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Dtlwanla 



Dear Xeader: 

Gtve me vour hand and 1 w!/I take vou on a bittersweet four· 

nev. 

You w!/I meet lilv. a vounq Jewish qlrl born In 171/na. 'Poland. 

where she spends her happv childhood with her carlnq parents. 

David and Guta. her vounqer sister, Xachel. her devoted nannv. 

171kcia. and the smartest doq in the world. Xex. 

You w!/I see the pink bubble of happiness burst when her dear· 

est mother passes awav and shortlv thereafter. on September 1. 

1939. Germanv invades 'Poland. 

lilv's life turns into an incomprehensible nlqhtmare as she Is 

wrenched from the protected world of a carefree schoo/qlr/ and 

tossed Into the realm of a subhuman, with no rlqht to exist. 

You w!/I share her struqq/e to survive. and to keep her onlv 

sister alive. 

You w!/I take part in an odvssev in which the passinq of each 

dav feels like a vear. for when vou are cold. hunqrv. and afraid. 

with no foreseeable end to it. everv minute becomes an eternitv . 

.And finallv. their familv s/auqhtered and the war at an end, 

vou w!/I hear ltlv and Xachel ask. "What do we do now!" 

left with onlv their shattered lives. and the tattered clothes 

on their backs. vou too will ask, "Where will they qo! }{ow can 

they ever beqin aqaln!" 

The answers are to be found bv turninq paqe after paqe. 

which 1 cordiallv invite vou to do ... 

lllY M.A:R..GUlES 

J?_tverdale. New York 

1999 





1 
Listen~ Alv Dear C/aJldren ... 

17te followinq is an excerpt from a presentatio_n I often qive to stu· 

dents at neiqhborhood schools in New York ... 

Good morninq. class. Mv name is Liiv .iUalur .iUarqules. 

I am a potential qrandmother. a retired X-Xav and Xadiotherapv 

Technoloqist. and a }folocaust survivor. It is as a J{olocaust survivor 

that I have come here to tell vou mv storv. 

first. let me ask ifvou know the meaninq of the word "J{olocaust." It 

is a composite of two Greek words: "holos" meaninq "whole." as in total or 

complete. and "kaustos." which means "destruction bv burninq." J{olocaust 

means total destruction. 

Vou see before vou now a survivor of total destruction. not bv heroism. 

but bv the fickle finqer of fate. bv pure chance and coincidence. a sur· 

vivor. 

17te famous ./f.merican writer . .iUarqaret Mitchell. in her saqa of the 
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Old South and Civil War. "Gone Wtth The Wtnd" wrote: "A civt//z:.atlon, 

qone with the wind." Standtnq here before vou. 1 wtll take the //berf!f to 

paraphrase bv savtnq: 17te whole of European Jewrv. with Its vibrant cul­

ture. was suddenlv qone with the wind. durtnq the Naz:.! era. 

1 don't think even the most famous Pu//tz:.er Prtz:.e wlnnlnq novelist. elo­

quent speaker. qtfted poet. painter. or composer could properlv describe 

the humiliation. the deqradatton. the dehumanization. the bitter cold and 

hunqer experienced bv those who perished and those who bv some miracle 

survived the J{olocaust. 

It beqan in the earlv J930s. and ended in 1945 with the a/I-out vlcto­

rv of the Allied forces In Europe at the end of World War 11. 

It started after the Treatv of'Versal/les when an lqnoramus, a dema­

qoque from Austria. without scruples or conscience. seiz:.ed political power 

in a morallv decadent. politicallv defeated and economlcallv weak 

Germanv. Jn the native land of Beethoven. Bach and Goethe. this hate 

monger went lookinq for a scapegoat. a sacrificial lamb. and found It In 

European Jewrv. 

As the world stood silent. he and hts po//tlcallv opportunistic cronies 

concocted a diabolical "master plan" to eradicate from this earth an 

entire race. Onlv the pure Arvans. the people with white skin. blue eves. 

blond hair and the riqht siz:.e nose. had the rlqht to live. 

I look at vour eaqer and shininq vounq faces. and 1 must make a con­

fession. Belnq a verv private person, It Is not easv. but rather hard. for me 

to bare mv soul and dlq deep into mv memories rlqht In front ofvou. vou. 

whom I like to cal/ "mv qrandchildren." 

But 1 draw mv strenqth from a presence in this auditorium, Invisible to 

vou. but verv visible to me. It ts the presence of hundreds of thousands of 

people. millions actuallv - they are fathers. mothers. qrandparents and 

children. doctors. attorneys. pharmacists. tailors. shoemakers. teachers. 

rabbis and writers, bakers and candlestick makers - people with plans 

for the future. with talents and ambitions. with evervdav worries about 

how to support their families. how to qet better qrades. how to write 
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famous novels. and so on and so forth. 

}{ere with us are the people who were never given a chance to live out 

their lives. people who were murdered. gassed. burned. and starved tf1 

death. People who were declared "sub-humans." What did thev do! 

What crime did thev commit! 

Simplv. thev were Jews. 

Tltev were Jews born In the wrong place. at the wrong time. The wrong 

place. of course was Europe. In countries like Germanv. Poland. Jfungarv. 

and manv others. The wrong time was the Nazi era. 

These were the Innocent victims of a brute's reign of terror. and the 

world·s silence and indifference. 

Now. mv children. 1 will trv to tell vou slmplv. from mv heart. what 

happened to me when I was vour age ... 
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11 
1710V/t 

An Ancient City on tlae lJJltva 7{/ver 

.Jln old leqend tells us that one da11. man11. man1111ears aqo durlnq the 

fifteenth centurv. the qreat Lithuanian Count Gedemlnus. accompanied 

b11 his kntqhts and excited. barklnq doqs. went huntlnq In a btq. dark for­

est. 

It was a forbidden and m11sterlous place. 17te tall trees. qrowlnq 

densel11 side b11 side. did not let the sun pass throuqh. lt was dark and cool 

Inside. One could eastl11 qet lost and never come out alive. 

17tere was a small mountain with an abundance of plants and 

bushes covered with wild berries and nuts . .)l river mil of fish. especla/111 

qolden 11ellow carp. ran nearb11. its waters flowlnq slowl11. 

17tts was a huqe hunt. as the btq. dark forest was home to bears. deer. 

wolves. foxes and man11 other wild beasts. But Count Gedemlnus had onl11 

one thtnq In mind: to find and kill the klnq of them all. 17te Blq Black 

Boar. known to be the most ferocious and danqerous animal. but whose 

meat was sweet as honey and melted In 11our mouth. 

Man11 kntqhts had attempted to find him. Man11 hunts were con-
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ducted in vain. But the Big Boar was never caught. and triumphantlv 

roamed the dark forest . 

./it the beginning of todav's hunt. Count Gedeminus said to himself. 

"Todav must be the dav." and declared out loud. "Todav 1 must conquer 

the Big Beast." 

Thev hunted for hours and hours. and manv animals were successtill­

lv killed. but Count Gedeminus wasn't satisfied since none were the Big 

Black Boar. 

Then. sudden Iv. disoriented bv the noise of the barking dogs. and so 

manv hunters. the Big Beast came charging wildlv in the direction of 

Gedeminus. 

"}{ere he is!" sang his excited heart. Gedeminus aimed once ... then 

twice ... and the Blq Beast qave a loud roar and fell to the qround. 

Shouts ofvictorv sounded in the air. and a celebration beqan. Soon 

the enormous boar was skinned and put to roast over an immense pit . ./l 

lot of eatinq. drinkinq and loud slnqlnq went on. well into the eveninq . ./it 

the end. evervbodv felt sleepv and tired. Our hero !av down on the fresh 

smelling grass and fell asleep. snoring loudlv . 

./ls he !av dreaminq about his conquest. he heard a distinctive voice 

from afar. The voice commanded."Gedeminus! To celebrate vour vlctorv. 

vou will build a fort. a qreat castle. right here at the bank of this river. It 

will st av here for vears and vears to come. as a svmbol of vour victorv." 

Gedeminus woke with the taste of the delicious sweet meat on his ltps 

and gave the order for such a castle to be built. ";R_ight here on this spot. 

to proclaim mv great victorv of the Big One." ./ind so it was done. 

A fort was erected . .Afanv conquerors came and went, manv battles 

were fought. but the citv qrew. spreading to both sides of the TI/fVa Xlver. 

It was here in this ancient citv that I was born and spent mv child­

hood with its manv parks · Xatarlnka and Clelentnlk amonqst them: Its 

monuments. the Ostra Brama Cathedral. the Choral Svnaqogue on 

Z.awalna Street. the Z.akreta Meadow. the Vivo Institute. the Jewish hos· 
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pita/. the CRX and Strasz.una Libraries. the Jewish theater on W1/enska 

Street. the old. crumbling buildings on the narrow streets of the 17ilna 

Ghetto -all have a permanent place In mv memories. 

If 1 close me eves 1 can still see the old castle standlnq silent and -full 

of mvsterv on the Zamkowa Gura (the castle h/Jl) solemnlv quardlng the 

city. built bv the Great Lithuanian Count Gedemlnus manv vears ago. 

Then there Is another /eqend. this one about how Vilna came to be 

known as "The Jerusalem of Lithuania." it Is said that the little General 

from Corsica. ltalv. who crowned himself the "Emperor of .Trance." passed 

throuqh Vilna. Durlnq his triumphant march through Europe on his wav 

to conquer Xussia.Napoleon Bonaparte Is said to have arrived In Vilna 

dressed In his splendid uniform and sitting high atop a white stallion. sur­

rounded bv his huge armv. 

Tull of happiness and pride. the General spoke to the cheering crowd 

who lined up to greet him. 'Tive la .Trance!" thev shouted. "Vive le qrand 

General!" Jfe was in his glorv . 

./lfter a short distance. Napoleon came to a different section of the 

c/fV. The streets became narrow and the buildings old. Through open win­

dows. he heard voices chanting In an odd half-song. 17te crowds were 

dressed different/If. To his amazement. he saw bearded men with tired and 

pale faces. carrvlng heavv books. 11tev shouted their welcome In an 

unfamiliar language. 

"Where are we!" asked Napoleon of one of his aides. "] wl/l trv to find 

out. sir." was the a/d's replv. The aide spoke with one of the bearded voung 

men. then returned to Napoleon. "We are In the Jewish section of the clfV. 

which thev sav has manv religious schools. Young men come here from all 

over Poland and Lithuania. to studv to become rabbis. "Mon Dleu." 

exclaimed Napoleon. "We are In 'The Jerusalem of Lithuania' . ./l vlctorv. 

without firing a shot!" 

./lnd so. a great honor was bestowed upon Vilna. when Napoleon 

Bonaparte himself named It "17te Jerusalem of Lithuania." 
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111. 

1 am sure vou have heard of the ).,(1ghtv Mississippi In .America. the 

Yellow Xtver In China. the Blue Danube In Europe. or the Orange Xtver 

In South .Africa. Now let me tell vou about mv river ... 

17te majestic 171/iva Xtver in Poland runs through mv native ci(!f. 

171/na. dividing It into two parts. lfvou want to go from one to the other. 

vou will find vourself on the "Z.ielonv Most" (Green Bridge). an old pic­

turesque structure with a beautiful view of both sides. 

Tve had a special fascination and kinship with the Xtver 171//va 

since mv earlv childhood. Even todav. after so manv vears In New York. 

when 1 look out mv window at where the }far/em and J(udson Xtvers 

meet. 1 immediatelv remember mv happv and carefree davs on the beach­

es and in the s/owlv flowing waters of the 171//va. I look down and have 

to smile. so manv memories come back to me. }{ere are just some ... 

Jn the late spring. on the precipice of summer. there was a lot of excite­

ment in our home on Pl/sudcklego 38 Street. Decisions had to be made. 
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Where would we rent a summer cottage this vear! What new clothes 

would we get! What needed to be mended! There was a lot of planning. 

preparation and. of course. packing. 

Then one dav. earlv in the mornlnq. a horse driven wagon would come 

to our back vard and the driver would come to the service door. ring the 

be//, and announce to mv mother with great solemnitv. "Mrs. Dentist. I am 

here to serve vou:· 

first. the driver and his horse had to be fed. and qlven something to 

drink. Then began the loading of the wagon. When It was finished. the 

driver alwavs promised Mother to take good care of our belonqlnqs. and 

off he went to deliver them to our summer cottage. 

Mv sister. :R..achel and 1. then six and ten vears old. as well as our 

nanny. l7ikcia. and :R..ex. a prominent member of our family and verv 

excited doq. had to get readv to leave. 

We went each summer from the hot citv to the fresh air of the coun­

tryside. Mother and Tather staved behind. 

"Thev have to work:· It was quietlv explained to us. /f.nd so came good­

bve kisses and tears. and promises to listen to l7ikcia and behave. "See vou 

on Thursday.'' Mother assured us. and so It was. 

Loaded with packages full of goodies. Mother would arrive everv 

Thursday evening to spend fridav. her dav off. with her qirls. We would 

count the davs before her arrival. Tather would come Saturdav nlqhts. as 

his dav off was Sund av. 

On our first dav In the countrv. right after breakfast. a picnic basket 

was packed and l7ikcia. :R..achel. :R..ex and I would start our walk to the 

beach dressed in our new swimming suits and Panama hats. 

It was quite an adventure. 

Close vour eves and imagine a narrow countrv road with bushes of 

wild roses. raspberries. blackberries. and nuts growing all around. It took 

us through green meadows. fields covered with rows and rows of qolden 

wheat. rve. barlev. and green alfalfa. You had to admire the slqht of 

enormous. red poppies and dark. blue cornflowers qrowing between them. 
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We walked past small farm houses painted white with red roofs. quiet 

pastures with lazilv grazing black and white cows. Sometimes a deer or 

rabbit would scurrv between the bushes . 

.A small stream ran nearbv. You would bend and drink thirstilv the 

cold. crvstal clear water. and never forqet Its taste. 

We had two favorite stops. One was a beautiful lake covered with 

white water lilies - a feast for the eves - and the other was a strawber­

rv farm - a feast for the palate. 

The farm's owner was a local fellow who had emiqrated to .America 

then returned brtnqtng back seed//nqs of a special kind of berrv. large In 

size. //qht pink and white on top. juicy and sweet. J{e called it "pineapple­

strawberrv." 

When vou came upon the farm. vou saw rows and rows of berrv 

plants. Some were covered with white flowers. others were full of luscious 

fruit . We would pick them ourselves. puttlnq more In our mouths than In 

our baskets. Thev were just delicious. We paid the farmer's wife and had 

a short walk to our destination: the beach. 

We would jump Into the cold r/TJer. swtmmlnq and fro//ckinq. Tatthful 

and forever our quardtan. Xex would set about barktnq and runnlnq 

alonq the shore. "Stav near the beach." ordered our nannv. "Don't qo in 

too deep." she would sav In her stern voice. She. herself. was frtqhtened of 

the la/Iva and would never qo near It if she could possiblv help it. She sat 

In the cool shadow of a nearbv tree and busted herself preparing our 

lunch. 

I would jump out from the river and brinq lake/a mv small pail full of 

water to wash her hands and face. On a verv hot dav. after our lonq walk 

from the cottaqe to the beach. she would come to the water's edqe and lift 

her lonq skirt just enouqh to step into the coo/ water and wet her feet. 

Our dear nannv was happiest when our mother or father came from 

the clf!f and took us to the beach. Tull of gratitude. she spent the dav In 

the kitchen cooklnq. baktnq. maklnq preserves and slnqlnq sad Polish bal­

lads In a loud voice. 
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.Xex was never allowed In the dtntnq room durtnq meals, but would 

sneak In stealthtlv . .Xachel and 1 would s/tp htm the best morsels. }f e was 

so smart. Mv parents mav have been on to us, but they never said a word. 

Now let me tell vou about the part of the Viltva that runs alonq the 

Volokumpla Beach. It was a beautiful and verv busv river. On our side the 

beach was covered with liqht. vellow sand that looked white In the sun, 

and surrounded bv trees and bushes full of birds, bees and all kinds of 

frtendlv Insects. 

On the opposite side of the river was a htqh embankment covered with 

all kinds of greenery. There were weeping willows, tall white birches and 

red maples. On a calm dav when there was no wind and the water stood 

still and undisturbed. vou could see the reflections of the trees and water 

plants rtqht on the surface. It was trulv a maqntftcent stqht. 

The Vi/Iva was busv In the sprtnq, summer. and fall. There was a ferry 

boat hufftnq and pufftnq slowlv up and down the stream. The ferrv made 

huqe waves In the water, shutt//nq passenqers back and forth, stopplnq at 

./f.ntokol. 1'ospleshkJ(. 17olokumpe and VerkJ(. 

Enormous barqes loaded with qoods travelled alonq the center of the 

Vi/Iva. tncludtnq a multitude of tree loqs transported from nearbv forests 

to the c/f!f. 

One could see manv boats and kavaks full of muscle-bound vounq­

sters, sai//nq, sinqinq, and enJovtnq the river. Some of them were members 

of the Maccabi Sports Club, a Jewish club located riqht on the VillJ(a. 

People were ftshtnq, swtmmtnq. and havtnq a qreat time. 

1 don't remember when 1 first learned how to swim. It Just seems /Ike 

somethtnq 1 have alwavs known how to do. and It's one of the sports I love 

best. 1 think mv father. an excellent swimmer himself, must have tauqht me 

as an Infant. When 1 qot older, mv btqqest pleasure was swtmminq with 

htm near enouqh to the ferrv boat to catch Its btq waves. When the cap· 

ta/n's horn would sound. announclnq her arrival at Volokumple, we were 

rtqht there. 
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Xachel was not allowed to swim with us. f'ather said she was too 

voung. "Mavbe next vear when vou can finish eating all vour spinach." he 

would tease her good-naturedlv. Xex was assigned to stav behind and 

guard her. Thev sat on the beach. keepinq watch over Daddv and me. 

Ours was a /onq and harsh winter durinq which the Viliva rested. 

frozen. She stood still and silent. covered with white snow and a thick 

/aver of ice. You could walk or ride or slide from one side to the other. but 

it was danqerous. Sometimes the ice would qet soft in one place and peo· 

pie would fall in. Tltere was a whisper about drowning. We were strict/If 

forbidden to skate on the ice. and with all the stories we heard about 

fallinq in and drowninq. we never dared. 

Both banks covered with white snow. standinq immobile. the lltliva 

looked like an enchanted forest chiseled bv Mother Nature. It was a pie· 

ture out of a fairv tale. Then. in the earlv sprinq when the sun started to 

shine. the ice broke. The river woke from its lonq sleep. and huqe chunks of 

Ice started to float downstream. 

The new cvcle beqan. and the lltl!va came to life once more. 

When I was attendinq school. mv classmates and] would often come 

to see our river. It was a lonq walk from where we lived but we loved everv 

moment of it. We coined the phrase. ")Va Schlonderke" which meant. "Cet's 

qo down to the lltl!va." Once there. we would pl av ball. run around. or just 

sit and look at the river and tell tales about pirates and boats full of 

treasures. lost sailors looklnq for sinqlnq mermaids lvinq on sunnv rocks 

bv the warm waters. and more. 

Oh. we lived in a qo/den. dreamv world. and the beautiful. majestic 

lltliva plaved such an important role. 
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As a child. 1 was enchanted bv the beautiful stories told us bv mv 

mother durinq lonq winter eveninqs. As the snow fell outside. mv sister 

and 1 were cozv in our warm room. hanqtnq on our mothers every word. 

She told us tales of distant. unknown lands. of enchanted forests and 

maqlc sorcerers. of princes and valiant kntqhts. and bad wolves. and 

slick. craftv foxes. 

The best part was alwavs just before we went to bed. when mother 

would spin tales about people we knew. tales about our famtlv. }{ere is 

one of them: 

.Mv paternal qrandparents. Eber-Leib and ;R_achel 

.Mazur. lived their entire lives in Poland. In a small town 

called Sokolka. a "shtet/" (V!ddtsh meantnq "vtllaqe") near 

Bialvstock. llerv reliqtous. but poor. thev had a hard time 

makinq ends meet. 

Grandpa Eber-Leib was a sturdtlv built fellow ofmedi-
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}v{emorles. }v{emorles .... 

um height with a long black beard. Earlv everv morning, he 

would go to prav at Sokolka's tinv svnagogue. and spend 

most of the dav there studving the Talmud. the ;tlishna. the 

Gemora. or enJoving his greatest pleasure. discussing and 

arguing with the rabbi himself the meaning of a paragraph 

or a sentence from one of the scholarlv books. 

Grandma :R..achel was a s//ghtlv built woman and the 

breadwinner of the famllv. J'rom morning till night. she was 

busv in her small grocerv store. There was no cash business. 

credit was the magic word. A heavv. black ledger book /av 

on the counter filled with all the details of who bouqht 

what and how much thev owed. Sometimes a customer 

would call In the middle of the nlqht and Grandma 

;R..achel would open the store to sell a candle and mavbe a 

pack of matches. 

Natura/Iv. being an obedient wife. Grandma :R..achel 

bore a child vear after vear. Wtth everv child there was Jov 

and happiness. and candles were sent to the svnagogue. 

but each child died In Infancy. Eber-Cetb would sav morose­

lv. "This Is the wl/l of Almtghtv God" and ;R..achel. crvtng 

Inside. would sit sl/entlv with her eves red and her head 

down. 

This went on for twelve long vears until one dav little 

Grandma :R..achel rebelled bv taking matters Into her own 

hands. first she closed up the store. then she sent a bov to 

bring Grandpa home from the svnagogue. She put on her 

ho//dav dress. fetched the fattest chicken with white feath· 

ers. prepared some provisions. and when Grandpa arrived. 

no doubt concerned and surprised. she told him to put on 

his best suit .and saddle the horse and bugqv. ln her firmest 

voice. she announced. "We are going to the rabbi. The sage 

wl/l give us advice on what to do and our home wl/l be full 
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of children." 

.After a lonq ride thev came to their destination. 17te 

rabbi's modest house was full of visitors. Everyone brouqht 

a qift which was readilv accepted bv the rabbi's wife. 

When. after a lonq wait. it was Grandma ;R_ache/'s 

turn. she fell at the feet of the rabbi. sobbinq so hard she 

couldn't utter a word. }fe qentlv asked her to qet up and 

take a seat in one of the old. squeaky chairs. She composed 

herself and slowlv started to tell him about the misfortune 

that had befallen her life and home. 

listeninq patientlv until Grandma ;R_achel was 

throuqh. the rabbi finallv looked straiqht into her eves and 

said. "Mv qood woman. vou will return home now. and 

soon vou will have a newborn child. But vou must dress the 

child onlv in white. Evervthinq white. even shoes and socks. 

Pure. white linen clothes. Onlv white." 

The rabbi instructed that this must continue until the 

child himself asks "Mama. whv am 1 dressed differentlv 

than all the other children! Whv am 1 alwavs in white!" 

"This will be the siqn." he explained. "17ten it will be time to 

burn the white clothes. and beqin dressinq the child like all 

the others." 

On their wav home. Eber-Ceib and :Xachel felt their 

hope renewed. 17tev did what thev were told to do and sure 

enouqh. their familv qrew. 

first born was Ethel . .As a vounq woman. Ethel emi­

qrated to the United States and married a man named 

Sam Gurewitz. This new branch of the familv Mazur­

Gurewitz made their home in Minneapolis. Minnesota. 

then settled in Tucson. .Arizona. 

The second child was also a qirl. 1 don't remember her 

name. but she spent her life In Sokolka. taklnq care of her 
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parents. where she also married and had a son. mv cousin. 

Jfacke/. Jn 1930. Jfackel would emlqrate to Buenos Aires. 

Arqentina. 

Third born to mv qrandparents was mv father. David. 

Last born was mv uncle. Isaac. who would be the first 

to emiqrate to Buenos Aires. and who not onlv became mv 

cousin Jfacke/'s benefactor. but Xache/'s and mine in our 

hour of need. when we were left to pick up the pieces of our 

lives after the Nazi war. 

Not lonq after the birth of her last child. Grandma 

Xachel became very sick. She spent most of her days lyinq 

in bed. couqhinq. But everv fridav. without fail. she sent a 

few candles to the svnaqoque. 

Whenever her friends or old customers would come to 

see her. to tell her the latest qossip from the shtetl. or brinq 

her somethinq warm to eat. she would tell them aqaln and 

aqaln about her journey to the saqe. the miracle that fol­

lowed. the four robust. happy children that were born, and 

her plans for their prosperous futures. 
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17. 
Gur?t arxow1cz. M?tZV.X, uos 

Mv Beautiful Mom ... 

Guta Cipkowicz ;tfaz.ur. DDS. was a beautiful woman, inside as well 

as outside. She was a true /adv whose quiet diqnitv. serenitv. and inborn 

e/eqance permeated her beinq and made her seem much taller than her 5 

foot 3 inches. 

Not onlv was she a consummate professional. but a liberated woman 

lonq before it became fashionable. Mv mother attained her place in soci­

etv with such qrace that not onlv was she not threateninq to her male 

counterparts. but trulv respected and admired . 

.And no matter how busv she was or how full her dav was. she alwavs 

had time to share with her dauqhters. especiallv me, the eldest. 1 would 

accompanv her on her dailv errands each morninq before she went to her 

office. which was located in the front portion of our home. It was a qreat 

Jov for me Just to walk beside her. This was a woman who never left the 

house without matchinq hat. shoes. handbaq and, of course. q/oves. 
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Stranqers tipped their hats. qave her admirlnq q/ances. and comp//· 

mented her with statements like. "Mv fair princess" or. "Oh. mv beautiful 

doll!" Since it was bad manners to pav anv attention. mother would lower 

her head with a small. sweet smile on her face. Lon the other hand. would 

hold mv head hiqh and strut like a peacock. and she would reprimand mv 

nauqhtv behavior. She used to sav "Jn summertime.Just before the harvest 

one mtqht walk alonq a field of qo/den rve and see stalks movinq In the 

wind. Some are tall. proud. and look stratqht up to the skv while others 

bend down due to the load thev bear. The ones /ooklnq up are empf!f. use· 

less. their kernels scattered about the qround. The ones that are bent are 

full and useful for baktnq bread. feedlnq hunqrv children. Don't be an 

empf!f head vourself mv dear girl." 

Mv mother passed awav at a vounq aqe. but her /eqacv lives on in mv 

sister and me. She tauqht us qood manners. personal responslbl/if!f. com· 

passion for our fellow man and charlf!f. 

Jn the tradition of our Jewish faith. she kept charitlj boxes which were 

prominentlv displaved in our dininq room. 1 can still see the small. blue 

box inscribed "Xeren Chakajemeth." which was a J(ebrew orqaniz:.ation 

whose purpose was to buv land In Palestine. and another box Inscribed 

"Mischmeret J(ollm." a Jewish hospital on XtJowska Street. Everv fitdav 

when ;R_.achel and 1 qot our allowances. we would push a few coins 

throuqh the small openlnq on top of each box. and then shake them to 

hear how much was Inside. 

Mom was also a dedicated contributor to a charlf!f called "Colonv 

Toz:.." "Towarz:.vstwo Obronv Z.drovla." In Polish. meaninq "Society for 

Protection of }{ea/th." It was a summer camp at which underprivl/eqed 

Jewish children spent two weeks In the countrvstde In a place called 

Pospiesz:.kl. far from the hot clf!f. 

Mom would sav to us In the quietest voice "You are luck!/. mv child. 

You must share with the children who live In damp basement apartments 

and who qo to bed hunqrv. Thev especlallv need to feel the sun on their 

faces and plav on the open. qreen qrass and know what Its like to have 
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enough food to eat. 

1 would listen and give her a few extra coins. 

One summer when my family and 1 were vacationing In 'Pospleszkl. J 

heard this song being sung by a group of youngsters on their wav to 

ColonvToz ... 

'XOCONJE TOZ. SONG" 
In Vfddlsh/f.nqllsh 

Un vu blste qevewn. un vu blste qevezun 

Techterul majn qetraje. techterul majn qetraje 

Jn Xolonle Toz ojf dem qrlnem qros 

Mame. es Is qevezun a mehaje 

Un vos hoste qeqesun. un vos hoste qeqesun 

Techterul majn qetraje. techterul ma}n qetra}e 

Xakao brolt mlt putter. a frlsztlk a qutter 

Mame. es Is qevezum a meha}e 

Where have vou been. where have vou been 

Mv dear dauqhter, so qood and nice! 

.At summer camp Toz 

Tull of flowers and qreen qrass 

Mommv. thev sent me to a real paradise. 

What have vou eaten. what have vou eaten 

Mv dear dauqhter. so qood and nice! 

;r mil qlass of cocoa. with bread and butter 

Tor a qood breakfast. who needs anvthlnq better! 

Mommv. thev sent me to a real paradise. 
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Mv mother was born and raised in Vilna In an upper-middle class 

famllv. }fer father. Nahum Llpkowlcz.. was a tall. distinguished gentle­

man with a white beard and an ever-present. eleqant walklnq cane. }fer 

mother. lea llpkowlcz.. was a handsome /adv with prematurelv whlte-qrev 

hair. a porcelain complexion. and a gentle smile. The two were a great 

looking pair . .Although thev passed awav before we. their grandchildren. 

were born. thev had a tremendous presence In our home. Their memories 

were kept verv much altve with lots of photoqraphs and stories told over 

and over again. 

Grandfather Nahum and Grandma Lea had six children. Including 

mv mother: two sons and four dauqhters. 

Grandpa was an emancipated Individual who lnstllJed In his children 

the quest for higher education and the Jove of fine art. theater. and music. 

Jfe used to sav ",;{man who can't enjov a qood plav or a fine picture Is 

half.blind and hard of hearlnq. 1 pltv him." J{e was a strict dlsclpltnarl· 

an who never raised his voice. but ruled with an Iron fist. Manv times 

Grandma Cea served as buffer between Grandfather Nahum and anv of 

the children who had the temerltv to misbehave. ,;{ qracefUJ /adv. 

Grandma Cea ran her house with efflclencv and love. "Children must be 

seen. not heard." was Indeed her motto. but there was deep caring and 

respect. 

Marsha. the first-born. was a rebel who didn't l!ke to studv and who. 

being verv prettv. married at fifteen . ,;{ short time after her marrlaqe. she 

and her husband emlqrated to America. Grandfather was verv disap· 

pointed and so the mention of Marsha's name was forbidden In his pres· 

ence. She was the "black sheep" of the famllv. ,;fnd although she and mv 

grandmother often wrote one another. Grandma had to read Marsha's 

letters In secrecv and after she passed awav the letters stopped comlnq 

and the contact was lost. 

Then came Joseph. the eldest son. who tried to heal the wound bv being 

qood. }f e qraduated from the unlversltv with a deqree in journalism. mar· 

rled a verv eleqant qlrl. lltera. settled down In Xovno. and became the edl-
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tor of a daib; Jewish newspaper. Joseph and nera had no children but 

nera was an intellectual and kept busv entertaininq the local literary 

lions who enjoved qatherinq in her salon to discuss universal issues. 

The third born was Solomon. who became a dentist. But rather than 

open an office, after qraduatinq from the university, Solomon beqan his 

own enterprise sellinq dental office equipment and products, backed bv 

Grandfather Nahum . .As it happened. Solomon's wife was very jealous of 

his close ties to his fami/1:1. particularlv his sisters, so we rarelv saw her and 

hence 1 have almost no memorv of her. But Mother and Solomon kept in 

close contact. especiallv since she followed in his footsteps to become a 

dentist herself. 

She alwavs took me alonq when she went to purchase supplies from 

him for her practice. Jfe was invariablv deliqhted to see us and alwavs 

kept a sweet treat just for me. "You are rulninq her teeth." Mother would 

reprimand him. "You of all people should know better." But he would just 

qive me a wink, reach in his pocket. and out would come another piece of 

chocolate or a candv. 1 loved mv "Dziadzia Solomon" as 1 used to call 

him and will alwavs remember our visits. 

The fourth child to come was Esther. a radiant, happv·qo-luckv qlrl 

who was swept off her feet bv a vounq businessman. .Abrasha Levin . 

.Abrasha was from a qood familv. and a nice and decent quv. so 

Grandfather Nahum qave him permission to court Esther. It wasn't /onq 

before .Abrasha asked for Esther's hand in marriaqe and althouqh 

Grandfather's consent was qiven somewhat reluctantlv. he did qive them 

a traditional biq weddinq. A son. Osia, was born. and then a dauqhter, 

Cl/a, but Grandfather Nahum and Grandma Cea would not live to see It. 

Next came Sonia. a tall, prettv qlrl with thick. auburn hair and a 

porcelain complexion like her mother. She was a friendlv and popular qlr/ 

who had manv admirers. Sonia attended University to become a 

reqistered nurse and midwife. and there she met a vounq revolutionary 

leader with whom she fell madlv In love. Sonia became active in the orqan· 

lzatlon. attendinq meetlnqs and often neq/ectinq her studies. 
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Grandfather was not aware of the romance. 

Then. earlv one morning. Sonia left the house on her wav to school and 

there behind a tree. her bovfrtend was htdtng. }f e was agitated. "I need 

vour help." he said. "I have been given a secret and important mission to 

transport confiscated jewelrv from llilna to Berltn. sell It. and bring back 

the money . .And I must go todav." }f e went on to explain that the funds 

were badlv needed to support their cause. and he needed Sonia to pose as 

his wife in order to avoid spies Naive girl that she was. and so much in 

love. Sonia said ves without thinking. Thev decided to leave that evening 

right after their classes. Sonia ran to mv mother, swore her to secrecy, told 

her about the adventure. and gave her an address In Berlin. "I have to do 

It. It's verv Important." cried Sonia. and her poor sister Guta dtdn't have 

the heart to refuse. 

The evening came and the familv gathered at the big dining room 

table for supper and to share the events of the dav. But, of course, Sonia 

was missing. and Grandfather began to get impatient. "Where is Sonia! 

Whv Is she so late!" he asked. 

"She's spending the night with her friend Ola, to studv for tomorrow's 

exam," whispered mv mother. her knees shaking wt/div under the table. " 

She did not ask mv permission," thundered Grandfather. "Did she ask 

vours. lea!" he petitioned Grandma. 

"No." she said, looking straight at mv mother. 

Thev ate their food in silence . .After dinner. mv frightened mother was 

called to Grandfather's office. It did not take him long to find out the 

truth . .And just as qulcklv, he got Into a horse-driven carriage and rode to 

the railwav station where he boarded a train for Berlin. }fe found the two 

love birds at an organization meeting. Without a word, he grabbed 

Sonia's arm and dragged her back to the train. 

No one knows what thev discussed on the ride home, but she never 

again spoke of her bovfriend. nor did she speak to him. Likewise, he was 

strictlv forbidden to call on her. Grandfather was heard muttering under 

his breath. "free love. over mv dead bodv." 
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When Grandma lea saw Sonia's swollen red eves. she made a strong 

cup of tea sweetened with her favorite cherrv preserves. and put her to bed. 

No questions asked. 

Sonia went on to have manv beaus. but never got married. She finished 

school and became Involved In her profession. }{er sisters worried about 

her. "She will be an old maid. We have qot to do somethinq." thev whis­

pered. Thev introduced her to manv anxious and wtllinq candidates but 

she couldn't forget her first true love. 

Then. in her late thirties. Sonia went on a blind date and met Josef 

Perski. J[e was tall, blond. blue-eved. and well-off from buving and selltng 

forests. which was a common real estate venture In our citv. The sparks 

ignited and after a short courtship. Josef and Sonia were married. Their 

wedding took place at our house. and mv cousin lila and ] were flower 

qir/s. There was nothing but happiness in the air. 

last to be born to Nahum and lea was mv mom. Guta. who was the 

apple of Grandfathers eve. She was a serious student. Interested In the 

world around her. so Grandfather Nahum was elated when Guta asked 

permission to attend the universitv and studv dentistrv. Uncle Solomon 

was to be the chaperon. as there was so much going on at the universltv 

and these were turbulent times. 

Guta was not allowed out alone. but fate had something planned for 

her. She soon met another student. a friend of Solomon's. who studied 

pharmacoloqv. }{is name was David Mazur . .A romance between them 

began to blossom . .As Instructed bv Solomon. mv father went to mv grand­

father for permission to court mv mom. 

"J[e is a poor bov." lamented Grandfather "J[e wt// not be able to sup­

port her in stvle. " 

J[e is a good bov. and studious. J{e has a future." Intervened 

Grandma lea. To evervone's delight. mv father became friends with his 

future father-in-law. Despite different backqrounds. thev found common 

ground on the subject of politics. 

Sadlv. neither of mv grandparent's lived to attend mv parents wed-
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ding. or see their children born. But 1 was named Liiv after Grandma Lea, 

whom 1 came to know so verv well bv listening to the fam!lv stories. 

Whenever 1 think of mv mother. I immedtatelv see her attending 

patients in her office. I cannot remember her otherwise. Over time, she 

established a fine reputation and her cllentele grew. 

On the front door to her office was a sign which read: 

It means: 

Lekarz-Dentlsta Llpkowlcz Mazur 

Sztuczne Z.ebv na Z.locle I Xauczuku 

Ltpkowtcz. Mazur DDS 

Gold and Porcelain Dentures Made 

I would come home from school In the afternoon and the front of our 

propertv was littered with horse-drlTlen carriages attended bv drlTlers wait­

ing for the wealthv Polish landowners that were Mama's patients. 17te 

waiting room was alwavs packed with well-dressed people who often trav­

eled long distances to see her. Thev had such confidence In her abilities 

that thev didn't seem to mind. 

Thev said things like. "She has such a light touch. One, two, three and 

the whole tooth Is out." Tall. huskv men would bend to kiss her hand before 

coming Into her office. Thev brought gifts of flower bouquets, buckets of 

fresh strawberries, radishes, scallions. and ripe, red tomatoes. 

Yet. those who were not well-to-do, the Impoverished from 

Novogrodcka and XIJowska Street. thev too were welcome. lfvou had a 

toothache. even in the middle of the night. vou had onlv to ring the office 

bell. J<-egardless of vour status. the door would be opened and mv mother, 

the beloved dentist, would come In her white coat, readv to help. She never 

presented a bill. It was pav as vou can, and if vou could not, that was fine 

too, with no questions asked. 

I never knew the specific details of mv Mother's professional gen­

erosltv. "Good deeds are done. not talked about" was her policy. During 
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the Naz.I era. even In death. mv mother was able to look after me -1 met 

manv of her former patients who told me about her good heart and com­

passion. and who tried to return mv mother's kindness bv helping her chil­

dren. Everv cold potato or slice of old. hard bread given furtivelv made It 

possible for us to survive. 

Jn the spring of 1939 a tragedv began for mv famtlv. Mom. who never 

spent a dav In bed. suddenlv became verv ill. Pale and worried. mv father 

took her from one doctor to another. seeking help and unwtlltng to accept 

the prognosis. 

ftnallv. a professor at the unlverslf'lj hospital and a renowned spe­

cialist performed exploratorv surgerv on mv poor mom . .Afterward. he 

called mv father to his private office and said. 'Young man. vour wife has 

onlv a few short months to live. There Is nothing 1 or anvone can do for 

her. What she has has spread all over her bodv. You must be strong for 

her. and vour children." 

.And so began the end of mv mother's life. with visits to the hospital. 

cobalt treatments. and patnktllers. Mv .Aunt Sonia. bv then a registered 

nurse. converted Mom's waiting room Into a giant. sunnv hospital room 

with lots of plants and flowers . .A large bed stood In the center. and there 

Mother /av. her skin more pale than the white pl/lowcase. but alwavs with 

a smile. lest she should sadden the children . 

.After the treatments. she recovered rather nlcelv. and Insisted upon 

returning to her practice. The specialist told Tather to let her do as she 

pleased. "She has fooled us all. and ts living on borrowed time." he said. 

The entire house came to life with the office bell ringing and the waiting 

room once again filled with patients. But after a short time. she relapsed . 

.And this time. her tllness was worse. 

Unwl/ltng to entrust Mother to strangers . .Aunt Sonia took a leave of 

absence from her work In order to personallv care for her beloved sister . 

.Again the waiting room was converted. Mom staved In bed. gentlv sedat­

ed. We were given permission to visit her when she was awake. Our dear. 

sweet. /oval. protective dog. :R..ex. took a permanent post at the foot of the 
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bed. where he qaz.ed lovtnqlv at Mom's ashen face. 17te front doorbell had 

to be disconnected. and evervthtnq possible was done to qlve mv mother 

comfort and strenqth to ftqht for her //fe. 

Earlv in the morninq on 17tursdav the 24th of Mav. 1939, Guta 

Lipkowicz Mazur, DDS, passed awav. We were devastated, especiallv 

mv father, whom 1 saw crv for the first and onlv time In hts adult //fe. 1 

could not understand whv the sun was still shinlnq, //lacs in till/ bloom, 

the birds sinqtnq, and mv mother was qone. 

1 shall alwavs honor and trv to uphold the leqacv she left behind. 

There is one sad, ironic consolation to mv mother's death. 17tat is that 

she did not have to endure the sufferinq of the J[olocaust, nor witness her 

loved ones being slaughtered . .A.II the dear people of whom 1 write, were 

eradicated from the face of the earth durtnq the darkest davs In Jewish hls­

torv, In human hlstorv - 17te J[olocaust. 

Of mv mother's fami/v, :Xachel and 1 are all who survive. Time pass­

es but we alwavs remember those who were lost. We will never forqet them, 

nor stop savinq their names and tellinq their stories. 
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Ill 2/0I062 

APMiDH.Aii CIIPA.B1\A. 

B AOXyMeHT&4hHWX MaTepHaaax UeHTpaahHoro rocyAapcTBeB­

uoro apXllB8 IKTOBCKOl ~CP HMe»TCH CBe.J;eHKH 0 TOM,qTO JlHITKOBHq 
MA3YP fyTa /fMTa/,Aoqh HoxHua,ypozeuxa ropoAa BKAhK»ca,B I913 
roAy oxoaqaaa MeAanaucxaA ~xyahTeT HunepaTopcxoro BapmaBo­
xoro yHHBepcKTeTa H 26 oxTa6pa 1913 roAa e~ 6wio npacaoeao 
3B&HKe ay6aoro Bpaqa. 

6 ceaTa6pa 1967 ro.1;a 
fopo.1; ButhHJX:. 

T1te Central federal .kchlves t7f' tlie (.Jthuanlan ,1(..epubllc have documents stating 
that Guta (.Jpk01Vlcz·J.lar.ur, daughter t7f'Nalwm (.Jpk01Vlcz.. was born In litlna and 
on October l6, 1913, graduated from tlie J.(edtcal Emperlal University In Warsaw, 

with tlie degree t7f'DDS · Doctor t7f'Dental Surgery. 
On l4 J.lav 1939 · Guta (.Jpkowlcz·J.lar.ur, DDS, passed away. 



.Mv 'Parents 
Guta {Jpkowlcz. .Mazur. CJDS and David .Mazur 

Sadly, this Is tlte only picture qf my mother to survive tlte J{olocaust 



VJ. 
A T7UBlffE TO ;w f'AfJ{E:!l 

.An Old-Tasltloned 1'/tarmaclst fiom 171/na 
'Who 1'erlshed Jn the Jfolocaust 

1 write as a dauqhter who wants to tell vou about the fate of her 

beloved father durlnq the J{olocaust. Mv aim Is to paint a picture In 

vivid colors t/lustratlnq the /tfe. the dreams. the atrocities. and the Jovs 

experienced bv a vounq Jewish professional durlnq the 1920's. 1930's. 

and 1940's In Vtlna. 

Whenever 1 remember mv father. as 1 so often do. the lmaqe which first 

comes to mind Is this ... 

J{e Is dressed In the white linen coat old-fashioned pharmacists 

alwavs wore. Jfe and others are belnq taken bv 55 quards from the lltlna 

qhetto pharmacy onto an open truck standlnq In the center vard of the 

Jewish hospital. The quards are houndlnq their prey /Ike animals. shout­

lnq.".A(achen sle schnell. Machen sle schnell." 

Late In the summer of 1943. a verv short time before the ltquldatton of 

the Vtlna qhetto. the Gestapo were demandlnq more and more Jews be 

sent awav. never to be seen aqaln. 
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I was In the hospital with a crlppl!ng Infection. having stepped on a 

nail. A nurse who knew our family came running Into the ward crying. 

"They're taking away the people In the pharmacy/" She ran to help me as 

1 desperately crawled toward the open window. 1 saw my father and 

screamed. "Papa. Papa." }fearing me. he slowly //fted his hand and 

waved. 

1 see the truck move slowly through the narrow streets of the ghetto 

bouncing up and down on the old. worn cobblestones. closer and closer to 

the gate. Thev were deporting my father to a slave labor camp somewhere 

In Estonia and he was completely and utterly helpless. 

Jn another memory of my father. a brighter memory. the new school 

year Is about to begin. I am six years old. My busv dad takes a whole day 

off to enroll me as a first grade student . .Afterward. we walk leisurely. 

hand In hand. to the cax l!brary on Zawalna Street. We go In. 1 am 

given a brand new membership card and borrow my first book. 1 am 

happy. and so proud. My dad has just opened a new and exciting world 

for me. Ctfe Is good. 

David Mazur was a self.made man born In Sokolka to very re//gtous 

but poor parents. J(e dreamed of a career In medicine. Whtie attending 

the "hedei' (grade school) he caught the rabbi's eve. The rabbi //ked this 

bright. studious boy and suggested to hts parents. Eber-Cetb and ;R..achel 

Mazur. that he be sent to Vilna. the mecca of Jewish education. to study 

In "yeshiva." (re/fgtous htgh school). which Is exactly what thev dtd. 

When my father came to Vilna. the winds of freedom. equalttv. and 

fraternity were blowing from the east. The Jlusslan Jlevolut/on was In 

full bloom and the young Jewish students were Intoxicated with new ideas 

and a new l!festvle. 

To the dismay of hts family. my father wanted to become a teacher . 

.After earning his diploma. he decided to tiirther his education and 

enrolled at the Warsaw UnlTJersltv to study pharmacologv. 

Ctfe wasn't easy. David Mazur was on hts own. but scraping by from 

penny to penny. Poor or not. luck was In hts favor when.he met fellow-stu-
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dent Guta Ctpkowlcz:., a beautiful voung girl who was studvtng to become 

a dentist. 

The couple fell In love and after graduation the sun began to shine 

over mv father. }{e found a position In a government pharmacy, which 

was a tremendous accomplishment . .After mv mother graduated and 

opened her office, she and he were married and started a famtlv. Two lit· 

tie girls were born to the Mazur household, 1 then mv sister Xachel four 

vears later. Our home was.filled with song and laughter, a nannv, a dog, 

and manv, manv other friends and famtlv. 

Then hatred began to spread across Europe from the west. The Naz:.i 

era came upon us and Polish anti-Semitism began to show itself without 

remorse and grew from dav to dav. 

Jn 1935, mv father and his two Jewish colleagues were ordered to get 

Masters degrees if they wanted to continue working at the government 

pharmacy. They studied, passed the test, and then were promptlv let go -

dismissed bv the Polish, anti-Semitic director. 

What to do now! There was no place for a Jewish pharmacist to work. 

Mv poor father didn't glTle up. J{e decided to buv his own pharmacy. 

During this time In Poland, a Jew had not the right own a pharmacy. Mv 

father had to pav off a Polish pharmacist. Tunnv, J can still remember his 

name: Wtsz:.nlewskl. Mr. Wtsz:.nlewskl obtained an official permit and 

sold It to mv father . f/nallv, in 1938, In the town of Solv, near Osz:.mianv, 

mv father had a pharmacy he could call his own. 

On September L 1939, the German armv invaded Poland, and Solv 

and its vlclnltv were annexed to the Soviet Union . .A few months later mv 

father was labeled bv the Communists as "an enemv of the people." J{e was 

bourgeois now. They wouldn't Issue a passport to him, and there was talk 

of his being deported to Siberia. Jina/Iv they threw him out and sent him 

to manage a pharmacy In a village called Ostrowlec. 

Jn J94L the Germans made their wav Into Ostrowlec. Mv father was 

bv this time the most prominent Jew In the village. We made our home In 

the quarters adjacent to the pharmacy. The local doctor, a Polish man, 
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lived next door and was a friend of mv father. Jn fact, prior to the 

German invasion. the rich Polish landowners had been persecuted bv the 

;R..ussians and mv father allowed them to gather In the pharmacv's back 

room. On this dav. the maid of the Polish doctor came runninq over to tell 

him that a "poqrom" CXussian meaninq "killinq") bv the Polish peasants 

against the Jews was planned for that night. 

Standing in the pharmacv at that moment was a wealthv Poltsh 

landowner whom mv father knew well from his presence in the back room. 

This man offered to take us in for the duration of the Nazi occupation. 

}{e said he would send a horse and wagon. and we were to pack up our 

belongings and move In with him and his famllv. They had a huge house 

on an enormous parcel of land. We were verv qrateful. 

It would take several trips back and forth to move all of our thlnqs, 

which had to be done bv niqhtfall when the poqrom beqan. We packed 

furiouslv. Mv father took :R..achel on the first trip. 1 staved behind and 

continued packing. 

But it was a set-up. A horde of peasants pulled mv father and sister 

from the waqon. They threw mv father against a tree and one of them shot 

him. Bv the qrace of God, the bullet onlv grazed his forehead. They made 

off with the entire waqon full of our thinqs, all of our valuables: Jewelrv, 

silver. paintinqs, furniture, beddinq, and most heartbreaklnq of all, our 

onlv photoqraphs of mv mother. 

Tather wrapped his head with a handkerchief and he and my sister 

began the long walk back to the pharmacv. Bv the time they returned 1 was 

desperately worried. 1 knew somethinq had qone wronq. Mv father went 

Into the pharmacv to clean his wound, and then we took refuqe In the home 

of the villaqe rabbi. Throuqhout the niqht we heard the screams. cries, and 

prayers of the poor victims of the poqrom. 

:R..achel and 1 were distrauqht about the pictures of our mother. We 

decided to qo to the landowner's house and plead for them. We knew they 

were of value only to us, and hoped the landowner would take pity. J(ls 

wife answered the door. She and her children were there alone. Our f/q-
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urines and dishes were piled on tables, with a stack of our picture frames 

in view. We beqqed to be qiven just the pictures from inside the frames, but 

the frames were empty and the Polish landowner's wife pretended to know 

nothinq about them. 

;R..achel whispered, "We had better qo home, Cilv. Thev'JJ kill us here." 

The followinq morninq, mv father dressed us as peasants, includlnq 

babushkas, put us on a waqon roll of hav, and sent us to our .Aunt Sonia 

and Uncle Joseph in Vilna . .A few davs later, he joined us. 

Vilna was in the hands of the Naz.is now, and the persecution of the 

Jews qoinq on In earnest. They issued edict after edict. ftom a proud, Intel· 

liqent human beinq, mv father became a sub-human, a hunted animal with 

no riqht to live. We were taken to the Vilna qhetto where conditions were 

verv bad. Mv father was made to work as an orderlv in the Spanish field 

lfospital outside the qhetto. 

This stern paterfamilias, who had such softness for his beautiful wife 

and two dauqhters, this man who had loved life, enjoved the theater and 

concerts, who alwavs liked to studv. to read scientific books and maqa· 

z:.ines, to teach his dauqhters qood manners, charity, and compassion 

towards those who had less ... he became a shadow of the man we knew. lfe 

was alwavs cold and hunqrv. lfis spirit was broken . 

.After a time, he was offered a position as a pharmacist in the qhetto 

pharmacv and althouqh his spirit did improve, he was overburdened with 

worrv about protectlnq and providinq for his children . 

.After he was taken bv the SS from the qhetto pharmacv and deport· 

ed to Estonia, we didn't hear from him at all, and 1 saw him onlv once 

aqain. One dav when mv sister and I were interned at Di.inawerke SlClVe 

Cabor Camp near ;R..iqa, Catvia, a qirl told us that a transport of Jews 

had been brouqht from Estonia to Xaiserwald Concentration Camp 

which was not far from where we were. She said a David .iUaz:.ur was there 

pleadinq for information about his two dauqhters. 

Thev used to send us to the dentist at Xaiserwald who would perform 

an extreaction for a toothache. Earlv the next morninq, 1 obtained per· 
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mission to see the dentist, and qot on a truck for Xaisenvald. 

1 searched for mv father from the moment we entered, straininq to see 

inside every buildtnq. and found htm In a barracks where the men from 

Estonia had been put. 1 disappeared. flatteninq myself a/onq the walls, 

riskinq mv life. But when 1 stepped inside and saw him standinq there. 1 

knew 1 would q/adlv !av down mv //fe just to see him aqaln. 

){e was dressed in the uniform striped jacket and pants. and was 

nearly unrecoqniz:.able. shrunken. emaciated. But his biq black eyes were so 

lonqtnqly familiar. buried beneath his unshaven face. 

We hugged and kissed. afraid to be caught bv the 55 guards. )fe told 

me how happv he was to find me a/Ive and asked about mv sister . .And 

then he said. "Take qood care of yourself and Xache/." )fe said. "We will 

survive. and when this is over we shall meet at the pharmacy In 5olv. 

1'/ease. Ctlv. remember who vou are. No matter what happens, keep your 

head hiqh and conduct yourself In accordance with our qood family 

name. 

Those were the last of his words 1 would ever hear. 

1 ran back. tears bursting from the deepest part of mv soul. runnlnq 

down mv cheeks. practically bltndtnq me. ){ts words ranq In mv ears. "We 

will meet in Solv." 1 was determined to return the next day. 1 did. but he 

was qone . 

.After our ltberation. Xachel and 1 wrote letter after letter, always 

searchtnq. askinq. //steninq to every rumor. but mv beloved father. David 

Mazur, an old-fashioned pharmacist. was qone forever. 
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APXHBHAR cnPABKA 

B ,11,oI<)'MeHTaJI:&llliX MaTepHa.Jiax !l.eHTPa.JI:&Horo rocy,11,apcT­
BeHHoro apxHBa HHTOBCI<OR CCP HMeDTCR CBe,11,eHHR 0 TOM,qTo 
MA3YP .llaBH,11, pacSoTa.JI B ;ii:oJllltHOCTH rf?apMal.leBTa anTerrn BHJieHCKOR 
cSoJI:&HHqHoR xaccu c IO aBrycTa I922 rona no 3I ;ii:exa6pR !935 
ro;ii:a. B cnHcRe itiaPMal.leBTOB ODIMRHCKoro yeana OT 3 RHBapR 
I938 ro;ii:a aHa'IHTCR noMo~HHK npoBHaopa MA3YP .llaBH,11, !890 ro;ii:a 
pol!QleHHR. B rpaitrax Toro ll!e COHCKa "ron H M6CTO noJiyqeHHR 
,11,HnJioMa"' ''MecTOE!T0JI:&CTB0 11 COOTDeTC.TBeHHO ytta3aHO: "YHHBep­
CHTeT B BapmaBe !932 ro;ii:","CoJIU". 

Ji 2/01062 
6 ceeTRcSpR !967 ro,11,a 
ropo;u; BHJI:&HDC 

T1ie Central f'ederal .Archives of the Otlwanlan :Jlepubllc has documents statln(l that 

DXl71D .M....:fZUX. llsted In tlte Osl:.lllla11V 1'/uzrmaceutlcal :/le(llstry In 1938. JVas bom 

In 1890. and got llls diploma from the University of Warsaw. 'Poland. Jn 1932. lte fin· 

/sited an additional pharmaceutical course at the abuve mentioned university from 
.August 10. 19ZZ till December 31.1935. was emplgyed as a pharmacist at the .Medical 
Center (,Xasa ClwrvchJ 1'1tarmacy In li'tlna. and bOU(lht llls own pharmacy In a town 

called Soly In 1938. 
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.Mv fatlier. as a V(JUJ1(f bav. 
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..Mv father. as a vounu pliarmaclst 
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lJtlna. 'Poland, 1930 
Qocbvlse from left: ,M"y cousin, J{ackel, eml(!Tatln(I to Buenos Aires. 

Ar(lentlna, say/n(I (loodbve to my fatlier and me, a(le 6. 
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VII. 
Gl).,{)VAZJl/M 

OJV A:/lC){XNGIELSXA 11 STJUEr 

1 was a shv and timid //ttle qtrl, spoiled and sheltered, ltvtnq In a 

veritable cocoon created bv mv two lovtnq parents. 1 Jovfullv shared this 

cocoon with mv adorable sister :Kachel, our devoted nannv. Vtkcta, and 

Xex. our faithful companion and doq. 

1 was also a stcklv child, prone to all kinds of children's maladies . 

..And so It was no surprise that mv parents dtd not want to send me to 

ktnderqarten. lnstead, thev decided I would start mv formal education at 

the ripe old aqe of six . ..After manv consultations and discussions, I was 

enrolled at Gtmnaz}um C. Epsztejna I}. Szpa}zera (Gvmnastum C. 

Epstelna and]. Spelzera) at ..Archanqtelska 11 Street, and I would beqln 

In the fall. 

Over the summer, 1 had little time to contemplate the beqlnnlnq of 

school until the actual dav came. Then 1 was seized with trepidation. 1 

dressed In mv new, brown uniform with qold trim, brand new black shoes 

with white socks, and, carrvtnq mv lunch. btd mv famtlv qoodbve. 

41 



Memories. Memories .. .. 

1 held ttghtlv to mv fathers hand as he walked me to school for the 

first time. Mv heart banged against mv chest. 1 was so fearful of what /av 

ahead. Tather tried to cheer me up. but 1 just couldn't hear htm. 

When we arr/TJed. the first thing 1 noticed was a huge. beautiful gar­

den bv the side of the but/ding. It was fenced. and full of green trees and 

colorful flowers arranqed in neat little beds surroundtnq lonq, white 

tables and benches. "Cook. mv dear." Tather said. trvtnq to put a smile on 

mv face. "Jn spring, when the weather ts warm. this garden serves as a 

classroom." 1 //ked the idea. 

Jfe opened the door. and there It was. We found ourselves Inside the 

wmnastum. headed toward the admissions office. Mv fear beqan to van­

ish almost immedtatelv. 1 became calm and serene . .A voice Inside me kept 

savtnq. "Thts Is home. Vou wt// be happv here. The best Is vet to come." .And, 

Indeed. 1 enjoved those vears of/earnlnq with total abandon. In the school 

with the beautiful qarden and huqe vard. 

Gvmnaslum at .Archanqielska 11 Street was a pr/TJate school for 

Jewish children. and a ven1 modern and progress/TJe Institution. It was 

founded. owned. and administrated bv two partners. Chaim Epstein. a 

mathematics teacher from Galicia. Poland and}. Spelz:.er. a dtstln(JU!shed 

and quiet qentleman. 

lfvou began In the first grade. vou spent twelve vears there. Jn order 

to qraduate. vou had to pass two verv difficult examinations. one oral. 

the other written. or vou qot no diploma. Simple as that . .All our subjects 

were tauqht In Po//sh. We learned Jf ebrew. Catln. German and later 

English. as well as taking re//gtous Instruction twice a week and manda­

torv wmnastlcs for exercise. 

The best teachers were recruited to the facultv. Thev were dedicated 

professionals. In love with their work. and dt//gent In bringing out the best 

In their students. We feared them. respected them. and looked up to them. 

Thev had an Immense Influence on our l/TJes. Thev taught us how to think. 

how to listen. and to have a curious mind and be unafraid to ask ques· 

tlons. Each class was assigned to a spacious room filled with tables and 
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benches. The teachers rotated amonq classrooms. rather than the students 

running around. 

Each 11ear a primarv teacher was asslqned to the overall well-being of 

an individual class. If we had a problem. at school or at home. vou would 

request an Interview. and that teacher would sit 11ou down In his or her 

office. ask all the right questions and listen with qreat Interest. and 11ou 

knew that the burden would be lifted from 11our shoulders. and help was on 

the wa11. 

We had well-equipped ph11slcs. chemlstr11 and btolo(J!I laboratories 

with microscopes. slide projectors. screens. evervthtnq 11ou mlqht need at 

vour finqertlps for a multitude of experiments. 

We also had a set of rooms we referred to as our zoo. which housed 

mice. rabbits. snakes. worms. and Insects. We students had to clean the 

caqes. feed them. and qlve the animals water. Even durlnq vacations we 

took turns carlnq for them. 

Our llbrar11 was full of a maqnltude of books. Our (J!lm was alwavs 

busv with students exerclslnq and tralnlnq. Our auditorium had a real 

stage where amateur groups rehearsed and performed plavs and musi­

cals. 

Dances were orqanized. and our class president was alwavs plannlnq 

new trips to different places. There was a verv active "student self.help 

qroup" In charge of glvlnq financial and tutorial aid to those who need­

ed It. 

Each class was required to publish a monthlv paper which fell under 

the responslblllf!f of Its editorial board. and was a qrand opportunlf!f to 

polish vour Journalistic skills. The best articles from class papers were 

reprinted In the official school paper. "The Students' front." It was an 

honor to have vour wrltlnq published there. 

Jn winter. the school vard became a skatlnq rink and we couldn't wait 

for our twentv-mlnute recess to skate there. Even before the bell ranq. we 

had on our skates. sittlnq anxlouslv on the benches. The second the bell 

finallv ranq. we ran hurrledlv down the stairs. wantlnq to lose not a 

43 



Memories. Memories .... 

minute of precious time. 

"Slow down, slow down." warned whichever worried teacher was In 

charge. 

But we were gone. skating In circles on the white. frozen Ice and hav­

ing a magnificent time. 

We had so manv activities - debate clubs. current events discussions. 

sport events. poetrv readings. choir practice - our davs were happv. jov· 

ful. exhilarating. 

This was once a magic place. It was a great temple where we wor­

shiped at the throne of knowledge. But now. all ts gone. 

Gone ts the deep. resonant voice of our Latin teacher. "Professor 

.Adler. and hts persistent lecturing. "Quid agls. prudente agas et resplce 

flnem" (Whatever vou do. do it well. and complete if)." 

Vanished Is lovable Professor 1tomocntk. our Jf ebrew teacher. the 

object of so manv of our childish pranks. "Pav attention. please!' he would 

sav. "Jf ebrew Is not a dead language. listen to this poem bv Chaim 

Btallk ... " 

Our beloved Polish language teacher. "Professor Morgenstern. will 

never again announce with passion and pride. "Congratulations. class. 

You are now readv for "Pan Tadeush" bv A.dam Mtcktewtcz:. (one of the 

most famous Polish poets). Tor tomorrow's assignment vou will learn the 

first two stanzas. bv heart. Evervone will be asked to recite. Now let us 

begin ... " 

The directors. teachers. and the majorltv of the students were obllter· 

ated. perished during the Jfolocaust. Our school but/ding was demolished 

bv bombs dropped on our cltv. Our beautiful garden. destroved. 

A.II that ts left todav ts an old. proud oak tree still standing tall and 

majestic In the middle of the school vard. a solltarv. silent witness of our 

school davs past. 

But on a warm. summer afternoon when the sun Is shining brtghtlv and 

nature Is In Its full glorv. come rest In Its cool shade and It will tell vou. In 

the rustling of Its green leaves on a gentle breeze. storv after storv about 
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the happv times when students plaved "}fide and Seek" beneath its ample 

branches, when there was lauqhinq, and sinqinq, and dancinq. 

The tree will tell vou about a bov and a qirl holdinq hands and talk­

inq about their futures ... about somebodv crving, afraid to go home with 

poor qrades ... about ice skatinq in winter, makinq circles round and 

around its thick trunk. 

But vou might also hear this oak tree, with its powerful branches, sob­

bing bitterlv. Jn the shiver of the wind, he mav ask, "What happened!" 

"Where did they go!" "Where are Basia, ..Ania, Cilka Wielka!" "Where are 

}akub and ..Aleck, Osia and DzJunek!" Jf e mav tell vou, "] wait, but thev 

never come. 

We know, all too we/I, what happened, whv those dear children won't 

ever come back. But whv tell the oak tree the bitter truth! 

Whv break its heart! 
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Winter. 1938 

.A (!rOUp of students In front of tlte entrance to 

Gymnasium at .kc/tangle/ska 11 Street. 
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VIII. 
:MfJi,lO:JUES,, ~MO:JUES 

1'art0ne 

Thev sav. "Time heals all wounds." 'Let bvqones be bvqones." Thev 

sav."Cet qo of the past. and look to the future.'' "Torqive and forqet." 1 trv. 

Believe me. I do. But how can vou forqive! }{ow can vou ever forqet! 

When 1 was a little qirl. llilna. Poland was known the world over as 

"The Jerusalem of Lithuania." and 1 was prlvlleqed to live there. partlcu­

larlv In the affluent manner In which we lived. and prlvlleqed to attend 

an exclusive. private school where we were tauqht to use our minds and 

open our hearts to those who were less prlvlleqed. 

When the Naz.is came. that all came to an end. 1 was an outcast. a 

hunted animal. with no rlqht to exist. 1 was Jewish. that was mv crime . 

.An avalanche of dark clouds hit us with no mercv. and with such 

force that we couldn't comprehend what was belnq done to our lives. to 

our friends. to evervone around us . 

.After the death of mv mother In 1939. mv sister Xachel and 1 were 

devastated. overtaken with pain. Mother's sister. our dear .Aunt Sonia. 

became our second mother . .And althouqh Sonia's own loss was enormous. 

she put It aside and tried to help ease our pain. as well as help mv father 

51 



Memories. Memories .... 

handle a difficult situation. 

My mother had been a dentist. It was decided that father must liqui­

date her office, qive up our apartment, and make a new home for the three 

of us In Solv. where his pharmacy was located. JC.ache/ and ] would live 

with .Aunt Sonia and Uncle Joseph In 171/na durlnq the school year and 

spend summer and winter vacations In Solv with father. 

Uncle Joseph and .Aunt Sonia adored mv poor mother and were w!ll­

lnq to do anvth!nq for her children. We staved for the school year and. 

unsurprlslnq/y, our qrades declined. Despite the encouraqement of our 

teachers. we slmplv could not Improve them. We were so deeplv hurt by the 

absence of our mother. our qrades no lonqer seemed Important. 

When summer came . ./f.unt Sonia took JC.ache/ and me. our nanny, 

ll!kcla, and our doq, JC.ex. by train. Sonia was to stav with us for a whole 

month. and Uncle Joseph would join us on the weekends. always with an 

armful of qlfts for "his girls." 

Just before we left. we went to visit my mothers qrave at the Jewish 

Cemetery at Zarz.ecz.e . .Accord!nq to Jewish custom. a headstone would be 

placed there after a year. We didn't know at the time. but Sonia would 

end up having to make the somber arrangements In our absence. She lov­

lnq/y chose a headstone deplctinq the trunk of a broken tree. 

When we arrived In Solv we thouqht our plans for the future were set­

tled. but there Is an old savtnq: "Man proposes but God disposes." The 

Yiddish translation is even better: "Man thinks but God lauqhs." 

On September Jst. 1939. the German war machine Invaded Poland 

and all our plans fell completely apart. 171/na became part of the 

Xepub//c of Ctthuania and So/y became part of the Western Xepub//c 

of Belarus . .A tlqhtlv (lllarded border. an "Iron Curtain." as per Winston 

Churchill. separated us from our family. our school. classmates. friends, 

and the qrave of our mother. 

We had to attend new schools. learn new lanquaqes. make new friends 

and wait a lonq time for letters from the other side. 

This went on for elqht months. Then the Xusstan authorities decided 
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to relocate mv father from his own pharmacv to a new pharmacv located 

In the vll/aqe of Ostrowlec. Thev considered htm "bourqeous." and there­

fore refused htm a Soviet passport. Because of this, we lived under con­

stant threat of deportation to Siberia. 

Ten months later, In June of J94L a new cloud appeared on our hori­

zon. German tanks rolled Into our vlllaqe, enterlnq the marketplace In 

Ostrowlec earlv In the afternoon. 

fiom the verv first moment of the occupation, It was clear we were In 

btq trouble. Our lives were enveloped In danqer, our futures dark. We were 

Jews, and we were betnq persecuted. 

Within a dav or two we lost our nannv. }{er brother, whom we knew 

verv well, came to take her back to her village of Czarnv Bor (the "Black 

.f'orest") where mv mother hired her as a vounq peasant girl. 

".Mv little lost sheep, mv little dear girls, what will become of vou nowt' 

She cried and sobbed, but she could not stav with us. Jews were forbidden 

to emplov Christians. She beqqed us to take care of ourselves, and prom­

ised to come see us, but It never occurred. 

Something strange began to happen to our beloved Xex. }fe was a 

mongrel dog, mixed breed, sturdv, just shv of medium size. }fe looked like 

a miniature Akita, dark brown with a curled tall. Xex had alwavs been 

given the run of the house and vard, and he never travelled verv far from 

home. But It was known that he was our dog, and he mav have been 

attacked. Just after the German Invasion, Xex became seml-paralvzed 

with his head to one side. Jf e stopped eating complete/v, and could hard­

lv drink water . 

.Mv father came to the sad conclusion that even Xex was not safe 

from persecution. Jfe had him taken out and shot. Jfe said, "It Is better 

this wav. Jfe can rest In peace. Jfe was our faithful guardian." We were 

Inconsolable. Little bv /tttle we were losing evervthlng dear to us. 

The situation in Ostrowlec worsened. Soon after the occupation we 

had our first personal encounter with persecution, when father was shot 

and all our valuables were taken. }fe promptlv decided It was too dan-
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qerous for us to remain In Ostrowlec. We had to qo back to 17tlna. 

The next morntnq mv father dtsqutsed mv sister and me as Po//sh peas· 

ants. J{e wrote .Aunt Sonia's address on a piece of paper and told us to 

memorize It. then throw It awav. J{e put us Into a horse driven waqon full 

of hav. driven bv a sturdtlv built peasant to whom mv father had qlven a 

qreat deal of money. The driver told us to be verv quiet and sit deep with· 

In the hav. "from now on. vou are .Anva and llladva. mv two dauqhters." 

he told us. "We are on our wav to Ostra Brama (a famous Cathedral) to 

pr av." 

We were quiet as mice the entire trip even thouqh we wanted to leap 

off the waqon from the overwhelminq aroma of hav. Late In the afternoon 

the waqon stopped at the outskirts of17tlna. The driver had promised 

father to take us near .Aunt Sonia's house. but chanqed hts mtnd.J{e made 

us qet out In an unknown part of the elf!!. and qalloped awav. 

We stood alone. not darlnq to ask for directions. I said to mvself. "We 

have to move forward before we arouse suspicion from the passersbv." We 

walked. our heads htqh. converstnq In Po//sh and pretendlnq to know 

where we were. To our qreat relief the streets became more and more famll· 

tar. and we became less frtqhtened. 

It was dark bv the time we ranq .Aunt Sonia's door bell. It took what 

seemed /Ike an eternltv before the door opened slowlv and Uncle Joseph 

stood In front of us. 

"Sonia. Sonia. the qtrls are here! Our qtrls are here." he cried Jovfullv. 

There was huqqlnq and klsslnq. all of us talktnq at the same time. Mv 

dear aunt almost fainted when we told her about our lonq walk throuqh 

the c/f!f streets. pretendtnq to be Po//sh Christians without betnq stopped 

and questioned bv the Gestapo quards who were roamlnq around us. 

"Evervthinq will be all rlqht as soon as Papa comes to Join us." Sonia 

assured us. "I have to qet In touch with Esther and the children and tell 

them vou are here. and safe." 

Xachel asked. "J{ow Is Uncle .Abrasha." and the room fell silent . .Aunt 

Sonia and Uncle Joseph looked at each other and apparentlv decided to 
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tell us the truth. "We don't know where he Is," said Uncle Joseph. "J{e was 

taken away, walking to his factory one morning during 'Chapuny'." 

This word comes from the Yiddish "chapen" which means "to catch". 

Vounq Jewish men were taken from the streets, from their homes, their beds, 

and put Into military trucks and driven away, never to be seen again. 

"We are very worried about him, but have no Information," sadlv 

explained our uncle. "We live now In constant fear. I was afraid to open 

the door for vou. Everv dav there Is a new edict: we have to walk In the 

gutter, wear yellow stars on our clothing . .All the Jewish businesses are 

being confiscated: there are no more Jewish doctors, lawvers, teachers or 

other professionals. We have a curfew: no rtqht to own a radio, watch, or 

jewelry." 

"What a glum future," 1 thought as 1 /av In a warm bed that night, 

lovingly tucked In bv mv aunt. "]hope 'Papa wt// come soon. Jf e wt// know 

what to do," were mv last thoughts before fallinq asleep . 

.A few davs later the door bell rang and there he was. We were togeth­

er again. But mv father dtd not know what to do. 17tere was nothing anv­

one could do. 

The situation deteriorated. Just when we thouqht It couldn't qet anv 

worse something harder to bear came. One dav, I was caught In the street 

and taken bv German soldiers to clean a Gestapo office. Tortunatelv, 1 

was not harmed and when I was finished cleaning thev let me go. Uncle 

Joseph witnessed the entire Incident, and waited until I was released. )f e 

forbade me to tell father, Sonia, or Xachel. 

To/lowing the Incident of mv short detention, Uncle Joseph, who didn't 

look Jewish. was the onlv one who dared to step outside. Mv father 

def/nttelv looked Jewish, and spent his davs In a secret place In the attic 

built bv mv uncle . 

.Anxletv and constant fear took a toll on mv poor father and he 

became I//. Eventuallv his condition demanded that he be put htm In the 

Jewish Jfospltal. We couldn't visit him. Somehow mv cousin Os/a, son of 

mv mothers sister Esther, found a wav to see htm and send messages to us 
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about his improved state of health. 

Then on June 6th. J941. the mother of all edicts became reality. it read: 

".All Jewish inhabitants of the city ofll!lna will abandon their homes and 

take only those belonqinqs they can carry themselves. and march to the 

desiqnated areas in the Jewish section." 

Sonia's beloved husband, my Uncle Joseph Perski. called her aside and 

said he refused to be sent into the Ghetto . .As a forest product merchant, 

he had many friends and acquaintances amonq the Polish land owners 

and peasants. }{e wanted Sonia and himself to take off their yellow Stars 

of David, and escape Into the countryside where they would secure a safe 

refuqe and survive as .Aryans. While he conceded it was a danqerous 

undertaking, he was adamant about not beinq herded into the Ghetto . 

.Aunt Sonia told Uncle Joseph that she loved him qreatly. She kissed 

him and huqqed him. and then in the quietest voice explained that she had 

made a promise to her sister on her deathbed that she would take care of 

Guta's two little qirls. and this Is what she felt she had to do . 

.And so beqan the qreat exodus of the Jewish population throuqh the 

streets ot17ilna. lined with our Polish neiqhbors who showed nothlnq short 

of enjoyment at the spectacle. We walked slowly down the middle of the 

street carrying our possessions. with our heads and our spirits down. 

"What is qoinq on!" we wondered. "We were born here. our parents 

and qrandparents were born here. We worked here. went to school here. 

built our businesses here. We shared so much with our Christian neighbors, 

now listen to them ..... 

"Cook. look, this one has two coats! She's wearlnq one over the other. 

Give it here. Jew!' they taunted. "}fey, look at that one draqqinq heavy 

valises. Give some to me." "Give me this pretty dress. Jew. It's too big for 

you and you won't be needlnq it anyway." .And so on, and so on. 

1 can't help but to ask. where were the qood Christian people. my neiqh­

bors! Where were the children with whom 1 played softball, and so many 

other qames! Where was the compassion, decency and understandlnq! 

This was the day the master plan to qet rid of the Jews ofll!lna beqan 
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in earnest. Thousands of us perished in that one dav. Some were taken to 

the Cukisz.ki Prison. others to the "first" ghetto. located on the Strusz.una 

Jatkowa :Xudnicka and other small streets in the Jewish section. Still 

another qroup was told thev were beinq taken to the "second" qhetto. But 

there was no second ghetto. Thev were taken to the Ponarv Forest and 

massacred . 

.Mv .Aunt Esther was oriqinallv taken to prison with her son and 

dauqhter. Osia and Ci/a. and Osia's new bride . .Marvsta. where thev were 

told to give the quard their watches and Jewelrv. Osta's onlv possession 

was an antique Omeqa pocket watch given to him bv his father. mv Uncle 

.Abrasha. Os/a couldn't bear to let them have the watch. Instead. he 

placed it on the ground and crushed It beneath his foot. then threw awav 

the pieces. }{ad he been caught. he would have been shot. 

Osia then took off his weddinq band and qave to .Marvsta for safe­

keepinq . .Aunt Esther was trvtnq to take hers off when Osia sternlv 

admonished her not to. but to htde It someplace on her person. She put It 

In her mouth . .Althouqh we never spoke of It after. l tmaqlne the rinqs prob­

ablv later bouqht some small bit of sustenance or favor. Bv pure chance 

thev were ordered to the first qhetto. where we were also directed. 

Bv another small miracle. the Jewish hospital was situated within the 

par/meters of the qhetto . .As soon as .Aunt Sonia. :Xachel. and 1 stepped 

throuqh the qates. we ran to find Father. 

Uncle Joseph had qone into htdtnq in the middle of the ntqht before. 

pleadtnq with .Aunt Sonia to come with him. It was a hard choice to make 

but she refused. 

We found father lvtnq In a hospital bed. pale and worried . .A few min­

utes later Os/a showed up at the door. "Thank God 1 found vou." he said 

".Mama . .Marvsta and Ci/a are all riqht. We found a place In an apart­

ment on :Xudnlcka Street. but there we are three or four families In one 

room. We need to find another place for vou." }{e didn't mention Uncle 

Joseph. havinq said qoodbve to him himself two davs before . 

.Aunt Sonia. her heart broken Into pieces. took us out and after an 
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extensive search finalb; found a half-empflf room In one of the old dtlap­

tdated apartment houses at Straz:.una Street No. 2.. where we staved ti// 

the end. 

Conditions in the ghetto were terrible - everv room was shared bv sev­

eral families. there was not enough running water to keep vourself clean. 

the rations were so meager we were hungrv evervdav. 

Our long davs of mlserv began. with no hope for a better future. One 

dav. as 1 stood in the ghetto courtvard. cold. hungrv and afraid. a 

German soldier came to take women and qirls for work outside the qhetto 

walls. We were put in a line and marched through the ghetto gates like 

cattle on the cobblestones. in an unknown direction. We were made to 

wear a veil ow Star of David on both the front and the back of our cloth­

ing. which had the word "Jude" (jew) printed on It. 

I walked with mv head down. but suddenlv the street became familiar. 

To mv disbelief. 1 found mvself standing in front of mv school. I wanted 

to run to mv classroom and sit In mv seat . ./Uavbe tfmv teacher came and 

started a lesson ... mavbe that would make the nightmare go awav. 

Instead. we were taken inside. down a flight of stairs to a damp. dark eel· 

Jar 1 never knew existed. We were told to clean and sort awful-smelling 

potatoes. 

We had at mv beloved school a "Polish janitor bv the name of 

Vincente. who had two plump daughters. Xasia and Maris/a. 17te girls 

used to help us with our heavv boots and galoshes on cold winter davs. 

Thev shared our good lunches. prepared with love bv our mothers. 17tev 

knew our grades before even our parents. and shared most of our secrets. 

Thev were. we thought. our friends. 

But on this dav. who do vou think stood at the entrance to the cellar! 

Vincente and hts two daughters. Marls/a said to Xasia. In a stage-whis­

per for evervone's benefit. "Cook. here's little Cllv. alive. 1 thought thev 

were all killed in the "Ponarv Torest." 

}{ow can vou forgive! }{ow can vou forget! 
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Never Say (Partisan Hymn) 
Words: Hinh Gllk - Music by: DmlCrt l'okrul 

Never say this is the llnal road for you, 
Though leadened skies may cover over days of blue. 
As the hour that we longed for Is so near, 
Our step beats out the message - we are here! 

From lands so gl!ell with palms to lands all white with snow, 
We shall be coming with our anguish and our woe, 
And where a spurt of our blood fell on the earth, 
There our courage and our spirit have rebirth. 

The early morning sun will brighten our day, 
And yesterday with our foe will fade away. 
But if the sun delays and in the east remains -
This song as password generations must maintain. 

This song was written with our blood antl not with lead, 
It's not a little tune that birds sing overhead, 
This song a people sang amid collapsing walls, 
With grenades in hands they heeded to the call. 

Therefore never say the road now ends for you, 
Though leadened skies may cover over days of blue. 
As the hour that we longed for is so near -
Our step beats out the message - we are here! 

Ear Iv one morning In the summer of 1943. just before dawn. a line of 

voung girls and women marched slowlv out of the llilna Ghetto. on their 

wav to the Porubanek .Airport. where they worked until /ate In the evening. 

1 was one of them. 
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Tired and hungry. we marched with our heads down. half asleep. 

along a country road. beside railroad tracks. We often saw whole trans· 

ports of supplv trains passing bv. loaded to capacttv with ;R..usslan 

prisoners of war. 

Their faces were pale and unshaven. their uniforms tattered. Thev saw 

the vellow stars of David on our clothes. and lmmedlatelv knew who we 

were. 

Thev would alwavs wave to us. and often we would hear things /Ike. 

"){ev girls. look at me! 1 am one ofvou! 1 am a Jewish bov! ls this Vtlna! 

1 have an uncle here. 1 am starving. do vou have something to eat!" 

We were strlctlv forbidden even to look In their direction, forget about 

talking or waving back. We were helpless and heartbroken, and our future 

looked grim. 

Made to march all the wav to the airport, we were given a short 

reprieve in which to rest before the work began. We alwavs saved some 

raw potatoes from the night before, lit small fires , peeled a potato or two, 

and cooked it in a tin can filled with water. Salt was a precious com­

modltv but the "potato soup" tasted good even without It. 

Xnowlng hungry people don't work as we/I, our German guards 

"allowed" us our meager breakfast as thev themselves sat down to devour 

the most appetizing sandwiches, hot coffee, biscuits, and even chocolate. 

Thev laughed at our hunger. and our saltless potato soup. 

On this particular morning. as 1 knelt on the ground, cooking mv pota· 

toes, one of the girls came over and said In a quiet voice. "] have some­

thing special for vou." ] wish 1 could remember her name. 1 think It was 

){annah. She said, "] heard vou have a good singing voice. Vou see this 

piece of paper! Mv brother gave It to me. ){e told me to share It with mv 

friends. This is a brand new song, recentlv written bv a tortured voung 

man." She leaned In with her piece of paper. and began to sing In a whls· 

per. 

The words were magic for me. Thev were so true, so full of hope and 

new courage. "Oh mv God, mavbe everything Is not lost," said mv trembltng 
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soul. 1 was compelled to learn It lmmedlatelv. 

}fannah lent It to me and the whole dav 1 dreamt about returning to 

mv room In the Ghetto and making a copv for mvself Jls soon as 1 got 

home 1 wrote It down word for word, singing the me/odv over and over like 

a mantra. 

The next morning, 1 gave the paper back. Jf annah and 1 marched 

side-bv-side, quletlv singing, savoring everv word of the lvrlc. We had no 

idea the Partisans had adopted It, and made It their hvmn. 

Then she shared a biq secret with me. }{er older brother was one of the 

manv voung bovs and girls who were escaping from the wretched condi­

tions of the 171/na Ghetto, through the cltv sewers, In order to Join the 

Partisans at the ;R_udnicka .Torest and the swamps of Lake Naroch, to 

f/qht the Nazi war machine. 

The hvmn became verv popular and we sang It whenever we could, 

alwavs In a low voice, afraid to be heard bv our guards. 1 found solace 

and courage while singing "Never Sav." and was grateful to the talented 

song writer, }flrsh G/ik, for writing the lvrlcs, and to mv new friend, 

J(annah, for sharing It with me when 1 needed It most. 

Todav. at the end of the vearlv commemoration ceremonv held at 

Temple Emanuel In New Vork, the Cantor, dignitaries, survivors and the 

entire congregation sing "The Partisan Jfvmn." 

1 will alwavs remember the first time 1 heard ft, and the Important role 

It plaved during mv davs of persecution. 
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x. 
:MO<OJUES,, :MO<OJUES 

1'artTwo 

It was a cold. dark morntnq In December. In the dead of winter. I was 

walktnq on the hard cobblestones In a slow-movtnq ltne of vounq women 

and qtrls. from the qates of the Vtlna Ghetto toward the Porubanek 

.Airport. It had been our datlv routine for a lonq time. 

Our German quard. whose name 1 can still recall. Xraus. was urqlnq 

us to move faster. but we were cold. hunqrv and desperate. and loslnq our 

hope. Our vellow stars wetqhed heavtlv upon us. We were nothtnq. and we 

just didn't care. 

finallv. we arrived at the airport. Some davs we unloaded fretqht 

cars full of coal. potatoes. or wood. at the adjacent railroad station. On 

this dav. thev sent us to shovel snow from the airport runwav. Word went 

around that thev were expecttnq 171Ps. 17te shovels were heavv. It started 

to snow. and the more we cleared the more snow covered the airstrip. 

17ten. a miracle happened . .A German soldier came and requested 

four qtrls to do work Inside the soldiers' barracks. ] was one of the ones 
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chosen. 'Thank vou. God." I praved. "Thank vou for taklnq me out of the 

cold and wind." We were taken Inside a huqe butldlnq. Each of us was 

qlven a mop. bucket of water. and bar of brown soap. We were told to 

wash the floor of a tremendouslv vast room. 

1 didn't know what to do. 1 reallv did not know how to beqin. Just a 

couple of months earlier. I was a schoolqlrl attend!nq classes. I had never 

scrubbed a floor In mv /tfe. let alone with a bar of soap. Was 1 supposed 

put the soap in the bucket of water. or applv it directlv to the floor! Or 

was 1 supposed to suds the mop like a washcloth! 1 just stood there. 

petrified of maklnq a mistake. Mv eves ft/led with tears. 

Seeminqlv out of nowhere. a hiqh-rankinq German officer appeared. 

flanked bv two vounqer soldiers. Speakinq directlv to me. he asked In a 

verv stern voice. "What Is qolnq on! What are vou do!nq here!" 

1 lifted mv head slowlv to see three tall. slim apparitions dressed In 

qrav uniforms with wide leather belts. each with a hand qun at his side. 1 

started to sob helplesslv. and confessed that 1 didn't know how to wash 

the floor . 

..:A.lthouqh mv German was then clear and perfect. todav 1 have a com­

plete mental block and can't utter a word. 

The officer told the soldiers to qet someone else for the floors. and take 

me to his quarters. When he arrived. he sat me In a chair. ordered hot soup 

and sandwiches brouqht to me. and beqan to ask a qreat manv questions. 

1 qraclouslv ate the hot food and conversed with him. I told him about 

mv father. mv aunt. and mv little sister. llvlnq with me In the Ghetto. I told 

him mv favorite subjects in school were htstorv and chemlstrv. that 1 hated 

math. especlallv qeometrv. but loved poetrv and could recite Goethe's 

"Erlkonlq." 

J{e said he had alwavs been told Jews had lonq. black beards and 

crooked noses. and that thev were d!rf!f and smelled bad. Before the war. 

he had been the Director of the Munich Opera. J{e said he had never met 

a Jewish qlrl like me. 

Once 1 finished the food. he ordered the soldiers to brinq more sand-
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wlches for me to take home. The soldiers looked at me In bewilderment. The 

officer handed me a book of poems and told me to stav for the dav In his 

quarters. and then he left. 

There 1 sat in this warm room. dolnq what 1 most enJoved, readlnq. 

When it qot dark. a soldier came to collect me, and 1 was returned to the 

qroup. l was afraid to tell anvone of mv dav In paradise . ./ls we walked 

back to the qates of the Ghetto, 1 praved the quards would not find the 

food, which 1 hid in mv blouse. 1 desperatelv needed to feed mv hunqrv 

famllv. 

Indeed. God answered mv pravers. and the quards were lenient that 

eveninq. 1 ran throuqh the small streets of the Ghetto, up the steps to our 

room. Mv father, A.unt Sonia and :Xachel were there waltlnq. 

Triumphant/':{, I laid mv treasures on the bed. as we didn't have a table, 

and 1 asked them to eat. 

1 told them all about mv qood dav, watchlnq as thev satisfied their 

hunqer for the first time In so lonq . .Mv father put a tremb//nq hand on mv 

head. )f e said. ".Mv child. vour mother was /ooklnq after vou from above 

todav. and she a/wavs will." 

Yes, these are mv memories. 

1 was there. 
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.AND 117£ S./UD GOOOBYf_ JV:JUY'E:ll 

1'art0ne 

Xumors were tb:1ing through the narrow streets of the Ghetto that the 

end was near. The Gestapo were demanding more and more people from 

our Ghetto Commander Jacob Gens, a smart and kind Lithuanian Jew 

who previouslv had been an officer in the Lithuanian ./lrmv. 

Even people who had work-cards were being taken during the 

Gestapo's increased "actions" to round up our people. Thev were taken 

to 1'onarv. the nearbv forest, massacred, and thrown Into mass graves or 

the "luclq/ were sent to labor camps. 

Young people were organizing with the partisans, but vou had to have 

quns to be able to fight. Parents tried to save their children anv wav thev 

could. The Jewish resistance issued leaflets telling us to be strong, and to 

fight, resist, defend ourselves with anvthtng we could find, and go to our 

deaths with dtgnitv and honor. 

You could smell the doom In the air. Isolation, loneliness, horror and 

despair were in the eves of the people. Jewish life had no value. 1 was 

severelv at risk because I was in the hospital, bedridden, unable to move. 

It all came about on a hot, ./lugust afternoon, while 1 was working 

barefoot at the Porubanek Airport, because bv this time 1 had no shoes. I 
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stepped on an enormous. rusty nail that punctured mv btq toe. I didn't feel 

much pain. and there wasn't much blood. Still. I was afraid to ask for help 

from our German guard. Xraus, so a girl with whom I worked, washed It, 

then tore off a piece of my s/tp, and bandaged It. 

Bv the time we made the Interminable walk back to the qates of the 

Ghetto, the bandage was filthy, I was burning with fever, and a thin, red 

line appeared on the Inside of my leg, from the foot to the groin, where a 

larqe, hard bulqe had formed. 

Mv friends vlrtuallv carried me to mv room . 

.ilfy father, David Mazur, a pharmacist, and my .Aunt Sonia 

Ctpkowtcz-1'erskl, a midwife and a registered nurse, Immediately realtzed 

my condition was /tfe-threatening, and carried me to the hospital. 

Mv father and aunt were employees of the Jewish hospital. Thanks to 

their Intervention, 1 was operated on that evenlnq, and Doctor 

1'etsachowicz from Xowno saved my //fe, for the time being. 

Mv bodv was weak and undernourished and could not produce 

enouqh antibodies to ftqht Infection, so mv wound didn't heal and was 

constantly covered with pus. Despite the steady care from mv father, 

aunt, and little sister, 1 remained bedridden and In continuous pain. 

Then one dav 1 heard a commotion In the hospital's courtyard, outside 

mv window. The Gestapo men were runnlnq, curslnq, and hoardtnq ab/e­

bodied men into trucks, to be taken to a labor camp In Estonia . 

.A nurse came runnlnq Into mv room, and practlcallv draqqed me to 

the window. There In the courtyard, wearlnq his white lab coat, mv father 

was betnq taken out of the pharmacv. 

1 screamed "1'apa, 1'apa," and he ltfted hts arm, and waved. Jfts ltps 

sl/entlv mouthed the words "Good-bye." I will never forqet that moment. 1 

rep/av It over and over In mv mind. When mv aunt and mv sister came to 

see me, we cried bitterly and lnconso/ablv . 

.A few weeks later, aqaln, mv aunt came runnlnq. This time she told 

me to dress quickly and be verv quiet. She was told that In order to save 

lives In the Ghetto, Commander Gens had to sacrifice the sick patients In 
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the hospital. to satisfj; the }\/az.i demand. and fulfill the "quota." the edict 

that more Jews to be deported. 

There is somethinq in the survival instinct, and the human spirit. that 

can take over vour bodv and qive vou super-human strenqth. 1 qot up, 

dressed. and walked with the help of mv aunt throuqh the mute, dark 

streets of the Ghetto. sllentlv pravlnq to mv mother for help . 

.A few davs later we were awakened In the middle of the nlqht. bv the 

father of another familv who shared our room. }fe told us to dress qulck­

lv. take our meaqer belonqinqs. what little food we mlqht have, and follow 

him into a concealed room we called "Malina." Between mv aunt. mv sis­

ter and me. we had one head of qreen cabbaqe. 

The man moved a heavv dresser, and opened a small door to a room 

that was alreadv filled with others. lt was true, the end was comlnq. The 

Ghetto was belnq liquidated. We hoped aqalnst hope that the murderers 

wouldn·t find us. but It was Just wishful thinklnq. 

On a beautiful September dav in 1943, we were awakened bv 

Lithuanian and Ukrainian soldiers who stormed Into the room, screamlnq 

obscenities. Thev demanded our so-called jewelrv. There was verv //ttle left, 

mostlv watches. Our valuables had been demanded when we were first sent 

to the qhetto and anv valuables we miqht have been able to hide were lonq 

since sold for necessities ... food. toilet paper. medicine. 

Thev pushed us into the street. 1 can st!// hear them vellinq, "chassv. 

chass1j' (watches, watches). Others were found hidlnq, and thev too were 

pushed Into the street. We were ordered to form a //ne, and led out of the 

qates of the Ghetto to the ;R...osa Cemeterv. Children were crvlnq, their par­

ents desperate and helpless to save them. 

We. were a humanltv reduced to nothlnq, and the air was thick with 

qrlef and pain. We couldn't believe somethlnq so cruel could happen to 

Innocent people. Mv aunt, sister and 1 clunq to one another. 

Passlnq throuqh the qate, 1 turned back and said qoodbve forever to 

the cobblestones and the narrow streets and the dilapidated bu!ldlnqs of 

the lltlna Ghetto. 
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A Manifesto of the Jewish Resistance In VUna 

Offer armed resistance! Jews, defend 
yourselves with arms! 

The German and Lithuanian executioners 
are at the gates of the ghetto. They have 
come to murder us! Soon they will lead 
you forth in groups through the ghetto 
door. 
In the same way they carried away hun­
dreds of us on the day of Yorn Kippur. In 
the same way those with white, yellow 
and pink Schein* were deported during 
the night. In this way our brothers, sisters, 
mothers, fathers and sons were taken 
away. 
Tens of thousands of us were dispatched. 
But we shall not go! We will not offer our 
heads to the butcher like a sheep. 
Jews defend yourselves with arms! 
Do not believe the false promises of the 
assassins or believe the words of the trai­
tors. 
Anyone who passes through the ghetto 
gate will go to Ponar! 
Jews, we have nothing to lose. Death will 
overtake us in any event. And who can 
still believe in survival when the murderer 
exterminates us with so much determina­
tion? The hand of the executioner will 
reach each man and woman. Flight and 
acts of cowardice will not save our lives. 
Active resistance alone can save our 

lives and our honor. 
Brothers! It is better to die in battle in the 
ghetto than to be carried away to Ponar 
like sheep. And know this: Within the 
walls of the ghetto there are organized 
Jewish forces who will resist with 
weapons. 
Support the revolt! 
Do not take refuge or hide in the bunkers, 
for then you will fall into the hands of the 
murderer like rats. 
Jewish people, go out into the squares. 
Anyone who has no weapons should take 
an ax, and he who has no ax should take 
a crowbar or a bludgeon! 
For our ancestors! 
For our murdered children! 
Avenge Ponar! 
Attack the murderers! 
In every street, in every courtyard, in 
every house within and without the ghet­
to, attack these dogs! 
Jews, we have nothing to lose! We shall 
save our lives only if we exterminate our 
assassins. 
Long live liberty! Long live armed resist­
ance! Death to the assassins! 

The Commander of the F.P.A. 
Vllna, the Ghetto, 
September 1, 1943 

• Safe c:onduds pmes. To deceive and bewilder the Jews, the Germans constandy c:hanpd the colon of the 
passes which were to haw safeauarded them aplmt deportation, ahoys further llmldns the llllnber of penons 
endded to them 
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.AND117£ SAJDGO~ JV~ 

1'artTwo 

The events of September 23rd, 1943, are Inscribed upon mv mind, 

heart and soul, forever and ever. Even nature felt sorrv for us that dav. 

Thick, dark clouds covered the skv. We were led from the gates of the 

171/na Ghetto for the last time, leaving behind our beloved cltv and sav· 

Ing goodbve forever to our childhood. 

The women and children were lmmediatelv separated from the men. 

We were organized Into lines, and because Jews were not allowed to walk 

on the sidewalks, marched on the cobblestones In the gutter. 

1 walked beside mv .Aunt Sonia and mv slster,;R..achel. lt was the last 

time the three of us would ever again be together. Mv .Aunt Sonia, who 

had long since become our second mother since we lost our own to illness, 

gave her life for .:R..achel and me. She cared for us throughout our time In 

the Ghetto, and she was a tower of strength, and a safe haven. She shared 

her meager bread rations with us, and sang lullabies when we /av In bed 

hungrv, unable to sleep. 
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She could have gone Into htdtng wtth mv uncle. her beloved husband, 

but Instead vowed to stav and protect her sister's orphaned children. It 

cost her her life. 

We marched In the slow moving //ne of condemned women and chil­

dren. /iunt Sonia In the middle. holding one of :Xache/'s hands, and one 

of mine. tightlv. Silent tears fell from our faces as we continued on the 

seeminglv endless march until ftnallv we arrived at the :Xosa Cemeterv on 

the outskirts ofl7tlna. 

Nearing the gates with our heads held low and fearing the worst. we 

immediatelv saw the dead bodies of three voung people. tTVo bovs and a 

girl. Thev were hanging from scaffolds. Thev were freedom-fighters who 

had deftantlv challenged their oppressors. ]\low their naked bodies 

swaved in the autumn wind. warning us what would happen tfwe offered 

resistance. 

1 don"t know how to describe the sound and the smell of death that 

reigned around us. lfvou but tlmtdlv raised vour head. vou could almost 

touch. and feel its black cape, see Its piercing eves. The //ne came to a stop. 

Bv this time. most of the women and men were walking aimlessly In a daze 

with desolate looks on their faces as If thev had a/readv lost their minds. 

and were a/readv gone. 17tere were small children crvtng, looking for their 

parents. The SS soldiers carried long carbine rifles. and were trying to 

keep everyone quiet. obedient and in //ne. 

Word then began to spread through the crowd like a cold wind ... 

"Selection ." To the right. vou live. To the left, vou die. Young, able-bodied 

people. to the right. To the left. the e/derlv. the weak. and the children . 

.Mv /iunt Sonia was In her earlv forties but looked emaciated and 

much older. Sonia wasn't worried about herself. though. She was afraid 

for mv //ttle sister who was stl/l a child. Sonia took off her shoes and 

exchanged them with :Xache/'s. When :Xachel stood In /iunt Sonia's 

htgh heels. she looked taller and older. 

We were marched forward. then qutcklv came to a stop before pande­

monium broke out around us. 17tere were so manv male SS guards and 
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huqe. barktnq doqs. Thev were pushtnq us. separatlnq us to the rtqht and 

the left. Xachel and 1 were pushed to the rtqht bv a vounq. tall soldier. 

We were separated from our aunt. and as soon as we realized what 

happened. we rushed back and beqqed to be taken to her. on the other side. 

The soldier shouted "Die verfluchten Juden" (The damned Jews"). and 

pushed us back. 

fitqhtened. helpless and crvtnq bttterlv. we were consoled bv other 

vounq q!rls who were also separated from their loved ones . .At that 

moment. I looked up and wondered. where Is God! 

Countless hours later we were loaded Into cattle trains. packed so 

ttqhtlv with people. one had onlv room enouqh to stand. There was no 

food. and no water . .A larqe vat of disinfectant had been placed In the 

middle. which was our bathroom. So stronq was the stench. so palpable the 

despair. that It didn't matter anvmore what would happen to us. 

We said qoodbve forever to mv mothers sister. our dearest .Aunt 

Sonia Ltpkowlcz.-'Perskl. who was murdered bv the Nazis. She was our sec­

ond mother. an extraordtnarv human betnq. a martyr. and a true heroine. 
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.After the liquidation of the Vtlna Ghetto. and the selection at the 

:Kosa Cemetery. :Kachel and I found ourselves on a transport train on 

our wav to the big unknown. It was a cattle train filled with frightened, 

hungry. thtrstv people.Jews. roll!ng along the pastoral Polish countrvstde. 

We could not see the green meadows. the colorful wildflowers. or the 

black and white cows grazing plac!dlv In the fields. We were packed 

Inside the train like cattle ourselves. with barelv a place to sit. We didn't 

know tf It was dav or night. we were nearlv paralvz.ed from the shock. 

hunger and thirst. and half asleep from the motion of the train . 

.After a long period of travel. we came to a sudden stop. The heavv 

doors opened to the bellowing of Naz.I guards velltng. ":Kaus. raus. 

}v(achen sle schnelt ('Out. out. Jfurrv up"). We were herded Into an 

Impromptu railroad station. 

It was a cold autumn night. but strong reflector lights turned night 

Into dav. Dressed In their black uniforms with Swastika arm bands. and 
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black hats with skull and cross bones. the 55 men had us surrounded. Each 

one had a gun and a wild. barking German Shepherd on a leash. We were 

astounded. intimidated and traumatized bv the bright lights and the 

shouting, the 55 guards and their dogs, and the steamv hiss of the train. 

It was so completelv surreal. one couldn't grasp the realltv. 

Oh. the )\laz.ls planned it so well. We couldn't think clearlv. We never 

had a chance to fight back. to resist. or defend ourselves. We stood help­

lesslv on the platform. Men and women were separated. families broken 

up. Tathers stood with sons. mothers with daughters. Our group. voung 

women and girls. was taken over bv female 55 quards. 

This was the first time we had ever seen them. Thev were mostlv blonde, 

strong. well developed. and wore tight fitting uniforms with tall. black rid­

ing boots. and Swastika arm bands. Each one carried a horse whip. Thev 

had a peculiar bovine expression, with no pltv In their eves . .And thev 

barked their orders In high. strident voices. 

"Cine up. line up." thev veiled. cracking their whips right and left. espe­

clallv at the better-looking girls. Each of us was counted, and given a 

numbered metal dog tag. We were Instructed to wear them around our 

necks. 

"Disrobe." thev shouted. "Take offvour shoes and all ofvour clothes." 

'"Pile them on the ground. and then get back Into line," thev ordered. We 

hadn't known where we were until a whisper began to circulate . .A hushed, 

echoing, "Xalserwald Concentration Camp." travelled on the air. We 

knew what this meant. While still In the '"J.;1lna Ghetto, we had heard all 

kinds of rumors. tales about gas chambers. smoke-belching crematoria, 

massacres. 

We prepared ourselves for the worst. Mothers tried to comfort fright­

ened daughters. friends and famtlv hugged and kissed. saving silent good­

bves. We were afraid even to whimper. fearful to crv. 

Completelv naked, we were led Into a room that looked like a bath­

house. with showers. Three people each shared a single shower head. We 

expected killer gas to come out hissing. 1 asked God to let me die before 
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;R_achel. finding the thought of seelnq her fall first. unbearable. 

We were so alone. helpless. and forgotten . .After what felt like a life­

time. a trickle of water began to fall on us. Its steam becoming stronger 

and stronger. It was water. Water of life. pourlnq over us! Not qas. We 

were spared. "It's a miracle. a miracle." people said as we washed. and 

drank. crying. and laughing at the same time. 

We had a temporarv reprieve. because the Naz.ls needed slave labor 

for their war efforts. We were examined by cruel doctors. looking for "hid­

den" gold and silver. We were given uniforms. a pair of pants with white 

stripes on the sides. and a jacket with a white circle on the back. but no 

undergarments. Previously we had been made to throw our shoes In a pile. 

and we were now told to search and retrieve them. 

Our next destination was a long barracks with bunk beds and we 

received on the way. rations of a piece of old. hard. black bread and soup 

from a barrel-like container filled with black water and a few green turnip 

leaves . .After the meal. and tired to the bone. we dragged ourselves to the 

barracks and promptly fell asleep. 

The SS women marched In at daybreak. shouting. ".Appel. appel." 

(.Appeal. appean which tUlly translated means "roll call." "Schnell. 

Schnell." they barked. We were made to answer to the numbers on our dog 

tags. and over and over again we were counted. 

We were people with no names. not even surnames. 

We were the propertv of Xalserwald Concentration Camp. 
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The dav began like anv other in the Xaiserwald Concentration 

Camp. The female 55 guard, "5tubenalteste" (Barrack Eldest), In charge 

of our barracks. entered before dawn, whip in hand. 

".Appel, .Appel, machen sie schne//," she ordered. We quicklv lined up, 

and the counting began. 

There was no escape. Too often we had seen the black, charred bodies 

of those who threw themselves on the high, electric fences . Thev simplv 

couldn't take it anvmore . 

.A couple of 55 men appeared out of nowhere, spoke to our guard. 

then inspected us one bv one. }?_ache/ and 1 were now with mv .Aunt 

Esther Levin. and our cousins. Lila and Marvsia. with whom we had been 

reunited after thev too were sent to Xaiserwald. The five of us stuck 

together, trving not to be separated. 

We were ordered to step to the front and. with other girls and voung 

women, marched toward a long line of mllitarv trucks . .As we got closer 
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we saw some were full of men. 11tev loaded us on. and off we went. 

17tts was our last dav at Xatserwald . 

..After a short ride. we stopped In front of a massive qate flanked bv 

quards. 17te qate opened slowlv and we drove Inside the Dunawerke Slave 

labor Camp. located on a peninsula near R.lqa, latvla, surrounded bv 

the waters of the R.ed Danube ;R..tver and a larqe. deep forest full of tall 

trees. 

Dilnawerke was run bv the Naz.I construction proqram In forced labor 

camps, "TODT" whose business was first to finish the West Wall, then 

other ml//tarv butldtnq projects. It was named after Dr. Tritz. Todt, an 

enqtneer who had been the National Socia/1st Inspector General for the 

street svstem. who directed the butldtnq of the ..Autobahn. Jn 1940. Dr. 

Todt became the ./Ulnlster for ..Armament and Munitions. 

,/Utdd/e-aqed Germans, unfit to serve In the armv, were now our 

quards. 11tev dressed In o/tve-qreen uniforms with swastika arm bands. 

We were completelv In their hands, dependent upon their moods and 

whims. their slaves with no sa!f, there to work for the qlorv of the 

"Tatherland." 

Drtvlnq Into Dunawerke, vou saw a quardhouse. administration 

offices, then the private quarters of the camp Commander. a verv tall SS 

man dressed In black uniform with red swastika and htqh boots. J{e too 

had hts own fierce German shepherd. 

}{ere. aqaln. there was no escape. 

We were unloaded from the trucks, marched Into a larqe but/dlnq, and 

asslqned to dormltorv rooms on the first floor, off a lonq corridor. Ours 

was Dormltorv 4. It contained bunk beds and tables with benches . ..After 

the filth and mlserv In the TI!na Ghetto. and at Xatserwald. Dunawerke 

looked /Ike heaven. We even had showers with runnlnq water . 

./lqaln. we received uniforms - qrev pants with stripes on the sides 

and qrev jackets with marks on the back, but a least thev were clean. 17te 

men and women were separated bv a heavv door. constant!!! attended bv 

quards. 
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We were asstqned to work on construction sites. The quards woke us 

earlv In the morntnq and kept us busv until late at ntqht. The davs were 

lonq, and we were alwavs exhausted and hunqrv. 

We met a curious combination of laborers. There were vounq men from 

the Netherlands who were prisoners of war. Thev were verv frtendlv 

toward us, and sometimes shared their food. There were Catvtan dav 

workers who had special passes to come and qo. Thev paid no attention 

to us, the Jewish slaves from all over Europe. 

The qirls in mv dormitorv were all prettv vounq. On Sundav after­

noons when evervone was qlven free time, we tried to brtnq jov to our lives. 

Determined to ease our pllqht, mv qood-hearted .Aunt Esther persuaded 

mv cousin. Lt/a, to orqantz:.e some entertainment. 

Lt/a was a beautiful qtrl with enormous black eves and a doll-like com­

plexion. She was not onlv artistic but also possessed an exquisite slnqtnq 

voice. We sat on the floor, recltlnq poems and stnqtnq old ballads. So bro­

ken were we, so needtnq to stnq . ./Uanv would join In. tears falllnq from 

their eves. 

Throuqh the window we could see the river and tall trees. But thev 

were just for looklnq. Everv dav, before dawn, we returned to work. 

Lvtnq In our bunks at nlqht, Xachel and 1 formed a verv stronq 

friendship with two sisters who slept near us. Tosta and Eva. Thev were 

from Lodz.. Poland. They had escaped to 17tlna after the German Inva­

sion. and were taken to the Ghetto. Xatserwald. and Diinawerke. just as 

we were. 

Eva had a remarkable talent. She wrote beaut/till poems on scraps of 

paper with an old pencil. When anv of us found a piece of paper we 

saved It for Eva. Eventnqs. she would sit In a quiet corner. wrtttnq tilrt­

ouslv. ftlllnq her scraps of paper with poems about our life In prison. 

about our dreams. sorrows and mlserv. 

Eva was shv. timid. reluctant to show her work, but because 1 was her 

friend. she showed It to me. 1 would read her poems. run to Lila, and the 

followlnq Sundav thev were on the proqram. Lt/a recited Eva's poems. 
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and soon we knew them bv heart. 

Tosia and Eva perished at the hands of the Germans. 1 wrote Eva's 

poems from memorv after the liberation. and 1 will alwavs wonder how 

manv more poems. pearls of poetrv, could have been composed and read 

bv now! 

Cife went on. On the surface, evervthinq was under tiqht control, but 

beneath, thinqs were not so much in order. fiaterniz.atlon between 

German soldiers, especiallv SS quards, and Jewish qirls was strlctlv for­

bidden but human nature plavs different notes. 

Jn our room was a qorqeous Jewish qirl from Berlin named Ctz.e/. She 

had an exquisite f!qure, with verv lonq /eqs. It was said she was a balle­

rina or a cabaret dancer before the war. Our "OberscharfUrer" ("squad 

/eadei'J, the SS officer in charqe of the Jewish prisoners, was a tall, mld­

dle-aqed man, quite qood-/ooklnq. Jf e took one look at this stunnlnq 

vounq qlr/ and decided she was for him. 

J(e qave her a room of her own, dressed her In e/eqant ridinq habit 

with hiqh boots, and didn't let her qo to work. Thev used to spend whole 

davs toqether. She had such a qood Influence on him that he mellowed, 

wasn't so strict, and made our lives much more bearable. 

We adored her and felt qrateful. Thev looked so qood when thev 

passed us bv, and we were happv for them. I don't know If she survived, 

but 1 hope she did. 

Then there was a certain Mrs. Schwartz. in Dormltorv 3. She was a 

mtddle-aqed,Jewlsh.Cerman /adv, not the least bit qood-/ooklnq but full of 

feminine charm, and she spoke perfect German. 

Everv eveninq after curfew, when we weren't allowed out of our room, 

Mrs. Schwartz. would open the door s//qhtlv and beqln to converse with 

our quard, a vounq soldier. We had no idea what thev discussed, but 

evenlnq after evenlnq the conversations became lonqer and lonqer. Thev 

qot to be such qood friends, he beqan to brtnq her sandwiches, hot soup, or 

somethlnq else from his own rations. She qenerouslv shared with other 

inmates. This went on for a lonq time. 
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One morning. some trucks pulled up to our building. Several women 

were chosen and put aboard them. told they were going to work In a near­

by forest. Mrs. Schwartz. was amonq them. and her vounq friend, one of 

the guards. 

When they reached their destination the prisoners were marched out. 

)ls they walked down a ravine. the SS officer In charge gave an order to 

shoot. 17tev were qunned down. 

The voung guard watched as Mrs. Schwartz. fell to the ground. mor­

tally wounded. J{e became so distraught he took hts own service revolver 

and shot himself In the head. 17tere thev /av stde-bv-stde on the qreen qrass, 

united In death. 

There was also a woman among us who claimed to be clairvoyant. her 

onlv possession a deck of Tarot cards. Tor a piece of bread or a cold 

potato. she would sit down and ask vou a few questions. /av out her cards 

and tell vou vour future. 

Our life was so hard and full of sorrow that we were always verv curi­

ous to know what would happen. what to expect, how It would end. 

Needless to sav. the clairvoyant always had clients. Mvself. l never had 

the willpower to save something from mv rations In order to find out what 

was waiting for me. 

One Sundav afternoon we were sitting around. She came to our room 

and made an announcement. "17tis morning 1 got some Information about 

the Master of Our Desttnv. l put mvTarot cards on the table, and //sten 

to what 1 saw ... " We understood lmmedtatelv about whom she was speak­

ing. She did not need to sav his name. 17tere was silence. and she said In 

a clear voice. "J{e Is a homosexual, but Is trying to cover It up. }{ts end Is 

verv near. and It will not be a good one." 

The clairvoyant made these predictions In the summer of1944.Just as 

the tables were starting to turn on )ldolph }{!tier. 
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STUI'TJ{OT CONCVIT7lXT10N c;urp 
STEOVDOXT SLAVE LABO:J?.. c;urp 

The German Tox was In retreat and the :Xusslan Bear was movlnq 

steadllv west In the late sprlnq of 1944. }\lews for the Germans worsened 

each dav. Tltev became concerned about what to do with the thousands 

upon thousands of Inmates from concentration and slave labor camps. 

J{eadquarters in Berlin issued an order to move them west, closer to 

Germanv. 

Diinawerke was liquidated lmmedlatelv. 

We were loaded onto ml//tarv trucks and taken to a port on the 

Baltic Sea where a ship waited. Our sea vovaqe on the stormv Baltic last­

ed three lonq davs, and on the fourth we anchored at Danz:.lq. fiom there 

we were transported on one of several primitive barqes travel/lnq the deep 

canals surroundlnq Stutthof Concentration Camp, situated on an Iso­

lated island. 

J{ow can 1 describe it to vou! 

Stutthof Concentration Camp was a purqatorv on earth, with tall, 
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electric fences, narrow barracks, SS men and SS women In their distinct 

uniforms. wild, barking dogs and a strange smell In the air. "Look at the 

black smoke," people whispered. It flowed from the belchtnq chtmnevs of 

the crematorium. 

Thev assigned us to narrow, triple-decker bunks and gave us uniforms, 

striped jacket and pants. One size fits all. The //vlng conditions were per· 

fectlv wretched - we didn't have enouqh water to drink, no bed covers to 

protect us from the cold. no showers at all. 

Our meager diet consisted of 50 to 70 calories per dav - a slice of 

old, hard. dark bread made from potato peels and black rve meal which 

gave us scorchlnq heartburn. and lukewarm. black "soup" with half-cooked 

turnips, dispensed from a large, wooden vat In the center of the vard. 

We knew thev were putting something In It to stop our menstruation 

and keep our minds "fuu.v." bevond what the shock and starvation had 

alreadv done, but so qreat was our hunqer that once the rations were qone, 

hungrv girls would race to //ck the walls of the vat just for a bit more to 

fill their stomachs. 

We were f!lthv. freellng, and alwavs so lncredtblv. palnfullv hunqrv . 

.Mv legs were full of open wounds and deep lesions that hurt, night and 

dav. Everv morning just before dawn, we were made to line up, "Stand at 

.Appeal." and be counted and recounted. 

Jn //ne one morning. we were Inspected bv SS men selecting the voung. 

able-bodied for transfer elsewhere. One of them asked :Xachel her age. She 

straightened herself to look taller and courageouslv answered In a loud. 

firm voice "Jferr OberscharfUrer. 1 am 18 vears old." Jn realltv. she was 

onlv 14 at the time. and looked much vounger. but thev allowed her to 

remain bv mv side. 

Neither mv aunt nor mv cousins passed Inspection. We were separat· 

ed. once again feeling awfullv alone. When the two sisters from Lodz:. were 

chosen. we held tlghtlv together. 

Stutthof. filled with Jews from manv European countries and laden 

with mlserv and despair. experienced a tvphotd epidemic shortlv after we 
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left. It ran rampant through the masses of filthy, hungry, freezing Inmates. 

Without proper medical care. they died like flies. There was no hospital, 

no medicine. 

Mv aunt and cousins were stricken. Lila and Marvsla later recov­

ered, and mv dear, sweet .Aunt Esther died In their arms. 

ls It fair to ask. where was God! 

We were taken from the Stutthof Concentration Camp to Steindorf 

Slave labor Camp and lmmedlatelv knew we were In trouble - no bar· 

racks. no bunks.just barns filled with straw. There were no tables. not even 

a bench to rest vour tired bones. We were made to perform hard labor dig· 

glng ditches and cutting trees. all on a starvation diet. In the cold, with· 

out a single garment of warm clothing. 

It was late in the fall of 1944 and bitterly cold. We walked in slow­

moving lines to and from work. passing mud-covered fields with half. 

frozen turnips that the peasants fed their cattle. So Immense was the 

hunger that from time to time a courageous Inmate would leave the line. 

and attempt to fetch a turnip. If caught. she was shot lmmedlatelv. 

The long days passed so slowly that the new vear came and went with­

out our awareness. We lived In a vacuum. forgotten. Isolated. The so­

called "good people" stood bv silently. letting our enemy exterminate us. 

Our future looked bleak. and as our bodies became weaker. our spirits sunk 

lower. 

Upon returning from work everv dav 1 would go to the small inflrmarv 

where the nurse In charge washed the open sores on mv frostbitten legs 

with warm water and changed mv filthy bandages. 1 looked forward to 

the warmth of the tiny room. and temporary relief from the physical pain 

1 endured. 

Entering the Infirmary. one's nostrils were overtaken bv a strong. 

putrid smell. It came from a row of bunks where young girls /av In pain. 

flat on their stomachs. unable to move. their naked behinds covered with 

open wounds full of green pus. 

Our frustrated 55 guards were always looking to Inflict punishment 
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and their favorite method was bv floqqlnq. With qreat re//sh. thev would 

administer 25 lashes with a thick. rubber stick on the bare bottom of an 

Innocent victim. Their cries sounded In the air and put fear In our somber 

hearts . 

.Afterward. the poor qlrls were draqqed to the lnflrmarv where thev 

suffered slow deaths due to filth and malnutrition. their deep wounds 

unable to heal. no druqs qlven for pain. 

One slqnlflcant factor contributed to Jlache/'s and mv qettlnq out of 

there a/Ive. It was the presence and compassion of another Inmate. What 

happened was this ... 

We were unloaded at Steindorf and asslqned to sleep In one of the 

barns. Xachel and I /av beside a woman and a vounq girl mv aqe. l start· 

ed to converse with the qlrl In a low voice. and felt the woman starlnq at 

me the whole time. I would find out the woman was the qlr/'s aunt. The 

qtr/'s name was Xose. Thev were the last two surviving members of what 

once was a larqe Jewish fam//lf In Vtlna. 

")lre vou from llilnat the woman asked. 

"Ves." I answered. 

"Dtd vou live on 'Pllsudcktego Streett' 

"Ves." 

"I know who vou are." she went on. "You're the dauqhter ofmv dentist. 

She was an anqe/. It was a traqedv when she passed awav. so vounq. We 

all went to her funeral. It was huge. with so manv people ... so manv school 

children. I wl/l never forqet her. She was extreme/If qood to us when we 

//ved on Xijowska Street. I think she must have been a saint. and God. In 

his merClj. took her awav just In time. before our troubles began. She died 

/Ike a /adv. In her own bed. Isn't that something!" 

I tossed and turned the whole ntqht dreamlnq about mv mother. seelnq 

her smile as she stood In her office. tend!nq to her patients. dressed In her 

lonq. white doctor's coat. 

Earlv In the morning. SS quards ordered us to //ne up for work asslqn­

ments. :Xose. Xachel and I were asslqned to cut trees In the forest. :Xose's 
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aunt. on the other hand. was one of the luckv ones sent to work In the 

kitchen. Thev peeled potatoes and performed other manual duties. but the 

camp's kitchen was warm and thev had access to food. 

fiom that dav forward. when Xachel and 1 laid ourselves down at 

night. we lnevltablv found a well-hidden. life-sustaining morsel - a cab­

bage leaf wrapped around a piece of dark bread. or a turnip. or potato. 

Slowlv we savored the goodies. chewing with gusto. relishing everv crumb 

before fal//ng asleep. 

The extra food kept us going. gave us strength to survive. We thanked 

this good woman. angel of mercv that she was. who risked severe punish­

ment and posstblv death If she were caught. Quletlv. she replied"] am onlv 

repaving mv debt to vour mother. who helped me when 1 needed It." 

.As the autumn davs passed. the 55 guards became more and more 

Impatient and frustrated. The news from the front was not to their //king . 

.Although none of us possessed a calendar. a few of the religious 

women somehow knew when It was the eve of our holiest dav. Vom Xlppur. 

the Jewish dav of atonement observed bv fasting. An air of excitement 

could be felt as we walked slowlv to work In the forest. Thev said. "Tonight 

we wt/I all gather together. and light a candle. and prav. to prepare our­

selves for tomorrow's big fast." "Big fast!" whispered one voung. hungrv 

girl. "We are starving everv davr 

:News of the J{olv Dav travelled In a whisper. spreading qulcklv from 

one to another. It was something to look forward to. to break the monot­

onv In our hard davs of slaverv and something to hold onto. one of the 

few things left that couldn't be taken awav- we could stt/l believe In our 

God. a bittersweet reminder of our dtfferent-ness. and whv we were being 

persecuted. 

Two courageous women tlmtdlv approached one of the 55 guards. 

"Tomorrow Is our biggest holtdav. Could we posstblv stop a little earlier!" 

thev asked. 

"Stop earlier. Verfluchte Juden!" he roared In wild. loud. mocking 

laughter. "You have to work and produce for our great Tatherland!" 
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Our 55 guards had a great deal of tUn and merriment, working us 

longer and harder than usual. Thev could have shown us a bit of kindness, 

but Instead chose otherwise. Thev were Incapable of compassion and 

goodwl/l . .And we struqgled to maintain ours. 
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The winter of 1944 came upon us with a filrv. The davs grew shorter, 

the sun didn't want to show her face. the cold was unbearable, and we 

were still in Steindorf Slave Labor Camp. 

Earlv one morning, as we lined up for ".Appeal," a long line of mili­

tary trucks entered the gates. "}.,{arch on, get in the trucks," barked one of 

the 55 guards . .A rumor started circulating among the inmates that the 

camp was being closed. We did as we were told, and the trucks rolled out . 

.A short drive took us back to Concentration Camp Stutthof, and 

there the trucks pulled in. Just weeks earlier we had heard that a tvphoid 

epidemic had overtaken the camp. A potent smell of disinfectant lingered 

in the air. We prepared ourselves for the worst. 

Thev put us in a barrack. Mv sister Xachel and 1 had become close 

to four other girls, the poet, Eva and her sister Tosia, and two other girls 

whose names], sorrowfilllv, can no longer recall. We were six friends who, 

having lost our true loved ones, had made a little familv of our own, and 
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were now trylnq to stick toqether. 

;R_achel and 1 were qravelv concerned about our .Aunt Esther and 

cousins Ct/a and Marys/a . .Apprehensive about our own safetv lfwe were 

cauqht. we decided to trv to find them anvwav. settlnq out from one bar­

rack to another. What we saw was heart wrenchlnq. ]{a If.dead skeletons 

/av on narrow bunks. moanlnq from pain and hunqer . 

.After a long search we found Ct/a and Marys/a. pale and weak. 

lvtng on the floor of their barrack. Thev beqan sobbing. and told of the 

passlnq of our dear .Aunt Esther. We were devastated. full of qrlef and 

sorrow. and vet before we could even begin to mourn we had to run back 

to our qroup. We arrived just seconds before the 55 guards ordered us to 

line up. and marched us out of Concentration Camp Stutthof. 

The lonq march of the "{Jvlnq Dead" had begun. fiom mid-January. 

1945 throuqh the entire month of f'ebruarv. and Into mid-March. a /onq 

line of half.dead. half.frozen and starvlnq vounq women and girls. with­

out the benefit of warm clothes or proper shoes. walked on the muddv 

roads covered with Ice and snow. across the countryside In East Prussia. 

heading west. 

The 55 guards. with their big rifles and barking dogs. made escape 

Impossible. )f few escape attempts were made bv girls who managed to 

slip Into the woods. but each time. the escapee was revealed to the 

Gestapo bv one of the manv anti-semitic Polish peasants. There was slm­

plv no mercv for us. 

Our 55 guards were In a verv bad state of mind. and chaos was ever 

present. Jn order to surv/Tle. one had to keep up In line. Those who slowed. 

or trailed behind. were shot dead. their corpses left on the ground . 

.At night. we were stopped and allowed to rest. on farms and In vil­

lages. inside barns filled with straw. Thev slmplv didn't know what to do 

with us. We moved In one direction and saw other prisoners marching 

past us. travelling In the opposite direction. 

Where were we going! Nowhere. 

Cate one afternoon. shortlv before sunset. we came upon a large farm 
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where we were stopped and allowed to sit, tired and exhausted, In the mud 

on the naked ground. Just as sudden/v, an order was given, "Up, up. Ltne 

up for .Appeal." We were standing In ltne, waiting, when one of the SS 

guards went berserk. J{e took hts rifle and began shooting tndlscrtmt­

natelv. 

The six of us stood stde-bv-stde, 1 on one end, with mv sister on mv right 

and a middle-aged, stranger on mv left. Wtth the shooting, panic broke 

out. People were running and screaming. trvtng to htde behind trees and 

bushes. We six became separated. The ground was full of dead bodies, 

covered with blood. 

It took what seemed like forever for the six of us to find one another 

again. Mv sister thought 1 had been shot. and It turned out to be the poor 

woman who had been standing next to me. We cried, hugging each other 

ttghtlv. 

God does. Indeed. work In mvstertous wavs. That bullet could just as 

eastlv have flown a few Inches to the right. and It would have been mv 

dead bodv lvtng bloodied In the mud. 

The next morning the long march began again. We walked and 

walked. dav after dav. with no end In sight. 

Then. a tragedv befell us six. Our dear friend. a school girl from 

Poland.and gentle soul from a verv fine famtlv. succumbed. She became 

weaker and weaker as the march progressed. We struggled to hold her up, 

walking with her In between us. staving In the front of the ltne, but It was 

to no avail. 

One of the SS guards began to observe, with great Interest, our efforts 

to sustain her. Tor two davs, we kept her moving. On the third dav, as 1 

was holding her on one side and our other friend was holding her other 

side. this guard stopped the ltne and came over and ordered her to walk 

bv the nearbv field. When she dtd, forlorn and frightened, he aimed hts 

qun at her and spat, "}{alt." .A shot ranq out In the air, and she fell to the 

white snow without a sound. 

The executioner walked toward us. J{e veiled. "Go take her coat. She 
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doesn't need it anvmore." Our friend was the onlv individual In the entire 

line who had a coat. It was an old. worn. short winter coat lined with rab­

bit fur. fteez.inq as we were. nobodv moved. We refused to have anv part 

In this heartless act. "Murderer. murderer:· cried our hearts. "Move on. 

move on. No standinq around." came an order. 

We praved sllentlv. and were marched awav. leavlnq behind our 

vounq friend whose life had come to such a bitter end.J{eads lowered and 

hearts weepinq. we qot back into line and on went "The Conq March of 

the Civlnq Dead." 
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Cike the events of September 23, 1943, when we were taken into slav­

ery from the llilna Ghetto, the events of March JL 1945, are also 

inscribed upon mv heart and soul forever and ever. It happened a long 

time ago, but 1 remember everv moment as if it were yesterday, for it was 

on that dav that mv sister Xachel and 1 were liberated bv the ;R_ussian 

.Army, in a small village called Xrumau in East 'Prussia. 

Each passing vear, 1 celebrate this dav as Mv Dav of Triumph 

because, despite all the cruel treatment and sub-human conditions, despite 

the cold, hunger, suffering and humiliation, despite the loss of our dearest 

family members, we are still here. We survived. 

We had made it through, and we were going to have a chance to build 

a new life, to dream our dreams, and to speak for those who would never 

again speak for themselves. We had lived to tell our story and theirs. 

The morning of March JO, 1945, found us walking, as we had been for 

months, prisoners of the ]\laz:.is, in what came to be known as "The March 

97 



Memories. Memories .... 

of The Cirlinq Dead." We marched without stoppinq to rest. most of us 

barefoot. sleepinq while standinq up. struqqlinq to remain close to the 

front of the line to avoid beinq shot or beaten. ;tfanv of us were Infected 

with tvphoid. and burnlnq with fever . 

On this occasion. we walked the whole niqht. and just before dawn the 

SS quards barked "J{altf' stoppinq us in front of a larqe. round barn. 

They opened the door to let us in and to our amazement. we found other 

people inside. speakinq different lanquaqes. Quietly. we sat down on the 

bare floor. too tired to think. talk. or even worry. 

)l kind soul qave us a piece of hard. dark bread. It tasted so qood. 

)lfter a while 1 beqan to become stiff. :Xlslnq to stretch mv leqs, 1 moved 

slowlv toward the wall. I looked out throuqh a small openlnq to find one 

of the quards pilinq tree branches around the barn. "They wl/l burn us 

alive." said mv brain. but 1 was in limbo. I didn't have strenqth enouqh to 

care. )lll l could think was. "just let me rest. please. I can't walk anymore." 

)ls 1 sat there leanlnq aqalnst the wall. half asleep. somethinq started to 

happen . .. 

Suddenly there was a commotion outside. We heard shots. yelltnq. 

doqs barklnq. heavv boots. feet runninq. horses qalloplnq. and then It 

went silent. We heard only our own heavy breathtnq. 

Someone inside the barn cried out. "The SS quards are qone. they're 

runnlnq. Cet's qo. we are free." The heavy door was pushed open. and­

prisoners beqan to venture out. :;R_ussian tanks filled with vounq soldiers 

were comlnq toward us and. Indeed. the Naz.ls had run. no time to finish 

us off. 

1 felt very sick. Mv fever was so htqh. 1 couldn't move. Xachel and 

another qirl helped me out. The air was cold and crisp. The sun was shln­

lnq. Our liberators qleefullv called out to us as they approached. 

"We are free." 1 whispered. and then fainted. 

The dawn of Mv Dav ofTrlumph had arrirled. 
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J]\151~55 AND J]\!DEXfJ{. .. 

On a crisp. March dav in 1945. we stood in shock and wonder. out­

side a huqe barn in a villaqe called Xrumau. The barn was to have been 

our crematorium. to be set ablaze bv the Nazis who held us prisoner. 

Instead. we looked across the surroundinq fields covered with half-brown 

meltinq snow. and there /av the dead bodies of our former 55 quards. 

Clad in their black. shininq boots and uniforms with red swastika arm 

bands. the black hats with white Nazi lnsiqnla. the masters of our lives 

had been shot bv triumphant Xussian soldiers. Thev were dead and we. 

their victims. were alive. 

"Can vou believe it!"" sanq mv jovous heart. "We are free. we are freer 

"Be careful:· said mv brain. "Thev will wake up. thev will come back:· 

"Don"t just stand there. run. move. Go to 171/na. Go to 5olv to meet 'Papa. 

as vou told him vou would do." 

But I couldn"t . I faced a qrave problem . ./ls I stood there. Infected 

with tvphold. shiverlnq from h!qh fever and cold. I couldn"t take so much 
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as one step. 1 had no shoes. 

During the long march. 1 had struggled every dav. stopping hurriedlv 

to scrub the snow off the soles of mv onlv pair of old. green canvas shoes 

with thick. wooden soles. The snow stuck to them. making it impossible for 

me to walk. and then f/nallv. thev fell apart completelv. 

;R._achel found a piece of cardboard on which 1 could stand. She put 

it down on the muddv snow and there 1 stood. barefoot. mv frostbitten. 

black toes sticking out. 

The huge barn was emptving as a steadv stream of survivors moved 

slowlv toward the center of the village. We could still hear artillerv 

exchange between the victorious ;R._usslans and the defeated Germans. 

Suddenlv. we heard loud cheering erupt and a column of ;R._usslan tanks 

started to move In our direction . 

.As the tanks came nearer. a vounq ;R._usslan soldier from the first tank 

jumped out and ran toward one of the dead SS guards. J{e pulled off the 

Naz(s black. polished boots. then took off his own ;R._ussian shoes. The 

soldier looked at me. tossed hts shoes In mv direction, then jumped back 

inside his tank and the column moved out again. 

The whole thing took but a few minutes. vet this small gesture saved 

mv life. With ;R._ache/'s help. 1 qot the shoes on and we walked toward the 

center of the vt/laqe. Jolnlnq the others. The soldier not onlv qave me the 

great gift of freedom to move about. but had the sensitivif!f to know 1 

could not wear the boots of a Nazi. J{e returned to me the first small bit 

of dignif!f I was to regain. when he extended his own pair of shoes to me. 

Soon. the vt/lage too beqan to empf!f. Its former Inhabitants. prlmarl­

lv Nazi svmpathizers. flew the coop. leaving uncooked food on the stove. 

The tvphoid epidemic was in full bloom and manv of us were a/readv sick. 

We. the hunqrv. cold and weak. were all movtnq In one direction, toward 

a datrv. lt stood with its doors open. You could smell It from afar. 

The dairv's owner was a known Nazi. and he had run awav. We 

entered a hall full of all kinds of machines and contraptions. The big 

metal vats were still full of milk. sweet cream and buttermilk. 
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There were no cups or q/asses, vou just put vour mouth under the 

faucets and opened them. The milk began to flow, and the ravenous peo­

ple were soon choking on the rich nourishment their shrunken stomachs 

could not absorb. 17tev drank and immedlatelv vomited. Conq lines 

formed In front of the vats, but soon after the floor was covered with skele­

tons, their bellies extended, lvlng In their own feces and vomit . 

./Uanv of those who made It throuqh the "March of the Llvlnq Dead" 

lost their lives rlqht there on the hard. f//thv floor of the dalrv. We heard 

moans. cries and pravers, "Water. water. 1 am so thtrstv." Nobodv heard, 

and nobodv cared. 

Wltnesslnq this horror. ;R._achel and 1 didn't dare drink the milk. 

J{ungrv and tired. we sat down In a far corner near the back entrance 

and fell asleep. When we awoke. It was dark outside . 

./l vounq woman with a :R..ed Cross arm band moved qentlv between 

the sick and the dead. She was qlvlnq small sips of water to those who 

could not move. ;R._achel motioned to her. and when she came over to our 

de//qht. we recoqn!z.ed her as the Jewlsh·Jfunqarlan doctor who had been 

In charqe of the small lnflrmarv at Steindorf Slave Labor Camp. 

She knew me from mv datlv visits to her to have the wounds on mv leqs 

cleaned and bandaqed. and she was qlad to see we were still alive. She 

told us to stav Inside until mornlnq. that It was danqerous now In the vii· 

/aqe. With the Germans havlnq fled. hordes of drunken ;R._usslan soldiers 

were roamlnq the streets looklnq for qlrls. "We are orqanlz:.lnq a field hos· 

pita/ and In the mornlnq l will come to take vou there," the doctor told us, 

and then she left. We didn't dare sleep, //stenlnq Instead to everv noise 

and step. 

She came as promised. earlv the next mornlnq. and led us toward a 

horse-driven waqon waltlnq In front of the door. with manv other sick qlrls 

Inside. On the wav to the ;R._ussian field hospital. the doctor told us with 

tears In her eves that on the mornlnq of the closlnq of Steindorf Slave 

Labor Camp, the SS Oberschafurer called her to his office and ordered 

her to qlve lethal Injections to all the vounq qlrls lvtnq In the lnflrmarv. 

101 



}v{emor/es. }v{emorles .... 

She couldn't do It. She simply didn't have the heart. She filled the svrlnqes 

with plain water. Injected them. and joined the transport taklnq us back 

to StuthoffConcentratlon Camp. She said."] hope thev survived and. one 

day, 1 will see them alive and well." 

Upon arrival at the ;R..usslan field hospital. we were carried to a sep­

arate tvphoid ward bv orderlies with makeshift stretchers. We were on 

safe qround now. out of purqatory and awav from Its perils. 

We never saw our ".Anqel of Mercy." the Jfunqarlan doctor aqaln 

and didn't have the chance to thank her. so 1 would like to sav to her. 

now ... Doctor. wherever vou are. thank vou. 

On March 13. 1945. ;R..achel and 1. our heads shaved. were lvlnq side 

bv side on hospital beds In the tvphoid ward of the ;R..usslan field hospi­

tal somewhere In East "Prussia . .Xachel was on mv rlqht. and on mv left 

was a vounq qlrl named lea. from a port town In Latvia called lebava. 

There were twentv-five or thirtv beds. all of them occupied bv very sick 

girls. and attended bv just one elderlv .Xusslan nurse. Tever made us all 

very thirsty and we were constant/If begging for a sip of water. "] have 

onlv two hands." she used to answer. 

One dav. she noticed mv black. frostbitten toes. She called the head 

doctor and a bedside conference took place . .A qroup of.Xusslan doctors 

stood around me. examining me. poking around . .A decision had to be 

made. Mv fever was so high. 1 didn't know what was qolng on. Mv poor 

little sister was fee//nq a bit better than 1 and when she heard them dis­

cussing whether or not to perform amputations. she started to cry and 

begged them. "'Please. don't do It, please. She Is mv onlv sister. 'Please don't 

cut her toes." 

The elderly nurse was trvlng to calm her when .Xachel heard the doc­

tor announce. "Don't bother. look at her. The poor soul won't make It. 

anvwav." Mv toes were saved. 

lvinq there. half the time unconscious and the rest of the time deliri­

ous. 1 kept talking to mv long departed mother. telling her about a beau-
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tiful banquet table covered with a white lace tablecloth and fancy embroi­

dered napkins. There were brilliant chandeliers. and silver plates laden 

with exotic dishes and delicious. Imported fruits. Evervone was drinkinq 

cool water from crystal wine qlasses. and 1 kept repeatlnq the words. "Blq. 

black grapes and pink. rozzv peaches." 

,J?..achel had no idea what 1 was talking about. but when 1 recovered. 

she repeated the words to me and asked me If 1 remembered their meaning. 

Tor a moment 1 didn 't know. and just stared at her blanklv. and then It 

came back to me . 

.At the beginning of our summer vacation in June of 1941. In 

Ostrowlec. 1 was lvinq In a hammock between two tall. birch trees on the 

edge of the forest. reading "Peter the Great" bv .Aleksel Tolstov . 

.Aleksei Tolstov was a distant relative of the famous ,J?..usslan writer. 

Ceo Tolstov. Leo had thirteen children. none of whom were writers . .Aleksel 

wrote manv historical novels. One was "Peter the Great." about the Tsar 

of ,J?..ussla. after whom the cltv of Saint Petersburg is named. 

1 was in the middle of reading about a banquet given bv the Tsar In 

his magnificent winter palace In St. Petersburg when mv nannv came run­

ning. }{er face was drained of color. She veiled. "The Germans are com­

ing. Come Inside. right now." 

It was one of those moments when vour heart dives for the pit ofvour 

stomach. and events begin to unfold in slow motion. I tossed down the 

book. It missed the hammock. and fell to the grass. I ran home. 

Those were the last words 1 read as a free person. 

Even todav. mv favorite fruits are fuzzv peaches and big. black 

grapes. When I pass bv a fruit store. I cannot resist buvlnq a bunch. and 

eating them slowlv. enjovlnq their sweet taste. Thev are. for me. the taste 

of freedom . 

,J?..achel was well on her wav to recoverv. and the head doctor told her 

she would soon be discharged. Not wanting to be separated. she asked to 

be given work so she could wait for me. J{e assigned her light work in the 

hospital kitchen. 
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A significant contribution to our survival was that :Xachel and 1 

were able to stav together. leaning on each other. finding strength In one 

another. ] was the older sister. given the responstbt//tv of taking care of 

mv vounger slb//ng. I worried about her well-being. what she would do If 1 

weren't there. who would stand between her and the cruel 55 guards.Now 

our roles had reversed. She took over. and took care of me. Mv mind was 

In a haze. :Xachel fed me. put cold compresses on mv burning head. stood 

bvme . 

..As I was lvlng there. fighting for mv //fe. girls were dvtng around me. 

Everv morning there was an emptv bed or two. Cea. the voung girl on mv 

left. was getting worse. :Xachel felt sorrv. tried to do //ttle things for her. 

but her prognosis was verv poor. One night. as 1 /av unconscious. Cea 

woke me up. "Mv end Is near. 1'/ease find mv brother and tell him about 

me." she whispered. Through a haze 1 became aware of a voung girts ema­

ciated face changing Into a mask of death. The next morning the bed on 

mv left was emptv. :Xachel stood there crvlng bltterlv. 

Bv Mav 9. 1945. evervbodv In the hospital was rejoicing. 17ie war was 

over. The ..Allies had won. The doctors and nurses were singing. dancing 

and laughing. I had begun to feel a //ttle better. :R..achel came up from the 

kitchen to feed me. but 1 had no appetite. She sat on mv bed and we heard 

somebodv shouting "We are going home." I looked Into mv sister's eves and 

asked. "What do we do now? Where do we go!" 

Davs became weeks. weeks became months. and still we //ngered In the 

hospital. Then one dav came the announcement that the hospital was 

being closed. We were told we were well enough to travel. we were going 

to Zoppot. The hospital was buzzing with happiness. excitement In the 

air. "The :;R..usslans are good to us." It was said. "Thev are sending us to a 

resort bv the sea. Now we will get well." 

Zoppot was a famous resort In Poland. near Gdansk. where people 

from all over came for therapeutic care. the pure sea air performing mfr· 

ac/es. It was an ideal place for us to gain strength and weight. and get 

ourselves together. 
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The Xusslan mllitarv confiscated a larqe buildinq there.and convert· 

ed It Into a convalescent home. When we arrived. the wife of the rich 

Polish owner (!reeted us with a false smile on her face. 1tetendln(! to feel 

sorrv for us, she wished us all a speedv recoverv. We lqnored her com· 

pletelv and went out to our asslqned rooms. We could smell the falsehood 

and knew she was not our friend. 

Xachel and I shared a small room. It was a luxurv we hadn't had In 

a Ion(! time. to have privacv. but I was not doln(! too well. Mv bodv was 

not mendlnq and mv broken spirit didn't heal. I had no will to live and 

spent mv davs In bed. starln(! at the ceilln(!. I was sad and listless. with 

no appetite. 

What an lronv that after starving for such a lonq time. I could not 

enjov the food I now had. The head nurse. who conversed with me In 

J?.usslan. tried to cheer me up. but to no avail. She spoke with J?.ache/ and 

forbade her to feed me In bed. "She has to be forced to get up. qet dressed 

and come down to the dinlnq room for her meals," was her stern order. The 

next dav. Xachel helped me to dress and s/owlv walked me downstairs to 

the dinlnq room . .A lar(!e table stood In the center with Ion(! benches occu­

pied bv nolsv qlrls chattlnq, having their breakfast. Nobodv paid atten· 

tlon when I took mv place. I could not swallow a bite. Mv throat was 

closed. mv mouth drv. I had no desire to eat or drink. 

J?.achel was talking to me In a quiet voice when I noticed a black 

upright piano standln(! In a far corner . .An Invisible force pulled me 

toward It . .As If In a trance, I stood up bv mvself and walked In Its direc­

tion. When I reached the upright. I sat on the small bench In front of It, 

and lifted the lid covering the kevs. Tlmidlv. lovlnglv. mv fin(!ers started 

to touch the black and white kevs and I heard music comlnq from under 

them. I was plavlnq a rondo bv Mozart, softlv. from memorv. 

Evervthinq around me became unreal. I was once more a pupil taklnq 

a lesson from mv music teacher . .As the music became louder, the whole 

room became silent. The (!Iris were looking In amazement at this skeleton 

with the shaved head making the piano come alive. Thev surrounded me. 
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"] can't believe mv ears." thev exclaimed. "She still remembers ;tfoz.artf' 

11tev showered me with requests and 1 plaved and plaved. 1 felt a stronq 

flow of enerqv from the black and white kevs penetratinq mv weak bodv. 

c/eanslnq It of all the lonq sufferlnq and humiliation. 

I was on mv wav to recoverv. fiom then on we qathered at the piano 

everv nlqht. 1 plaved and the qlr/s sanq their hearts out and we qalned 

strenqth toqether. 

One dav at the end of summer, two girls, voung and curious, decided 

to explore our stranqe, new surroundlnqs . ./ls much as we were used to It, 

there was no guard at the entrance door, and the doctors and nurses knew 

that our weak, wobblv legs wouldn't take us far . 

Indeed, we were happv to stav Inside all dav. happv to have a roof 

over our heads, grateful for the food and medicine offered to us. 17te con­

valescent home shielded us from the hostile and unfamiliar world outside. 

We reveled In having the nurses, with their frlendlv faces, on our side. 

We were safe. Jina/Iv. 17te evil forces couldn't reach us or harm us 

anvmore and we began to feel like we could count on the horror being over. 

Still, manv a nlqht we were awakened bv the loud screams and bitter cries 

of someone having a nightmare. ;Nightmares were a constant companion 

for a long time. The nurses would Interrupt their own rest and come run­

ning to their patients. "Poor, poor girls ... " thev would sav soothlnglv. and 

gentlv wipe our frightened faces with a warm cloth. 

On this dav our two courageous companions opened the door and 

went out to the street to look around. With deliqht, thev noticed a fence 

In the back of the buildinq. Opening a small white gate, thev stepped Into 

an orchard laden with red and white currants. 

Thev just stood there. never daring to touch the berries . ..After so manv 

vears In captlvltv thev were traumatized, Insecure, regimented, used to 

being told what to do and where to go. 11tev were afraid to taste the 

berries, confronting their first dilemma as free people. The bushes were sav­

ing "Come and fill vour mouth with our sweet taste," but thev didn't dare. 

Jina/Iv. thev decided to run to the head nurse and tell her about their 
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discoverv. let her see what thev found. When the head nurse told them she 

knew about the qarden and was happv to see them cominq out of their self. 

imposed prison. thev were enthralled. 

"Bv all means, tell evervone," said the nurse. "Cover vour heads and 

don't sit in the sun too lonq . .And don't eat too much. Be careful," she 

implored. "Chew slowlv. vour stomachs are shrunken. Everv dav vou can 

have more and more. The vitamin C wl/l help vour scurvv." 

The convalescent home emptied. The qood-natured nurses looked on 

as we helped each other out to the orchard with its maqnlflcent white and 

red currants. 

It was the beqinninq of manv. manv walks to the orchard and lonq 

hours spent slttlnq in the sun. breathlnq the stronq. fresh sea air. It qulck­

lv became an Important part of our dallv lives. Sunnv afternoons were 

spent on the qreen qrass, warminq ourselves like lazy, slow movlnq 

lizards. Or sometimes we would sit under a bush and fill our thlrstv mouths 

with the sweet fruit. 

Our phvsical heallnq was now well underwav. but we st!// had a wavs 

to qo. Lvlnq In bed at nlqht, we could hear the waves of the nearbv Baltic 

Sea beatlnq aqainst the embankment but we had not vet the strenqth to 

walk far enouqh to see it with our own eves. It was just too lonq a walk. 

Then, sure enouqh, one dav. the ;R_ussian doctors pronounced us cured 

and readv to move on. ;R..eadv to qo home. 

"Where!" was the blq question. 
7 d '"1-1 ,. • ./ln . ,110W. 
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.The convalescent home In Zoppot was closing its doors, and we were 

on our own . .A handful ofmilitarv trucks lined up on the street In front of 

the open front door. ]\lo need to load luggage, we had onlv the clothes on 

our backs. 

Small portions of black bread with margarine and militarv flasks full 

of cold water were distributed, and right after breakfast we were loaded 

onto the trucks. 

Mv sister worked In the kitchen and was lucfy enough to get a gift 

from the cook of a whole bag of dried bread, a treasure. We said as long 

as we had bread and water, we would never be In trouble, our belltes would 

alwavs be full. It was our securitlj blanket. 

Our doctors said goodbve and wished us good luck. Our eves were full 

of tears and our hearts were sad, and full of fear. We didn't know where 

thev were going to take us . 

.After a long. bumpv ride. we stopped In front of a strange looking 

but/ding. Once Inside. we saw that it was a provisional J{usslan Inst/tu-
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tlon with small cubicles that served as offices. Its name was Peres/Inv 

'Punkt Unternal .Affairs Bureau). Tltev questioned us there to confirm 

where we were from. and where we belonged. Tltev provided proper docu­

ments. then sent people to their birthplaces. 

We were. after all. displaced persons. The Xusslans. mostlv military 

personnel. were verv frlendlv. Tltev had a great deal of pity In their eves 

when thev looked at us. skeletons with shaved heads. 

Xachel and], as well as another voung woman. ltza Zelmanowlcz, 

were treated like "their own." because we were from 171/na, which was now 

a part of the Soviet Lithuanian Xepubl!c. and we spoke Xusslan. Tltev 

qave us special documents and all kinds of permits. and then took us to 

a nearbv railroad station to take a train, home. 

Liza was the oldest, and assumed the role of mother. telling :Xachel 

and me to follow her steps because she had a plan for how to survive In 

this new. stranqe world. It was a blessinq for both of us. We had no 

money, no proper clothes. no shelter. no family. 

It was late In the evening when a military train arrived, huffing and 

puffing into the station. There was a fair amount of pushing and shov­

ing, and we found ourselves inside a train full ofvoung Xussian soldiers. 

Tltev were singing. playing guitar. dancing In the aisles. and drinking 

vodka. 

Liza smelled trouble. and danger. She signaled us to follow her and 

we spent the rest of the night outside the train, between the wagons. cling­

ing to each other. The dark skies shielded us from sight. It was a trip to 

remember. 

Bv the time the train stopped. we were bone tired. hungry and thirsty. 

We jumped down and started looking around. We were at the railway 

station In Lodz. Poland. It was busv with both soldiers and civilians. 

To our joy. we heard a voung voice speaking Vtddtsh. Liza went right 

up to a group of young people and began asking them questions. I felt 

very weak. and was sitting on the sidewalk practlcallv asleep when some­

bodv said to me. "I know vou. L!lv. We were together In Steindorf Slave 
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Labor Camp. remember! It's me. :Xose. Mv aunt worked In the kitchen 

and brought vou food. She was a patient of vour mother. who had been so 

good to her." 

I recognized her lmmedlatelv. and we started to hug and kiss each 

other. ".Another survivor from Vilna:· I cried. "What a pleasant surprise. 

:Xachel. :Xachel. come here. I called. It was another miracle. and each 

one was more healing than the last. 

:Xose took us bv the hand and led us through the unknown streets of 

Lodz to an apartment where mv cousin Marvsla was staving. T7te apart­

ment belonged to her brother. an attornev who had survived the Naz.I era 

on special .Arvan papers. Jfe didn't look Jewish. and was married to a 

Polish phvslclan. 

When Marvsla opened the front door and saw :Xachel and me. she 

couldn't believe her eves. We hugged so tlghtlv. We took hot baths. then 

she fed us. and we were talking. crvlng and laughing between bites of glo­

rious food. :Xose Invited Liz.a to spend the night at her house . .And then 

we fell asleep. It was so good to lie In a big. clean bed covered with fresh 

linen and a be/Iv full of good food. 

While we slept. Marvsla discussed. with her brother and sister-In-law. 

all of our fates . Ultlmatelv. thev decided our future was In Israel. and that 

the first step would be to join a kibbutz. . 

.After a huge breakfast earlv the next morning. Liz.a met us In front of 

Marvsia's house. and off we went to X1bbutz. Ihud at Zachodnla 20 

Street. Inside a tall building. a voung girl took us to the office of the 

kibbutz. leader. Josek Wasercler. Jfe took one look at me and became nerv­

ous. upset. 

Josek took Lila and Xachel Into an adjoining room and explained 

that thev wanted to accept voung survivors of the Jfolocaust Into the 

kibbutz.. to give them food and shelter. to teach them the skills thev need 

for emigration to Israel. But thev have to be able to work and earn a liv­

ing. and be In relatlvelv good health. 

I st!// looked more like a candidate for a sick bed. If not a casket. Jfe 
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was deeplv sorrv. but thev couldn't accept me. JC.ache/ was In tears. Lila 

tried to calm her down. Thev came back and used the excuse that the 

Xibbutz. was full . )ls we said qoodbve. ]osek asked. "Bv the wav. where are 

vou from!" 

"We are from Vilna" 1 said. proudlv. "We're qolnq back there." 

"just a minute. Mv qirlfrtend. Tosta. and her sister and parents 

escaped to 171/na when the Naz.ts occupied Lodz.." 

"Eva!' JC.ache/ chimed In. excitedlv. 

1 said. "We were with two sisters from Lodz. Tosta and Eva. Eva 

wrote beautiful poems. Thev were our vent qood friends. The last time we 

saw them was on March 11th. in Xrumau. the dav we were liberated.'' 

Josek would not let us leave after that. Jfe asked a thousand questions 

and called in his father who was also a member of the kibbutz. . ./Uanv sto· 

rles later. Josek said. "] am so sorrv. 1 will take a chance on vou. Trv to 

qain strenqth. but take vour time. Stav In bed and rest as lonq as vou need. 

and when vou're readv. l will qive vou chores to do. I have books. lfvou 

like to read." 

"Thank vou." 1 said. qrateful for all of it. 

"Vou are now one of us. a new member.'' he told us. /lnd then to me. he 

said. "When vou feel like it. 1 would be qrateful to hear more about mv 

dear Tosia. and sweet Eva. the poet. 

)lnd so opened a new world for the three musketeers. Liz.a. Liiv and 

JC.ache/. We beqan aqaln at Xibbutz. lhud at Zachodnta 20 Street. 
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from dav one. I felt secure in Xibbutz lhud. for the first time in years. 

1 had a bed. and a place to eat and be educated. but it was onlv tempo· 

rarv. We had set our siqhts on Israel. These were Just our first steps. 

We qot hold of a map. and marked our destination with brtqht. blue 

crayon. counted all the countries we had to cross in order to qet there. and 

beqan to replace our niqhtmares with dreams ofbutldtnq a new homeland 

in the land of .Abraham. Isaac. and Jacob. 

We were vounq, idealistic. and full of determination to leave the hor· 

ror of our past behind. and find a briqhter future . .A qreat deal of heal­

lnq had to be done. of the bodv and the soul. but we were sustained bv 

thouqhts of the "Promised Land full of milk and honey. waitlnq for us with 

open arms. 

Life in the kibbutz was busy with chores to be done. Some members had 

Jobs outside. We had classes to attend, discussions in which to part/cl· 

pate. debates to win or lose. Jn the evenlnq, we sanq new sonqs. accom-
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panted bv a self-tauqht accordionist named Sonia, and we danced the 

}fora. 

The hostile and Indifferent world outside mav not have cared much 

about us, but we didn't have time to feel sorrv for ourselves. We had each 

other, fiftv vounqsters In al/, who shared the same views and Ideas. We 

were not alone anvmore. We had friends who shared our davs. 

Our hiqhest qoals were to be readv. prepared, worthv to be called a 

member of the kibbutz:., a true life "J{aluc" (pioneer"), and to move on. We 

waited lmpatientlv for Instructions. Then, one dav, It happened. 

"We beqln travell!nq tomorrow:· was the announcement. 

The next mornlnq, full of anticipation, we left the butldlnq at 

Zachodnla 20 Street and traveled to ~Praque, the capital of the Czech 

:f<_epubllc. from there we went on to Munich. Germanv. to a place named 

Skola Xadorna, where there were thousands of other refuqees from all 

over Europe. 

There were so manv different lanquaqes, so manv different faces, 

clothlnq, but we all had this much In common: we were homeless, stateless, 

and a burden to the socletv around us. 

We fiftv from Xibbutz:. Ihud were lucfy. Our orqanlz:.atlon sent us to 

an aqricultural school on a farm in Turstbach near Jv(oosen a small town 

near a railwav station. 

It was in Jv(unlch that our dear mother hen, Ciz:.a. met a vounq man 

and decided to make a new life with him there, rather than follow the 

Xtbbutz:. to Israel. Thev were two lonelv people who married shortlv there· 

after, establishlnq their home toqether In the cltv. :f<_achel and I were fre­

quent visitors to their apartment, and our friendship remained. 

The aqrlcultural school in Turstbach was on a larqe farm surrounded 

bv a deep forest. It had been confiscated bv the .American authorities 

from a rich, Influential Nazi who escaped, leavlnq evervthlnq Intact. It 

was put to qood use In the summer of 1946. 

We were eaqer students. Our mornlnqs were taken up with horses to 

attend, cows to milk, chickens to feed, and barns to clean. There was work 
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In the fields, and we climbed trees to collect apples In the orchard, tended 

a big vegetable garden, and fished In the crystal clear lake nearby . 

.Afternoons, we attended classes and participated In all kinds of cultur­

al activities. Curious and alert, we absorbed this new knowledge like 

thirsty sponges. 

We slept In two big dormitories, one for the bovs and one for the girls. 

Thev were clean, Immaculate, with fresh, white linens, changed every 

week. Verv strict, self.imposed rules of social behavior were observed reli­

giously. There was never anv trouble, because we were friends, gratefu.l for 

the good will shown to us. from today's perspective, it was quite an 

achievement. 

Our German neighbors were none too happv with our presence. 11tev 

snickered, "De }iiden was machen sle hier!" ('What are the Jews doing 

heren. We knew thev still hated us and we were prepared to defend our­

selves. Each night, two students stood guard throughout the night, armed 

with a weapon and accompanied bv our one German friend, the sheep 

dog. Thev walked around the fenced property making sure those Inside 

were safe. 

The dog loved to hunt for rabbits and would bring them Into the 

kitchen and /av them on the floor beside the stove. Soon after, a delicious 

aroma wafted from the kitchen's open windows. 71tere were plenty of vol­

unteers who became consummate cooks, and a variety of tasty dishes 

served. The sheep dog was our guard and our good luck charm. and the 

best morsels were saved for him. 

We were alwavs hungry, and verv sleepv bv dinnertime, but we gath­

ered around the long kitchen table and feasted until late at night. always 

waking earlv In the morning, happv and readv to resume our duties. 

The fresh air. good food, and frlendlv atmosphere performed miracles. 

We felt stronger, more self.confident. our pale faces became brown, and 

we gained weight. 

Summer ended, and earlv In the fa//, we were told it was time to move 

on and make room for new students. Our group was going to a Displaced 
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Persons Camp In Cetphetm. 

We knew this meant we were qettlnq closer to our destination. but life 

In Cetphetm was difficult. It was quite an adjustment. Once aqaln, we 

were amonqst stranqers In a camp-full ofbutldtnqs, and deprived of a pre­

cious commodlfl/. prlTlacv. 

We clunq to each other. resented the dullness of camp life. and missed 

our work-filled davs on the farm. We hated the label ":;R_e-fuqees." and were 

full ofvearninq for a place to call home. 

The state of our health worsened. as old wounds reopened. 

As fall became winter. we beqan lose our hope for a brtqhter -future. 

Our davs were sad and qrav. Then one eventnq. davs before the vear came 

to an end. Josek made an announcement after dinner. "Good news/" he 

exclaimed. "Get readv to travel. We're betnq taken to ltalv." 

J{app11 and excited. we burst Into a sonq. Sonia brouqht her accor­

dion to life and. aqaln. we danced the }{oral 

We were on our wav ... 
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CJ{OSSJJ\lG ~ .AL1'5 OJV A com 

WJNff:ll JVJGJrr 

Because we had qraduated from the School of ;A.qr/culture In 

Turstbach and survived the lonq, dull waltlnq period In Displaced 

'Persons Camp Leipheim, the people In charqe of our ".A/Iva" (return) to 

Israel Intended to qet us there no matter what, but there were plentv of 

obstacles. 

One obstacle In particular was the British Occupation .Authorltv In 

'Palestine. It was an lronv of Ironies that the British had fouqht so 

va//antlv to free us, but wouldn't allow us to enter what was then their ter­

rltorv. Tew permits or visas were Issued to refuqees, and none to us, the 

members of X1bbutz:. Ihud. 

But the vounq, couraqeous members of "Brlha" (the Israeli Defense 

Torce), did not qive up. Xather, thev found a wav, and we will alwavs be 

qrateful to them for their qenerosltv and lnqenultv. 

Instructions were qiven that we would pose as Greek peasants trav­

ellinq to ltalv to work In the vineyards. We were forbidden to speak and 
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slnq as we normallv would. The qlrls wore babushkas. and colorful clothes 

were distributed to all. 

We were driven bv our facilitators In covered trucks. accompanied bv 

quards on motorcycles. throuqh the German countrvslde toward .Austria. 

and our destination. the Italian border. 

Our hearts stood still several times when we were stopped bv police or 

when border quards checked our documents. but they waved us on. 

On New Year's Eve. December 31. 1946. the caravan of trucks 

stopped at the foot of the snow-filled. majestic .Alps. We had to climb to 

the other side in order to enter ltalv. and much to our surprise. we were not 

the onlv ones. 

Other qroups of refuqees had also decided to cross the .Alps on this 

nlqht. thinkinq that the border quards and vl/laqers would be taken up 

with the holldav. and less llke/v to pav attention to a qroup of stranqers 

makinq their wav In the snow. 

It was quite an undertaklnq. but on this brisk December nlqht with the 

llqht snow fallinq qentlv. we beqan our climb. Our quides used a memo­

rized. secret trail throuqh the snow covered mountains. They were treach­

erous. with hard. sllpperv Ice just under the snow. We encouraqed each 

other up and onward after each one of our manv falls. Church bells ranq. 

echolnq throuqh the trees. 

fiom deep within the woods we saw vl/laqes full of white . .Alpine cot­

taqes with their familiar red roofs. saw colorful llqhts l/lumlnatlnq church­

es. and listened to the vl/laqers' merriment. slnqinq. and lauqhter. "Thank 

God." we thouqht to ourselves. sl/entlv followlnq our quides. 

1 had a problem. thouqh . .As soon as we stepped our of the trucks and 

beqan our climb. mv frostbitten leqs. especlallv mv toes. qot so stiff from 

the cold that 1 could hardlv walk. 

Beside me was mv then bovfrlend.Jacob. who saw mv predicament and 

realized the danqer involved If 1 could not keep up. J{e called on anoth­

er member of our qroup and toqether they practlcallv draqqed me alonq. 

fiustrated and anqrv at mvself. 1 struqqled to keep movlnq. and we man-
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aged to stav with our group. 

We climbed higher and higher through the Ice and snow, and everv lit­

tle thing we carried became heavier and heavier. We were Instructed b~, 

our guides to throw nothing awav, not even the smallest Item. The trail 

was intended to be used time and again, and had to remain secret. The 

fa I/Ing snow would cover our tracks, and If we left no other traces, bv 

morning no one would suspect a thing. 

1 had no Idea mv future husband, Edward }.t(argules, was also cross­

ing the .Alps that same memorable night. Jf e was carrvlng a large bag full 

of homemade cookies, which were rap/div becoming too heavv to carrv, so 

Ed decided to share them with his fellow climbers. Somebodv gave me a 

handful, which 1 ate with zest, never suspecting that he and ] would meet 

and share a life together. 

1 don't know how we did It, but at dawn's light we entered a border vil­

lage In northern lta/v, accomplishing our mission to bring us safelv across 

the .Alps on a cold winter night, nearer to our final destination, lsrae/. 
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JS.A.AC M/IZU:R. 

Mv Uncle from Buenos Aires 

.Xachel and 1 began searching as soon as we could after our libera· 

tion, for our father. aunts. uncles. and cousins. anvone we knew before the 

war. 

We found ourselves alone in a strange, new world in which evervone 

we had known was gone. We had no means of support. Our entire world 

had fallen apart. We wrote letters. sent notices. listened to anv rumor, but 

we couldn't find a soul. 

While interned at the Displaced "Persons Camp in Grugliasco. ltalv. 

near the cifl/ of Torino. we were told that an Information Center for 

Survivors had been established in ./Wlan. We heard there were cases of 

people finding each other. families being reunited. 

1 decided to go there to post notices. Telling Xachel mv plan. 1 

remembered that our father used to receive letters from his vounger broth· 

er in Buenos .Aires . .Argentina.}{e was alwavs so happv to read them. But 

1 couldn't remember if the letters were from 1. or]. Mazur. 

JZS 



Memories, Memories .... 

1 composed our notices before we left, and one of them read "Cl/a and 

Xachel, 2 daughters of David ./Uaz.ur, are searching for their Uncle."]." 

or "]." ./Uaz.ur. from Buenos .Aires . .Argentina. We are now In the 

Grugllasco Displaced Persons Camp near Torino, ltalv." 

With permission from our Xtbbutz. leader. Xachel and 1 traveled to 

Milan and soon found the Information center. With trembling hands. we 

posted our notices on a huge wall, filled to capacltv . .After that, we tried 

not to think about It. We didn't want to be disappointed. But life had 

something different In mind for us . 

.And that's where mv husband comes In ... 

Trom time to time, In order to entertain the Inmates of our Displaced 

Persons Camp. the authorities would pile us Into open trucks and take us 

to a local movie house. 17tev usuallv showed old Italian movies, but on this 

particular dav thev were showlnq an old Xusslan movie. 

I was slttlnq with mv sister and a qroup of friends. Xachel and I were 

the onlv two who spoke Xusslan, and belnq the elder 1 was the actlnq 

translator of the movie. and was doing so In a low voice. Sitting behind 

us was a qroup of bovs from another kibbutz.. Xtbbutz. Betar. One of them 

was mv future husband Edward "Eddie" ./Uar(!Ules. 

Eddie was an ardent Zionist who planned to emlqrate to Israel after 

havlnq escaped from Naz.I-occupied Poland to Soviet Xussla, being 

Inducted Into the armv, and flqhtlnq on the ftnnlsh-Xusslan Tront. 

Needless to sav. he spoke perfect Xusslan. 

So there I was quletlv translatlnq the movie for mv friends with Eddie 

sitting behind us. and Eddie's wonderlnq "Who Is this Xusslan-speaklnq 

qlrl!". The movie ended and the llqhts came up, we smiled courteouslv at 

various people sitting sat near us, as one normallv does, and left. 

Jn the meantime, Eddie had decided to find a wav to be Introduced to 

me . .A couple of davs later he showed up at mv kibbutz. and one of our 

bovs made the Introduction. We hit It offrlqht awav. and he began court· 

lnq me. 

Eddie knew of mv Interest In classical music, and used to take me to 

126 



1947 

DJy. J{acliel. f.drvard and friends. 

Displaced persons camp Gl'll{/llasco. 
near Torino ltalv 

1947 

J{ac/iel and friends attending a class at 
Displaced 'Persons Camp .Adrlatlca 

near J.(tlan. ltalv 
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Ca Sea/a, the famous opera house In ./Utlan. lt was a real treat for me, 

and 1 enjo!!ed everv minute. On our wall to the opera one da!/. 1 confided 

to him that 1 had posted notices at the Information center, but had not !let 

heard from any of my family. Eddie Insisted we stop by, and It became our 

custom to go look for answers to my notices whenever we went to a per­

formance. 

Time passed and then one da!! we were told to get ready - we were 

being taken to the port city of Genoa on the Mediterranean Sea, where 

we would board a ship bound for Palestine. 

When 1 told Eddie, he asked me to marrv him, move to his kibbutz. and 

wait for his emigration quota to be granted . .And thats what 1 did. 

Tebruar!I 13th, 1947 was a cold winter da!/. I walked with ml! future 

husband. my sister, and many of our friends. through the streets ofTorlno 

toward a spectacular. ancient svnagogue. :Kachel and I wore beautiful. 

nelfJ, dark blue dresses with white collars, gifts from Eddie, custom made 

by an Italian dressmaker. 

We were married. along with several other young couples, by an old 

Italian rabbi who had all of three hairs In his beard. 1 was told he sur­

vived the Nazi occupation In a Jesuit monasterv. }le gave us brass wed­

ding bands to exchange, and blessed us. 

I want to tell you that this was the happiest day of my life. Indeed, the 

jO!I of finding someone to share one's life with and stepping Into the future 

with that someone Is tremendous. But one Is supposed to make that step In 

the presence of one's whole family, and the void created by their absence 

on this da!! was colossal . 

.A partv was thrown In the dining room of our kibbutz. In honor of 

Eddie and me. It was attended bl! near!!! 400 people - l.!NX.A (United 

Nations J?..efugee .Agency) officials and kibbutz administrators and 

many, many young people. 

1 received a felfJ small gifts, the funniest of which was a rubber plant. 

1 ma!! not have had much In the way of worldly possessions, but 1 did have 

a rubber plant! 
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Sometime later a telegram came, asking us to come to an office in the 

center of Milan. Eddie, :Kachel, and 1 dressed in our best and went to 

Milan accompanied bv a friend who spoke fluent Italian. 

We were directed to a verv fancv office where we were given a 

telegram from mv father's brother, Isaac, in Buenos .Aires. 17te telegram 

read: "]am verv happv, after a long search, to find vou alive. Our finan­

cial help will be given immedlatelv bv mv business partner, Mr. G." 

Mr. G . was the owner of this fine office In which we were standing. Jfe 

was an elegantlv dressed individual who was also kind and caring. Jfe 

told us about helpinq our uncle in his search for our familv in Europe. 

We were astonished. We asked if he'd answer the telegram for us, 

which he did. Jfe offered us money, which of course we couldn't accept, 

being proud and not prone to accept chariflj. 

Jf e was verv svmpathetlc to our cause, and we must have made a good 

impression because shortlv thereafter we were getting letters and 

telegrams from Uncle Isaac, one after another. 

Uncle Isaac decided to bring us to Buenos Aires. 

It was not an easv task. The government of .Argentina, under the 

leadership of Juan Peron, made a paradise for the Nazis, but would not 

permit Jewish survivors to emigrate. Uncle Isaac was determined. Jfe put 

a blank check In front of an attorney specializing In emigration matters, 

bought 3 passages on a ship, and sent us $100 for the visas. 

it happened so fast, we didn't know what hit us. I wrote a long letter 

qentlv explainlnq our plans for Israel, but Uncle Isaac wouldn't let qo. 

Jfe wrote, ".After evervthinq vou've been throuqh, vou aren't properlv 

healed, or prepared for the harsh life vou will find there. 1 sav, ml casa es 

tu casa, mv home Is vour home. Come improve vour health, qet vour edu­

cation, and then continue with vour plans." 

Our friends at the Xibbutz Insisted we listen to him. 17tey said thlnqs 

like "What a fine gentleman," "What qeneros/tlj," and "What a noble qes­

ture." "Ctsten to him, and do what he savs," was the consensus. 

It was a bittersweet ironv that we were not qoinq to Israel after all. 
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When :Xachel and I joined Xibutz Ihud. the first step on our journey to 

what was then 'Palestine was the idea of an Independent State of Israel. 

an idea which became well-planted in our consciousness. 

We felt so stronq/11 that we Jews must have a permanent home. a qov­

ernment with an active president. an armv. and all the social structures 

of a sovereiqn countrv. Moreover. we felt If ever there was a time. that 

time was now. 

It was a dream. It was an enormous dream. one in which we knew we 

were dependent upon the qood wt// of so manv other nations In order for 

It to become a realttv . .And vet. It dtd. On Mav 14. 1948 the dream came 

true. 

It was a jovful and memorable dav. 

We were interned at Displaced 'Persons Camp .Adrtattca near 

Milan. ltalv. qlued to the radio. When the announcement came. the entire 

camp ran outside. cheerinq. The white and blue Israe/t flaq was posted In 

the center and we all sanq and danced around It. 

We witnessed htstorv in the maktnq and for a chanqe its paqes were 

full of qood news. 

/ind then It was time for :Xachel. Eddie. and me to sav qoodbve to 

Xibbutz Ihud. A bon vovaqe partv was qlven In our honor and after a 

sad farewell. we traveled to Genoa. a port cltv bv the Mediterranean Sea. 

There we boarded the ship. "/frqentina." We were on our wav to Buenos 

/fires. 

What an adventure. /f fter //fe In the camp. the beautiful and luxuri­

ous ship was /Ike a settlnq from a fatrv tale. Stttlnq tn the eleqant dtnlnq 

room. at a table with a white. starched table cloth. betnq served delicious 

food bv a waiter. //steninq to /Ive music. we could not absorb It eastlv. but 

savored It slowlv. 

It was unfortunate. but .Xachel and I both suffered severe motion sick­

ness. We spent the better part of our trip lvtnq In our cabins In discom­

fort. But Eddie enjoved himself to the fullest. maktnq friends. plavtnq 

qames. }le felt so sorrv for us. We traveled for 2.1 davs. and on June 2.2.nd. 
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1948. arrived at the port of Buenos ./fires. 

To our surprise. we were met bv twentv people. famtlv and friends. 

manv carrvtnq flowers. headed bv our dear benefactor. Uncle Isaac 

Mazur. J{e stood In front of evervbodv. tall, ample, proud, with hts arms 

open wide and a btq smile on hts face. I was happv the three of us were 

properlv dressed In nice clothes. 

Eddie had on a new suit. and Xachel and 1 wore Identical dark. blue 

dresses whtch Eddie had had made for us bv an expert dressmaker. J{e 

had also bouqht us small. eleqant hats. new shoes. and qloves to match. I 

saw that our uncle was Impressed bv our appearance. not ashamed of hts 

nieces and nephew. We mav have been refuqees from Europe. but we came 

from a qood backqround and were flndtnq our proper place In the world. 

thanks to Uncle Isaac. 

J{ts was a fascinating storv. lsaac Mazur. born Icz.ke. a voung. poor 

bov from Sokolka. Poland. became Don Isaac Mazur. a wealthv. htghlv 

respected businessman and philanthropist In Buenos ./fires. 

Sokolka was a small vtllage with no future for a vounq. Jewish bov. 

There wasn't much to do. so Icz.ke decided to trv hts luck In nearbv 

Btalvstok. J{e was ambitious. hardworktnq. lonelv. and determined to find 

his pot of qold. 

Shortlv after hts arrival In Btalvstock. he met a vounq qtrl named 

Tannv. Thev fell In love. soon married. and then had their first child. a 

son. mv cousin. Marcus. 

Vounq Icz.ke had often heard tales about .America. where the streets 

were said to be paved with gold, and beqan to make plans to emtqrate. 

Unfortunatelv. there were ltmtted quotas. and the qates to the "Golden 

Land" were hard to open. 

J(e then chose ./frqentlna as hts destination. Leavtnq his vounq wife 

with her parents. he promised to brtnq her and their son In one vear. and 

embarked on his journey . 

.Aunt Tannv used to tell us wonderful stories about their ltfe In 

Btalvstok ... how thev met. how she had to persuade her father to qive his 
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permission for her to marry lcz.ke. but the most poignant was her story 

about her arrival In Buenos Aires with Marcus. 

Tor an entire vear. lcz.ke and Tannv exchanged letters. Jfe wrote 

about how much he missed them. how well he was doing and how he was 

saving monev. When flnallv the proper papers came and she got her visa. 

Tannv's parents called In a special dressmaker to make new, fanC!f dress­

es for her. She bought herself a new hat and Marcus got a new, velvet suit 

with a white collar. 

On the ship, Tannv wore onlv her old dresses. saving the most elegant, 

the pearl grev with the matching hat. for the moment when she would step 

off the ship and Into the arms of her beloved. lcz.ke. The dav of their 

arrival came and Tannv. dressed In all her finery. proud and happv with 

the babv In her arms. was met bv lcz.ke. who looked like a burlv laborer she 

could hardlv recognize. 

Jfe was waiting for her In a horse-driven wagon filled with bags of 

merchandise he had to deliver on their wav home. Crestfallen and bttterlv 

disappointed. Tannv rode beside him with tears In her eves and her nose 

high In the air. 

"ls this what 1 left mv parents for. mv friends. mv home!" she sobbed. 

lcz.ke hung his head In shame and silence. 

life was difficult for the voung couple. lake continued to work hard, 

looking for every opportun/f!f to prosper and support his wife and son In 

proper stvle. Jfe was self-taught. intelligent, and had a wav with people. 

Jf e was alwavs respectful, and had a superb sense of humor and a heart 

of gold. 

A daughter. :R..achel, was born. and the sun began to shine on the 

Mazurs of Buenos Aires. Uncle Isaac claimed It was her birth that 

changed his luck. and made the doors to success open for him. }{ts busi­

ness grew, and he emploved more and more people. Jfe was a good, com­

passionate boss. a devoted husband. and a concerned and generous 

father. Nothing was too good for his fa mil!! or friends. Thev could count 

on hts help and advice when thev needed It. 
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Thev moved to a beautiful home surrounded bv luxurv and Uncle 

Isaac became an active member of the Btalvstok Candsmen Soc!etv and 

manv other philanthropic orqanlzatlons. /Ike the Jewish Commercial Co­

operative. Jfe qalned the respect of the Jewish CommunlfV, and It was 

known that he enJoved shartnq his qood fortune with those In need. 

Uncle Isaac loved to read. }{ts studv was Uttered with books. maqa­

ztnes. and all kinds of datlv papers. Jfe was Interested In world affairs. 

po/It/cs. and classical music. espectallv opera. Jfe had a subscription to 

the Theatro Colon. a famous opera house In Buenos .Aires. where he would 

listen to his favorite opera diva. Ctlv Pons. 

1 can see him even now. a picture of pleasure and contentment after a 

festive dinner. restlnq on the sofa on a Saturdav afternoon with his ear 

qlued to the small transistor radio. J{e loved to listen to the arias of 

Enrique Caruso or his beloved Ctlv Pons. 

Bv the time we arrived from Europe. in 1948. life was qood for Uncle 

Isaac. Jfe was our quardtan anqel. trvtnq to help us anv wav he could. 

trvtnq to smooth out anv wrinkles In our wav to a new life. Jfe was proud 

when Eddie went to work two davs after our arrival. and qave back the 

monev he sent us for the visas. Jfe was equallv proud when :Xachel 

enrolled in school to become a dental mechanic. and found herself a Job 

in order to be independent and support herself Jfe was proud to see me 

strlvlnq to be a qood housewife. /earninq to cook. asklnq .Aunt f"annv so 

manv questions about it. 

I will never forqet his btq. wide smile when he discovered that ], too. 

had a love of classical music. We were sou/mates In music. sharlnq so 

manv opera performances toqether. 

}{ts arms alwavs open. Uncle Isaac made us feel like real members of 

his famtlv. With Eddie. hardworkinq and ambitious. he alwavs offered 

encouraqement to climb and qo forward. When our sons were born. Uncle 

Isaac became their "Z.eJde lczke." ("Grandpa lczke") treatinq them just 

like his own qrandchildren. 

}{ts home. alwavs mil of friends. was our oasis . .At his table. laden 
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with delicious home cooked food. we shared songs and laughter everv hol­

ldav. J(e created a safe harbor for us. and his love, caring and under­

standing helped heal the deep wounds Inflicted upon us during our long 

vears of persecution. 

J(is wisdom. goodness, sense of humor, the twinkle In his eves -· these 

things have permanent. sacred places in our hearts and souls. 

J(e mav not be with us anvmore. but his blessed memorv lives on as leg­

end in our familv. We remember him, talk about him, and will never forget 

him. 

To our dear Uncle lsaac Mazur. a giant of a man, who took three 

scared voung human beings and brought them back to life ... thank vou. 
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lsaacMamr 
.At our arrh7al In Buenos .Aires 



Buenos Aires. 1950 
T1te wedding of mv sister, J{acltel Mazur, to Solomon Sz:na}derliaus. 

Standing: Isaac 'Balaban, /tJs wife Xacltel, (J/v, Eddie (/ioldlng our son, 
David. 9 mos), David 1'epa, Marcus Mazur 

Seated: Isaac Mazur, the bride, J{achel, the (!Toom, Solomom, and .Nott Fanny 



Isaac Mazur In 1956. 
w/im we left 

to eml(!l'ate to the United States 



Our son. :Mlcltael. Age .3 

Buenos Aires. Ar(lmtlna 

Our son. David. Age 5 

Buenos A/res. Ar(lmtlna 



8umos .Aires. 1964 
17ie Szna}derhaus Tamlly 

7lacliel. Solomon. 1'ablo. David and Graciela 
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AND TJ(f_ WO~lD srooD Sla:JVI' 

Written In 1988 

fifty vears aqo. on November 16. 1938, on 'Xrtstallnacht:' ('The 

Niqht of the Broken Glass"), Nazi "brorrmshirts" went on an or(l!f of 

destruction, siqnallinq the beqinninq of the end of German and .Austrian 

Jewrv, and the world stood silent. 

Torty-flve vears aqo, on .April 19, 1943, a qroup ofvounq Jewish bovs 

and qirls rose in defiance aqainst the miqhty Nazi force, resisted and 

fouqht in the Warsaw Ghetto uprlsinq. and the world stood silent. 

Torty-flve vears aqo. in September, 1943. durlnq the }{tqh }{ol!f Davs 

of .Xosh }{ashanah. Nazi murderers liquidated the 'Vilna Ghetto. and 

the world stood silent. 

Torty-three vears aqo. on .Mav 9. 1945. the Nazi war machine was 

defeated. There was celebration and re}olclnq. but we. the survivors. found 

ourselves alone. sick, orphaned. with no place to qo. and the world stood 

silent. 

Then. forty vears aqo. on .Mav 8. 1948. a miracle happened. Like a 
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phoenix rlslnq from the ashes of the J{olocaust. a new nation was born, 

an Independent Israel. 

17tts was a new paqe In the htstorv of the Jewish people, written with 

blood. sweat. and tears. 

Jn the course of these forty vears. five wars have been fouqht. begin· 

ntnq the dav after the Declaration of Independence. when her hostile 

.Arab netqhbors attacked the new countrv. 

Even todav. thev don't vet recoqnlze Israel's right to exist. 

The riots and stone-throwtnq In Judea, Samaria and the Gaza Strip, 

durtnq this time when Israelis are celebratlnq a mtlestone In htstorv. are 

once more a slqn of the constant effort of our enemies to dampen our splr· 

Its. to hurt our tourism. to qtve us heartache and trouble. 

But todav we sav to the silent world. "We are here to stav." 

We cherish our Medinat Ytsrael, we support and quard her . 

./lm Ytsrael Chat. 
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XXlll 

When I was qrowinq up in mv native town ofllilna. llilna was part 

of Poland. but Xussian was the lanquaqe we spoke at home. It was the 

lanquaqe mv parents qrew up with. studied in. and was. for all intent and 

purpose. their native lanquaqe. But llilna officlallv belonqed to Poland. 

It had since 1920. and the official lanquaqe was Polish. 

Tor centuries. Poland had been the center of a tuq-of.war between 

Germanv in the west. and Xussia in the east. Poland was conceded. 

annexed. and divided manv times between the two powers. who both left 

a stronq influence on its lanquaqe. customs. and culture. 

llilna. which was situated in northeastern Poland. had its own bound­

arv wars with Lithuania. its northeastern neiqhbor. Thev were alwavs trv­

inq to call llilna their capital. and in fact todav llilna Is called llilnlus. 

and indeed is the capital of Lithuania. 

It would seem to make sense then that one dav mv father decided It 

was time to start speakinq Polish . .After all. I would be startinq school. 
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Memories. Memories .... 

as would :R...achel. soon thereafter. and school was tauqht In Polish . 

.And so it follows that my first accent was :R...usslan, when speaklnq 

Polish. 

,iUy education went on to Include not only the Polish lanquaqe. but 

also Polish literature. and music. 

Then. in 1939. when Poland was invaded by Nazi Germany. we were 

on summer vacation In Soly. a little town near Tilna. where my father 

owned a pharmacy. Poland was partitioned. and Soly was annexed to 

Belarus. Its official lanquaqes then became Be/arusslan and :R...usslan, 

and school was thereafter tauqht In those two lanquaqes. 

Our classmates said "You speak well, but with a Polish accent." 

Then the Germans came. We escaped back to Tilna. only to be herd­

ed like animals Into the Tilna Ghetto, where we beqan to speak Yiddish. 

There 1 was told. "You speak beautiful Yiddish. but you have a ;R...uss/an 

accent." 

.After our lonq and difficult odyssey throuqh Concentration and 

Slave Cabor camps, durlnq the Nazi era, ;R...achel and 1 were //berated by 

the :R...usslans. We were taken to a ;R...usslan field hospital. The doctors 

and nurses there were so happy we spoke their lanquaqe, but thouqht we 

had a stranqe accent! 

When we were In a Xtbbutz In lodz, Poland, all the younqsters there 

were Polish, but our comrades used to lauqh at what thev called our 

"funny, slnqlnq 'Tilna' accent!' 

.After Germany. we were in a Displaced Persons Camp In Italy for an 

entire year. We learned to speak Italian. quite we//, but. of course, spoke 

with an accent. 

When we emlqrated to Buenos /I.Ires, /f.rqentlna, my husband. sister, 

and 1 heard Spanish spoken for the first time. We thouqht we would never 

be able to learn to speak this lanquaqe. But within three months of llvlnq 

there, 1 found my way around pretty well with my Polish-Spanish diction­

ary. Jn /f.rqentlna. 1 was asked. ".Are you from Italy!" "You speak with an 

Italian accent," thev would say. 
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X.Xll7 

Then mv husband. two little bovs. and I came to New York. and 

Enq//sh had to be learned and spoken. Out came the Spantsh-Enq//sh dtc­

tlonarv. and I struqqled throuqh mv first book, "Gone Wtth The Wtnd." 

.Mv sons. on the other hand. learned Enq//sh In a few months . 

.After all these vears and a qreat deal of effort. mv .American friends 

sav."Vour Enq//sh ts quite qood. verv /Iterate. but what ts vour accent!" 

It Is the end result of a lot of chanqe, brouqht about. at first, bv 

destruction, followed bv adventure. and flnallv. topped with Jov. 

Tor a long time In this country. I was traumattz:.ed. Intimidated. afraid 

to express mv opinion In English. with mv colorful accent. Even when I 

heard something said In perfect English. with a clipped accent, that was 

clearlv not correct, right. or true. I could not speak up. 

Then. Dr. J(enrv Xtsstnger became the popular Secretary of State 

during the Ntxon .Administration. The first time I heard htm speak. I felt 

//berated. I rea//z:.ed that It Is what vou sav. how tntel/tgentlv vou present 

vour Ideas. that matters. not vour accent. 

It was then that I took a deep breath. opened mv mouth. and began to 

express mv opinions. 

I haven't stopped since. 
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xxv. 
Df..DJCXT70N OT 

TJ{E US. J{O(.f)C.AUSI' ;t(O(O:JUA.L 

MUSW:M 

When Steven Sptelberq accepted hts Oscars In 1994 for "Schtndleis 

Ctst." he asked that teachers tell tUture qeneratlons about the J{olocaust. 

and never forqet Its six mt/lion victims. 

One of the best places for that Is the U.S. }folocaust Museum In 

Washtnqton. D.C.. 

1 attended Its dedication on Thursdav . .April ZZnd. 1993. 

Jn the earlv dawn of this Important dav. 1 flew with mv friend. 

}{arr/et Solz:.. one of the real "Schindleis Ctsf' surv/TJors. from New York's 

Xennedv .Airport to Washtnqton. We landed at Dulles .Airport at 9 

a.m. 

J{arriet and 1 took a taxi. and as we approached 100 .J{aul 

Wallenberq 'Plaza. we couldn't qet throuqh all the people pourlnq In on 

foot. 

The skies were filled with heavv. qrev clouds. and a cold wind blew in 

from the Potomac .J{iver . .A steamv rain was falltnq. as If nature itself 

was crvinq with us for what we'd been throuqh and the l/TJes that were lost. 
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Memories. Memories .... 

The muddv qrass was covered with hundreds and hundreds of wet 

chairs. There were colored slqns for different sections and as we passed 

throuqh a securltv check. a shudder ran through mv bodv. Tor a moment. 

I had the eerie feeling I was back In a concentration camp. "Stop." I said 

to mvself. and held J{arrlet's hand. tlqhtlv. She was shaklnq. 

We found our seats and sat down with so manv others In the grev 

haze of the Inclement weather. There was an air of tremendous dlgnltv. 

friendship. and cooperation. Strangers shared plastic coverlnqs and 

umbrellas. There was a sea of people. qathered here with purpose. deter· 

mined to absorb everv moment of this historic dav. 

The ceremonies beqan. We were surrounded bv television cameras. 

focused on the podium and scannlnq the faces of those In attendance. 

quiet and sad. 

Ted Xoppel was the Master of Ceremonies. and Introduced the visit· 

Ing heads of European States and Invited dignitaries - President and 

Mrs. }ferzog of the State of Israel. lace President and Mrs. Gore. J{arrv 

Meverhoff. Eli Wiesel. Ben Mead. and others. Behind them. the colorful 

.flaqs of Partisans and freedom fighters flew brlsklv In the wind. The mil· 

ltarv band plaved "}fall to the Chief:' and President and Mrs. Clinton 

made their entrance. 

On either side of the Presidential Seal. just below the podium. the most 

Important phrase. summarlz:.lnq the meanlnq of this solemn event. was 

written In big letters. It said. "Tor the Dead and the Living We Must 

Bear Witness." 

It was a verv movlnq ceremonv. with a musical Interlude. the 

Presentation of Colors. the slnqlnq of the National .Anthem. Invocation. 

lnslqhtful and touchinq speeches. a readlnq of the late Edward Murrow's 

broadcast from Concentration Camp Buchenwald. the liqhtlng of the eter· 

nal flame. a benediction qlven bv a rabbi. and the powerful voice of Jesse 

Norman. diva of the Metropolitan Opera. singing ".America. the 

Beautiful." 

It was something so special and unique. 
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xxv 

Outside, the voices of protesters, with their uqlv slurs, were polqnant. 

We ignored them. 

1 could not stop crying on the Inside as 1 sat there. Silently, 1 spoke to 

mv loved ones who perished at the hands of the Naz.ls, tell!nq each and 

everv one bv name that this shrine was for them, erected In the mall In the 

Capitol of the United States of .America, In their blessed memory. 

The museum, filled with photoqraphs, documents, artifacts, exhibits, 

and oral historv qlven bv survivors, stood solemn and proud to bear wit­

ness, forever and ever. 

This Is the place for people of qood wl/l to come, to serve, to learn, and 

to help build a better understanding, a better world for the whole of 

mankind. 
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Dedication of77te United States }{olocaust Memorial Museum 
.:tprll Z2. 1993 

Me. at tlie 15th Street 
entrance to tlie 

}{olocaust Museum 



XXVI. 
ff)f;MS 

Written During The J{olocaust 

Durlnq our Incarceration In Diinawerke Slave Labor Camp mv sister 

and 1 shared a bunk with another pair of sisters. Tos/a and Eva. We had 

similar backqrounds and a lot In common. Eve was a poet. and durlnq the 

bleak davs of 1943-44 she was the pride and Jov of our Xoom #4. 

It was our solemn dutv to find scraps of paper for her to write on. We 

learned her poems bv heart and repeated them over and over. flndinq 

Inspiration and couraqe In everv rhvme . 

.As our circumstances worsened. our bond qrew stronqer. 

We were last toqether on the March of the Livtnq Dead. and became 

separated durlnq the commotion of our liberation on March 11. 1945. 

never to see each other aqaln. 

One dav In 1946 while walklnq on the street In Leiphelm Displaced 

Persons Camp In Germanv. 1 met a qlrl whom 1 knew from Diinawerke. 

She was also an Inmate of Xoom No. 4 . We huqqed and kissed and the 

first thinq 1 asked. full of hope. was If she knew the whereabouts of our 
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Jv(emorles. Jv(emor/es .... 

poet and her sister. Wtth tears In her eves she told me that after the ltber· 

at/on thev became very sick and succumbed to tvphotd. 

1 began to cry. and ran to our dormitory where 1 took out a pen and 

paper and wrote down her poems while thev were st!// fresh In mv mind. 

1 present them to vou as a homaqe to the blessed memory of two love­

lv voung qtrls. our friends Tosta and Eve. 

Photocopied from th4 originals. JVltlch 1 saved. 
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It's Enough. long f.nouglt 

lt's enouqh. lonq enouqh to banq vour shoes evervdav 

on this hard. stone-covered wav 

;lnd vour feet are qettlnq tired. vour poor sore feet 

marchtnq alonq In the heat 

Thev cannot take one step. 

Thev cannot run awav 

because all the doors around them 

are locked for todav. 

;ind vour old. worn shoes march to work everv dav 

While vour feet dream of places far. far awav. 

But those feet have chains. prison fences keep them there. 

Thev must march. and suffer. and live In constant fear . 

.Move on. mv feet. so weak and In pain. 

Vou have no rtqht to rest when others must qaln 

Don"t think about the future. don't think about the past. 

Todav vou must run. and run vou must. fast. 

Soon we'JJ be happv and free. the dav will come. still ... 

when we walk slowly. at last. and have our own will! 

One of manv poems 'IVl'lttm In tlte ~Ina Gltetto. 1 used to repeat It tTVer and 
tTVer wlatle marchln(J to tlte 1'orubanek Airport for a Ion(/ day of liard work. 
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Diinawerke 194344 

71te Spring 
The spring Just came upon us. 

the glorious month of Mav. 

We trv to sing new songs now 

and yearn for freedom's day. 

Ohl come. we are waiting for vou 

full of sunshine. dressed In white. 

1'/ease hurrv up. we need vou. 

Make haste and come up straight. 

file 117111 all come out toy-ether 

to y-reet vo11 and say, /{ello. • 

To bless the 117arm 117eather. 

united 117e 117111 y-o/ 

.And when the bell of freedom 

finallv tolls for vou. 

old folks wt// be vounq aqaln. 

evervthinq wt// be new. 

1 don't know what wl/l become of us. 

the slaves who are now so few. 

If we wt// know how to start 

to live on our own and not work so hard. 

117e 117111 all come 0111 toy-ether 

to y-reet vo11 and sav. /fello." 

To bless the 1'17arm 117eather. 

united 117e 117111 y-ol 

lfwe ever learn to wake up without the wake-up bell: 

to lauqh. and slnq and not be counted 

while standing lonq hours at ".Appel." 

not to eat cold. hard potatoes. 

not to suffer from cold and heat: 

not to wear canvas. wooden shoes 

on our halffroun feet. 

117e 117111 all come 0111 toy-ether 

to y-reet you and say, /{ello. • 

To bless the 117arm 117eather. 

united 117e 117111 y-o! 

./{Poem 117rltten by Eva. melody by Uly 
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Jn Diinawerke. surrounded bv river and trees. 

vou wt// find Jews from all over the world 

working verv hard In the bitter cold 

Outside Is sttll. verv dark: 

the work bell loudlv tolls: 

the columns move qulcklv: 

strong winds blow: 

Jews persecuted for somebodv else's sins. 

The long dav f/nallv over. 

the sun lost Its power. 

They go back slowlv. 

their feet so tired 

.Asking onlv the question: Whv were they hired? 

Please. Jews. don't lose faith: 

verv soon this wt// come to an end. 

We wt// again be free and happ!/ 

working In Israel In our own land. 

Cyr/cs bv Eva 
ffranslated from Yiddish bv C/ly) 

.Melodv · 1'opular :/Olsslan Son(! 
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Diinawerke 1943-44 

117E AXE ST.!U1'ED ... 

On our backs, two blq, white rlnqs. 

On our sides, two lonq, white stripes. 

Prettv vounq qlrls, and so verv sad, 

waltlnq for qood news about our pllqhts 

But everv earlv morntnq comes 

the same and qoes awav. 

Now we wait · mavbe tomorrow 

w/J/ be a better dav. 

We dlq deeper and deeper ditches 

and the davs drift slow and lonq. 

We, the slaves, work and keep worktnq, 

but vou w/J/ never hear a sonq. 

Still, In our dark and hard //fe, 

we did find one dear and qood friend. 

The qolden sun shines brlqht, 

sendlnq warmth and //qht with no end. 

Thank vou, our onlv dear friend, 

we sav vou are so qood to us. 

But whv do we have to be striped this wav 

and whv does nobodv care about us! 
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Diinmverke 1943-44 

TOD.AV117E .ADll£1?._TJSE ... 
.A Satire 

We are a newlv formed firm called Tosta and Co. 

Thev sav we are vounq and prettv. 

but we don't feel so. 

No need for horses. no need for mules 

just hire us. we can use heavv tools. 

We load and unload frelqht waqons of wood 

and sacks of potatoes. all for vour qood. 

We push with qreat qusto lorries of sand. 

but don't think for a moment this Is our end. 

You w!ll be satisfied. evervthtnq Is free. 

vou don't even have to pav us a fee. 

Torqet the small firm ofTosla and Co .. 

and look at the beauties that work down below. 

Even If vou visit the whole world around. 

better qualified workers cannot be found. 

Our blq firm Is well known. and famous. too. 

Our director Is Cvpka. she works for two. 

We work faster. and better. and know onlv one word. 

We never sit down. we just do ".Accord." 

Vou don't need special talent to push lorries of sand. 

We do somethtnq different. we pass bricks hand to hand. 

Standtnq lonq hours In verv lonq lines. 

Stde bv side. side bv side. time after time. 

1 am sure that our old firm ts the verv best. 

Just ask our Mrs . Schwartz. she w!ll tell vou the rest. 
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XXVIJ 

One of the reasons 1 forced mvself to take pen to paper and docu­

ment what happened to me during the J{olocaust Is that following the 

presentations 1 often give to high school and junior high school stu­

dents. 1 offer a "Question and .Answer" period which never seems to be 

long enough to answer all the students manv questions. 

17tere are alwavs manv poignant and Interesting questions. which 1 

trv to answer carefullv and truthfullv. The questions reflect the extent 

to which mv voung students paid attention. and cared about what thev 

have heard . .And as a result. 1 develop a rapport with them. 

But most of the time the bell rings. calling the period to an abrupt 

end. and the children run from the auditorium to their next class with 

their curlosltv unsatisfied and their questions left hanging In the air. 

unanswered ... 

"Mrs. Margules. after evervthing vou and vour sister went through. 

do vou believe In God!" 
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Memories. Memories .... 

"Do vou hate the Germans!" 

"Whv didn't vou escape!" 

"Did vou meet Jfitler!" 

"]{ow come vou survived and so manv others didn't!" 

"Do vou seek revenge for what was done to vou and vour fam!lv and 

friends!" 

I am compelled to offer the followinq answers ... 

When ] was a little girl 1 had a verv vivid imagination and 1 saw 

the .Almtqhty God as a verv old man with a lonq, white beard, who was 

dressed in a flowing robe and sandals. Jfe sat high up In the blue skies 

on a qolden throne surrounded bv harp·plavinq angels with wlnqs. 

Jfe alwavs had a benevolent smile on his face and patientlv ltstened 

to all mv requests when I spoke, reverently liftinq mv head to }{Im. 

When mv life changed so drastlcallv and I found mvself In such dif­

ficulties during the Nall era, Indeed mv view of God changed . .Manv 

times I questioned }{is existence and wisdom. I would ask, "1'/ease, 

.Almighty God, whv! When will it all come to an end! Whv did vou 

stop caring for us · Your 'People!" 

.After the liberation, followinq a lot of heal!nq and maturing, 1 

beqan to believe that there is a Great Superior Force, after all. I no 

longer see the benevolent old man with the beard, but a verv wise man 

who savs: ").,{an kind, do ... trv ... applv vourself with all ] have given vou, 

and l wl/l help vou fulfill vour potential." 

.As to the question, do I seek revenge! Yes, of course, but not of the 

kind vou might think. 
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After our liberation. we survivors found ourselves alone In a strange 

world. We were sick. weak. full of fear. and alwavs seeking a frtendlv 

face. We didn't know what to expect. how to start over. or even where to 

qo. We were refuqees. "qreenhorns." and manv people said we would 

never fit Into soclef!!. 

But perseverance or determination made us qutcklv understand that 

we had to help ourselves. count on ourselves. think positive. stand on our 

own two feet and build our futures. We had to become the masters of our 

own destinies. 

1 am verv proud of the fact that :Xachel. Ed and 1 never put out our 

hand for char/fl/. This Is part of mv sweet revenqe. Nobodv went on we/· 

fare. We were a proud group who went to work. went to school. learned 

new lanquaqes. souqht partners and formed families. 

When our children came a/onq. we armed them with education as a 

weapon aqainst lqnorance and povertv . 

./is we prospered. we beqan to support Israel. and qot Involved In 

philanthropic and charitable causes. as Is our tradition and herltaqe. 

We pulled ourselves toqether with all the strenqth of our vounq 

vears. and became proud. educated. prosperous and productive members 

of soclef!/. We straiqhtened our bent backs and looked with confidence 

toward a new future. one we built ourselves. 

This. mv dear children. is mv sweet revenqe. 

Jn the earlv J980"s a larqe qroup of]folocaust survivors qathered In 

Washtnqton DC for a reunion durlnq which the cornerstone was put 

Into the qround where the J{olocaust Museum was to be erected. It con· 

talns two milk cans full of documents from the Warsaw qhetto. 

1 participated In these memorable activities with a qroup of friends 

from New Vork. Survivors from all corners of the world came to the 

qatherinq. and "Survivors 171//aqe" was built In Constitution ){all. 

There one could find information about famllv. friends. nelqhbors. 

'President :Xonald :R..eaqan and the first Ladv were there with 
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many other diqnitaries. There were lecturers. concerts and meetlnqs. 

On the last day. late In the eveninq we were slttlnq at the foot of the 

Washinqton Memorial. each with a fllckerlnq candle and a box dinner. 

listeninq to the various speeches that were qlven. It was a solemn and 

diqnified occasion. 

finally. a female professor of Judaica from the Unlversitv of fiorlda 

took the podium. Tm afraid her name escapes me. but she put into words 

the essence of our sweet revenqe in a way I will never forqet. It went like 

this ... 

"Tell ow survivors. you can and have to be proud of all you've accom­

plished. with your own brains. your own hands. your qood sense. and 

your remarkable determination. You are now citizens. productive and 

proud citizens of these United States Cet me ask you a simple question: 

Who has a son or a dauqhter currently studyinq at a col/eqe or unlver­

sitvl Please raise your hand." 

Every hand went up. 

"Who has offsprlnq studylnq for a masters deqree. a 1'hD doctorate. 

enrolled In a medical school here or abroad. a law school. a school of 

journalism and so forth! Please raise your hand." 

Surprise. surprise. many hands went up. 

"Tellow survivors. pat yourselves on the back. You are not second 

class citizens. you have qrown your own roots. You belonq here. you are 

a part of this qreat countrv of ours." 

At that moment. sittlnq in the fresh niqht air surrounded by my 

happy and smilinq fellow survivors. 1 knew 1 had exacted my sweet 

revenqe. 
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uke George. January 9.1967 
Our sons 

David and J.{/c/aael 



1962. 

David's 'Bar J,lttzvalt 
{Jly, David. Edward. and J,(Jcltael 

1966 

J,(Jc/tae( s 'Bar J,lttzvah 
f.dward. J,(Jcltael. {Jly, and David 



1968 

:J{adtotlieraPY Department 
J.(onteflore J(ospltal, New ~rk 

1968 

}.(/c/sael's (!Taduatlon 



David 

Tatlaer and Sons 

Edward-as a youn(I man. 
:Member(!( tlie ;Maccabl Sport Quh In 

"Poland 

:Mtcliael 
Graduatln(I from 'Boston 

University 

Servin(! at tlie National Guard 



1977 

Mar de/ 'Plata. N(lentlna 
17ae sisters and husbands 



1998 

Div" Edward 
1'alm Sprln(JS, Ca/tfomla 




















