
of the formation of the Judenrat and the Jewish police, were
unwilling to participate. Sometimes, they paid with their lives
for their refusal, but they preferred death to serving as
German stooges. History has shown that virtually all those
who were active in either the Judenrat or the Jewish police
sullied their hands with Jewish blood. My own experiences
with the Judenrat, which I shall presently describe, bears this
out.

Without the help of Jewish collaborators, the Germans
would not have been able to exterminate such an enormous
number of Jews, and countless lives would have been saved.
Regrettably, these Jewish henchmen did the bidding of their
German masters, faithfully fulfilling their sordid task.

On Meisel Street, near Kozmarek Street there was a
tavern that was reserved exclusively for German military
personnel. A large sign posted on the door prohibited
anyone except Germans from entering. The Nazis would
while away their time with binges of riotous drinking. Often,
as they staggered dead-drunk into the street they would beat
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up the first Jew they encountered.

One day, as I was passing this tavern on my way to my
brother-inlaw Avraham Dershowitz, I ran into a German
policeman who mumbled something to me. Not wanting to
get slapped, I sneaked away into my brother-in-law’s house,
but the German followed me up the stairs, breathing down
my neck. To my luck, the German stumbled and fell, which
gave me a chance to get ahead of him, but unfortunately, all
the doors were closed. At my wits’ end, I forced open the last
door, and since the upper section of the door was made of
glass, I crouched on the floor so that he would not see me,
pressing my shoulders hard against the door. Only minutes
later, I felt the German pushing, trying to open the door. I
pressed with all my might until he gave up and left. I stayed
there for a while, then I went to see my brother-in-law
regarding the matter for which I had come.

As the hour of the nine o’clock curfew was creeping up
on us, it was not very long before I left. As I reached the
bottom of the stairs, the German jumped out of his hiding
place.

“Du kommst mit mir nach Mantilupa,” he snarled, with a
diabolical smile on his face. “I'm taking you to Mantilupa.”
Mantilupa was the largest prison in Cracow. It was used for
the most hardened criminals.

Many thoughts raced through my head. Going along with
him would be suicidal; he was likely to shoot me in the street.
And even if he did take me to Mantilupa, my prospects would
not be much better. I decided that I simply wouldn’t budge.

“Komm! Komm!” he kept screaming. “Come on! Let’s go!”

As we were standing there in the open door, three
German air force pilots suddenly appeared on the scene.
When they saw a German policeman arguing with a Jew
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wearing a beard and peyos, they became curious and started
asking questions.

“Was ist denn da los?” they inquired. “What’s going on
here?”

The policeman told them about the crime I had commit-
ted. Before I knew what was happening, one of them gave me
a slap in the face that threw me flat on the ground. Then the
four of them began to work me over, kicking me with their
heavy boots all over my body. I just lay there, limp and
motionless. Thinking that they had finished me off, they left
me there, bathed in my own blood. I waited a while to make
sure they would not come back. Then I got up and took stock
of myself. I had two teeth missing, blood was running from
my mouth and nose, my head was throbbing, my eyes were
blackened, and my entire body was mangled and aching.
They knew the business of giving beatings that left a person
crippled for life.

I rushed back to my brother-in-law’s apartment and
washed off the blood, and despite the late hour and the
danger of walking the streets during the curfew, I quickly
went home. My wife no doubt would be waiting anxiously.

At the sight of me, my wife was shocked. I did not want to
tell her the truth; instead, I said I had slipped and fallen down
the stairs. The next morning, however, when she saw me by
daylight I was forced to reveal the truth.

It is difficult to gauge the full extent of the many miracles
that happened to me. First, the fact that the German did not
take me to Mantilupa prison. Second, the very fact that I
withstood a horrendous beating that most people would not
have survived. On the other hand, for many long months I
suffered the aftereffects of the thrashing I received and was
obsessed by the gnawing fear that the Nazi would catch me,
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since he had my identity card and knew my personal data.
However, Hashem in His goodness helped me, and every-
thing went by smoothly. I prayed that nothing like this would
ever happen to me again.
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CHAPTER 4
i

From Bad to Worse

OT A DAY WENT BY WITHOUT NEW DECREES BEING

announced on large yellow posters in all cities, towns

and hamlets (yellow was the Jewish identification
color). The appearance of each new poster sparked renewed
consternation among the Jewish populace, since it meant
another directive in the long succession of anti-Semitic
decrees, such as: “All factories and businesses under Jewish
management are to be transferred to German ownership.
Jews may continue to conduct their former business under
the supervision of a German Verwalter (administrator) at a
salary to be determined by the German authorities.” Another
ordinance decreed that all Jewish businesses had to display a
large sign stating, “This establishment is under German
management.”
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Jewish businessmen saw these measures as a blessing in
disguise, thinking that at least they would be able to remain
in Cracow rather than be deported to an unknown destina-
tion, inasmuch as rumor had it that the Jews of Cracow were
to be transferred to an unknown small ghetto.

Then one day, a convoy of huge trucks pulled into the
Jewish quarter. Officers jumped out, going from house to
house. Any piece of furniture that caught their eye was
immediately appropriated and loaded onto the waiting trucks.
And there was an abundance of elegant furniture ready to be
seized. Their excuse for confiscating the furniture was thatin
the wake of the bombings on German cities many German
families were left without furniture and, of course, the Jews
were obligated to replace it.

The furniture we owned was Viennese style, which was
quite expensive. I quickly disassembled it, loaded the parts on
a wagon and took it to a nearby village. There I sold the
furniture parts to a Pole who was happy to pay a decent price
for them, since due to the war no furniture could be obtained
anywhere in Poland.

During the early years of the occupation and the first
stages of the persecutions, it was very hazardous to venture
out into the streets. Often, the Germans would seize a Jew—
preferably a bearded one—beat him up and brutally pull out
his beard and peyos. Occasionally, they would abduct people,
taking them to places from where they never returned. As a
result, many Jews remained cloistered in their homes for
weeks and months on end. I could not allow myself this
luxury, however. First, I was forced to support my family, and
second, many Jews had no means of support and were
literally starving, and someone had to care for them. Thus, I
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divided my day in half, doing business during the morning
and collecting money for needy families in the afternoon. I
simply could not worry about losing my beard and peyos or
receiving a beating.

One day, I was walking near the royal castle named Vovel,
the residence of Governor-General Frank. In the middle of
the street, the German SS man directing traffic called me
over, demanding to see my ID card. I started to shake and
shiver. Who could know what he had in mind? Glancing at my
card, he ordered me to go to a barber shop and shave my
beard and peyos, warning me, “You’d better be back here
clean-shaven within halfan hour, because that’s when I go off
duty.”

Happy that he did not pull out mybeard as had been done
to many other people, I went to the barber shop as he had
ordered. When I presented myself to him he returned my
identity card, complimenting me on my handsome appear-
ance. I got away as fast as I could.

On another occasion, I had an encounter with a certain
German who was in the habit of patrolling the Jewish quarter
by motorcycle, trying to grab bearded Jews and bring them to
a barber shop to have their beards shaved and their peyos cut.
One time he ran into me, pulling up near me with his
motorcycle, ready to snatch me. Before he got hold of me, I
managed to escape. He tried to run after me, but I gave him
the slip. Occasionally, I was snatched off the street to work in
alabor detail. Yet, all this did not stop me from going outinto
the streets.

I'was scrupulous not to miss davening with a minyan in the
morning and in the evening. Prayer sessions were held in
private homes rather than in a shul. (In the Bochnia ghetto,
on the night before the first deportation, I still managed to

67



DARE TO SURVIVE

celebrate Rosh Chodesh with a modest meal amid a circle of
friends, and during the final deportation of the Jews of
Bochnia, early in the month of Elul, we davened with a minyan
and sounded the shofar until the issuance of the fatal decree
of the total liquidation of the ghetto.)

With the start of the war, my mother was forced to give up
her herring and appetizing business, since the various fish she
sold were imported and with the war all foreign trade came
toanabrupthalt. My mother, therefore, sold her entire stock,
giving the proceeds of the sale to my brother Yosef with the
idea that he should try his hand at doing business. He began
trading in foreign currencies. This was against the law, but it
was the only line of business open to Jews. Being adept at
making financial deals, he became quite prosperous. Regret-
tably, there were people who made a living at an altogether
different kind of business, that of denouncing their fellow
Jews to the Germans.

The Jews tried to keep these informers at arm’s length,
particularly avoiding any business contacts with them, but in
the small area where everyone was concentrated, it was
virtually impossible to be safe from them.

One evening, my two brothers came over to my house.

“What happened?” I asked. “Why are you coming here so
late in the evening?”

“Thereisarumor circulating, based ona Judenratsource,”
they said, “that the Germans are getting ready to make an
Aktion to abduct people and send them to the Pustkov
concentration camp. And since you have a bunker, we came
to spend the night here until the storm blows over. We left
Shimon at home. We figured the Germans are looking for
workers, so they won’t take him, seeing that he is disabled.”
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We had a restful night, but towards morning, there was a
knock at the door.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s me!” Mother said, her voice quivering with fear.

I opened the door. Mother, pale as a ghost and shaking
uncontrollably, came in and told her story.

“It’s a miracle!” she began. “In the middle of the night,
there was a knock at our door. ‘Aufmachen! Aufmachen!’ they
screamed. ‘Open up! Open up!” When I opened the door, I
saw that there were three of them.

“‘Does Joseph Friedman live here?’ they asked.

“Yes.’

““Where is he?’ they asked furiously.

“I don’t know.’

“They made a thorough search, beginning with my bed
which they turned over, hoping to find hidden money.
Evidently, the informer had told them they would find a
fortune. From there, they went into the next room, overturn-
ing the bookcase, carefully inspecting each book, then throw-
ing it on the floor. From room to room they went, searching
for hours, coming up empty-handed.”

As we learned later, the leader of the raiding party was
Handtke, chief of the Bureau of Foreign Trade, a rabid Jew-
hater. The two other men were his assistants. Finding noth-
ing, they ordered my brother Shimon to get dressed and
follow them into their car, which left for an unknown
destination.

Sobbing bitterly, my mother concluded her account,
deeply troubled about the fate of her sons Shimon and Yosef.
I tried to allay her fears, telling her that Shimon, being totally
innocent, surely would be set free in the near future and, with
Hashem'’s help, Yosef, too, would be safe.
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Sitting around the table, we tried to devise a plan for
Yosef. Something had to be done; we could not rely on
miracles to happen. We agreed that he should leave Cracow
until the storm abated. He would stay with my brother-in-law
in the village of Svashovitz until we would notify him that the
coast was clear.

He left according to our plan, staying until after Shabbos.
The Germans did not come for him again. They must have
thought that if he slipped through their net the first time, he
surely would be on guard now not to get caught.

What concerned us most was the fate of Shimon. A few
days went by without any news. We tried various approaches,
even using attorneys who had connections with the authori-
ties as intermediaries, but it was fruitless. I decided, there-
fore, to write a handwritten letter to the Bureau of Foreign
Trade, stating that since my brother was being detained for
a crime he did not commit, I was asking them respectfully to
release him from detention. After a week of anxious waiting,
the door suddenly opened, and there was Shimon. Our joy
knew no bounds. He told us that during the entire period of
his imprisonment they never once interrogated him.

Yosef continued to do business as he did before. This
time, the betrayal of the informers had not succeeded, butlife
in general was becoming more untenable by the day.
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s

Expulsion from Cracow

the German invasion. Yellow posters, harbingers of new

evil Nazi decrees, appeared all over the city. What would
it be this time? Horror-stricken, the Cracow Jews read the
ominous lines. Not in their worst nightmares could they have
thought of this. The proclamation, signed by Governor
General Frank, stated that Cracow was to be rendered
Judenrein, free of Jews, with the exception of the Padgursz
district where a ghetto was to be erected to hold no more than
ten thousand Jews. No date was set for the implementation of
the directive.

Immediately, overtures were made to have the decree
rescinded, but it was to no avail. There were Jews who had
influence with the Gestapo, but Governor-General Frank was

I T HAPPENED DURING THE SUMMER, ABOUT ONE YEAR AFTER
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inaccessible. He despised the Jews and would not allow a Jew
to get near him. The Jews of Cracow were despondent; sixty
thousand people were to be exiled to an unknown destina-
tion, forced to leave behind their homes, their businesses,
their possessions.

The summer went by, and the expulsion order was not
carried out. However, early in the winter of 1941 the Ger-
mans turned to the Judenrat, instructing it to set the opera-
tion into motion. The members of the Judenrat diligently set
out to do their job. As an initial step they sent notices to all
Cracow Jews notifying them that by a certain date they were
to leave the city. Any non-compliance would be dealt with
severely.

Of course, at the top of the expulsion list were the poor
and members of the middle class. Since only ten thousand
Jews were permitted to remain in the ghetto, priority went to
members of the Judenrat and their families. Next in line were
the rich who paid huge sums of money for the “privilege” of
remaining in the ghetto. The whole affair turned into an
enormous financial windfall for the leaders of the Judenrat,
who selfishly considered only the profits that could be
realized from this expulsion.

Since the expelled Jews were not overly anxious to comply
with the expulsion order, the Judenrat and the Jewish police
began to use harsh measures to enforce it, entering homes
and carting off the inhabitants by brute force.

Like all Cracow Jews, my mother and my older brother
Pesachyah who lived with her also received eviction notices.
Afraid that they might come and drag her out of bed in the
middle of the night, she came to sleep in my house. It was just
around that time that my wife gave birth to a baby girl. Iwrote
a letter to the Judenrat, requesting a postponement of my
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departure date, since it would be impossible to travel with a
newborn infant during the cold winter months. Granting my
request, they gave me an extension for one month. The days
flew by, and fearing that they might evict me by force, Imoved
into my mother’s apartment hoping to be safe there, since
her house had not been raided for a long time. I continually
stayed on the move, trying to evade them, but I miscalculated
badly. The Judenrat had ways of dealing with the situation.

Noting that the Jews were in no hurry to carry out the
eviction order, they announced that those who left voluntar-
ily after receiving an eviction order, as a special favor, would
be sent to Tarnow which is only a short distance from
Cracow, while those who did not comply with the order
would be shipped to distant places. The announcement had
the desired effect. Thousands of families reported for expul-
sion.

Our family also gave the announcement serious thought
and decided that my brother Pesachyah, his wife and their
two children—a three-year-old girl and a two-year-old boy—
should report for expulsion, in order to be sent to Tarnow
where most of our family lived. This would make it easy for
us to stay in touch with them and help them with food and
other necessities.

Upon reporting for expulsion, they were taken to an
assembly point to join thousands of other families who
preferred being transferred to Tarnow to being shipped off
to faraway places.

However, as always, the Judenrat, in cooperation with the
Germans, double-crossed the Jews. Instead of being sent to
nearby Tarnow, they were transported to the Lublin district,
one hundred and fifty miles northeast of Cracow where they
were released. The Germans knew full well that none of them
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would be able to return to Cracow without money or special
travel permits.

Pesachyah settled his family in Savin, a small village near
Lublin. A good-hearted Jew provided them with a separate
room in his house, and we regularly sent them food packages.
We were pleased that atleast he had found a safe haven where
he could stay until Hashem would save us from our enemies.
At the same time, we held firmly to our decision not to leave
the city until we were forced to do so. The longer we could
postpone going into exile the better.

At times such as these, there was no shortage of needy
families, people who did not know from where their next
meal was coming. Seeing their misery, I took it upon myself
to raise money for these destitute families. I knew the ideal
place for collecting contributions would be the black market
on Augustianska Street. Together with my good friend, the
well-known communal activist Shmuel Abraham, we made
the rounds among the dealers and traders, unaware that the
Jewish police had been ordered by the Judenrat to putan end
to all black market activities.

One day, as we were collecting donations in the black
market area, we were stopped by two Jewish policemen who
demanded payment of a fine for violating the law against
doing business on the street.

My friend Shmuel paid the fine on the spot, but I refused,
arguing that we were not dealers but were only collecting
donations. They refused to listen to me and ordered me to
come with them to the police station. When I resisted, they
called in help to subdue me and paraded me through the
neighborhood to the community building which housed the
offices of the Judenrat and the Jewish police.

There I was presented to the Chief of Police, a Jew by the
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name of Patzanover, a known Nazi collaborator. I stood
silently as the two arresting officers reported my “crimes.”
Patzanover’s face had a serious expression. Resisting arrest
by a Jewish “officer of the law” was no trivial matter. After
reflecting for a brief moment, he pronounced his verdict. In
view of the seriousness of my offense, I was to be expelled
from the city of Cracow. I pleaded, I implored, but it was no
use. The expulsion order remained in force.

I was in big trouble, placed under heavy guard until the
expulsion order was carried out. As a last resort, I sent a
message to my friend Yaakov Yehoshua Korngold, one of the
prominent officials in the Cracow community since before
the war, informing him of my unhappy situation. He imme-
diately went to Patzanover to intervene on my behalf, and
after protracted negotiations, Patzanover agreed to let me go
after payment of a fine of fifty zlotys, a considerable amount
in those days. Iborrowed the money from Korngold, paid the
fine and was free to go home.

In the meantime, the expulsions were not proceeding
rapidly enough to satisfy the Germans. The Judenrat and the
Jewish police were not tough enough. The Germans there-
fore recruited Polish policemen to assist in the expulsion,
and these did the job with top efficiency. As a first step, they
stopped every Jew in the street to see whether he had a
stamped residency permit. Those caught without a permit
were shipped off to distant places. Understandably, it be-
came very difficult to venture out into the street.

Once as I was walking down the street, a Polish police-
man, who had been hiding in a corner, jumped out in front
of me.

“Let me take a look at your briefcase!” he demanded.

Inside, he found some fresh, warm bread rolls. It was a
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serious crime to bake bread or pastries made of white flour,
since this was commandeered to be used by the German
army. I was in trouble.

“Where did you get these rolls?” he asked.

“They’re home-baked,” I replied instantly. At least that
was not as serious as having a bakery. His Polish brain would
never think of searching my house where he would find a cold
stove.

“If you’ll tell me the name of the bakery, I'll let you go,”
he persisted. “If you don’t, I'll book you and take you in to the
station.”

Of course, I had no intention of revealing to him the
name of the bakery, which belonged to my brother-in-law
Avraham Dershowitz.

He brought me to the police inspector, placing the
briefcase containing the rolls on his desk. I asked him to
return the briefcase to me, but he refused.

I thought that after taking my briefcase, the inspector
would let me off the hook, but he called over two policemen.

“Take him to German headquarters,” he snapped.

En route, I asked a passing Jew to tell my family what was
happening to me and not to worry too much. When the
policemen heard me speak to him, they told him to come
along to headquarters, although he had a valid permit.

I'don’t know what happened to that Jew because we were
placed in separate rooms, but the thought that an innocent
Jew suffered because of me caused me a great deal of
heartache. On the other hand, how could I have assessed the
depth of their depravity?

The Germans interrogated me more thoroughly. They
insisted that I tell them the name of the bakery where I had
bought the rolls. No matter what they’ll do, I resolved, Iwon’t
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reveal the name of the bakery. How can I get other people
into trouble? I knew I could be facing the death penalty, but
I did not waver.

They wrote a detailed report, frisked me, but found
nothing but five zlotys which they confiscated. Originally, I
had been carrying a substantial amount of money. However,
on the way I managed to hide the bills in some small hole. The
Germans handed the report to the two Polish policemen who
took me with them into a streetcar. Where are they taking
me? [ wondered anxiously.

Afteralongride, we got offata stop named Lubitch. They
ordered me to follow them and led me into an enormous
courtyard surrounded by police. In this place, Imet hundreds
of Jews who told me that this was an Aussiedlungslager, an
expulsion camp.

“Those being held here,” one of them explained, “are
people arrested for staying in Cracow without a permit.
Everyone receives three meals a day. For breakfast and
supper, two hundred grams of bread, for lunch only a plate
of soup. There are separate sleeping quarters for men and
women. Everyone sleeps on loose straw that is spread on the
floor.”

“We may be shipped out today,” another added, “but no
one knows whether we’ll be going to Lublin or Tarnow.”

Within an hour, to my utter surprise, someone brought
me food that had been sent to me from home. I asked how
my family had found out my whereabouts so soon. It turned
out that one of the salesmen of a company I had been dealing
with had observed me being taken into custody. Unknown to
me, he also boarded the streetcar and followed me all the way
to the compound. I sent a message to my family not to send
any more food as I would be shipped out shortly, but I hoped
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to be back before long with Hashem’s help.

The following morning, an SS man entered the hall.

“Alle manner zur arbeit!” he bellowed. “All men must go to
work!”

I hunkered down behind a pile of boxes and escaped
being sent to work. Returning at night, the others told about
.the backbreaking work they were forced to do and the
beatings they had endured. Before anyone had time to relax,
another SS man entered.

“Whoever has any kind of money, hand it over to me right
now,” he announced. “You’ll all be x-rayed, and anyone
found with money on his person will be sent to Auschwitz
forthwith!” By that time, everyone already knew what
Auschwitz meant, and the mere mention of the word sent
shivers up our spines. But the money remained concealed
nevertheless.

As the day progressed, more and more Jews arrived at the
compound. In the evening, the people were separated into
two groups. According to the Germans, one group was to be
shipped to nearby Tarnow, the other to Lublin. I was holding
my breath, hoping I would not be assigned to the Lublin
transport. We had heard frightening reports about the ter-
rible conditions prevailing there, reports of overcrowding,
famine and disease. The unsanitary conditions were said to
have sparked an outbreak of typhoid fever among the
deportees. Among those felled by the disease was my brother
Pesachyah’s wife, as we found out later. She was buried in the
village of Savin.

Eventually, the Germans ordered everyone into the court-
yard where they separated the people into two groups. It was
done without a semblance of planning or order, completely
at random. “You to Tarnow. You to Lublin.”
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Fortunately, I was assigned to the Tarnow transport. We
were ordered to line up five abreast, in army-style columns.
As I stood there, I noticed in the other column an old friend
of mine, Pesachyah Kaminker, the gabbai of the Zlatopoler
Rebbe. He had been shopping when the Germans picked him
off the street and put him on the transport. Knowing that he
was penniless, I sneaked out of my column to collect some
money for him from people I knew and handed it to him.

The aged and infirm were loaded on wagons. All others
had to walk under heavy guard to the station, where a number
of wagons had been attached to the regularly scheduled train
to Tarnow.

The confusion at the station presented the perfect oppor-
tunity for escape. However, fearing that others would be
made to suffer German retribution I gave up the idea, placing
my trust in Hashem to deliver me from their grip.

At eleven o’clock in the evening, we arrived in Tarnow,
where we were ordered to wait on the outdoor platform in
the bitter cold. Chilled to the bone after a two-hour wait, we
were finally allowed to enter the hall of the waiting room. We
sat down on the floor under the watchful eyes of our guards,
who assured us that by morning we would be set free.

The morning came, but with no change in our status. We
heard through the grapevine that the guards were consulting
Lublin on whether to transfer us to the Pustkov concentra-
tion camp or to release us. Understandably, the mere men-
tion of the dreaded Pustkov camp made us quiver with fear.

Meanwhile, the Judenrat, having learned of a group of
Jews being held at the station, sent over a large sack full of
bread, a container of jam and a large kettle of hot tea. More
than anything else, the tea helped revive us, warming our
frozen hands and shivering bodies.
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Tension mounted with each passing hour. Where were
we going to end up? Finally, at eleven o’clock in the morning,
the inspector made the announcement.

To our indescribable joy, he said, “All right, you’re free to
go!”

Weallwent into town where we were greeted by represen-
tatives of the Judenrat who had provided lodging for Shabbos
with various local families. I myself spent the Shabbos at the
home of my uncle Shimon Yaakov Friedman.

The first thing I did on entering Tarnow was to send a
telegram to my family informing them of my whereabouts,
and as early as Sunday morning, my brother Yosef showed up
bringing me a travel permit. Not wasting a moment, I
returned home to an emotional reunion with my family.

It suddenly dawned on me that the entire painful episode
had a bright side. Since my travel permit certified that I had
arrived from out-of-town, I was legally a non-resident of
Cracow and as such could walk the streets without fear of
being grabbed off the street. The decree clearly stated that
only residents of Cracow were required to leave town; out-of-
towners were permitted to stay. And indeed, whenever I was
stopped and asked for my identification this travel permit
satisfied the Polish policemen.

Relieved for the time being of the fear of deportation, my
thoughts turned to finding ways of earning a living. I traded,
bought and sold, taking advantage of every opportunity that
came my way, even doing business with German soldiers. But
new obstacles arose constantly.

For one, there was the weather. The cold was raw and
piercing. A thick blanket of snow covered the highways,
bringing traffic to a virtual standstill, throwing German troop
and supply movements into total chaos. Of course, it was the
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Jews who were assigned the job of clearing the roads. But
what Jew in his right mind would be willing to work all day in
sub-zero weather? The Germans delegated the Judenrat to
recruit Jewish laborers, fully confident that these lackeys
would find effective ways of handling the problem. The
Judenrat would not let them down.

A proclamation was issued stating that anyone volunteer-
ing for snow removal would receive one special stamp for
each day of work. Those accumulating twelve stamps would
receive a residency permit entitling them to remain in the
Cracow ghetto. Notsurprisingly, agood many people flocked
to volunteer for the grueling job.

I was not taken in by their promises.

“Whydon’tyou join the snow removal brigade?” the chief
recruitment officer asked me one day.

“I think your promises are nothing but a pack of lies,” I
replied.

Nevertheless, among the Jews the sole topic of conversa-
tion was, “How many stamps did you collect?” Those who had
gathered all twelve stamps were congratulated. People thought
I was crazy for passing up a wonderful opportunity like this.
In the end, they realized they had been the victims of a cruel
hoax, for when the deportations began the stamps were not
worth the paper on which they were printed.

81



CHAPTER 6
L

The Yoke of Oppression

ITH THE PASSAGE OF TIME, GOVERNOR-GENERAL

s ; \ / Frank recognized that the Jews were not about to

leave Cracow voluntarily and that the Judenrat

was carrying out the expulsion at a snail’s pace. To speed

things up he transferred the entire program to the Polish
police.

Overnight, the situation worsened. Just going out to buy
bread was fraught with danger, since behind every corner
there lurked a Polish policeman, ready to pounce on an
unsuspecting Jew. We decided the time had come for us to
leave Cracow.

Our idea was to relocate to Bochnia. Our plan called for
me to load our belongings on a wagon, take it to Bochnia,
come back to Cracow to liquidate my business and, finally, to

82



THE BEGINNING OF THE END

move the entire family to Bochnia by train.

Those who had permits to live in the Cracow ghetto
gradually began to move into the ghetto area which was quite
small and promised to be heavily overcrowded. Notwith-
standing, people preferred moving there to being expelled to
a remote location.

The ghetto was intended to house a population of ten
thousand, but in actuality, twenty thousand people squeezed
into its confines, some by paying bribes to the Judenrat,
others by taking up residence without a permit. No one gave
any thought to the eventual outcome of this untenable
situation.

The deadline for all Jews to be out of Cracow was set for
the day after Purim, but even well before this target date, most
Jews had already left the city. Not everyone departed un-
scathed. Many people were arrested by Polish police or
German patrols as they were making their way out of the city.
The argument that they were leaving fell on deaf ears.

Not wanting to place ourselves in jeopardy, we decided to
leave at night under cover of darkness, and on the night of
Shushan Purim we left our home. Sadly, we recalled how in
happier years we used to spend this night feasting in the
company of family and friends.

A short train ride brought us to Bochnia. As the train
pulled into the station we were greeted by an ominous sight.
The platform was filled with local policemen checking the
passengers’ identity papers. Local residents were permitted
to proceed, while non-residents were told to line up on the
side of the platform. After the usual interrogation, we were
led into the waiting room, and when the coast was clear, we
sneaked out the back door. With bated breath, we tiptoed
through the deserted streets of Bochnia. It was past midnight
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whenweknocked on the door of our cousin Eliyahu Klapholz’s
apartment, to be welcomed with open arms and a tasty meal.
Tired and emotionally drained after the exhausting day, we
bedded down in his small apartment as best as we could.

In the morning, our thoughts turned to finding a place to
live. This was not an easy task, since the Judenrat, which was
in charge of assigning apartments, refused to consider out-of-
town applicants. The town was filled to capacity; there simply
were no vacant apartments to be had. Since it was Friday we
stayed with our cousins for the time being.

On Friday afternoon, after all the preparations for Shabbos
had been made, acommittee representing City Hall suddenly
appeared, ordering all of us, my cousin’s family included, to
vacate the apartment immediately. It turned out that the
pastry shop owned by my cousin had been closed down
earlier as a result of false charges, and now, as further
reprisal, the entire house was to be vacated and sealed. Thus,
we all found ourselves helpless, without a roof over our
heads, our belongings locked inside the house. But Hashem
rescued us. Several hours later, for no apparent reason and
without any explanation, the City Hall people returned,
unlocked the door and allowed us back into the house to
enjoy a truly uplifting Shabbos.

Recognizing that finding an apartment was out of the
question, we decided to move into my cousin’s pastry shop,
which was no longer in operation. The pastry shop was
located in the basement and consisted of several rooms. A
small grated window provided light and air, suggesting a jail-
like atmosphere. To us, however, it was a palace. There were
eight of us—my wife and I and our little daughter; my mother;
my brother Yitzchak and his wife; and my two younger
brothers Shimon and Yosef. We settled down, making the
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best of a difficult situation, but it was not to last.

A few days later, several Judenrat people made their
appearance, led by Dr. Rosen, the chief of the Jewish police,
acorrupt man with areputation of being a big fool. Dr. Rosen
asked us a number of questions, then he pulled out an official
order stating that we had twenty-four hours to leave Bochnia.
If we did not comply, we would be forcibly ejected by the
German police. We looked at each other, stunned and
dumfounded. What were we to do? After many inquiries, we
approached a number of channels in an attempt to influence
the Judenrat and succeeded in obtaining a residency permit
allowing us to stay in our subterranean abode. The next
problem we faced was finding a source of income. We placed
our trust in Hashem who had helped us until now and would
continue to watch over us.

Life under German occupation was extremely difficult
but Jewish faith, stamina and ingenuity helped make it
somehow bearable.

In every war, the conquering power appropriates all
sources of energy, using them for its own war effort. The
mines of western Poland produce a rich supply of coal, while
eastern Galicia is known for its numerous oil wells. The
Germans immediately took possession of these natural re-
sources, creating serious shortages for the local population
and for the Jews in particular.

We were forced to improvise. We illuminated our homes
with carbide, white crystals that would produce fumes when
water was poured over them. These crystals were placed in tin
cans, and a thin pipe was inserted through the cover. When
the stones were seething, fumes emerged from the pipe
which, when lit, illuminated the entire apartment. Occasion-
ally, the can would explode, but generally it was an efficient
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and inexpensive way of providing light.

Heat was produced by an ingenious method. We would
prepare a round tin kettle with a small opening on the side
through which we ignited the fire. We would insert damp
wood shavings into the kettle which produced comfortable
heat, while the smoke escaped through a chimney valve on
top. This kettle could also be used to warm up food. But
starting the fire took a great deal of skill. If the wood shavings
were either too dry or too damp they would not ignite at all.
The main problem arose on Shabbos. If the kettle was not
properly kindled, we could spend the entire Shabbos in the
cold, eating cold food, and when occasionally the lighting
device malfunctioned, we would be forced to sit in the dark
as well. At least there was no shortage of wood shavings; for
a small amount of money the lumberyard would deliver an
entire wagonload of shavings.

Under normal circumstances, our basement would have
been unfit to live in, but to us it was a life saver. Each of us
found a way to earn a living; my cousin Eliyahu Klapholz
taught me to become a pastry chef, which became my new
profession. If only we could survive the war years under the
present conditions, we mused, things would not be too bad.
But it was all just wishful thinking.

On Chol Hamoed Sukkos of 1942, the head of the Labor
Department turned to the Judenrat demanding a call-up of
one thousand laborers to work at the weapons and ammuni-
tion supply dump at the outskirts of the village of Klai. As
usual, the Judenrat was eager to comply, rounding up all the
young men. My brother Yitzchak and I were among the
inductees, whereas my brother Yosef managed to elude
them. Some jobs entailed very heavy labor, while other jobs
were quite easy. People were assigned to do those particular
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jobs to which they were physically best suited.

We were instructed to appear for work in two days, but
the two-day breather gave us little comfort. We dreaded
working for the Germans and worried about our lostincome.
We tried all kinds of intervention, even bribery, but to no
avail. We had to swallow the bitter pill and accept our fate.

We rose early to catch the train taking us to work,
travelling under the supervision of our foreman, a Jew from
Bochnia. The labor camp was located deep in the heart of a
forest. It consisted of wooden barracks stocked with various
German army weapons and ammunition. It was our job to
inspect the crates to determine if the arms had been manufactu-
red according to specifications. Sometimes, we had to move
the crates or carry them from one barrack to another, a job
that made no sense at all to us. Tracks had been laid over
which to move wagons loaded with weapons from one
storage shed to another. We started work early in the morn-
ing, ending at night, with a break for lunch. Bringing our own
food, we had lunch in a separate room, away from the
German workmen. At the gate, we were checked by German
guards who made certain that all men had come to work. No
Poles were drafted for this kind of work for fear that they
might commit sabotage—one single match could blow the
entire facility to smithereens.

The festivals of Shemini Atzeres and Simchas Torah were
rapidly approaching, days of rejoicing but which we were to
spend this year loading crates of guns and ammunition. What
should we do on the forthcoming Yom Tov? Jeopardize our
lives by staying away from work? Aside from evading the
German guards, we would also have to deal with the Judenrat,
who would probably come down on us even harder. Throw-
ing caution to the winds, we decided to celebrate the Yom Tov
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days in the bais midrash, taking part in the joyous festivities.

Apparently, we were not alone in calculating that the
Germans would not notice if one lone individual was missing.
It brought to mind the story of the two partners who acquired
a barrel of wine, each one taking only one little sip for a
lechayim, thinking the other would not notice it. One drink
led to another, until the barrel was empty. In the same way,
when Yom Tovarrived, there was alarge number of absentees,
and unknown to us, the foreman complained about the
matter to the Germans.

The night of Simchas Torah found us in the circle of our
family gathered around the festive table, rejoicing, singing
Yom Tov songs. Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. It
could only mean an unwelcome visit by the Jewish police. The
two of us slid into the bunker that had been prepared for
occasions just like this. Meanwhile, my mother opened the
door to the policeman who presented a summons demand-
ing our immediate appearance at the Judenrat office.

“They’re not here,” my mother said, her voice aquiver.

“If they don’t show up, they risk being shot by the labor
boss,” the policeman replied.

Having no alternative, we emerged from our hiding place
and followed the policeman to the Judenrat office. There we
encountered a large number of other people who had been
arrested, some of them parents, brothers and sisters of
workers who had not appeared for work and had gone into
hiding. They were being held as hostages to force their
relatives to come out of hiding, as indeed they did. Mean-
while, the Judenrat went into session, presided over by Dr.
Weiss and Police Commissioner Dr. Rosen.

It was close to noon when the raid was completed, and the
labor boss entered.
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“Did we catch all of them?” he asked, a cynical smile on his
face. His eyes skimmed over the list of names. “Sure enough,
they’re all accounted for.”

Thereupon, he asked each person individually, “Why
didn’t you show up for work today?”

He received a different excuse from everyone.

“My pants were torn,” one fellow claimed.

“My shoes were at the shoemaker’s,” another ventured.

A third pointed to some injury that prevented him from
coming to work.

It did not take long for the German to see through their
cover stories. Venting his rage, he slapped and beat the
hapless fellows.

“Don’t you ever do that again!” he warned them.

Now it was my turn. I had also prepared an excuse which
had, in fact, a basis in truth.

“My mother is seriously ill with a case of double pneumo-
nia,” Itold him, “and I had to stayat home to take care ofher.”

He tried unsuccessfully to trick me into confessing that I
was lying. In any event, he claimed, my excuse was not good
enough, since one of us could have stayed at home to take
care of her while the other could have come to work.

After whispering to the others, he issued his command.
Both of us were to shave our beards and cut our peyos
immediately—on Yom Tov—and go to the labor camp right
away. Ilearned later that, in his view, cutting beards and peyos
was a more severe punishment than any beating could have
been.

The charade continued until at last he let us go.

“You’d better show up for work tomorrow,” he warned
us, “orelse...”

My brother and I made up our minds that, in spite of
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everything, we were going to join our friends at the Yom Tov
festivities in progress at the bais midrash. The thought of
cutting our beards and peyos on Yom Tov never even entered
our minds.

Going to the bais midrash, we encountered several Jewish
policemen who wasted no time informing the Judenrat that
the Friedman brothers had the audacity to disobey the order
and had not cut their beards and peyos.

On the night after Yom Tov, there was a knock at the door.

“Who’s there?” I asked.

“It’s me, Horowitz, the Deputy Police Commissioner.”

He had been sent by the labor boss to verify if indeed we
had not cut our beards and peyos.

“I'm taking you in,” he said. “The German labor boss will
know how to deal with you.”

We realized this was serious and that the German might
even shoot and kill us on the spot as he had done many times
before for lesser infractions. We quickly shaved off our
beards and peyos, and we appeared for work regularly every
morning.

Working for the Germans was not easy. On the train to
work, we were always surrounded by Nazis staring at us with
hate-filled eyes. At work, we were constantly in danger of
being blown to bits by an explosion, the result of an accident
or sabotage. Worst of all, we were forced to work outdoors all
day in the numbing winter cold.

Initially, the German overseers did not display any signs
of anti-Semitism, but as time went by, they began to show
their true colors. A small building within the labor camp was
set aside to serve as a prison where one could be locked up
for the slightest infraction of the rules. Once I had a taste of
this prison for nothing more than being late for work.
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Gradually, life in the labor camp was wearing me down.
Working conditions became harder by the day, the penetrat-
ing cold chilled my bones, and I knew I could not stand the
heavy labor much longer. I tried, without success, to find a
way of obtaining a release. The work project was run by the
SS, and the SS would not dream of dispensing with even one
Jew.

During the entire period of my work there, in spite of the
strict scrutiny of the labor boss, I never appeared for work on
Friday and Shabbos, because on Friday I would have to travel
home after sunset. There was a sizable group of Shabbos
observers, and the foreman would announce every Friday
before leaving work, “Let no one dare take off from work on
Shabbos. You'll be shot if you do.”

In spite of his threat, I stayed home every week on these
days, thinking that since all the others heeded the warning
and did appear for work, my absence would go unnoticed.

One Friday, the overseer made a speech that had the ring
of unusual urgency. He warned us that inasmuch as on
Saturday a delegation of top level SS officers was going to
make an inspection tour of the facilities, under no circum-
stances should anyone be absent, no matter what.

I thought I had better not overdo it, and this Shabbos 1
showed up for work. The delegation duly arrived; we could
tell by the red insignia on their uniform that they were
members of the death squad.

At noon on Shabbos, everyone gathered in the dining
room for the meal. We, the group of Orthodox Jews, seated
ourselves around a separate table where we celebrated a
traditional Shabbos meal with zemiros and spirited discussions
of Torah themes, oblivious to the misery surrounding us. At
the sound of our singing, the German soldiers came to see
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what was the source of all this happiness. We explained to
them that it was our way of celebrating the Sabbath day. They
stood there impassively but continued to listen with obvious
wonderment.
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CHAPTER 7
i

Puppets of the Nazis

NE OF THE MOST HEARTBREAKING THINGS FOR ME WAS
to observe how the members of the Judenrat had
become totally subservient to the Nazis, willing in-
struments in the hands of the German oppressors. They
obediently carried out their nefarious decrees, using the
Jewish police force as their henchmen. Every Aktion of
expulsion was carried out through them; it was their task to
drag the people from their homes, ferret them out of their
hiding places in bunkers and deliver them to the Nazis.
The members of the Judenrat were quite adept at making
huge fortunes from the misery of the Jewish people. Jews who
had escaped from other places and were seeking refuge in the
ghetto were detained at the gate by the Jewish police and
locked up in the building of the Jewish community. From
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wealthy detainees the Judenrat extorted large sums of money
before issuing a permit for residency in the ghetto. The
Judenrat also had jurisdiction over the allocation of apart-
ments in the ghetto. The assignment, size and location of an
apartment was determined by the size of the bribe they
received. In addition, they were in charge of filling the quota
for workers in the Baudienst, a construction crew established
by Mueller, the Kommandant of the ghetto. Hundreds of Jews,
under the illusion that a job in the Baudienst would protect
them from being sent to the extermination camps, paid huge
sums of money to the Judenrat for the “privilege” of working
on the construction crew.

Generally, most Jews working on German industrial
projects harbored the misguided belief of being shielded
from annihilation. Relying on their innate Jewish optimism
and misjudging German venality caused them to neglect
seeking other avenues of rescue.

Cracow-—a city famous for its charitable institutions and
its numerous Torah-observant, humble and compassionate
Jews—was transformed into something resembling Sedom
and Amorah. Its streets were plunged into an atmosphere of
bloodshed perpetrated by our own brethren, emulating the
Germans.

Most infamous for his malice and shameful conduct was
the chief of the Jewish police force Simchah Shapiro. I knew
him well. Before the war he had made a modest living as an
ordinary house painter. When the war broke out and his
source of income dried up entirely, he found employment as
a doorman at the building of the Jewish community. Having
a strong physique, he was appointed to the Jewish police
force and gradually advanced to the position of Police
Commissioner of Cracow and, subsequently, of the entire
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surrounding district. In the process, he established contacts
with the German police and the Gestapo which he used to
advance his career. Before his rise to prominence, he was
known as a quiet and obliging sort of person. However, his
new post turned him into a barbaric butcher.

His main responsibility was rounding up Jews. On the
orders of Governor-General Frank, the Cracow ghetto was to
accommodate a maximum of ten thousand Jews who were to
receive residency permits for that purpose. However, since a
population twice that number had found shelter in the
ghetto, Shapiro decided to take matters into his own hands.
Upon his personal orders, the Jewish police fanned out into
the ghetto, forcibly arresting all residents unable to produce
a residency permit. These unfortunate people were handed
over to the Germans who loaded them on waiting trucks to
be transported to places from which no one ever returned.
Everyone knew that being caught by the Jewish police was
tantamount to a death sentence.

Shapiro’s appalling callousness was matched only by his
sanctimonious hypocrisy. During the Yamim Nora’im, he
organized religious services in the Jewish community build-
ing, where he officiated as chazzan. He had served as chazzan
even before the war, and now, he exploited his official
position to satisfy this craving. He even had the gall to present
a kvittel to the Belzer Rebbe on Erev Rosh Hashanah, when the
Rebbe was still living in the Cracow ghetto. I was the one who
wrote the kvittel for him, and I was present when Shapiro
came to listen to the sounding of the shofar by the Belzer
Rebbe. Itis simply incomprehensible how a human being can
turn into a hypocritical, bloodthirsty beast.

Aside from the Judenrat and the Jewish police force, the
ghetto swarmed with hundreds of Jewish informers who
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were in close contact with the heads of the Gestapo. Men
without a trace of morality, they were convinced that by
means of their perfidy they would survive the war. They
reasoned that Hitler would win the war and all Jews would be
exterminated, while they themselves would receive a medal
of honor from the Germans for their treachery and retain the
wealth they acquired during the war. Heaven decreed other-
wise, as I will relate in the coming pages.

The following persons distinguished themselves for their
unspeakable cruelty:

First is the abovementioned Simchah Shapiro. Several
hundred men and women were shot to death by him and his
Jewish police underlings. His life ended in tragedy. One day,
out of the blue, the Nazis set fire to the building of the Jewish
police force where Shapiro and his family were living. All
perished in the flames. Rumor had it that the fire resulted
from a rivalry that existed between Shapiro’s German supe-
rior and other officers who envied him. Thus, Shapiro
became the victim of one German trying to undermine
another German’s authority.

Second and equally depraved was Shmuel Brodman of
Cracow. Although a descendant of a highly respected family,
he grew up to be a good-for-nothing. Even before the war, he
gained notoriety as an informer for the Tax Collector’s
Office. Wearing the garb of an Orthodox Jew he gained
access to all circles and gathered confidential information
which he promptly communicated to the tax collector. People
did not suspect him then, but during the war years his
loathsome character traits came into full bloom when he
became officially attached to the Foreign Exchange Control
Office, headed by the notorious Nazis Dr. Handtke and Dr.
Werner. Brodman would make the rounds of the ghettos of
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Cracow and Bochnia, trying to sniff out the names of people
dealing in foreign currencies, which he would then report to
the German authorities. The Germans would raid the home
of the dealer, make a thorough search and take anything their
hearts desired. The poor fellow would be thrown into jail and
tortured to make him divulge the names of other dealers.
Werner, in particular, was proficient at tormenting his vic-
tims (something I would soon discover firsthand). Having
beenbeaten toa pulp, the pathetic man would be thrown into
a dungeon, never to return.

The blood of hundreds of people was on Brodman’s
hands. Like Shapiro, his life, too, came to a tragic and violent
end. After the close of the ghettos of Cracow and Bochnia,
seeing his source of income vanish, he decided to flee to
Hungary with his wife and two children. He also realized that
without the ghettos, the Germans had no incentive to keep
him alive. To carry out his plan of escape, he hired Dr.
Werner’s private chauffeur to take him across the border into
Czechoslovakia, paying him liberally for his services. The
chauffeur invited the family to take their seats in the car,
locked the doors, but instead of taking them across the
border he drove them straight to Dr. Werner’s office. “I've
got a shipment of very special merchandise,” he announced
to the guard.

Werner allowed Brodman’s wife and children to go free.
Brodman himself, however, was thrown into the same dun-
geon where hundreds of Jews had died as a result of his
betrayal. It is not clear how he met his end, but no one ever
saw him alive again.

The third link in the chain of death was a fellow named
Shimon Spitz. He came from Dibetzk, a small town in eastern
Galicia. He was a man in his fifties, with the hideous looks of
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a killer. People did not know him personally and kept their
distance; the mere sight of him was enough to frighten one
out of one’s wits. He was employed by the political depart-
ment of the Gestapo, delivering lists of perpetrators of
political crimes, Jewish and Polish alike, turning over to the
Nazis scores of innocent Jews who had no involvement with
politics at all.

Besides this position, he also served as representative of
the Gestapo in the expulsion raids. In advance of every Aktion
of this kind in the Cracow district, he negotiated with the
Judenrat on behalf of the Gestapo regarding the implemen-
tation of the expulsion. Whenever Spitz appeared in a town,
people knew their doom was sealed.

Later on, he apparently tried to repent of his misdeeds by
doing favors for people. I find it difficult to put in a good
word for this man; I will simply place the facts on record. He
procured a residency permit from the Gestapo for anyone
needing one. It seems that the Belzer Rebbe, who lived in the
ghetto at that time, summoned him to appear before him,
and in the course of their conversation, the Rebbe asked him
to desist from denouncing his fellow Jews. After that, he did
indeed stop his activities, and as a matter of fact, he worked
hard to alleviate their lot. Each day, he would come to the
Rebbe's house for Minchah and inquire as to who was in the
ghetto illegally. The next day, he would return with official
residency permits for these people, signed and sealed by the
Gestapo.

Spitz also came to a violent end, shot to death by un-
known assailants while on his way to conduct his customary
negotiations with the Judenrat in preparation for an expul-
sion raid. Regarding his murder, there are three theories—
one, that the Germans, in the wake of internal rivalries,
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eliminated him; two, that the Poles killed him in retribution
for the numerous compatriots he denounced to the Gestapo;
and three, that he was killed by Jewish partisans avenging the
blood of their brothers. At any rate, the Jews only regretted
that this threesome was not struck dead many years earlier,
since the lives of many hundreds would have been spared.
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L

Rescue Plans

REMYSZLAN IS ATOWN SITUATED IN EASTERN POLAND IN

the territory that was occupied by Russia before the

start of the German offensive against the Soviet Union.
It was there that the Belzer Rebbe fled on the night of Simchas
Torah, as the German Wehrmacht advanced on the town of
Belz.

The German blitzkrieg against Russia took everyone by
complete surprise. It was undertaken in flagrant violation of
the solemn treaty signed by Germany’s foreign minister
Joachim von Ribbentrop and his Soviet counterpart
Vyacheslav Molotov. Until the German onslaught, Jewish life
in Premyszlan continued in its usual routine. Although the
Russians banished thousands of Jews to Siberia, they allowed
the Belzer Rebbe to remain, and thousands of chassidim
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continued to flock there every Yom Tov to be heartened by the
inspiring words of the holy man.

The German invasion of Russia brought an end to all this.
The Wehrmacht routed the Red Army, driving its shattered
forces out of Poland, deep into the heart of the Russian
motherland. In the process, Premyszlan was occupied by the
Germans. For the Jews, this meant the beginning of a litany
of pain and oppression. The local Ukrainians, age-old mortal
enemies of the Jews, gleefully joined forces with their Ger-
man conquerors.

On a bright Friday morning, without any warning, the
Ukrainians suddenly attacked the Jewish quarter, unleashing
a savage pogrom against the thousands of Jews living there,
among whom were counted the elite of Russian Jewry. They
began by pillaging Jewish homes and setting scores of build-
ings on fire, including the shul and the bais midrash. Not
content with this, they ran from house to house, dragging out
the inhabitants, throwing them alive into the blazing inferno.
Among their victims were the oldest son of the Belzer Rebbe,
along with numerous prominent chassidim who were cast into
the flames of the burning shul. It was only through a miracle
that the Rebbe's life was saved. The reports of the pogrom
plunged the entire Jewish community into deep sorrow and
distress.

When I received the sad news, I thought, Who can tell
what the future holds? The Ukrainians may organize another
pogrom tomorrow. The Rebbe’s life is in serious jeopardy;
we must get him out of this hell-hole as soon as possible.

Of course, this would not be an easy thing to do. Accord-
ing to German martial law, anyone arriving from occupied
Russian territory was considered a communist and sum-
marily executed by hanging. Such executions were the order
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of the day. A rescue plan would have to wait. However, Imade
up my mind that as soon as my own situation would allow it,
I would move heaven and earth to get the Rebbe out of
Premyszlan.

After asking around and questioning many people, I
learned that the most suitable haven for the Rebbe would be
the hamlet of Vizhnitz (not be confused with the Vizhnitz
near the northern border of Romania). Although it was only
about five miles from Bochnia, Vizhnitz had not been touched
by the war; not a trace of a German soldier could be seen
there. Except for the yellow patch that Jews were wearing, life
went on as serenely as it had before the war. This was
probably because the village had no railroad station and
could only be reached by horse-drawn carriage.

I decided to suggest this small town to the Rebbe as a
suitable refuge. He could live there in peace and tranquility
until, with Hashem’s help, the war would end. Or so it seemed
to me.

I wrote a letter to the Belzer Rebbe, addressed it to
Yechezkel Halberstam, the grandson of the Rebbe of Bochnia,
and within a few days, I received the Rebbe’s affirmative
reply.

Much later, I found out that young Yechezkel had shown
my letter to the Rebbe's two closest confidants, Reb Yeshayah
Rawer and Reb Yossele Yartchiver, the Rebbe’s “ministers of
internal and external affairs.” Both opposed the plan, think-
ing that the Rebbe would never leave his family to move to
Vizhnitz. Nevertheless, they presented the plan to the Rebbe,
and to their surprise, he immediately agreed.

Other chassidim were consulted regarding the plan, and a
scenario for safely moving the Rebbe was drawn up. Safety
was of paramountimportance since Premyszlan was in former
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Russian-occupied territory. They agreed unanimously that
Vizhnitz was the ideal refuge for the Rebbe.

But how was the plan to be implemented?

In Bochnia there lived a Jew by the name of Sala (Shlomo)
Grayver, son of Reb Hershel Grayver. Sala Grayver had close
connections with the Wehrmacht people in Cracow. It should
be understood that the Wehrmacht comprised the German
army, separate and distinct from the SS, sometimes called
Gestapo. The SS was the political arm of the German forces,
known by the death’s head insignia on their caps, which was
indicative of their murderous assignment. Grayver had estab-
lished a workshop in which he employed some two thousand
Jews, manufacturing various products for the Germans from
raw material taken from Jewish factories confiscated by the
Germans. In this way, Grayver had established contacts with
the Wehrmacht.

My idea was to use Grayver to rescue the Rebbe. I knew
that Grayver would often accompany the Germans on their
forays into territories formerly held by the Russians to
plunder the few remaining Jewish possessions. Could not
Grayver be the one to bring the Rebbe out safely as a
passenger in his own car?

Being a stranger in Bochnia, I had no personal contact
with Grayver. Moreover, the man was a secular Jew who had
no concept of what a rabbi meant, much less of what the
Belzer Rebbe stood for.

I discussed my predicament with Reb Ben Zion, son-in-
law of the Rebbe of Vielipoli, who had had a close relation-
ship with Sala’s father Reb Hershel Grayver. I asked him to
persuade Sala to go to Premyszlan on his next trip into the
former Russian zone and to bring out the Belzer Rebbe as a
passenger in his car. Grayver agreed, but at the last minute,
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he lost heart and changed his mind. A different plan had to
be concocted.

Many ingenious ideas were proposed.

“How about sending a Red Cross ambulance with a
doctor from Bochnia, ostensibly to transport a seriously ill
patient, as a cover for bringing out the Rebbe?”

“But if the border guards would inspect the ambulance,
the Rebbe’s life would be in grave danger.”

“Let’s offer a bribe to two German policemen to bring the
Rebbe in their police car.”

“How can you trust Germans to transport the Rebbe?
When they realize their passenger is a prominent Jewish
personality, there’s no telling what they might do!”

We finally agreed on a plan to hire the Pole who carried
the mail every day to bring the Rebbe in his truck. The border
guards who knew him well were not likely to stop and search
his truck. After a long debate, we agreed to offer him ten
thousand zlotys. But how were we to raise this huge sum of
money? Most Jews had been inducted into labor battalions
and did not even have the means to support their own
families.

In the Bochnia ghetto there lived a chassid of Belz named
Moshe Stern, who in the past had outdone himself raising
funds on behalf of the Rebbe’s institutions. He now wrote
letters to all known chassidim of Belz, urging them to send
financial help to rescue the Rebbe. Butalthough the response
was gratifying, we were still far from reaching our goal.

104



CHAPTER 9
=

Unexpected Visitors

NE DAY, QUITE UNEXPECTEDLY, WE RECEIVED A VISIT

from my brother Pesachyah and his children, a four-

year-old daughter and two boys, one a two-year-old,
the other a one-year-old baby. We were very happy to see
them, but when we inquired about his wife, he told us the sad
news that she had fallen victim to typhoid fever and died in
Savin, the town to which they had been expelled.

“As a matter of fact,” he concluded his sorrowful story,
“that is the reason we came to Bochnia.”

It was difficult for us to absorb the painful reality; she was
the first fatality in our family, a direct result of the German
expulsion program. We made room for them in our “apart-
ment”—if that is what one could call our lowly cellar. Even
before their arrival, our cellar did not offer too much elbow
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room, but now we were cramped like sardines in a can.

No sooner had my brother settled down than he began to
complain of weakness and pain.

“Just rest up from your trip,” we told him, “and you’ll feel
better.”

However, when after a few days his condition did not
improve we summoned a doctor who diagnosed him on the
spot as suffering from typhoid fever, which he had evidently
caught from his wife. The doctor also discovered that one of
his children was stricken with the same disease.

The doctor had come during the daytime, and when we
returned from work at night, we were shocked to find our
house under quarantine, guarded by a Jewish policeman who
allowed us to enter. Inside, we learned that Pesachyah and
the child had been taken to the hospital and that afterwards
the entire house had been decontaminated on doctor’s
orders. It did not take long for the disease to claim its next
victim. My mother, already weakened by pneumonia, caught
the dreaded sickness.

Of course, we did all in our power to save her. We
arranged for the doctor to visit her twice a day. Day and night,
I stayed at her bedside. At first, my wife and my sister-in-law
relieved me, but then they too fell ill with the fever. Now the
entire responsibility for the household rested on my shoul-
ders; I did the cooking and the cleaning, not to mention
taking care of the patients, and in particular my mother
whose condition was critical. In spite of that, I did not get
tired, nor did I lose hope that they would soon recover.

Finally, my mother reached a crisis which she overcame,
and from that moment on, her condition improved from day
to day until she made a complete recovery. My brother
Pesachyah was sent home from the hospital. His condition
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improved gradually, but my wife and sister-in-law were still
seriously ill.

Reviewing my present condition, I concluded that it
offered me the perfect opportunity to be released from work
at the Klai labor camp. With that in mind, I approached my
foreman asking him to explain to the supervisor that since my
household was infected with typhoid fever, and there was a
good chance that I would catch it, too, it would be advisable
to release me and my brother before we jeopardized the
health of the hundreds of laborers. Of course, I promised
him a generous reward. A few days later, he showed me our
names on the roster of laborers crossed out with red ink, a
sign that we were freed from work. I was glad to pay him his
reward. Good riddance, I thought, hoping never to see him
again.

My joy was dampened, however, when my young daugh-
ter was struck down with typhoid fever. Our physician Dr.
Lemansdorf recommended that she be hospitalized. Since
the nearest hospital with a children’s ward was in Cracow, I
decided to take her there although I had no travel permit. I
was sure the doctor’s note with his diagnosis of typhoid fever
would get her into the hospital.

Early in the morning, I took her to the station wrapped in
heavy blankets, sneaking unnoticed past the Jewish police
guards.

Hashem was on my side, for the entire trip to Cracow
passed without one German inspection. Getting off at the
suburban Prokatzim station rather than at the busy main
station, I was forced to walk a distance of several miles,
carrying her to the hospital.

But there was still another hurdle to clear. At the gate, I
had to obtain a two-day pass admitting me to the ghetto. But
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what if the guard demanded to see my travel permit? That
would be the end of me. I walked back and forth in the bitter
cold, unable to make up my mind. At last, I decided to go
forward, placing my trust in Hashem.

Entering the gatehouse, I joined the long line of people
waiting to obtain a pass. When it was my turn, the guard
listened to my story, lifted the cover off the child, took one
look at the sick child and gave me my pass.

After having the child admitted to the hospital, I visited
my sister-in-law, asking her to look in on the child and keep
us informed about her condition.

Now my problem was how to get back to Bochnia without
a travel permit. I certainly could not stay in Cracow with an
expired pass, and besides, my relatives at home were sick in
bed, and I was the only one capable of caring for them. I
found myself in a quandary, not knowing what to do. Before
I knew it, the two days passed and my pass had expired. Now
I was in danger of being arrested as an illegal resident. As if
this was not enough, on Skabbos morning I woke up with a
high fever, feeling a paralyzing weakness in all my limbs. I
realized that I could not afford the luxury of staying in bed
while my family needed me by their side. All I could think of
was finding a way to leave the ghetto and return to Bochnia.

Through a friend who was travelling to Bochnia, I sent a
message to my brother Shimon, the only member of the
family who was not stricken with typhoid fever, asking him to
send me a travel permit as fast as possible.

It was not very difficult to obtain such a permit. A Jew
from Bochnia named Yosef Gurgel was involved with certain
Poles in Cracow who reproduced permits that were perfect
replicas of the German document. These counterfeit permits
could be had at the right price, and hundreds of Jews bought
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them for business use and as an escape ticket in the event of
an imminent expulsion Aktion.

It was amazing that the Jewish informers never tipped off
the Germans about this counterfeit operation. They evi-
dently used it themselves for business purposes, since these
travel permits were needed mainly for business travel which
involved the illegal trading in foreign currencies. The ex-
change rates of the various foreign currencies differed sub-
stantially from region to region, thus, by buying currencies in
one locality and selling them in another, handsome profits
could be made. There was vigorous trading in American
dollars, British pounds sterling, Austrian gold coins and
Russian gold rubles. The money was usually carried in the
false bottom of a suitcase, and although many Jews were
arrested for a variety of “crimes,” the Germans never de-
tected the secret of the false-bottomed suitcases.

My two brothers and I, having no alternative means of
earning a living, became involved in this business. Initially,
when I arrived in Bochnia, I tried my hand at producing
pastry, but my shop was requisitioned by the Germans. There
was nothingleft for me to do but to turn to black marketeering.
Every day, I would travel to Tarnow to visit the main black
market. Going there involved greatrisks, since the Tarnow SS
was reputed to be extremely ruthless; no one caught in their
net ever escaped alive. More than once, I was stopped and
searched by the SS. However, since the false bottom of my
suitcase was well-concealed, they only found some personal
items, toiletries and some food.

Atthe Tarnow railroad station, a Polish policeman checked
all Jews for travel permits, searching their baggage for contra-
band and demanding a heavy fine for the slightest infraction
of the rules. Because of all these obstacles many Jews tried
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their best to stay away from Tarnow.

My brother Yossel thought of a clever scheme to bribe this
Polish guard. Once, when he was alone in the room with the
guard, he approached him.

“Hey, buddy,” he said. “Tell me, what nice gift can I get
you?”

“I'sure could use a nice pair of officer’s boots,” he replied,
giving Yossel a meaningful wink.

Yossel knew it would be difficult to obtain such boots, but
at the next opportunity, he brought him a pair of shiny black
leather high boots.

“Okay, so who else do you want me to pass without
inspection?” the Pole asked with undisguised glee.

Yossel gave him my name and that of another member of
our family, and from that day on, he did not give me any more
trouble.

As it was, I was waiting impatiently in Cracow for the
travel permit, when at last, two days later, Shimon showed up
holding the document. Without wasting a minute, I caught
the next train to Bochnia. On my way home, I stopped at the
hospital and found my relatives much improved. They had
been cured of the disease, but due to their overall frail
condition, they were forced to stay in the hospital a few days
longer. I, on the other hand, felt simply terrible. My tempera-
ture was still very high, but I had no time to stay in bed. There
was work to be done.

Leaving my daughter in the good care of the hospital
staff, I proceeded to Moshe Stern to discuss the fundraising
campaign for the rescue of the Belzer Rebbe.

“We’ll never reach our goal through a letter-writing
campaign,” I suggested. “I'll have to call on the chassidim in
person. There’s nothing like a face-to-face talk.”
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It was decided that my trip would be well worth the five
hundred zlotys a forged travel document would cost. Within
a few days, my brother in Bochnia procured a travel docu-
ment stamped and signed by the SS, manufactured by Yosef
Gurgel, the expert at producing counterfeit credentials.

Whether I liked it or not, my journey on behalf of the
Rebbe could notlast for more than two weeks, since my travel
permit was due to expire by that time. The Germans never
issued permits to run past December 31, and consequently,
the counterfeit permits were not valid past this date either.
Since it was only two weeks until the end of the year, that was
all the travel time I had. I estimated that in spite of my fever
I would be able to withstand the rigors of the trip. I told my
wife that I was going away on business and left the same day.

Although most people I called on had already mailed in
a contribution, I managed to collect three thousand zlotys,
which nearly covered our entire shortfall. My mission suc-
cessfully accomplished, I returned home in good health to
find my family completely recovered.
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L

The Belzer Rebbe Escapes

EANWHILE, AS I WAS RAISING THE NECESSARY FUNDS,
M the chassidim in Cracow were working out the

technical details of the Rebbe’s escape. Finally, a
suitable date for the Rebbe’s trip was selected.

On the whole, the journey was uneventful. The Rebbe was
accompanied by his brother, the Rebbe of Bilgoray, and two
close assistants, Reb David Getzels and Reb Nachman Hirsch.
Everything went smoothly until shortly before reaching
Tarnow they met with a serious accident. The car ran into a
ditch and turned over. The door of the car jammed, and only
after working for more than an hour was the driver able to
release the trapped passengers. All were injured, especially
the Rebbe, who had bruises all over his body. The Polish
driver went into town to notify Reb Shmuel Gelbwachs, a
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chassid of Belz. Reb Shmuel rushed to the scene along with a
doctor to attend to the injured men who were waiting on the
highway, while German cars and trucks were whizzing by
constantly. It was a miracle they were not arrested.

Having received first aid they continued on their journey
to Vizhnitz in a rented car, where they were greeted by
chassidim whose anxiety had been growing with the passing
hours. Their fear turned to gladness when at long last the
Rebbe appeared. For a long time afterwards, the Rebbe
suffered from the aftereffects of the accident until gradually
the pain subsided.

Once, when I visited the Rebbe while he was still in pain,
his gabbai Reb David introduced me, “This is Chaim Shlomo
Friedman, who brought the Rebbe here.”

“Yes,” responded the Rebbe. “I know, I know.”

He offered me a heartfelt shalom aleichem, thanking me
for my efforts in rescuing him from the valley of death in
Premyszlan and expressing the hope that soon we would live
to see the salvation of the Jewish people.

After the Rebbe was settled in Vizhnitz, I remained in
close contact with his household, making certain that his life
was not in danger. Rumors were making the rounds that an
Aktion, an extermination raid was being planned against the
Vizhnitz Jews.

One day, I was summoned to come to see the Rebbe.

“Since I have heard rumors about a forthcoming extermi-
nation Aktion,” the Rebbe told me, “and since the situation is
unpredictable, please obtain a travel permit for me. Just in
case.”

Although he did have genuine Turkish citizenship pa-
pers, and foreigners were exempt from anti-Jewish decrees,
he did not want to rely on these papers, since during an Aktion
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the Germans would pay scant attention to such documents.
They would kill first, ask questions later.

Complying with the Rebbe’s request, I procured a travel
document for him which was deposited with a reliable chassid
to be used should the need arise.

In addition to the Turkish papers and the travel docu-
ments, we prepared a third escape route. We knew of many
instances when people who had legitimate documents were
taken to extermination camps or shot to death on the spot
during an Aktion.

We therefore decided to prepare a bunker where the
Rebbe could stay while the Aktion was raging, which usually
lasted no more than two or three days, and then he would be
moved to a safer place.

For seven months, the Rebbe lived in Vizhnitz in tranquil-
ity and without fear. When stories began to crop up regard-
ing an imminent Aktion, the Rebbe fled to Bochnia where he
stayed only one night, because there, too, there was talk of an
impending Aktion, which did indeed take place a few days
later. He then moved to Cracow, staying in the Podgursz
ghetto for about five months. When plans for the liquidation
of the ghetto were under preparation, he returned to Bochnia.
The German commandant of the Bochnia ghetto, SS
Obersturmfuehrer Mueller, who was aware that the Rebbe was
a Wunderrabbiner, a miracle-working rabbi, supplied him with
an identity card designating him as a tailor, which in effect
exempted him from any work. Once on a Skabbos morning,
Mueller took a notion to call on the Rebbe. They were
closeted for more than an hour discussing a variety of
subjects. (After the war, Mueller was tried as a war criminal
and received a life sentence.) Five months later, the Rebbe
escaped from Bochnia, fleeing across the border to Hungary

114



THE BEGINNING OF THE END

from where he emigrated legally to Eretz Yisrael. Until his
dying day, he never left the Holy Land.

I'wrote a detailed account of all the events relating to the
various phases of the Rebbe’s escape. To this day, I have kept
the manuscript to myself, and it remains unpublished. Dur-
ing the last year of his life, I visited the Belzer Rebbe in Tel
Aviv to ask his permission to publish the memoirs of his
miraculous escape. He was adamantly opposed to it. “First,
according to Rashi, it is forbidden to publicize personal
miracles,” he explained, probably a reference to Melachim IT
4:29. “Second, there are specific incidents in the chain of
events I don’t want the world to know about. Third,  have my
own personal reasons which I cannot reveal.” In view of the
Rebbe’s unequivocal opposition, I decided to abide by his
wish, and the manuscript remains with me. I have also
rejected the pleadings of certain authors to relate to them
certain details about the escape. However, I can reveal a few
particulars concerning the Rebbe’s escape from Poland to
Hungary. I can do so because the Rebbe himself used to
recount them annually on the ninth of Skevat, amid a circle
of chassidim celebrating the anniversary of the day he reached
the shores of Eretz Yisrael.

In the car driving the Rebbe to Hungary, he was accom-
panied by his brother, the Rebbe of Bilgoray, and Reb David
Shapiro. Also sitting in the car were the driver and the
Hungarian officer who helped them cross the border. The
entire rescue project was organized by the chassidim of Belz
in Hungary, under the leadership of Reb Moshe David
Hollander (a brother of the well-known Rabbi Avraham
Yitzchak Hollander of New York) who labored day and night
with selfless dedication. For months on end, he stayed in
Budapest, away from his family, single-mindedly working on
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the rescue effort on behalf of the Belzer Rebbe. It was
Hollander who established the connection with the Hungar-
ian officer who undertook the mission of bringing the Rebbe
to Hungary, and jointly, they worked out the strategy for
bringing it about.

The officer forged a letter written on official Hungarian
government stationery, bearing the signatures of high Hun-
garian ministry officials. The letter to which the photographs
of the passengers had been attached read as follows: “The
bearers of this document are three Hungarian officers who
have been stationed in Warsaw since the close of World War
L. At the present time, their presence in Budapest is required
so that they can furnish information to the Hungarian
Defense Department concerning important military intelli-
gence operations. The Defense Department of the Republic
of Hungary requests the cooperation of all authorities in
facilitating their journey.”

“We had already crossed into Hungary, when suddenly
the border guards realized that the three ‘Hungarian officers’
looked suspicious,” the Rebbe would tell his chassidim. “They
stopped the car, motioning the passengers to step outside.
They pulled out their guns, ready to shoot. Believe me, they
had every reason to shoot. We certainly did not look like
Hungarian officers. I refused to budge, telling my compan-
ions also to remain in their seats. The guards kept shouting,
‘Get out of the car! Get out! Get out!” No one moved.
Suddenly, out of nowhere, there appeared three Hungarian
generals riding on horseback, waving the guards away. The
startled guards withdrew, and the car continued on its way
into the interior of Hungary.

“Who were these three generals? To this day, I don’t
know. It was a miracle.”
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The Rebbe then would invite all his chassidim to partake
of a seudah.

Of course, there is much more to tell about things that
happened on this trip, as well as before and after. However,
in compliance with the Rebbe’s wish, I permitted myself to
write only the things he himself related.
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CHAPTER 11
i

Torah and Chessed in Bochnia

Bochnia ghetto and the constant fear that pervaded

the atmosphere, the sound of Torah study reverber-
ated through its streets and alleys. There were twenty or so
young men who studied Torah without letup in the Sanzer
klaus (a room dedicated to prayer and study) under the
supervision of the young Reb Nechemiah, the son of the
dayan Rabbi Ben Zion. Although he was barely twenty years
old, Reb Nechemiah was chosen to lead the study group in
recognition of his proficiency in the Talmud.

Once, while sitting in the bais midrash, I was approached
by the dayan who asked me to undertake the task of under-
writing the financial maintenance of the yeshivah. He placed
me in a dilemma, for what he was asking was no small thing.

D ESPITE THE APPALLING LIVING CONDITIONS IN THE
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People had enough trouble supporting their own families,
not to mention the general anxiety about the German expul-
sions and persecutions. But witnessing the self-sacrifice of the
young scholars and their magnificent dedication to Torah
study, I was unable to turn him down, and I accepted the
responsibility. Until now the students sustained themselves
by going door-to-door carrying a basket in which they col-
lected pieces of bread. Sometimes, the dayan’s children made
the collection. I persuaded my friend Rabbi Abba Rosenzweig,
an eminent Torah scholar, to take an interest in the students
and to arrange exams for them. The yeshivah remained in
operation until the first expulsion.

I remember an interesting incident from that period. A
new SS commandant, a man named Schoenburg, had re-
cently arrived in Bochnia. He was a sixty-year-old German
who did not display any particular signs of anti-Semitism and
would even, on occasion, do favors for Jews. But he could not
be considered a friend of the Jews either, as he eventually
showed during the final Aktion in Bochnia.

One day, this commandant decided to drop in on the
Sanzer klaus. The students, seeing him coming down the
street, panicked and went into a wild stampede, climbing on
chairs and jumping on tables as they tried to escape through
the windows. Just at that moment, Schoenburg entered and
witnessed the tumultuous scene, the tables crashing under
the weight of the students, the window panes shattering.

Thinking he had happened on a secret meeting of a cell
of underground revolutionaries, he drew his revolver, aimed
at the escaping students and pulled the trigger. But wonder
of wonders, the trigger jammed. Much as he tried, it simply
would not fire. Meanwhile, the Judenrat was notified, and
within seconds, several members appeared to reassure the
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commandant that the disturbance had been nothing but a
group of students frightened by his sudden appearance.

The German accepted the explanation. “You were lucky
that my trigger stuck,” he commented. “Otherwise, there
would have been quite a few casualties.” The truth, of course,
was that the merit of their Torah study had protected them
from certain death.

In addition to the yeshivah, there was also an elementary
Talmud Torah for small children, headed by the well-known
communal leader Reb Mottel Aaron from Cracow, a Torah
scholar and a devoted chassid of Belz. But with the first
expulsion, everything was wiped out.

Although living conditions in Bochnia in western Poland
were quite intolerable, they were far worse in the eastern
zone which had been under Soviet occupation until the
German drive eastward.

This was also true of Premyszlan where the Belzer Rebbe’s
family and hundreds of his chassidim remained after his
departure for Vizhnitz. We received countless desperate
letters from the Premyszlan Jews telling of grinding poverty
and grave food shortages. They pleaded with us to send them
food packages, as otherwise they would starve to death, and
they included in their letters a list of names to whom the
parcels should be sent. The law permitted shipping packages
of food and clothing weighing no more than one kilogram
(2.2 pounds) from one zone to another.

I immediately organized a drive, and with the money we
collected, we bought several large sacks of food supplies. It
was not easy to secure the provisions, but thanks to my friend
Aussenberg, a chassid of Belz,  managed to obtain everything
I needed. Being a long-time Bochnia resident, Aussenberg
had good connections with some non-Jews who furnished
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him with any quantity he ordered—charging exorbitant prices,
of course. We packaged the supplies in parcels of one
kilogram each and sent them to the addresses on the list.
Even shipping the parcels required bribing. The parcels were
mailed at the ghetto post office, to be transferred to the main
post office for delivery to the addressee. Through my friend
David Shapiro, we bribed the post office workers to give our
parcels preferential handling.

Soon, we received a torrent of requests for parcels, as well
asletters from those who had already received them and were
ataloss for words to express their sincere gratitude. To them
the parcels meant the difference between survival and death.
We continued to send such parcels until September, 1942,
when the Bochnia ghetto was completely eliminated.
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CHAPTER 12
=

Disappearance and Cover Up

FTER THE REBBE’S SUCCESSFUL ESCAPE FROM THE

Bochnia ghetto, we were concerned as to what might

happen to him if Commandant Mueller were to find
out about his disappearance. Since we were not sure whether
the Rebbe had crossed the Hungarian border as yet, we had
to devise a plan to cover up his escape so that the Germans
would not pursue him. As I pondered the problem, I was
struck by a marvelous idea, and without delay I began to put
itinto action. I instructed my friend Reuven Walkin to gointo
the Rebbe’s private chamber, put on the Rebbe’s garments as
well as his tallis and tefillin and sit in the Rebbe’s chair. He
followed my instructions, despite his fears that the Germans
might see through the ploy. There simply was no other way
to ensure the success of the Rebbe’s escape.
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As a matter of fact, a short while after the Rebbe’s
departure the ghetto was buzzing with rumors. A few people
reported that they had recognized him when he boarded a
coach early in the morning, leaving for an unknown destina-
tion. This was true, for he did travel by coach to Butchkov
where the Hungarian officer was waiting for him with his car.
Although everything was done in the strictest secrecy, some
breaches in security could not be prevented.

The Judenrat and the men of the Jewish police, in an
effort to investigate the rumor, sent agents to ascertain
whether the Rebbe was in his chamber. Pacing the floor of the
waiting room, they tried to steal a quick glance into the
Rebbe’s chamber. Was he in there?

As usual, the waiting room was filled with chassidim who
passed the time studying or having a glass of tea. These
chassidim belonged to the Rebbe’s inner circle; yet, even they
did not know the secret that the one sitting on the chair was
not really the Rebbe. We knew that a secret is safe only if no
one, not even the most intimate friend, knows about it. Two
young men who served the Rebbe marched back and forth as
they always did, and those who dared come close to the door
could even hear the voice of the Rebbe, praying and studying.
Everything went like clockwork. People who handed the
shamash their written prayer requests could clearly hear the
Rebbe wish them success in all their undertakings. Of course,
they were not permitted to enter the chamber, but this had
happened many times before.

By now, everyone was convinced—even the Judenrat and
the Jewish police—that the Rebbe was still here. After all,
there were witnesses who had seen him and heard his voice.
Reuven was an accomplished actor, and he impersonated the
Rebbe faultlessly.
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Driven by curiosity, a larger than usual crowd appeared
for the Minchah-Maarivservice, since the Rebbe always joined
the congregation for Maariv and Sefiras Haomer. But we had
anticipated this. The shamash announced that the Rebbe was
not yet ready to pray, something that was not unusual. The
hour of nine was approaching; before long it would be curfew
time. Unable to wait any longer, the congregants prayed
without the Rebbe and went home. Still, doubt was creeping
into everyone’s mind. Was the rumor true or false?

The next morning, rumors that the Rebbe had, in fact,
escaped from the ghetto were flying again. As we were
closeted in the Rebbe’s chamber, discussing our plans, we
were suddenly warned that the commandant—in the com-
pany of the head of the Judenrat Weiss and the chief of the
Jewish police Dr. Rosen—were in the building, ostensibly to
see if everyone was at work but really to discover if the Rebbe
was present. Reuven quickly took off his vestments, and we
all made a speedy getaway, leaving just one shamash.

The delegation arrived, and the commandant, resplen-
dentinhis tight-fitting uniform, went straight into the Rebbe’s
chamber.

“Wo ist der Rabbiner?” he barked at the shamash. “Where
is the rabbi?”

Without waiting for an answer, he grabbed the young
man and took him to the Judenrat building for interrogation.
There he gave him a savage beating to make him reveal the
Rebbe’s whereabouts and the identity of the people who had
helped him escape. The shamash denied any knowledge.

“All Tknow is that when I got up this morning, the Rebbe
was gone,” he stated timidly.

“Who played the part of the Rabbiner?” asked the com-
mandant.
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“Idid.”

“Butyou were outside in the waiting room!” the comman-
dant angrily shot back.

“That’s right. BothIand my partner played the part of the
rabbi. We received orders from the Rabbiner that in case he
would disappear, we were to play his part.”

The commandant then demanded that the other shamash
be taken into custody to be questioned. Being assured that no
harm would come to him, the shamash gave himself up. The
commandant kept his word. After administering a sound
thrashing, he let both of them go.

For two days, we held our breath, afraid that the comman-
dant might arrest all the people that would frequent the
Rebbe’s house. We kept a low profile until we were told that
the matter had been laid to rest. Subsequently, we learned
that covering up the Rebbe’s escape proved to be of crucial
importance, since the Rebbe needed to remain in Bochnia
for two days before setting out on his journey. Discovery of
the secret might have imperiled the entire operation.
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CHAPTER 13
i

A Helpful Gestapo Chief

TRANGE AS IT MAY SEEM, SCHOENBURG, THE GESTAPO
chief in Bochnia, exhibited a surprisingly humane
attitude toward Jews. He showed his understanding
when he readily affixed the official German government seal
to any document declaring the bearer to be a foreign na-
tional. Under the German law of occupation, Jewish citizens
of a foreign country were exempt from anti-Jewish decrees;
included in this exempted category were citizens of occupied
countries such as Hungary, Czechoslovakia and Romania.
Understandably, everyone tried to procure citizenship
papers or passports of these or other foreign countries.
Holders of such documents were free to travel, enabling
them to leave the ghetto at the very first rumor of an
impending Aktion. Unimpeded travel was helpful also for
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doing business, as the fluctuating currency exchange rates in
the various zones presented fabulous opportunities for earn-
ing sizable profits.

Additionally, if one held citizenship in a certain country,
the members of one’s family were automatically considered
citizens of that country as well and were exempt of all
persecutions.

A person who was not a foreign national would try to
obtain from relatives abroad a spurious “document” stating
that he was a citizen of a foreign country. He would then take
this “document” to Chief of the Gestapo Schoenburg, who
would authenticate the “document” by placing the SS seal
and his own signature on it. In effect, he thereby exempted
the bearer from any harassment and persecution. The news
of Schoenburg’s good-will spread rapidly, and before long,
people from other towns brought him bogus foreign “citizen-
ship papers,” and to everyone’s surprise, he signed all of them
without exception, even though some of them were blatant
forgeries.

Although Schoenburg’s certifications were very helpful,
they sometimes resulted in tragedy. Occasionally, people
from Gestapo Headquarters in Cracow would check the
validity of these documents and arrest the bearers of fraudu-
lent papers. Furthermore, the Gestapo ruled that all foreign
nationals would be placed under its “protection.” For that
purpose, they were transported to Germany to be interned in
the Bergen-Belsen concentration camp where they were
interrogated about their vital data and the manner in which
they had attained their citizenship. Of course, there were not
many who could give satisfactory answers, since most of the
papers were illegitimate.

Schoenburg’s uncharacteristically benign attitude toward
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Jews came to the fore in his frequent visits to the Sanzer klaus,

the only shulin the ghetto. Whenever he had guests, he would
bring them to the klaus.

No one understood the strange fascination the klaus held
over him, making him come back again and again. I met him
quite a few times when I was sitting outside in the cool
hallway, studying regularly every night after coming home
from work. Of course, each time I saw him, [ jumped from my
seat and stood at attention, but with a wave of his hand, he
would motion to me to sit down. Although his first appear-
ance in the klaus left us all in a rattled frame of mind, his
subsequent visits were very congenial.

At alater date, the Gestapo ordered Schoenburg to stop
issuing further endorsements of any citizenship papers. They
obviously had been swamped with documents of this kind,
and they also wanted to stop the steady stream of Jews
entering and leaving Gestapo Headquarters to apply for such
endorsements.

It was then that Jews turned to forging SS endorsements.

A personal friend of mine, a man named Avraham Mehr,
originally from Tarnow, was an outstanding Torah scholar,
an enthusiastic chassid—and an accomplished counterfeiter.
His forged signatures could not be distinguished from the
real ones. I urged him a number of times to sneak off to
Hungary, but he did not want to give up his lucrative
counterfeit business of issuing “endorsements,” for which he
was paid handsomely. Sad to say, during the last expulsion
Aktion he disappeared without leaving a trace, along with all
the other Jews of Bochnia.

By contrast, there were others who sought to procure
genuine citizenship papers. A friend of mine, Nassan Singer
from Yaroslav, bought Turkish citizenship for the unheard of
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sum of twenty thousand zlotys. While most of the holders of
bogus papers were shot to death by the SS, he and his family
passed inspection and were interned in Bergen-Belsen, from
where they emigrated to the United States after the end of the

war.
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CHAPTER 14
i

Hazardous Travels

time, many harrowing experiences come to mind.

OOKING BACK AT MY NUMEROUS TRAVELS DURING THAT
Once, while on the platform of the Tarnow station I

found myself surrounded by several hundred Poles who, like
myself, were waiting for the next train. For the most part they
were salesmen who were raking in huge profits, taking
advantage of the inability of Jews to travel freely.

Just then, an express train was approaching. Since I knew
this train would not stop for more than one minute, I elbowed
my way through the crowd and jumped on the train, while
most of the Poles were left standing on the platform. The
train was packed, so that I only found space near the door.

Presently, the German conductor appeared. Spotting me,
his face turned red.
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“The Poles were left back on the platform, while you, Jew,
got on?” he bellowed as he flung open the door. “Heraus!
Heraus! Get out! Get out!”

My life was hanging by a thread; the German was ready to
push me off the speeding train. I said nothing, but I made up
my mind that if he tried to throw me off the train I would pull
him along with me. Let him be my kapparah.

Iremained standing there motionless while he continued
shrieking, “Heraus, ’raus!” Finally relenting, he hurled his
parting shot at me, “You’d better get off at the next stop!”

Idid not need his order, since the next stop was Bochnia,
my final destination.

On another occasion, I happened to be waiting for a train
at the Tarnow station. The train, which was scheduled to
arrive at seven in the evening, was delayed. I wanted to sit
down in the waiting room, but a sign on the door warned,
“Fur Juden ist eintritt verboten. No admission for Jews.” Since
I had a long wait ahead of me, I took a risk and entered the
waiting room, unobtrusively taking a seat in the corner. The
hours went by without incident, but with no train in sight
either.

Growing impatient, I went up to the platform where I
noticed a freight train pulling in on the Bochnia tracks. It was
merely slowing down without coming to a complete halt.
Quickly, I jumped on one of the wagons.

Just as I was gaining a foothold on the steps, I heard the
voice of a German soldier who must have noticed I was a Jew
by the yellow star on my sleeve.

“Herunter! Herunter!” he yelled from up above. “Get off!
Get off!”

At first, I pretended not to hear him, thinking that as the
train gained speed he would leave me alone. But when I saw
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him point his gun at me, I wasted no time in jumping off the
racing train. Thank Heaven, I landed without a scratch.

One day, while travelling from Tarnow to Bochnia on a
train crowded with Poles returning from work, I had no
choice but to stand on the outside steps. The Poles began to
harass me, heckling me with curses and anti-Semitic slogans.
None of this bothered me, but when I heard them whisper
that when the train passed over the bridge they were going to
throw me into the river, I began to worry. The train was
drawing nearer and nearer to the bridge; I could see its
arching span up ahead. Silently, I prayed to Hashem that He
save me. My prayer was answered. The Poles vented their
hatred by pelting me with eggs. Jeering and laughing rau-
cously, they savored the pathetic sight of the “dirty zhid” . . .
while I was delighted merely to be alive.

Once when I was in Tarnow, a fellow I knew asked me to
do him a “favor” and deliver a package of old clothes for him.
Why not? [ was glad do him a favor. On the train, a German
inspector came around to examine the passengers’ bags and
luggage.

“What is in the package?” he asked me.

“Just used clothing,” I replied.

He glanced at me suspiciously. “Why don’t we have a
look?” he said. “If I catch you telling a lie, I'm going to shoot
you on the spot.”

He pulled out a pocket knife and opened the parcel. I
nearly fainted when I saw that wrapped inside the old clothes
was a bundle of letters that dealt with black market transac-
tions.

Woe is me, I thought. Now I'm in real trouble. It’'ll take a
major miracle to get me out of this predicament.

However, to my complete surprise, he closed the package
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without examining it more closely, and without saying a
word, he walked away. Clearly, he had not noticed the
incriminating papers. To me, it was plain as day that Hashem
had shielded them from the German’s eyes.
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CHAPTER 15
L

In Beck's Clutches

lation was that in order to remain alive one needed

employment of some sort, that without a “work
assignment card” chances for survival were minimal. The
assumption was that bearers of a work assignment card
would not be deported, while those without a job would be
shipped to “you know where.” And so, industrial concerns
producing goods for the German Reich sprung up like
mushrooms, giving employment to thousands of Jews.

In Bochnia, too, an industrial workshop was established,
headed by the aforementioned Sala (Shlomo) Grayver, aman
with close ties to the Germans in general and to the Cracow
Gestapo in particular. Although there were two thousand job
openings in Grayver’s shop, it was not easy to get work there.

T HE PREVAILING ATTITUDE AMONG THE GHETTO POPU-
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The Bochnia ghetto held many thousands of Jews, all of them
eager to work in Grayver’s shop, but the only ones who got
jobs in his “factory” were his close acquaintances or those
capable of paying a sizable amount of money for the privi-
lege. My family and I also registered for jobs, but I was not
about to make any sacrifices in this regard, for I placed very
little credence in German promises. I decided to seek a
different source of income.

Since it was nearly impossible to earn a livelihood in
Bochnia itself, I decided to spend a few hundred zlotys on a
counterfeit travel permit, which was valid for two months.
The Germans honored these specious permits, and I used
mine, as I mentioned earlier, to trade in foreign currencies
and gold coins. My business took me to Tarnow each day, a
dangerous environment where scores of Jews were arrested
daily. I was frequently stopped by the police or the SS, but
with Hashem’s help I always emerged alive.

Aside from the purpose of earning a livelihood, I had
another reason for wanting a travel permit. I felt that in case
of an impending liquidation Aktion 1 would be able to
extricate my family with the help of this permit. I was not sure
it would work, but a man must try everything. If it had not
been for this I would not have entered into such a hazardous
business, for it was as a result of my business that I almost was
caught in a killing raid.

Rising one morning in the pre-dawn hours in preparation
for my daily trip to Tarnow, I arrived at the railroad station
only to find that I had missed the train. I was quite upset, for
this was the first time this had happened. But since there was
nothing I could do about it I turned back and went to shul to
daven Shacharis. On the way, I encountered clusters of people
with worried expressions, huddled in serious conversation.
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“Haven’t you heard?” one man said in response to my
inquiry. “The newly formed mobile killing squads, the so-
called Einsatzgruppen, have started their deadly operations
on a broad scale. They were going from house to house,
murdering every Jew they come across. At this very moment,
they are on a murderous spree in sixty-five towns and villages
in our area.”

The news threw everyone into panic. Was our town going
to be included in the campaign? Would we be next to be
killed? Who could tell? No one knew.

Only then did I fathom the full extent of the miracle that
had happened to me when I missed the train. The killings had
been concentrated exactly on the route I had meant to travel.
Jews had been pulled from the trains and brutally murdered,
and the same had happened to the Jews waiting at the
stations. However, if a Jew is destined to live, Hashem has
many ways to make him survive. With my own eyes, I saw how
Hashem in His goodness had granted me the gift of life ina
miraculous way.

Meanwhile, our town remained quiet. No one could tell
what tomorrow held in store. All we could do was hope for
the best. I came home, finding my family deeply troubled,
their faces reflecting an ominous premonition.

After breakfast, I went out into the street to hear if there
was any news. Hardly had I left the courtyard when a young
German hoodlum, about twenty years of age and dressed in
civilian clothes, came up to me. He grabbed me roughly by
my hand.

“Come along with me!” he snarled.

I was terrified. What was the meaning of this?

He led me back into the courtyard, pulled a gun from his
pocket and placed it against my temple.
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“Tell me the truth!” he said. “Where is the boy who ran
into the house? You showed him how to escape.”

I'had indeed seen aboy runinto one side of the house and
out the other, but I had no idea what he was running from.

“I don’t know the boy,” I replied. “I have no idea where
he is.”

Angrily, he demanded that I give him the boy’s address.

“I don’t know where he lives,” I replied.

“But you saw which way he was running, didn’t you?”

“No, I did not.”

He hit me with the butt of his gun, threatening to kill me
if I did not tell him the truth. When he finished beating me,
he said, “You’re under arrest!”

He searched the house without letting me out of his sight.
Of course, he did not find the boy who had escaped long
before. I wondered who this creature was. Obviously, he was
not just an ordinary gunman.

Next, he led me beyond the city limits. Unable to control
myself, I asked him where he was taking me.

“You’ll soon find out,” he replied tersely.

In the distance, I spotted a large building marked Deutsche
Reichspolizei—German Police Department. This gave me a
sense of relief, since I had thought he was taking me outside
of town in order to shoot me.

In a special room inside the building, I was again sub-
jected to his interrogation—and another savage beating. I
steadfastly maintained that I did not know the boy. There-
upon, he dragged me into the next room to face the police
inspector. Seeing that the young thug was not making any
headway with me, the inspector looked impatiently at his
watch.

“You’ve got five minutes to come up with the truth,” he
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said. “If you don’t . . .” He let his voice trail off without
finishing the sentence, and he merely pointed at the gun lying
on the table.

For the next five minutes, the younger German contin-
ued whipping, punching and kicking me.

“Well, are you going to tell the truth or not?” the inspec-
tor asked me.

“I told you before that I don’t know the boy,” I replied
with feigned indifference. “Go ahead and do whatever you
want to do.”

The answer was another violent thrashing by the young
hoodlum, who ripped my clothes, throwing me like a rag
from one corner of the room into the other. Then he took me
into the basement and locked me up in a dark cell.

My doom is sealed, I thought to myself.

Barely conscious, I dropped down on the pile of straw,
falling into a fitful sleep as agonizing thoughts raced through
my mind. Would I ever see the light of day again?

After a while, I heard footsteps coming down the hall. It
was the same young Nazi, dressed in a police officer’s
uniform. This time, he took me back into town to be locked
up in solitary confinement in the municipal jail. I surveyed
the cell to see if there was a way to escape. The small window
was barricaded with heavy steel bars; there was no chance of
breaking out. Hunger, thirst, fatigue and pain were taking
their toll, but what concerned me most was the thought of the
sentence hanging over my head. Engrossed in thought, I
paced the floor of my cell, singing in a hushed voice parts of
the tefillos of Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, as I reviewed my
life—my good deeds and my failings.

The hours went by. Twilight approached and still not a
morsel of food, notadrop of water, no one to offer me aword
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of consolation. Why doesn’t my brother Yossel come to me?
I couldn’t understand it, especially since I knew it was not all
that difficult to obtain a release from the German police.
There were people with good connections. Couldn’t Grayver
use his influence to get me out?

It was getting dark, and with it came the cold fingers of
despair. But no! I must not give up hope. Hashem can help
atany time. I decided that if I was not set free by nine o’clock
I would assume that I wouldn’t come out of this alive and
begin to prepare myself for the end.

The clock in the bell tower of the municipal building rang
the hours; the bell sounded nine rings. My life was running
out. I sat down on the wooden bench, took a scrap of paper
and a pencil  happened to have on me and began writing my
last will and testament.

I'started by listing the people to whom I owed money and
those who owed money to me. Then I formulated the main
part of my will, as follows: “I ask my mother, my wife and the
other members of my family not to mourn and weep exces-
sively over my passing. We must have faith, believing that
everything is Hashem’s will. Evidently, in His infinite wisdom
He decreed that through my death I redeem the Jews of
Bochnia. My older brother Pesachyah should observe my
yahrzeit and recite the Kaddish until my daughter Shaindel will
be married, at which time her husband should observe the
yahrzeit. May you all be blessed with good health and the best
of everything.”

I lay down on the hard bench, my nerves on edge,
imagining at the slightest sound that they were coming to get
me. And so the night wore on, a night that seemed endless.
Finally, a faint ray of light penetrated the small window. My
anxiety began to wane, supplanted by hope. If Hashem has
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helped me thus far, I thought, then He will surely continue to
be at my side.

A few hours later, the door opened and a friend of mine
entered. I thought he had come to bid me a last farewell, but
to my surprise he told me, “Don’t worry, people are working
for you, trying to get you out.”

He handed me a sandwich he had prepared for his own
lunch. He virtually revived me with it, since I had not had a
bite to eat for twenty-four hours, and my body was wracked
with pain from the beatings I had endured. Yet, I wondered,
why hasn’t my brother Yossel come to see me? Isn’t he
concerned about me?

A while later, I received another visitor. This time it was
Yossel. Our happiness was indescribable. In a tear-choked
voice, he told me that within the hour I would be freed. The
good news left me strangely unaffected; after the ordeal, Iwas
emotionally drained. He brought me a sumptuous meal, but
I was too excited to eat anything, waiting impatiently for the
hoped-for moment of my release.

At long last, towards noon, my cell door opened, and
there he was, my nemesis, the German who had arrested me.

“Well, are you going to tell me the truth?” he started
again.

I repeated my earlier statement.

“Okay, you're free to go now,” he said lamely.

On my way home, people stopped me in the street,
staring at me in utter disbelief.

“What happened?” they questioned. “They let you go?”

My release was the talk of town. Wherever I went, people
would point at me and whisper, “Look, that’s him.”

Afterwards, I discovered the real story behind the devel-
opments that led to my release. Since just around that time
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the killing raid by the Einsatzgruppen was coming to a climax,
the Jews of Bochnia were paralyzed with fear. Even Grayver,
the “big wheel,” had been afraid to intervene on my behalf,
particularly since Officer Beck, the Nazi who arrested me,
was involved. It was Beck who had carried out all the
executions of prisoners in Bochnia. A rabid Jew-hater, he had
been overheard to boast, “To me, killing a Jew is more fun
than earning ten thousand zlotys.” Only on the following day,
after the shootings had died down, did Grayver make an
attempt to have me released. The police insisted that the boy
who had run away must be handed over to them, but they
promised that no harm would come to the boy. When the boy
was brought in, Beck slapped his face. Aside from that, all
Beck did was fine the boy fifty zlotys, which I paid immediately
out of my own pocket.

At the same time, I also learned why my brother had not
come to see me during my imprisonment. As soon as he
heard that I had fallen into Beck’s clutches, he tried to enlist
the help of people with Nazi connections who could lobby on
my behalf, butin light of the ominous situation, no one dared
approach the Germans. In desperation, he decided to travel
to Vizhnitz to call on the Belzer Rebbe. He told the Rebbe
about myarrest and the grave danger I was facing. The Rebbe
assured him that I would be released soon.

Towards evening, Yossel returned to Bochnia, where he
resumed his efforts on my behalf and did not give up until,
with Hashem'’s help, he succeeded in arranging my release.

At home, my family was overjoyed with my return. They
had just about given up hope of ever seeing me again.
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CHAPTER 16
i

The Demise of Tarnow

URING THE SUMMER MONTHS OF 1942, THE SYSTEMATIC
extermination program in the towns and villages
began to take shape. The Germans followed a well-
prepared program. Execution squads, the so-called
Einsatzgruppen, numbering several hundred German SS and
Wehrmacht troops, would suddenly descend on a ghetto.
While one unit would surround the ghetto with machine
guns, ready to shoot any would-be escapee, another unit
would charge from house to house, dragging the inhabitants,
young and old, into the street. Those unwilling or unable to
obey were summarily shot. The Jews were then marched into
an open space where they were divided into two groups.
Children, the aged and sick were sent to one side, marked
for death. Sometimes, they were shot on the spot. On
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occasion, they would be hauled in waiting trucks to a nearby
forest to be mowed down by machine guns. It all depended
on the whim of the German commander.

The able-bodied were ordered to line up in columns, five
abreast. Anyone stepping out of line was instantly shot by the
guards. Everyone was allowed to take along a minimal
quantity of food.

They were then marched to the railroad station to be
crammed into waiting boxcars, eighty to one hundred per-
sons to a car. Under these conditions, they would be made to
wait several days before the transport got underway. Stand-
ing there in the stifling heat, packed like sardines, was simply
unbearable. The air was filled with the heart-rending cries of
those unfortunate people dying of thirst, particularly the
cries of the little children some people managed to smuggle
with them in their knapsacks. When the people of the
Judenrat tried to relieve their plight by bringing them some
water, they were turned back at gunpoint by the Germans.
Many died even before the transport started moving.

As the tragic journey continued for several days and
nights, many of the hapless deportees, unable to endure the
agony, found relief in a merciful death. Every so often, the
transport was brought to a halt and the bodies, which had
begun to decompose and were giving off an appalling odor,
were thrown out.

In the cities and towns, no one had the slightest inkling of
where these trains, with their human cargo of thousands of
deportees, were going. The Germans made it a point to
reassure the remaining Jews that they were being taken to a
labor camp to be put to work, but the fact that none of the
deportees was ever seen or heard from again belied their
story. Nevertheless, as long as we had no proof to the
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contrary, we tried to console ourselves with the thought that
they had indeed been recruited into labor battalions. Only
much later did reports begin to seep through about gas
chambers and crematoria in which every last one of the Jews
was being gassed, in keeping with the program of extermina-
tion of the Jews laid out in Hitler’s Mein Kampf.

When these reports began to surface, some Jews invested
agreatdeal of effortand moneyinanattempt tolearn the fate
of the deportees from SS officers, but it was no use. The
Germans gave them double-talk, never offering a clear an-
Swer.

In Bochnia there lived a certain Eliezer Landau who had
ties to the SS commanders in charge of the expulsions in the
Cracow district—Colonel Hase, Colonel Heinrich and Colo-
nel Kunde. On one occasion, he asked them point blank
whether there was any truth to the stories about the extermi-
nation of the Jews.

“We can’t give you any guarantees about the fate of
children and old folks,” they told him, “butall the able-bodied
are being sent off to work.”

Later on, after a few deportees managed to make a
miraculous narrow escape from the hell of Auschwitz, the
entire picture was revealed in gruesome detail. This is what
they reported:

“For days on end, without letup, transports carrying tens
of thousands of Jews from all the German-occupied countries
in Europe would arrive—from Poland, Austria, Czechoslova-
kia, Holland, France and others. The boxcars packed with
Jews would be moved on specially constructed railroad tracks
into a thick forest where the Jews were greeted with the
hellish screams of German guards amidst a rain of clubbing
and pistol-whipping to quell any potential opposition from
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the traumatized victims. Thereupon, they were marched
deepinto the forest and ordered to undress, and their clothes
were examined for hidden jewels and valuables. Naked and
barefoot, they were given the command, ‘Start running!’ The
Germans had spread sharp-edged gravel on the path, and
after being forced to run for several hours, their feet were a
mass of bloody pulp. Those who fell to the ground were shot
instantly.

Atlast, theywereled into a ‘bath house,’ ostensibly to take
a bath before going off to work . . . Several hundred people
were pushed into the chamber in which shower heads had
beeninstalled along the walls. The shower heads were opened,
but instead of water, a stream of poison gas emerged, killing
everybody by asphyxiation within a few minutes. The bodies
were removed through a door on the far side of the gas
chamber and taken to the crematoria, while those standing in
line in front of the ‘bath house’ had not the slightest inkling
of what had transpired. When the first group was processed,
the next one was brought in, and so on and so on, until every
last one of the deportees was murdered. There were many
extermination camps, and each camp employed a different
method. The one thing they had in common was the aim to
destroy the Jewish people, an assignment they accomplished
with great success.”

The only way to escape expulsion, or so people thought,
was to be employed in productive work to benefit the
German Reich. As the reports of the escapees from the “labor
camps” became publicized, there was a mad rush to obtain
employment in the industrial workshop in Bochnia, which
stood under the management of Grayver, as mentioned
earlier. Grayver appointed a special committee to decide who
was to be admitted and who rejected. My family and I knew
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that for people like us there would be no openings in this
shop, which only registered people who either had a lot of
money or who had close ties to Grayver and his underlings,
as was also mentioned earlier. We were disqualified on both
counts.

One day, as my brother Yossel and I were walking along
the street, we noticed a group of people studying a new list of
registered workers that had just been published and posted.
Everyone was curious to see if his name appeared in the
“Book of Life.”

We did not pay any attention to the list. After all, we had
only gone through the motions of registering, not expecting
to be chosen. To our great surprise, one of the people called
me over and showed me that both my name and my brother’s
name were on the workers list. We considered it a sign from
Heaven, and from that day on, we went to work at the plant
every day, working from eight in the morning until six in the
evening, with a two-hour break for lunch. Still, I did not
delude myself into believing that working at Grayver’s place
was a ticket to survival. On the other hand, I did not want to
swim against the current either, all the more so since acquir-
ing the job had been so easy.

This development actually came at a very opportune time
for us, because we were no longer able to travel to Tarnow on
business. A short time before, while my brother Yossel and I
were in Tarnow on business, we were warned that no railway
tickets were being sold to Jews, not even to people with
special permits. I broke out in a cold sweat; something was
amiss. A little later, we heard that all Jews who had appeared
at the station wishing to buy tickets had been shot to death at
once. Now we understood that a killing Aktion was in the
offing. In spite of the signs indicating an imminent Aktion,
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there was no panic among the Tarnow Jews. In their innate
Jewish optimism, they refused to believe that their days on
earth were numbered. Our main concern for the moment
was how to sneak out of this impending inferno before it was
too late.

Knowing the Nazi tactics, we realized that they were likely
to begin surrounding the ghetto at any moment and then our
lives would be lost. Going to the station was out of the
question, since we would surely be shot. Time was of the
essence; every minute counted. Thus, we decided to reach a
nearby railroad station and catch the train there.

We hiredahorse-drawn carriage to take us to the Mashtzisk
station, a few miles west of Tarnow. The driver was delighted
to take us, especially since we did not haggle about the fare.
We asked him to lower the roof in order to make it appear
that the carriage was empty. The driver was surprised that on
a hot summer day anyone would want to ride in a closed
carriage, but why should he care? It was none of his business.
We rode with bated breath until we reached the station. We
had to wait for fifteen minutes until the train arrived. With a
sinking sensation, we made the familiar train ride, fearful of
what might happen, but with Hashem’s help, we arrived
home safely.

A few days afterwards, people who escaped the massacre
reported that during the Aktion, immediately after we left the
ghetto, severalhundred SS and Wehrmacht troops surrounded
the ghetto. A half hour after we departed, the Mashtzisk
station was surrounded and all the Jews trying to escape
through there were killed. The killing Aktion lasted for three
days during which time about ten thousand Jews were mur-
dered. All the streets were filled with the bodies of the
victims. About twenty thousand Jews were sent off to the
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crematoria of the Belzec extermination camp. This was the
tragic end of Tarnow, one of the outstanding Jewish commu-
nities of Poland. Tarnow had become Judenrein, “cleansed of
Jews.”
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CHAPTER 17
-

Preparing for the Worst

ITH GROWING HORROR, WE LISTENED TO THE DAILY

\ ;\ / reports of the extermination squads relentlessly
doing their murderous work in the cities and

towns of our region. We realized that, sooner or later, the
same fate would befall the Jews of Bochnia. We certainly did
not want to rely on the assurances of Sala Grayver, the
manager of the industrial plant, who had promised, “As long
as I'm alive no harm will come to any of the Jews in the
ghetto.” He based his pledge on the assumption that the work
done by the Jews of the Bochnia ghetto in the factory he
headed was essential to the German war effort. But we, that
is to say, I and the other people living in our house, were
considering a more dependable way of saving our lives. We
were thinking of building a bunker, an underground shelter
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in which we would wait out the storm which was sure to arrive.
The plans were drawn up, the necessary preparations made,
and since we were pressed for time, we got the work under
way without delay.

We went full steam ahead. However, the work could be
done only in the late afternoon, since during the day every-
one worked and in the quiet of the night the sounds of
pounding or scraping would instantly betray our secret.

Thesite of the bunker was alarge room in the cellar of our
building. We closed off the cellar door with bricks, coating
the outside with a thick layer of dirty plaster to give it a
shabby, old appearance, in the hope that no one would be
able to tell there had ever been a door.

Beneath the staircase, we cut out a man-size opening
through which a person could lower himself into the bunker.
Being covered by the staircase, the hole was not discernible.
For further protection, we fashioned a board to fit the hole.
When the last person had lowered himself into the bunker,
he was to place the board into the opening, closing it from the
inside and making it virtually invisible. We installed electric
lighting, running water, toilet facilities and benches on which
to sit or stretch out, all designed to provide adequate shelter
for a stay of a few days.

Generally, Jews received advance warning of an impend-
ing killing Aktion from local people who had connections
with the German SS. It was our plan to round up all thirty-five
occupants of the house at the first word of an imminent raid,
assemble in the bunker and remain there until the coast was
clear. The actual preparations were kept tightly under wraps;
the more people who knew of our secret the greater the risk
of informers and betrayal.

The Germans proceeded with their deportations at a
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feverish pace, emptying town after town of the Jewish popu-
lace, until it was Bochnia’s turn to suffer the whirlwind of
their evil wrath. Posters appeared on the streets announcing
that the Judenrat was summoning all the Jews of the Bochnia
ghetto to assemble on a certain date at a certain place in the
ghetto. At the appointed time, all members of the Judenrat
were present, as well as the industry boss Grayver. Several
speeches were made, all with the same message: “The fate of
deportation that has befallen our neighboring towns is now
hanging over our heads. There exists, however, one single
route to escape from this disaster. The German authorities
demand payment of a quarter million zlotys. In return, they
assure us, there is the possibility that the deportation decree
will be rescinded.”

Of course, everyone was ready to part with his last penny
to save his life and the community. The money poured in.
The wealthy gave large sums, the poor gave modest amounts,
and within only a few days, the entire amount—an enormous
fortune in those days—was raised. The Judenrat dutifully
delivered it to the German Gestapo.

It was quite obvious to many people that this was nothing
but a German ploy to extract with ease the last money the
Jews still had in their possession. Thus, there were many who
thought of various ways of escaping, either by excavating
bunkers or by going into hiding with non-Jewish friends
outside the ghetto walls. The second course of action was
nothing more than an impossible dream, since during round-
ups and deportations, the walls of the ghetto were very
heavily guarded. There simply was no way out.

Bochnia was bewildered. Gloom and desperation filled
the hearts of its people. A few more days to live, and then
what? Rumor had it thata special train for the Jews of Bochnia
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had pulled into the station. No doubt, our worst fears were
about to be realized! There were some who still believed in
Grayver’s promise. Drowning men grasping at straws! Dur-
ing a raid, the killing of all Jews is sanctioned. The SS makes
no distinction between one victim and another. Like mad
dogs smelling blood, nothing can stop a German who has
been granted permission to murder. There could be no
doubt that a raid was in the offing. The feverish preparations
around us clearly pointed to it.

We began to make concrete plans to deal with the
dangerous situation. The best alternative, we thought, would
be to escape from the ghetto. It certainly was preferable to
sitting in a bunker. There was only one problem—how to
obtaina travel permit. My brother Shimon and his wife, along
with my mother and my little daughter Shaindel, had left
Bochnia the preceding Friday, since I knew it would be
impossible to keep a two-year-old child in a bunker; her
slightest whimper might betray the entire bunker popula-
tion. They travelled to Briegel, a town not far from Bochnia,
where we hoped to join them after procuring travel permits
to replace our recently expired documents.

To our deep disappointment, the contact arrived from
Cracow and told us that no travel permits could be had for all
the money in the world. Just now, when we needed the
permits to save our lives, it was impossible to obtain them!
And we always kept them updated, just for such an occasion.
What a terrible tragedy! No, we told ourselves, let’s not
despair. Let’s take heart. Gam zu letovah—this too is for the
good. Having no alternative, we decided that we—that is to
say, myself, my wife, mybrother Yossel, my brother Pesachyah
and his three children—would remain in the bunker.

Tension and fear pervaded the atmosphere. The entire
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ghetto was in an uproar, Jews running in all directions.

“Do you know of a way out?”

“Do you have a good bunker?”

Thoughts such as these were on everyone’s mind. Yes,
that was to be our oneg Shabbos.

Early Friday morning, a long convoy of horse-drawn
wagons approached Bochnia from the direction of Vizhnitz.
The wagons were loaded with Jews—men, women, children,
old and sick people—and their meager possessions. They
were coming to settle, of all places, in the Bochnia ghetto. A
few days earlier, they had received instructions to move to
Bochnia before Shabbos, where they were to be housed in
apartments. Similar instructions had been issued to the Jews
of the other towns in the Bochnia district, and now they were
all flocking to Bochnia in one mass influx.

The wagons clogged the narrow streets, creating sheer
pandemonium, and were directed to the railroad station by
Polish policemen. There, the people were put up in large
barracks where they would stay—so they were told—until
adequate housing could be prepared for them.

It dawned on a few people that they were the victims of a
cruel German hoax. Realizing that they were being led like
sheep to slaughter, they jumped off the wagons, oblivious to
the guards surrounding the convoy. They knew that by
jumping off the wagons they had nothing to lose. The
“jumpers” quickly blended into the ghetto crowds, finding
shelter with relatives and friends. I myself saved a number of
my acquaintances on the wagons, signaling to them that they
had better jump while they still had the opportunity. As a
result of admitting these refugees, however, our bunker
became very overcrowded. Still, we felt it was our moral duty
to help these people as they were in far greater peril than we
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were. At that time, we still lived under the illusion that the
Germans were interested only in deporting the Jews of the
surrounding area. We still believed that Bochnia would be
spared, for hadn’t Grayver given us his word?

On Shabbos morning, our bunker was filled far beyond
capacity. We had designed it to house thirty-five occupants,
and now it held one hundred fifty persons! The air was
stifling, the heat unbearably oppressive. Moreover, because
of the many refugees, the existence of the bunker became
known throughout the ghetto. The secret was out, thus it no
longer made sense to hide in the bunker.

After pondering the problem, I decided not to use the
bunker. In the wake of the publicity our bunker had received,
its eventual discovery was a foregone conclusion. Besides, as
a result of the overcrowding, one could not possibly stay
there for more than a few days at the most. A new bunker had
to be found.

Time was running out. The atmosphere was tense, charged
with anxiety. I recalled that our mechutan had prepared a
bunker for his family. We approached him, but after taking
one look at his bunker, we realized that it would be impos-
sible for us to stay there. It was far too small; there was barely
enough space to accomodate his own family.

The final hour was approaching rapidly. We had no
choice. We had to find a solution. We decided to divide the
family into two groups. Pesachyah and his three children
would remain in the large bunker. There were other children
there already, so a few additional youngsters would make no
difference. On the other hand, the bunker of our mechutan
held adults only. We squeezed my wife and my sister-in-law
(my brother Yitzchak’s wife) into it. For my brother Yossel
and me there was no alternative but to leave town. To be sure,
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we had no travel permits, but seeing no other way out, we
placed our faith in Hashem Yisbarach and decided to head for
Briegel.

Happily, we had no reason at all to be concerned about
our brother Yitzchak. As we saw it, he was fortunate enough
to be in a location where he was fully protected. Two weeks
earlier, while working at his job in the carpentry shop of the
German labor battalion, his hand had gotten caught in the
power saw, and two of his fingers were badly mangled. He was
taken to a hospital outside the ghetto where the two fingers
were amputated. Subsequently, he developed various com-
plications requiring further surgery. The state of his general
health deteriorated markedly, something we considered a
stroke of luck, as until that time the Germans had never
harmed hospitalized patients. As a matter of fact, Jews were
known to pay considerable sums of money to be admitted to
a Jewish hospital. Consequently, we did not worry about
Yitzchak at all. He was certain to survive.

For a few days, the kitchen of our house was astir as
though there were a wedding just ahead. The baking and
cooking were in full swing to prepare the food for the days the
family would be underground until the Einsatzgruppen squad
left town. We hid our clothes away in a safe place, where the
Germans would not find them. After all, we hoped to come
back and use the clothes again.

The time had arrived to put our plan into action. There
was no more time for daydreaming, no more time for wishful
thinking. At any moment, the Germans were likely to come
and surround the ghetto, and then we’d be trapped. With a
heavy heart, my wife consented to our parting. She under-
stood all too well that, sadly, this was what had to be done
under the present circumstances. I handed her a large
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amount of money should the need ever arise to ransom
herself. Silently, we looked into each other’s eyes. She wept
bitterly, as though deep in her heart she knew we would never
see each other again.
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CHAPTER 18
B

Bochnia Besieged

HREE OF USHEADED FOR BRIEGEL, MY BROTHER YOSSEL,
our friend Reuven Walkin and I. We did not know
exactly how to get there and were afraid to use the
highway which was patrolled by the SS. We were forced to
walk through the fields in the general direction of Briegel.
We were about a mile and a half outside Bochnia when we
noticed a German cyclist gaining on us. He was one of the so-
called Volksdeutsche, Polish citizens of German extraction,
who were recruited as auxiliaries to the German police force
and who enthusiastically participated in all persecutions. In
his black uniform, he was a fearsome sight. He stopped us,
asking to see our papers. When we showed him our identifica-
tion documents, he confiscated them and put them in his
pocket.

160



THE WINTER OF 1942

“Where are you heading?” he demanded.

Ordinarily, we didn’t frighten easily, but this question
scared the life out of us. We realized at once its dangerous
implication.

“Both of my children disappeared this morning,” I told
him, looking him straight in the eye. “Some people saw them
walk offin this direction, so we’re trying to track them down.”
To give myanswer added credibility, I continued, “Won’tyou
please help us find them? You can ride ahead of us, and we
will follow you.”

“First, you’ll come with me into town,” he replied. “There
we’ll look into the matter.”

Things looked bad. We would actually be walking straight
into the lion’s den. Before we left Bochnia, we had heard of
several cases where Jews walking in the street had been shot
to death, and surely now that we had been caught in the act
of committing the serious crime of leaving the ghetto we were
doomed. We pleaded with him to give us back our important
papers, mainly the worker’s certificate which the Germans
respected to adegree, but he insisted that we come along with
him. Meanwhile, he entered a village, inspecting all the
farmsteads to see if there were any Jews hiding out. And we
followed him, urging him to return our documents, but he
callously turned down our requests and insisted on taking us
in. We had our backs to the wall. How could we break loose?

While he made his search in the village, we made plans to
save our lives. I suggested we ask once more for our papers,
and if he still refused, we would have to get rough. “Why
should we lose our young lives?” I exclaimed. “Instead, let’s
finish him off, and that will be the end of that.”

The others were shocked at my suggestion, looking at me
with wide-open eyes, as if to say, “What? Kill a man? Since
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when does a Jew use the tactics of Esav?”

I repeated to them the saying of our Sages, “If someone
wants to kill you, be quick and kill him first.” Since going back
to the ghetto meant certain death for us, it was our obligation
to fulfill this command.

They reluctantly agreed. However, they insisted that I
first make a final attempt to plead with him. I decided to
propose a deal.

“How much is it worth to you to let us go?” I asked.

The German was confused, and after brooding over it for
a while, he said, “I want three hundred zlotys.”

It was a substantial amount, but without hesitating, I took
out the money and pressed it into his hand. Thanking us for
the money, he returned the papers and accompanied us part
of the way, giving us directions to Briegel. On the way, he
caught another prize. He found a Jewish woman, whom we
did not know, hiding out in the tall grass. We quickly came to
her help, negotiating with him for her release, and for an
additional fifty zlotys, he let her go and went on his way.

Having benefitted from one miracle, we now needed
another miracle. We were about to enter the town of Briegel,
the home of a German policeman named Lapsch who was
known to grab every Jew who crossed his path and shoot him
to death without compunction. We could only hope and pray
to Hashem that He would protect us from falling into this
monster’s hands.

Plodding through fields and forests, blundering about
without food or drink, the sun beating down on us merci-
lessly, we finally reached the town of Briegel. It was Shabbos,
but there was not one Jew to be seen in the street. Arriving in
the Jewish quarter, we were surprised to find it fenced in with
wooden boards; as far as we knew the Jews of Briegel had not
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been confined to a ghetto. We entered through a crack in the
fence, happy to have eluded the Germans.

Shabbos afternoon, towards twilight, the cooler air brought
people out into the ghetto streets for a refreshing walk, as if
nothing had happened. These people have no idea of what
has occurred just a short distance away, I thought.

Our arrival created quite a commotion; scores of people
surrounded us, bombarding us with questions about events
in Bochnia. Our relatives were happy to see us, but on the
other hand, everyone was beset with worry about the fate of
loved onesin Bochnia. After hearing our reports, the Judenrat
people tried to get in touch with Bochnia. No response,
nothing at all.

We knew this was an ominous sign. The worst was
undoubtedly happening. After several unbearably anxious
days, a messenger brought a letter from Pesachyah telling us
that at least he and his three children had survived the
massacre, notwithstanding that they had been hiding in an
“unsafe” bunker. On the other hand, my wife and my brother
Yitzchak’s wife had been caught and shipped off on a trans-
port. The report plunged us into bitter grief. We knew with
certainty that we would never see them again.

The murderous Aktion had subsided, and we began to
think about returning to Bochnia. My brother Yossel and I
rented a carriage and returned safely. That we were not
stopped even once en route was in itself a miracle.

Entering Bochnia, we were greeted by a sight so infernally
hideous and appalling as to defy description. The streets
were deserted, the few remaining Jews walked about in a
daze, their parents and relatives having been shot dead in
front of their eyes, the others sent to the Auschwitz gas
chambers. The house where I lived presented a scene of
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unspeakable horror. The building looked like a slaughter-
house. The walls splattered with the blood of our martyred
ones bore silent witness to the carnage. Whoever had been
found in the bunker was shot to death, every last one.

“These bloodstains will never be wiped away,” I said to
myself, “until the day the Almighty avenges the blood of the
innocent victims of these vile murderers.”

I'was told that the Germans had rounded up all the rabbis
of the ghetto into one courtyard, made them lie on the
ground and taunted and ridiculed them for a long time
before cutting them to ribbons with their machine guns.
Dozens of torn talleisim and ripped garments littered the
streets. We went home, but horror of horrors, we found the
doors smashed and total wrack and ruin inside. We went
down into our basement apartment.

Eerie silence. Not a soul. Nobody, nothing. Emptiness
and desolation. They’ve all been gassed, I thought. Gone up
in smoke.

Next, we went to the hospital to see our brother Yitzchak,
taking some food with us. Entering the room where his bed
used to be, our hearts stood still.

“Where is my brother?” I asked.

Instead of answering, the other patients directed us to the
office. “You’ll find out from them.”

Sadly, we were told that he was not alive anymore. During
the Aktion, a company of Jewish police came with wagons
onto which they loaded all Jewish patients, ostensibly to
transfer them to the Jewish hospital. They were, in fact,
brought to a number of waiting trucks into which they were
flung like sacks of potatoes and taken to the village of
Botchkov. On arrival, they were shot dead and thrown into a
pit that had been dug for this purpose, many of them buried
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while still alive. At the same time, scores of elderly people,
women and children were mowed down in the same manner.
Twelve hundred Jews, my brother Yitzchak among them, as
well as my uncle and cousin, are buried in this mass grave. My
cousin had received a SS permit to remain in the ghetto, but
when he came to accompany his father, he, too, was grabbed
and killed.

Our pain was too great to bear, but we decided not to
disclose everything to our mother, who had returned from
Briegel. What she did know was more than enough. Our
family had paid a heavy price in the Aktion, but we encour-
aged each other to accept this Heavenly decree with love. A
Jew must find strength in his faith and believe that at least
those who escaped the flames would survive the war. Unable
to bear the thought of staying in the basement, whose walls
reminded us of our dear ones who were no more, we moved
into a differentapartment. There was no longer a shortage of
apartments; of eight thousand Jews only seven hundred
remained alive. Nevertheless, the Judenrat took the opportu-
nity to cause us a great deal of trouble for moving without
their permission. We settled the matter by paying them off.
Life began to take on a semblance of normalcy when we took
into our household a little orphan, a nephew of mine whose
mother had brought him to Briegel and whose parents had
both been shot to death.

We wanted to out find why all the occupants of our
bunker had gone voluntarily to the deportation train in spite
of our warning that under no circumstances should they do
this, not even under the threat of death. We had explained to
them that the trains would take them to the gas chambers to
suffer a slow and agonizing death. After making inquiries, we
learned that they had been tricked by the Jewish police who
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had announced, “Anyone coming to the train voluntarily will
only be sent to a labor camp. Anyone caught afterwards will
be executed.” Many people fell for this ruse, preferring to be
shipped off to work, as long as they would stay alive. They
could have saved themselves if they had not been seduced by
this promise. Indeed, those who remained steadfast were
saved and stayed alive.

The Germans themselves did not believe that it would
take only three days for them to empty the ghetto. They had
the Judenrat to thank for their faithful service. The feelings
of the Judenrat people had become dulled to such an extent
that they did not hesitate personally to bring to the death
train their own parents and family members. With respect to
assisting the Germans, the Judenrat members of the Bochnia
ghetto outperformed all other ghettos. It was only after the
Aktion had ended that some of the members realized the
enormity of their crime. By then it was too late; the smoke of
the burning Jewish bodies was already rising from the smoke-
stacks of Auschwitz.

Difficult though it may be, we realized that we had to
attempt to banish from our thoughts the overwhelming pain
of the past. The German killers had not yet laid down their
arms, and we had to find ways and means of staying alive.
Employment in Grayver’s plant was no insurance for survival.
I and a few other workers were still licensed by the Gestapo,
but the majority had been deported along with everyone else.

Sala Grayver met the same tragic death as the Jews whom
he meant to shelter under his protection. On the very first day
of the Aktion, he was shot to death by the SS. He did enjoy the
respect of the Wehrmacht people in Cracow, but the SS held
him in contempt. (A deep hatred divided these two branches
of the German armed forces, and generally, the SS, being the
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political branch, held the upper hand. The SS, taking advan-
tage of every opportunity to humiliate its rival, was delighted
to dispose of the Wehrmacht’s Jewish protege Grayver.)

The German Chief of Labor in Bochnia was an SS man,
but Grayver paid scant attention to him. He relied on the fact
that he employed in his industrial plant two thousand Jews
producing goods for the Wehrmacht, whereas the SS was not
concerned with industrial production at all. While the Aktion
was raging, and ninety percent of the Jews of the Bochnia
ghetto were being deported to Auschwitz, the Chief of Labor
leveled a series of false charges against Grayver. The Wehrmacht
was unable to protect him, because during an Aktion every-
thing is under SS control. The Chief of Labor arrested
Grayver, beating him to a pulp and, according to some
reports, finally drowning him. People had warned Grayver to
go into hiding during the Aktion, as the Labor Chief undoubt-
edly would want to get even with him, but Grayver was too
arrogant to take the advice. In the final analysis, it was his
haughtiness that led to his tragic downfall. Grayver failed to
understand that in spite of his prestigious position he was still
a Jude, and when the chips were down, he was no different
from any other Jew.
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CHAPTER 18
i

The Rakowitz Labor Camp

around the table for lunch when two Jewish police-

men, Shomo and Yoske Greiber, suddenly entered,
and demanded to see our papers. I got up and showed them
my worker’s permit.

“Okay, that’s fine,” they said.

Yossel, however, had no such permit, and the policemen
insisted that he come along with them to the station. I knew
right away that there was trouble afoot; there was probably
another Aktion brewing.

Yossel pleaded with them at least to allow him to finish
lunch. They agreed to wait for him, but since the room was
very crowded they went out into the hall. Of course, Yossel’s
mind was not at all on his meal. He was looking for a way to

O NE DAY, MY MOTHER, YOSSEL AND I WERE GATHERED
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escape, and when he saw that the coast was clear, he sneaked
out through the courtyard, making a quick getaway. The
policemen, wondering why it was taking us so long to finish
the meal, came back in and were taken aback to see that
Yossel had eluded them.

“Where did he go?” they shouted at me, livid with rage.

“How should I know?” I shot back. “It was your job to
watch him.”

“If that’s the game you want to play,” retorted Shlomo
Greiber, “we’ll take you in instead of your brother.”

“Oh no, I won’t go. You won’t use me to cover up your
mistake. And besides, you have no right to arrest me. I hold
an official worker’s permit.”

He grabbed for me, and I shoved him. He punched me,
and I struck him. We were getting into an all-out fist fight
until he reached for his rubber nightstick and savagely beat
me over the head with it. Still, I refused to go. Knowing the
callousness of Dr. Rosen, the head of the Jewish police, and
Simchah Weiss, the boss of the Judenrat, I was convinced that
at the Judenrat I would not stand a chance, in spite of my
worker’s permit.

In the aftermath of the brawl, a crowd gathered in front
of our house. Several policemen burst into the apartment to
help their beleaguered comrades. With all my strength, I
tried to resist them, but realizing I was fighting a losing battle,
I gave up and was taken to the Judenrat building. After
listening to Greiber’s report, all members decided unani-
mously that I should be held in custody in my brother’s place.
Hoping to change their mind, I pulled out my worker’s
permit, but Horowitz, the Deputy Chief of Police, tore it into
shreds and slapped my face for having the audacity to speak

up.
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Next, I was locked up in the basement jail where I met a
large number of other Jews who had been arrested, waiting
to be shipped to a labor camp. On orders of the Germans,
one hundred workers had to be recruited, and with new men
joining us in the cell constantly, it was not long before the
quota was filled.

Toward evening, we were taken to the large hall of the
Judenrat building where we spent the night sitting on the
floor, trying to doze off. I surveyed the scene, looking for a
way to escape, but we were guarded so heavily that I quickly
abandoned any such thoughts. At the same time, I still kept
hoping that my worker’s permit would get me off, thinking
that it would be an insult to the German Labor Department
if one of their licensed workers had been arrested. My mother
asked the plant manager to intervene on my behalf, but
Simchah Weiss could not be dissuaded.

In the morning, we were made to line up in the courtyard,
while the Judenrat people gleefully watched their catch. The
German inspector, a notorious Jew-hater, checked off the
prisoners list.

“Alles in ordnung” he said, with a sadistic smile. “Every-
thing is in order.”

Now we were waiting for the trucks to take us to work. But
to which camp?

“To the labor camp near Plashow,” we were told. “Not far
from Cracow.”

The name Plashow did not alarm me, since as far as I knew
this camp was not kept under heavy guard. I had heard that
on occasion the workers would be brought to the Cracow
ghetto to take a bath, and once in the ghetto, I would do my
best to stay there. The way I figured it, being sent to Plashow
could turn out to be a blessing in disguise, since I had meant
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to spend Sukkos with the Belzer Rebbe in Cracow. It looked
as if everything would work out just according to plan. The
truck would take me to Plashow, and from there it would be
only fifteen minutes to the ghetto and the Belzer Rebbe. I had
been preparing for my escape even while I was still in the
basement jail of the Judenrat, pasting together the torn
pieces of my worker’s permit until I again had a valid
identification document.

It was noon, the day before Sukkos. Two trucks guarded
by Jewish policemen were waiting to transport us to our
destination. Under the eagle-eyed supervision of the SS camp
commandant, we boarded the trucks while each of us re-
ceived three cigarettes and a piece of dark bread in honor of
Yom Tov, courtesy of the Judenrat. Now we were told that
instead of Plashow we were going to an airfield at the
outskirts of Rakowitz, which is also not far from Cracow. I was
unfamiliar with the conditions of this camp. Well, I'll prob-
ably be able to escape from that camp, too, I thought to
myself.

The convoy began to move. People waved good-bye,
wishing us a speedy return. Passing through my street, I saw
people lining the sidewalk, calling out their good wishes. My
mother was standing in front of our house wringing her
hands in despair; this was not the kind of Yom Tov she had
expected. The horrors of the recent past were still fresh in her
mind, and now this. Who knew if she would ever see me alive
again? The mere mention of the hideous word lager (camp)
was enough to evoke shudders of terror and anguish.

I tried to cheer her up by calling out, “Don’t worry,
Mother. I'll be back very soon!” As an additional sign of my
confidence I tossed my food ration over to her. “Iwon’t need
thisanylonger,” Ishouted. “I'll be in Cracow for Yom Tov,and
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there I'll have all the food I want.”

The other prisoners looked at me with raised eyebrows.
What is he so happy about? Where does he get his self-
assurance? Their skeptical looks did not faze me. I firmly
believed I would not work in this camp and that before long
I would be back home.

After an hour’s ride, the gate of the camp emerged in the
distance. The truck came to a halt to pass German inspection.
The driver shows his documents. Everything was in order. No
problems.

The gates opened wide, and we found ourselves inside
the camp. Looking around, I noticed that the camp was
surrounded by a barbed wire fence. Not exactly what I had
expected, it was a heavily guarded military airfield. Even
before getting off the truck I realized that my only hope for
escape was to take advantage of the procedure whereby all
newly arrived workers were driven to the ghetto to take a
bath.

Afterashortride through the camp, the truck stopped on
alarge field where we were told to get off. A group of German
engineers was waiting to screen the new slave laborers. The
work to be done included construction, sewerage, building a
concrete runway and other hard labor jobs. The engineers
assigned the various jobs according to physical strength.
Everyone tried to be designated to the toughest work, since
the prevalent thinking was that those working at easier jobs
would be killed off. I followed the rule I had set for myself
never to volunteer for any work; whatever will be, will be.

This time my policy proved to be right. Those doing the
hard jobs suffered gravely. Doing their backbreaking work,
they received endless lashings and clubbings, and when they
asked to be transferred to lighter jobs, it could not be done.
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At noon, the current workers showed up for lunch which
consisted of soup that looked more like pieces of garbage
floating in muddy water. The Germans told us that we were
not really entitled to this food because we had not done any
work, but out of the goodness of their hearts, they would let
us have some soup. Just looking at it was enough to make you
throw up.

Having received this gracious welcome, we were curious
to see what our lodgings would be like. After supper, we
joined the other workers on their way to the barracks,
davening Minchah as we marched. Among the marchers, Imet
a number of friends who brought me up to date on the
conditions of the camp. But why should I care? I did not
intend to stay here for more than a couple of days at the most!

As we marched, I focused on the activities going on
around me, the deafening noise of the planes taking off and
landing, the flashing red guiding lights all along the runway.

“This is where we sleep,” the other workers told us.

Entering the barbed wire enclosure, we were counted by
a German guard.

“Who lives in the small barracks over there in the back?”
I asked.

“This is for the camp police,” I was told. “Poles in black
uniforms whose job it is to keep order and prevent anyone
from escaping. They give you the treatment for the slightest
infraction of the rules.”

Our barracks, which used to be a cattle barn, had a
concrete floor and small steel barred windows spaced far
apart. The air was stifling. There was no electric light; it was
pitch-dark. Someone produced a small petroleum lamp that
produced enough light for me to discern our sleeping
accomodations. All along the floor of the barracks, arranged
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in four straight rows, there were burlap bags filled with wood
shavings. Between the rows there was space for people to
pass. There were no blankets; you used your clothes for
covers and pillows. After sleeping on the hills and valleys of
these mattresses, everyone woke up with a backache.

In spite of everything, I did not forget that tonight was
Yom Tov, and neither did the many other religious prisoners.
We numbered several minyanim as we proceeded to daven the
Maariv of Yom Tov, each one of us pouring out his heart
through the words of the prayer, sung to the familiar festive
melody with mournful undertones. In our thoughts, we
relived the past. We saw ourselves going to the brightly lit shul
wearing our festive garments. We heard the chazzan intone
the ancient chants that would elevate us into a higher world.
We saw our homes, how they sparkled with cleanliness, as the
fragrant aroma of the delectable Yom Tov dishes emanated
from the kitchen. In our mind’s eye, we entered the beautiful
sukkah, its walls adorned with decorative paintings and artis-
tic designs, the sechach festooned with fruits and colorful
paper chains. We could see the entire family gathered around
the Yom Tov table, set with ornate china and silverware, as the
warm sounds of the harmonious Yom Tov niggunim re-
sounded throughout the neighborhood. Ah, the true spiritu-
al joy of Yom Tou!

Tears blurred my eyes, and my heart suffered in silence.
Gone was all this glory, vanished into oblivion. Here it is
Sukkos, and I am praying in the black darkness of the German
hell-a world where Yom Tov does not exist, where joy is
banished. Smiling through our tears, we encouraged each
other.

“Keep your chin up!”

“Hashem will help us.”
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“Everything will turn out all right”

“Soon we’ll celebrate Skabbos and Yom Tov again, just as
we did before.”

“No, even better than before!”

“Take heart!”

“Hang in there!”

We made Kiddush over the piece of dark bread, which also
served as our Yom Tov meal; sadly, the berachah over the
sukkah was omitted. With broken hearts, we sat down on the
floor to eat the dark bread and wash it down with a cup of
water. This concluded the meal.

Before going to sleep, we continued to comfort each
other, but as we were talking, a guard appeared.

“Everybody in bed in five minutes!” he shouted.

It was nine o’clock in the evening, and at five in the
morning, we had to get up for work. Everyone found his
mattress and lay down. Unable to find a vessel to use for hand-
washing in the morning, we filled a few bottles with water and
lay down to sleep.

Tired and exhausted, I fell into a deep sleep, but before
I knew it I heard the wake-up call, “Time to get up!”

I did not feel like getting up. It was Yom Tov today. But
there was no time for memories. The Jewish policemen were
hounding us.

“Get up, get up,” they yelled. “Schnell, schnell. Hurry up!
Hurry up!”

We washed our hands with the water in the bottles we had
prepared and tried to catch a hasty Yom Tov Shacharis, but
before we could end the service, the black uniformed Polish
guards burst in, clubbing indiscriminately with their trun-
cheons, left and right, on the head, the shoulder or any part
of the body. Throwing off our talleisim, siddurim still in hand,
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we ran out to the appell, the roll call. We were told to line up
in column formations of five abreast. Then we were marched
to the gate, where we were counted like cattle before pro-
ceeding to work.

The gates opened wide, and after a half-hour march
under the watchful eyes of Jewish guards, we arrived at the
work site. Everyone received his tools, and the work began.
We dug, chopped, shovelled and scraped, while our minds
were filled with the thought that it was Yom Tov and we were
desecrating the holy day!

After a few hours of work, we received some black coffee;
this was our breakfast. And by the time the coffee arrived
from the kitchen, it was already cold.

At twelve o’clock, we had an hour-long lunch break. The
religious Jews decided to remain at the work site and use the
hour to complete the prayers. We recited the Hallel with loud
voices but bleeding hearts, mindful that we were at the mercy
of our oppressors who could do with us as they pleased. We
prayed out in the open, but when we noticed a German
approaching in the distance, we went into the pit we had just
dug and completed our prayers there. The Yom Tov meal was
no different from the previous day’s meal—a slice of dry
bread and water.

Returning from work in the evening, we davened and ate
again, and this is how we spent the Yom Tov, without a sukkah,
without a lulav, without an esrog. But baruch Hashem, we made
it through the day.

My plan of escaping on the way to the bathhouse in the
Cracow ghetto had to be shelved, because we were never
taken there. Thinking of an alternative, I dreamed up what I
thought was a clever scheme. It was camp policy that prison-
ers who were not feeling well were directed to the Jewish
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camp doctor. If he found them to be seriously ill he turned
them over to Jewish policemen for transfer to the German
Medical Director of the camp. If the Director concluded that
the patient required hospitalization, he would issue a transfer
card whereupon the Jewish police would take him to the local
hospital. I picked a disease that would surely land me in the
city hospital, and once I would be outside the prison walls—
in my fertile imagination—I saw myself free as a bird.

Thus, grimacing with pain and complaining of my ail-
ment, I went to the Jewish doctor, who readily diagnosed that
I was seriously ill, directing the policemen to have me
examined by the German Medical Director. My instructions
were to present myself at a certain place at half past nine in
the morning from where the Jewish policemen would escort
me to the Medical Director’s office for an examination.
Anxiously, I awaited the hoped-for hour, thinking that free-
dom was just around the corner. I showed up at exactly nine-
thirty, but to my disappointment, I found no one there. I
surmised that the Jewish policemen had left early intention-
ally, since they suspected me of wanting to escape and did not
want to bear any of the responsibility.

I faced a dilemma. What was I to do? To go and see the
doctor by myself was no simple matter. First, walking the
camp grounds without a permit was strictly forbidden. Sec-
ond, by the time I would find the doctor’s office, which was
quite far away, it would be past the twelve o’clock closing time
of his office. Third, I was not on the sick list, thus the doctor
surely would not want to see me. After mulling it over for a
long time I decided to go to see the German doctor on my
own. I had nothing to lose. Who knows? Maybe I'd be
successful. In order to win, one had to take a chance.

I started walking, asking people for some directions, and
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without being stopped even once, I arrived at the doctor’s
office well before the noon closing hour. After giving me a
cursory examination, the doctor issued an admission card to
the municipal hospital. I was elated; I considered myself the
luckiest man alive.

I went back to work, and when a few days passed and
nothing happened, I approached the Jewish police inspector
Silberman, whom I knew from Vizhnitz.

“Since I have an official admission order, why wasn’t I
transferred to the hospital?” I asked him.

“The camp commandant has to countersign the admis-
sion order, and somehow he forgot to sign yours.”

Irecognized that something was amiss but kept quiet. For
the next few days, Silberman tried to placate me, offering me
various excuses, but I never saw the admission card again.

I had no choice but to go directly to the camp comman-
dant. It was a dangerous undertaking, but I went anyway. At
the entrance to the commandant’s office, I was stopped by a
German guard.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“I want to see the camp commandant.”

He showed me in. The commandant, a tall, heavy-set man
in an SS uniform, gave me a stern look.

“Why did you come to see me?” he asked.

I'told him about the doctor’s admission card. “Would you
please let me have it so that I can go the hospital?”

“Isigned that card a few days ago and gave it to Silberman,”
he told me.

Now I knew it was Silberman who was spoiling my
chances for success. Nevertheless, I decided not to confront
him with the facts, since it would serve no useful purpose.
Clearly, he was a thoroughly evil person.

178



THE WINTER OF 1942

I spoke with another policeman I knew from Vizhnitz, a
man named Yafek who was in charge of transporting the
patients to the city hospital. I pleaded with him to try to do
something for me to enable me to leave, and I promised him
adecentreward for his efforts. Two days later, he came to me.

“You can go today,” he said. “You’ll use the name of a
fellow who didn’t show up for his scheduled doctor’s exami-
nation.”

I did not mind doing that, as long as it would get me
outside the camp. I went to the location he indicated where
I joined a group of sick people ready to go to the camp
commandant’s office to receive their admission cards to the
hospital. Silberman was there to accompany us.

Throughout our march to the commandant’s office, he
did notsayaword, butas wereached the building housing the
office, he turned to me.

“Under no circumstances,” he said, “will I let you go
under an assumed name.”

I begged him, I implored him to let me go in, but it was
no use. Disillusioned and frustrated, I returned to work. My
second escape attempt had turned sour.
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CHAPTER 20
»

More Escape Attempts

did not give up inventing new schemes for getting

LTHOUGH MY FIRST TWO PLANS ENDED IN FAILURE, I
1 & out of this hell. I couldn’t just sit idly by and allow

myself to be swept away by the Germans’ diabolic designs;
one must try to outwit one’s enemies. It so happened that I
found out that the prisoners in the adjacent barracks were
going into town for the bath they should have had on their
arrival. Here was my opportunity!

In the morning, when everybody streamed out of the
barracks for roll-call, I hid in a corner in total disregard of the
danger of getting caught, and baruch Hashem, no one came
looking for me. Unobtrusively, I mingled with the prisoners
of the other barracks who had not gone to work because of
their scheduled trip into town. They were going to be taken
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there by truck at noon. I waited and waited. It was already well
past twelve o’clock, with no truck in sight. The day went by,
but the truck never showed up.

Again I had failed. But imagine my disappointment when
in the evening the people of my barracks returned telling me
that they were coming back from the Cracow ghetto ... where
they had been taken to have a bath! No doubt about it, this
must have been Silberman’s doing. Noticing that I had not
shown up for work, he must have read my mind and switched
the group going to the ghetto. Once again, he had gotten the
better of me.

Still, I was not ready to concede defeat. I continued to
concoct plans, waiting for the right opportunity, which was
not long in coming. I learned that a certain group of Jewish
workers was trucked from the ghetto into our camp each day
and returned in the evening. Evidently, the Germans did this
to save food and sleeping space.

“Since the guards at the gate know these workers,” my
informant added, “they don’t check them at all.”

That was all I needed to hear. If I would join this group,
no one would notice me. Here was my ticket to freedom.
“Silberman, this time I'm going to outsmart you!” I said to
myself, half aloud. “This time you won’t clip my wings.”

It was the day before Hoshannah Rabbah.

That evening, I boarded the truck, blending in among the
returning workers. My heart beatin joyous anticipation. Only
thirty minutes more and my troubles would be over.

Sad to say, my joy was premature. Silberman must have
gotten wind of my plan. When the truck reached the gate,
instead of being waved through as usual, it was stopped.
Looking outside, I saw a group of unfamiliar Germans. I
found out later that they were the officers in the camp
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administration. My heart sank. Now I've had it, I thought.

Soon, I heard the familiar German command, “Alle
herunter! Everyone, get out!”

Those with papers proving that they were living in the
Cracow ghetto were lined up on the right, those without
papers to the left. Apparently, there were others who had the
same idea I had. The documented workers were released and
continued on to the ghetto, while the rest were interrogated.
Each man had a different excuse.

“My shoes needed repair.”

“I wanted to take my clothes to the laundry.”

And so forth.

While the Germans were busy questioning people, I
sneaked away toward the camp. Unfortunately, one of the
Germans noticed me in the distance and came chasing after
me.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he shouted furiously
as he grabbed me.

“I forgot my identification card proving that I live in the
ghetto,” I answered defensively. “I just went to get it.”

The German, seeing through my transparent lie, gave me
a ringing slap in the face and dragged me back to the
interrogation, where we were told to present ourselves at the
office of the camp commandant the next morning at eight
o’clock.

Needless to say, I did not sleep a wink that night. Promptly
at eight, we were all assembled in front of the commandant’s
building where we had been taken under the supervision of
Jewish guards led by Silberman. Silberman reported to the
commandant that he was bringing in twelve attempted escap-
ees. Two Polish guards in black uniforms emerged, guns
strapped to their belts. One positioned himself in front of us,
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the other behind us. Then the commandant himself ap-
peared.

With a quick wave of his thumb, he gave the command,
“March!”

We followed the Polish guards, with the commandant
trailing behind us on his bicycle. Panic-stricken, we whis-
pered to each other, “They’re going to shoot us. We’ve had
it.”
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