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l am honored to include two forewords written 
by revered and highly respected men connected to 
the family and myself. l thank them for their words 
and encouragement. 

Rabbi Dovid Weinberger, Rav Shaarei Tefilla, 
Lawrence NY , l am a long,time and proud member of 
Shaarei Tefilla, and over the years, l've developed deep 
respect for Rabbi Weinberger. After seeing an abbreviated 
version of my life story and talking to me about my life 
over the years, the Rav encouraged me to have a full 
memoir written and published. This project is very much 
due to his encouragement. 

Rabbi Yaakov Reisman, Rav Agudath lsrael of Long 
lsland, Far Rockaway NY , The Rav has known and 
guided our family for as long back as we dare to admit. 
His personal contact with all the family members, old 
to young, is indispensable. He inspires us to achieve 
greatness, yet still takes time to devote himself even to 
the younger members of his community and our family. 

l also wish to express my gratitude to Rebbetzin 
Shifra Tendler, A''H, daughter of Reb Moshe Feinstein, 
who asked me often to make sure that l write down my 
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life story. Her encouragement is one of the reasons I 
decided to write this book. She felt strongly that it was 

the attention of the people in סimportant that I bring t 
our family and the world what happened to us during the 

her as a sister. When I shared סholocaust. I was as close t 
with her and her family some very painful memories 
from my holocaust journey, she and her children and 
grandchildren cried with me. I feel privileged to have had 
Rabbi Moshe Tendler review the manuscript and share 
his sentiments on the back cover of this book. Since 
becoming Mechutanim with the Tendlers, I developed a 
close relationship with the Rav and Rebbetzin that l will 

. cherish forever 

ln addition, I would like to thank Dr. Moshe Katz 
for reviewing the manuscript. Besides making lecturing 
on the Holocaust a life long mission and writing his own 
family' s history in his book, "Nine out of Ten", Mr. Katz 
is also a fellow "landsman" from Ungvahr and a dear 
friend of the family for four generations. l am grateful 
for his advice and encouragement. Special thanks for 
his kind words on the back cover of this book. Having 

their greatness is סsomeone who knew my family testify t 
. very moving to me 

A bond of sisters is always a special one, but for me and 
my sisters, after going through so much together, it is ever 
more so. As you will read in this memoir, my two sisters 
, Piri with her husband Shmilku, and Chanie with her 
husband Hershie, were always there every step of the way. 
Being left with little in the way of family, we looked out for 
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one another. The relationship my husband and 1 have had 
with their children is as close as with my own children. 

As you will read in this book, 1 had a very close, 
magnificent relationship with my beloved, Yitzchok. 
During our long marriage, 1 also benefitted tremendously 
from my in-laws, Aaron Wolf and his wife, Rachel (Rosa). 
My husband and 1 remained in close contact with his 
sister and her husband, Zicu and Ferri Bergida, and 
their children, Dr. Robert Bergida, Gracy (Diena) and 
Ruthie (Seidenfeld). 

1 named this book, "There Are No Words," because 
verbal communication cannot begin to convey the 
intensity of emotions that accompanied me throughout 
my journey of survival. On the positive side as well, the 

. "h d"l d express1on, t ere are no wor s a so conveys my eepest, 
most indescribable feelings of hakoras hatov to the people 
involved in this book. 

1 would like to thank my son, Asher and beloved 
daughter~in-law, Tova. Asher is very much part of this 
miraculous story, as you will read. His devotion to my 
husband A''H and myself is truly remarkable. Being an 
only child isn't always easy, but Asher and Tova always 
treat me like royalty. This book would not have come to 
be without their help. 

Thank you to all my grandchildren for taking 
on various projects associated with this book and for 
constantly being there for me whenever needed. My love 
for you knows no end. Seeing you walk in the way of 
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Torah is my greatest Nekama to the Nazis Yemach Shmam 
and is the most meaningful tribute l can do for my dear 
parents and ultimately, Hashem. 

Special thanks to my granddaughter, Chani, for 
introducing me to the author, Azriela jaffe, who helped 
me get my thoughts down on paper. Having Azriela on 
board was a special gift from Hashem. Somehow, Azriela 
was able to put not only mywords down on paper, but even, 
my most private thoughts. l felt as if she was somehow 
able to read my mind! Her dedication to this project 
and its details was immense and heartfelt, l can never 
thank her enough. l tell her now, that she is part of the 
Schonkopf family! 

Azriela introduced us to the graphic artist, Kathrine 
Rend, who did an exquisite job designing the front cover, 
and was a very reliable professional who helped us turn 
this project into a professional looking book. 

Finally, I would like to thank Hakadosh Baruch Hu. 
Going through such an ordeal, one sees the guiding hand of 
Hashem. Staying alive, reuniting with my husband and my 
son and meriting to rebuild a beautiful Torah family is beyond 
miraculous. As Rabbi Weinberger encouraged me, this book 
was written for Hashem; that is, to speak of His kindness and 
to inspire us all to live with a sense of purpose. 

Everything has a plan, although the road can sometimes 
be so difficult that ... "There Are No Words". 

Esther Bella Schonkopf 
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ghts and feeli11gs וCHURBAN - the very word evokes thoL 
or a11d mass destruction. Whe11 we speak of Shoa and חof ho 

the tragic loss of six million )ewish souls, we speak of a calamity 
that occurred 11ot just in the past, but one that is still felt in the 
present and will have a11 effect for eternity. The ramificatio11s of 
the loss of so mL1ch grandeur and glory no doubt impact directly 
on our perspective of life and our present day aspirations. How 

ropean Jewry not been erased וdifferent it would be, had EL 
. from the panorama of Jewish history 

ln truth, each individual life lived is a word unto itself 
. osaic that was Europe of old רand is part of the beautifL1l n 

Decades later, fewer and fewer individuals remain to pass 
their personal stories to their children, grandchildren and 

erous רs. Family stories have been told nun רוfuture generatio 
times, yet each and every story is u11iqL1e, and represents an 
entire world, as our rabbis teach us, "kol hamekayim nefesh 

stains eve11 one וachas, k'eilu kiyam olam moleh" (one who sL 
.) neshama, it's as if he's sustained an entire world 

ilt their lives, it is 11ot just וFor the survivors who rebL 
a journey of change, but rather, a re-creation into a new 
existence. With the demise of so many family members and 
friends, they set OLit to establish a living testimony to the 

thenticity of the Torah of yesteryear. They וvibrancy a11d aL 
are the true bearers of OLir mesorah, our link to a glorious 
past that was infused with coL1rage, faith and enthusiasm in 
its very essence. Each and every personal tale has lessons of 

and bravery that serve as a beacon to our generation רheroisn 
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and beyond. ln truth, we need to recount the story of each 
survivor, depicting his/her family struggles and conquests 

, for the benefit of us all. Yet, many stories remain untold 
and are known only to a select few and most importantly, to 
the One above. The present work by Mrs. Esther Schonkopf 
was written at my urging, after 1 heard segments of her 

. fascinating tale 

The Torah says, "zechor yemos olam binu shenos dor vdor she'al 
avicha v'yagidcha zekunecha v'yomeru lecha," (Remember the days 

. of yore, understand the years of generation after generation 
Ask your father and he will relate it to you, and our elders 
and they will tell you). Mrs. Schonkopf fulfills this precept 
to the fullest, by recording, for posterity, her challenges and 

. triumphs during one of the darkest periods of our history 

She epitomizes the words of Shlomo Hamelech in Eishes 
Chayil: "oz v'hadar l'vusha", (strength and splendor in her 
garb) through her regal demeanor and steadfast faith in 

", Hashem. Shlomo Hamelech also says, "va'tischak l'yom acharon 
she rejoices to the last day), which in her particular situation ( 

iumph over evil. This triumph is evident in זtrepresents the 
, the illustrious family of true ovdei Hashem that she has built 

. l'shem u'l'tiferes 

1 hope all who read her story will be as inspired as 1 was 
to live a life of Kiddush Hashem. Such a life will serve as the 

. greatest tribute and memorial for the lives of the Kedoshim 
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 j\'au Yaah,,ס u ,,j\'eismanבס"ד
137 Lord Avenue 

11559 . Lawrenc:e, N.Y 

The Torah ( Devorim 3 2: 7) says: 

לךויאמרוזקניךויגדראביך'שאלודרדרשנותבנועולםימותזכור

Remember the days of old, understand the years of 
generation after generation. Ask your father and he will 
relate to you, your elders and theywill tell you (translation 

.) by Artscroll 

teaches us that we have an obligation to 1תורה. The 
remember" our past. We have to realize that the " 

world does not begin nor end with us. We are just 
. another link in the world's historic events 

tells us that it's not 2תורה. After realizing this the 
enough to just have this concept, that we are just 
another component in history. The Torah tells 

understand, study the days of old, delve -בינו. more 
into historical events, so that you "understand" the 
years of generation after generation". You should " 

understand how the generations followed one 
." another. You should understand their "connection 
" They were not random events that "just happened 

to come about. You didn't just happen to be at this 
. time in history. There is a plan. There is a sequence 

The "generation after generation" is all connected 
as links in a long chain. One generation is affected 
by other generations, no less than the single link 

, is affected by the movement of the chain at large 
whether it' s long or short. lf you yank one link, the 
whole chain shakes. lf you remove a link, the chain 
is broken. lf the link is weak, the whole chain is in 

Understand [this] the years -ודורדורשנותבינו. jeopardy 
. of generation after generation 
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spells out our responsibility to think of 3תורה. After the 
our past, way back to the "days of the world" and to 
relate it to our generation and ourselves, the Torah 

-" gives us the key to attain this "understanding 
. and if the Torah says so then that is the only way 

ask your father ] or -לךויאמרוזקניךויגדראביךשאל
mother] and [s]he will relate to you, your elders and 

. they will tell you 
lt' s not the historian or the biographer who 

will give you this understanding, because humans 
have an agenda political or otherwise. They have 

. biases and slanted views to fit their agenda 
.) Parents don't lie to their children (Kuzari 

They realize that one of their responsibilities is to 
link the generations together, the past to the future 

. says that' s the only way תורהand the 
. Mrs. Esther Schonkopf should live and be well 

A survivor of a prominent family with an illustrious 
' past, who together with her husband ybmcl" c R 

a Kohein with an equal background and ז"ל,Yitzchok 
accomplishments, have B' chasdei Hashem, through 
N issim, survived the war with their only child R' Asher 

with a different set of miracles, succeeded in planting נ"י
. a beautiful, blossoming, Torahdik generation 

which has been her תורה,ln keeping with the 
and her family's legacy, she decided to commit to 

, writing for her children, grandchildren and great 
generations and their בלע"הgrandchildren, her 

connection to the previous generations. With the 
with the understanding of a generation דורשנות,בינו

and אמונהבעלתafter generation through the eyes of a 
the Matriarch of an illustrious family בטחון,בעלת

the -ה'נפלאותחסדי, transmitting to her offspring 
. benevolence and wonders of Hashem 
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for her offspring and what an opportunity 4זכות. What a 
for all those with whom she will share her testimony 

. of thanks to Hashem. We owe her a debt of gratitude 
We wish her that this private narrative will bring a 
better understanding of those dark years and teach 

 us to see the light in middle of the tunnel. To beמחזק
her generation, as well as ours, and most of all, to 

honor to Hashem. May this serve her -שמיםכבודadd 
for longevity with health and happiness to זכותas a 

. from all her generations נחתsee further 

--~ kr- i ג'J 
Rabbi Y aakov Reisman 
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(ftmn"~ 
" n the end of Days סAnd he (Yaakov) will laugh " 

Har Hacarmel 
16 Tamuz 5769 

l am now gazing at the magnificent scenery on top of 
Carmel Mountain, realizing it may be the same view that 
Eliyahu Hanavi saw in the famous showdown with the 

. Priests of the Avodah Zorah, Baal 

rh of Tammuz, on which we 1ך fu tomorrow is the 
fast to commemorate the beginning of the Churban 
Beis Hamikdash (among other reasons), a few thoughts 

: preoccupy my mind 

, The reality of the holocaust permeated my upbringing 
but l have always understood that the deep and vicious 
hatred of the ]ews by the nations of the world is 
definitely not a modern day phenomenon limited only 
to our most recent holocaust of memory. ln fact, what 
we call today anti..Semitism, has been in existence from 
the time of Avraham Avinu, almost 4000 years ago. King 
Nimrod threw him into the flames for his terrible crime 
of believing that it is Q,d who created and controls the 
world - not the statues that were being worshipped by all 

. others. Even his name portrayed this - Avraham Ha'lvri 
He was on one side (aver) with the entire world on the 
other. The Almighty sent an Angel to save him from 
the flames and subsequently, he not only survived, but 
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prospered and grew in stature until he became known as 
"The Father of many nations". 

The Torah narrates many instances where various 
people tried to annihilate the Jews. Yishmael tried to 
murder his brother, Yitzhak, Esav and Lavan wanted to kill 
Yaakov, and thus prevent the }ewish nation from coming 
into existence. Lavan, in later years, became Billam, a 
member of Paraoh's advisory council. ln this capacity, he 
tried to find a "final solution" for this troublesome }ewish 
presence in Egypt by killing all newborn males. However, 
the Ribono shel Olam had other plans, and after smiting 
the Egyptians with plagues and many other miracles, He 
transformed the }ews into a large nation. 

Billam still made one last effort to accomplish what he 
had previously failed to do. With the help of King Ballak, 
he tried to curse the }ews and also to entice them to sin 
so that The Almighty would not save them. Again, the 
Ribono shel Olam did not agree to his plan, and Billam was 
eventually himself killed by the sword. 

We see that throughout history, in practically every 
single nation, }ews have been expelled, murdered, burned, 
and tortured. We've known these murderers by many 
names , The lnquisition, The Crusaders, The Romans, 
Persians, English, French, Russians, and many others. 
They all had one common goal: to destroy the }ewish 
people! And although they supplied many different 
reasons for this ambition, the Talmud simply combines 
all these motives into one concise statement of fact: "lt is 
a well known fact-it is a law-Esav abhors Yaakov!" 
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At times this hatred has been concealed under the 
guise of tolerance; other times it blatantly roars its ugly 
head, and the "mighty sword of Esav" is used against the 
children of Yaakov. Whether Esav or Yaakov will succeed 
depends entirely on the will of the Almighty. This cycle 

ives IY"H; only then will חwill continue until Moshiach a 
. the sons of Yaakov know true peace 

Dear reader, this book that you are holding in your 
. hand covers one of the darkest periods in our history 

A time when the Nazi regime Yemach Shmam, used all 
of their vast, powerful, and modern resources to try 

, finish that which was started by their predecessors סt 
Esav and Lavan. This time they almost succeeded! Their 
monstrous destruction machine trapped my parents and 

, their entire families, but B'ezras Hashem, as you will read 
shel Olam, in His infinite kindness, allowed a סthe Ribon 

. very small part of our family to survive 

As you will read, my mother' s story is not only an account 
of the numerous miracles that enabled them to survive, but 

. it is also a guide for our children on how to survive 

: Chazal in msechta Sanhedrin ask the obvious question 
What should a person do to be able to survive this cycle " 

"?' which will culminate in the 'labor pangs of Moshiach 
Their answer is to immerse oneself in the study of Torah 
and be totally occupied with G'millas Chasadim (kindness 

.) and helpfulness to your fellow man 

that סMy parents added an additional dimension t 
advice: Always put your trust in the Almighty and he 
will support you. lt is quite clear that Ma and Deddi 
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always had this complete faith and bitachon in Hakadosh 
Baruch Hu which kept them going throughout the 
darkest moments of their entire lives. Ma never became 
despondent or complained to Hashem, and she never 
gave up! She continues even today, to accept everything 
that Hashem sends her, with the complete belief that He 
intends only for her well,being. 

This is her message and her guide to survival - At all 
times, trust in Hashem that, in spite of what you feel at 
that moment, Hashem knows best, He is in charge, and 
He will protect you. 

As you read this story of the three phases in Ma' s life 
- before, during, and after the war, you will see that she 
never gave UP' even when she and my father had to begin 
anew many times, under extremely difficult conditions. 
The central theme of their lives was always the bitachon 
that everything is good, and will only be better. 

The Gemara in Avodah Zorah recounts the story of how 
the Romans burned Rav Chanaya Ben Teradyon together 
with his sefer Torah for the crime of teaching Torah to 
his students. As the flames were consuming him, the 
disciples screamed, "Rebbe, what do you see now?" He 
replied, "I see that the parchment is burning, but the 
letters and the words are flying in the air". 

When reading this book, which my mother named, 
"There Are No Words" you may appreciate a deeper 
insight into this story. The goyim who are the descendants 
of Esav, Lavan and Yishmael may succeed in burning the 
bodies, the parchment of the }ews. But, the words will 
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continue. There will always be the Torah and there will 
always be survivors to tell the story for future generations. 
We will continue to have bitachon in Hashem, inspired by 
those letters and the words, until the Ribono shel Olam 
will decide to send us Eliyahu Hanavi and Moshiach to 
bring the Geula Shlema Bimhera Beyamenu AMEN. 

Then we will see what the Shlomo Hamelech said in his 
song, Aishes Chail: "And he (Yaakov) will laugh on the 
end of Days." (Mishlei 31:25) 

Asher Schonkopf 
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Author Sentiments 

There are no words to describe how 1 feel about the 
incredible honor of being Esther Bella Schonkopf s 

. biographer 

Surely, Hashem loves Esther, as you will learn from her 
story that gives witness to Hashem' s personal intervention 

. in her life in the most miraculous of ways 

Surely, Hashem loves me, for bringing me the 
opportunity, privilege, responsibility, and pleasure of 

. bringing Esther' s words to her family and the public 

Esther Bella went from stranger to friend in only a 
few short months. To know Esther is to love Esther. To 

hear her voice even when סspend any time with her is t 
1 , you aren't with her. From the first moment 1 met her 

knew 1 was in the presence of royalty - but Esther' s gift is 
! that she always insisted on making me feel like royalty 

l still remember the first time 1 sent Esther a chapter 
or two to look over. She said, "My darling, l don't know 

. how you did it, but you read my mind!" Music to my ears 

And that is how this book went from beginning to 
end. 1 could read Esther' s thoughts, not only the ones 
spoken, but the ones not spoken. lt startled her, and 
it touched me, and we are both sure that Hashem was 

. giving our shidduch His highest blessing 

As the writing of this book came to a close, 1 felt 
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ambivalence. On the one hand, l celebrated its completion 
and looked forward to sharing the finished work with 
Esther and her family. On the other hand, l felt pangs 
of selfish withdrawal as l realized that l would no longer 
have as many excuses to talk to this amazing woman who 
inspires and moves me with every conversation. 

l am told that l am now considered an adopted 
member of the Schonkopf family. 

Surely, Hashem loves me. How lucky l am to consider 
the Schonkopfs my mishpacha. 

This was not a job. This was not work. This was love 
drawn down through the heavens, and through Esther 
Bella, and then through me, and on to the paper. 

Thank you, Esther Bella, Asher, and your entire 
mishpacha, for inviting me into your lives and allowing 
me the great honor of being your scribe. 

You are beloved to me. 

With Hakoras Hatov, 

Azriela ] affe 
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ying these terrible tragedies חFor fifty years l was ca 
in my heart, but l could not talk or write about my 

, you but it' s as if סsuffering. This is hard to explain t 
, since my mind could not digest that it really happened 

l could not put any of it into words or thoughts that 
could be communicated. lt took years and years, but 
finally, l decided that solely for the purpose of making 

, ed חsure that future generations should know what occu 
much like we insist when we tell over the exodus story ( 

over and over again so that all future generations will 
know it happened), l became willing to revisit the tragic 

. memories you are about to read 

Hashem has done a kindness to me, and many 
, memories, l have forgotten. Certain important details 
, such as people's names, or certain dates, or what we ate 
, or wore, or saw on any given day, l no longer remember 

although once l did. Other memories will be seared in 
my mind forever, but they are simply too painful to tell 

. you, or impossible to describe in the human language 

My loved ones and friends: Do not ever think that you 
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om reading this memoir, truly, completely, understand זf, will 
what my family endured. This is like saying that from 
looking at a photograph of the most terrible incident 
you've ever seen, you have actually witnessed that dreadful 

. experience firsthand, and now, you truly understand it 

You will never understand. How could you? I don't 
understand it, and I was there! And this is why I have 
chosen to title my memoirs, There Are No Words. Truly, 
there are not. 

This reminds me of a conversation I had with my 
cousin, five years younger than me, who lived in Slovakia. 
Slovakia was touched by the war earlier than our country. 
We had a big warehouse built by my father for mineral 
water - thousands of bottles of water were stored there 
in the winter, and before we were ordered to the ghetto, 
I was counting how many water bottles were there. My 
cousin had a glimpse of what was coming our way and 
he sternly said to me: 'Esther, don't count what is in the 
warehouse. lt won't make a difference. You can't imagine 
what is coming. just tell your parents and the family to 
think of somewhere that you can hide.' 

I lose my mind when I think about it. Where could we 
run or hide? So, we did try to hide, but we were captured, 
and you are about to read the tragic results. You must 
keep the following in mind as you read: 

What follows are my holocaust recollections, and the 
chronicle of what happened to my parents and siblings. 
This story must be told, and a ppreciated, and remembered, 
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at the Seder night, on their yartzeit, all throughout time, 
and in all future generations. Please, never forget that 
what 1 am about to tell you, as horrible as it will sound, is 
only a fraction of the reality that we endured. These are 
just words; they don't even come close. 

My brother~in~law who thankfully survived, Mr. 
Deutsch, was always sitting and learning. 1 remember all 
his life, he would be leaning over a book. He was such a 
reader. He would say to me, 'Esther, the holocaust is the 
biggest tragedy in human history. Never in the history of 
the world, has anything ever happened like this, which is 
why it can't be believed.' 

One recent Pesach, Asher and my grandson Eli, a big 
leamer and a very capable lawyer, were telling over this 
story at our Seder, and 1 listened, but 1 was burning up 
inside. 1 was sitting next to Asher. Finally, 1 couldn't stand 
it anymore. 1 said quietly to Asher, 'lf you don't mind, I'd 
like to say a few words.' He encouraged me to continue. 1 
said to him and the other family at the table: 'My heart 
is bleeding that Asher talks so much about Mitzrayim, yet 
we don't even mention what happened to my mother and 
father, like it neverwas, like it never happened!' 1 continued 
with more feelings from my heart about how important it 
is to remember this historic event in the history of our 
people, as much as, surely, Yetzias Mitzrayim. 

My words touched Eli in particular. The next day, at 
the nearby synagogue, he gave a speech where he told 
over my remarks to the congregants gathered for the 
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Pesach service. The Rabbi commented to him when he 
finished, 'how right your grandmother is. This story, the 
accounts from the Holocaust, must be told as well.' 

And so it is, that you are reading my memoirs. Even 
though there are no words, my story must be told. And 
then, you must tell it to your children, and grandchildren, 
and great--grandchildren, so that it is never forgotten. 

Esther B. Schonkopf 
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l was born on March 16, 1920, named Blima Esther 
Rubin, Blima after one grandmother, and Esther after the 
other. l was born at home with a midwife and a doctor 
assisting, which was the accepted practice of that time. 
l grew up in the town of my birth, Uzhorod (Ungvar), 
Czechoslovakia. The name of the town derived from 
"U h" · " · " d " d" · " 1 " z , mean1ng r1ver , an ro , mean1ng cast e . 
(The castle still exists on the top of the hill.) The town of 
Ungvar once consisted of 45,000 inhabitants; 15,000 of 
us were }ews. Today, in the city of Ungvar, it is scarcely 
possible to find a minyan of }ews. This is the tragedy of 
the holocaust, which brought indescribable destruction 
to our town, and to my family and people. 

To understand what was lost, first, l will try to describe 
to you the beauty of my life before the Nazis took so much of 
it away. Please know before l begin that l am humbled by the 
impossibility of two tasks: l cannot possibly, with onlywords, 
convey to you the exquisite beauty of my city and my family, 
and the holiness of my parents, A''H, whose neshamas were 
fully dedicated to serving Hashem and raising our family to 
be Torah}ews. To saythatwewere a "close family", and that 
we lived in a "beautiful city", does not even come near to 
the truth that was mine; my daily life before the war was so 
much more precious than words can ever convey. 
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The horrors we experienced during the War can 
only be spoken and written about in language that 
does not come close to accurately describing its reality. 
Some memories I choose not to tell. Others, I have 
blessedly forgotten. And that which I remember, and 
wish to tell to you, will always be just an outline of what 
we really endured. All of my grandchildren, and great, 
grandchildren and so on, should know my story, and the 
miracle of Yitzchok and Asher' s story as well. I must also 
accept that no matter how much I write or talk about it, 
you will never fully know the story. That is how it is with 
all holocaust survivors. What we experienced is beyond 
imagination, and impossible to fully explain. But I will try 
my best, especially so that you should know the miracles 
that Hashem, in His kindness, gave to our family. 

I have never changed my basic personality, which I' m 
sure was shaped in part by my parents. I was born an 
optimist, and I have always painted an optimistic picture, 
even when everyone told me this was crazy. Terrible 
things happened to my beloved family, and to me, and 
still, after all these years, every day when I say my tefillah, 
I cry. I will never stop crying when I recall what we lost, 
and when I remember my precious family. But bitterness 
does not define my life. I am still the optimistic, grateful, 
joyous person that I was in my youth. The Germans could 
not, and did not, take that gift away from me. I only hope 
that I have been able to pass some of this nature on to 
my children and grandchildren. Hashem has blessed me, 
and I have tremendous hakoros hatov. Allow me to tell 
you of the beginnings of my blessed life. 
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Before 1938, my family lived a calm, peaceful, joyful 
life in Ungvar, Czechoslovakia. My parents, Reb Yaakof 
Qonas) Rubin, and my mother, Gittel Stern, A''H, raised 
seven children. My oldest sister, Leitchu (Leah or Lenke 
in Hungarian), born in 1905, was 15 years older than 
me. Then l had my sister, Perl Bashe, born in 1910, ten 
years older than me, one brother, Usher Yeshiya, born in 
1908, twelve years older than me, and Chana Lieb, two 
years older than me. There were ten years between my 
oldest siblings and me, and my birth was treated as if l was 
a miracle from the day of my birth. My parents merited 
seeing five of their children married under the chuppah, 
including myself, and then, they were blessed with fifteen 
splendid grandchildren. My younger two sisters, Shifra 
Zlata (Zarlota), age 19, and Dvora Frimet (Deborah), age 
18, were still single at the time of the War. 

The Nazis, Yemach-Shemam, murdered all of myprecious 
family AiKiddush-Hashem, except for the miraculous saving 
of myself, and my sister, Chana, and our husbands, with 
one child each of us, Asher and Bashi, and my sister, Piri 
and her family who lived in Romania during the War. 
What follows is the story of my miraculous life, with the 
utmost of gratitude and appreciation to Hashem that l 
am alive today to tell you my story. 

Most readers of this memoir will focus on the terrible 
tragedies that befell our family and all of the }ews in our 
country after the war began. Certainly, this story must be 
told and it is for this reason that l am willing to revisit such 
painful memories in order to be sure that my children, 
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grandchildren, great--grandchildren, and their children's 
children should know the esteemed lineage from which 
they come, and the kindness that Hashem gave to me in 
my time of need . But also, besides telling over the tragedy 
of the loss of so many beloved family members, and the 
suffering that we endured, what also must be shared is 
the beautiful life that we had as a family, a community, 
and a country, before the Nazis took it all away from us. 

My mother and father were very successful business 
persons. My mother worked in the business alongside my 
father all of their married life. They were in the wholesale 
wine and liquor business, and the distribution of bottled 
mineral water. My father had a special cellar built to store 
1000 bottles of water in the freezing cold of winter (without 
the bottles freezing and the corks exploding), and this 
made us the only water distributor for the entire region. 

My father started the business, and ran all the details 
of it, even though he had only a very limited elementary 
school education. He taught himself from watching 
his father, my grandfather, who had a vinegar factory, 
which unfortunately burned down. My father was a 
proud man, as was his father. When Papa tried to help 
his father with money after the vinegar factor burned 
down, his father returned the money and refused to 
accept help from his son. 

ln many ways, Papa was a self,made man, just as his 
father was. You cannot imagine the reputation that 
my father had in our city. He was known to many as a 
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"doctor", because in those days, people would often sip 
some wine or mineral water every morning to recover 
from a medical ailment, so they would come to my 
father for not only wine and water to drink for pleasure, 
but even in ill health. This was much like Papa' s father, 
whom they called, "the lawyer", even though he was 
never educated as a lawyer. People in the community 
simply had such high respect for our family, they 
consulted them on all matters. 

We were considered very wealthy, but my father 
insisted that we live modestly. Papa always said, 'l don't 

ff. l remember once when he bought me 0יייlike a show 
and my sisters beautiful Persian coats and fox cuffs for a 

have it סwedding, but then he told me: 'l wanted you t 
but don't go out on the streets with it. l don't want the 
goyim to see.' This lesson has remained with me all my 

. life - don't show off, always be modest 

, My family owned two houses, one on Masaryk Street 
occupied by our familywith two tenants, and the other was 

. a four,family dwelling, which was also rented to tenants 
Behind our home was the liquor business, located on the 
main street, Masarykove Namesti. The water business was 
located in a different large building nearby, on Bozdos 
Ulice Street. Everything for our home and businesses was 

. within an easy walk 

Our houses were very modern, with all of the latest 
icity, running זtconveniences and luxuries. We had elec 

water through faucets, a well, and normal bathrooms 
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- many people did not have such luxuries at this time. 
We had many bedrooms, a dining room, living room, 
and two kitchens. We also had a very simple front door 
made out of wood. Why would such a beautiful house 
have only a simple wood door? Again, that was Papa's 
decision - always modest. Our houses were brick, with a 
huge garden in the backyard, and apple and pear trees, 
with grapevines growing near the windows. 

We had a large staff of people working for us. We 
had two jewish girls who cooked, and one jewish man, 
who lived in a special apartment for the help. For the 
little children, my busy mother had no time to take the 
babies for a walk, so we employed nannies, who helped 
with younger children. We had a gardener, and cleaning 
help, too. We didn't have any central heating for water, 
so first you had to light a fire to warm the water. We 
hired two women just to do the laundry, which was very 
difficult work. They would wash the clothes in kettles 
of boiling water, and then take the clothing to the river, 
Uzh, to rinse them. They would bring the wet clothing 
back to the house and dry it on a string in the backyard. 
There was a joke: "Because the husband loves his wife, 
the sun is shining!" 

My mother was too busy in the business to be always 
in the kitchen, but she supervised the help, and my 
siblings and l helped the cooks in the kitchen from time 
to time. l learned how to cook and bake, and our cooks 
were kept busy from dawn to dusk. My mother supervised 
the kitchen help and she cooked, made bread, and baked 
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from time to time. ln fact, she was famous for her stuffed 
cabbage! }ust to show you how much l learned from 
being in my mother's kitchen growing up, here's a story: 

When my sister, Chana got married in 1939, she 
. didn't have any idea how to make a fire for the oven 

She was the bookkeeper in our family and she helped 
Papa in the business. 1, however, loved to bake cakes 
and 1 was quite capable in the kitchen. After her 
wedding, she lived a two-hour train ride apart from 
our home. 1 went to live with her for two weeks to 

. make the fire, and to cook and bake סteach her how t 
Her husband, Mr. Deutsch, joked, '1 got married and 

'! now 1 have two wives 

These days, when you want to bake a cake, you just 
turn on the oven. But when 1 was growing up, it was a 

be gathered and סwhole production. Special wood had t 
brought into the house. Then, you couldn't just pile up 
the wood and light it. You had to assemble the wood in 
a precise way, with an empty place in the middle, which 

. is where you would place the newspapers for lighting 
, The fire needed to be tended until it was fully burning 

and once this "stove" was ready, then we could get busy 
with cooking and baking. There was no such thing as 
preheating the oven to 350 degrees and waiting just a 

! few minutes until the oven is ready 

To understand how incredible my Papa was, 1 must 
tell you about the abundance of fruits and vegetables that 
were growing in our backyard garden, and what he did 
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with them. Papa was always thinking about feeding the 
poor, which he learned from his parents. (Mama was the 
same way). So yes, our backyard was full of fruit trees of all 
kinds - but can you believe this? We children did not eat 
from these trees! My father employed a full,time gardener 
who capably tended to our very large garden. When the 
fruit was ripe, it would be harvested and distributed to 
the poor people in town. How could this be? Papa said, 
'I have the money to buy fruit, Baruch Hashem, but the 
poor people don't have anything. So I will give all of our 
fruit to them, and then I will buy fruit when I need it, 
because I am blessed with the money to buy it!' 

(Later on in my life, when I was imprisoned in 
Auschwitz, I had a job cleaning for an S.S. woman. One 
day she asked me to bike with her from one end of the 
town to the other, and we passed orchards with pears 
and apples fallen on the ground. I said to her, 'I must tell 
you a story.' I told her about my father and our fruit all 
going to the poor. She was so touched, she asked me if 
I wanted to pick up some fruit from the ground to eat. I 
did. Perhaps telling the story of my father' s kindness also 
saved my life). 

Growing up, during our long winters, we would 
store many fresh fruits and vegetables in our large cellar. 
We grew, and then processed and stored, Jonathan 
apples, potatoes, onions, jam and jelly, pickles, csalady 
(pickled tomatoes), and cabbage. All winter long, we 
ate from our garden. 
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There was never a day without fresh bread in our 
house. We did not have a fancy mixer - everything was 
done by hand. Even vermicelli and other kinds of pasta 
were made by hand. On Shabbos there would be challah, 
and all the other days, a variety of breads. l was so fussy 
about food as a child - oh, the trouble l gave my poor 
mother. Because l saw the bread being made in our 
kitchen, and the helper' s hands in my food, l refused 
to eat our homemade bread. l insisted that my mother 
purchase a special loaf of bread for me from the town 
kosher bakery. Mama would say to me, 'do you think 
they use rubber gloves at the bakery? Their hands are in 
the dough there, too!' But, l insisted. Only if l didn't see 
a worker' s hands in the bread, would l eat it! 

We were a large family, so as you can imagine, there 
was a lot of cooking necessary just to feed our family every 
day. Back then, you didn't just go to the supermarket and 
bring home a package of kosher chicken. You had to go 
to the shochet to get the chicken ritually slaughtered, and 
then the women at home plucked out the feathers, and 
salted and kashered it. Then, of course, my Papa had to 
have the chicken inspected by our Rabbi to be sure it 
was kosher! Cooking kosher meat and chicken was not 
as easy as it is today, and still, our kitchen was always 
producing a steady stream of stuffed cabbage and fresh 
bread. Most of this food was not going to our family! l 
will explain this to you: 

Mama and Papa opened their home to streams of 
visitors, dozens of poor people, yeshiva bochurim, and 
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rabbeim who were coming through town. l don't mean 
just for the occasional Shabbosim. l mean every day, all 
week long, and every Shabbos and Yomtov as well! 

There was one large yeshiva in our city for boys, age 18 
and older, and they came to our home for meals all week 
long, as well as on Shabbos. My parents even converted 
a couple of rooms in our house into dorm rooms so 
that some bochurim could stay by us for an entire term, 
and, they had a special kitchen, separate from the main 
kitchen, with Jewish women employed just to cook and 
feed the poor and the bochur! (That way, they could eat 
whenever they came for a meal, and our family could eat 
together in the dining room, according to my parents' 
business schedule and our school schedule). 

l will tell you something funny. Until l came to 
America, l never saw a paper plate. We served every 
meal on the nicest of dishes. Because my parents served 
so many visitors, the help would complain: 'The poor 
people drop in anytime, the house is always open, dishes, 
dishes, dishes, every day, it never stops, we are never done 
doing the dishes!' So Mama would ask my sisters and 
me to help the maids clean the dishes, so that the maids 
wouldn't complain so much! 

My mother was famous for her stuffed cabbage, which 
was prepared every single day, except Shabbos of course. 
My mother loved watching the poor people come into our 
house, their cold faces turning red as they enjoyed a bowl 
of delicious, hot stuffed cabbage and fresh homemade 
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bread. l have so manywonderful memories of the favorite 
foods of my childhood home. We would coat potatoes 
in flour and fry them - shlishkela. On Shabbos, there 
was cholent, kugle, chicken, and homemade gefilte fish 
- the goyim used to bring fish to us, or my father was so 
strict about the requirement to have fish for Shabbos, he 
would go to the river before Shabbos to make sure the 
fishermen caught a fish for us for Shabbos! Then, the 
Jewish help cleaned it, grinded it, and made it into gefilte 
fish! For dessert, we looked forward to compote, made 
with cooked homemade peaches and apples, and always 
plenty of cakes and cookies from the kosher bakery or 
our home kitchen. 

On Shabbos, we invited many refined, well-groomed 
and elegant guests to our table. We served the food, 
always, on the finest china, a famous brand, "Carlesbad" 
from Czechoslovakia. We also welcomed many people 
who were not well to do, who came from out-of~town, 
collecting tzedekah. All of us children would sit on one 
side of the table, and the yeshiva bochorim and guests 
would sit on the other side. My father would sit at the 
head of the table. There was never an empty chair at 
our table. When my father went to shul, he would keep 
inviting guests until our table was full! 

My parents did not daven in the very large, main 
synagogue in the city (which is still standing and used 
today as a concert hall). Although it was for religious 
jews, it was more modern than the smaller shteible where 
my father davened. lt wasn't customary for single girls to 
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go to synagogue, so my sisters and l would daven at home, 
but then we' d walk 4,5 blocks to the synagogue, to visit 
with my parents while they were davening! 

To really know the kind of man Papa was, you had 
to look at the religious commitments he kept every day. 
Father got up every morning at 4 A.M., said all the tehillim, 
then went to the mikvah every morning (including before 
Shabbos). After immersing in the mikvah, he davened with 
the morning minyan, all before arriving at his business 
at 9 A.M. Papa davened Mincha and Ma'ariv every night; 
when l think of Papa, l always remember him sitting at 
the table late into the night with a Gemara open in front 
of him. 

Another memory brings tears to my eyes when l think 
about my Papa. Later on, in America, Yitzchok and l were 
quite successful in the life insurance business. l cannot 

t1 how many times a customer would come to me סtell y 
and say these words: 'Oh, you are Rubin's daughter? I 
knew your father, and l will buy from you because you 
are a Rubin. If you are your father' s daughter, l know 

'! that I can trust you 

We were a close,knit family and it wasn't like it is 
today, with families not sitting down to a meal together 
unless it's Shabbos. ln our home, we had lunch every day 
together with the family. The business was closed from 
12 - 2, and we came home from school for the main 
meal of the day, which was at noontime. lt was usually 
fleishig, cooked fresh every day, and served on a tablecloth 
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on plain white china. We didn't have refrigerators, so 
we didn't keep over food for the next day. Any leftover 
food went to feed the poor. ln the evening after school, 
between &7 P.M., we would usually eat much lighter 
meals, often dairy, such as cheese, bread, butter, and jam. 
Still, we always ate together, even if it wasn't as fancy. 
(Breakfast was usually eggs, cheese, milk, cooked farina, 
tomatoes, green peppers, and radishes, before leaving for 
school and work). 

One of my fondest memories is of our evenings as 
a family after school. We lived across the street from a 
gigantic and extraordinarily beautiful park, named Park 
Masaryk. (Named after the President of our country). lt 
had a big monument and it was jammed full with flowers. 
Every evening the family, which included my mother' s 
three brothers and their families (coincidently, they also 
had seven children), got together at the park. My father 
always said, 'for what do we need to go on vacation? We 
have the park!' 

ln the summertime, my mother would often go away 
to the spa for 4 weeks, which was very expensive, but a 
common activity for well,to,do women in our community. 
We did just fine when Mama went away because Papa 
never left, our hired help took care of us, and we had the 
park to play in! There was a lot of music in the park as 
well. l tried learning how to play piano as a child but l 
didn't have the patience for it. Still, we enjoyed listening 
to the musicians who played in the park on springtime 
evenings. We also took good advantage of being within 
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walking distance of the forest, and the river, and we spent 
many hours in the spring and fall playing outside and 
enjoying the beautiful nature in our midst. 

We couldn't play in the park all year of course, 
because the weather in our town was bitter cold from 
November through March. We often experienced below­
zero cold, with everything freezing and a lot of snow 
and ice. January and February were so difficult, when I 
would complain - because I terribly hated the cold (and 
still do!), my mother would say, 'soon, it will be March, 
don't worry!' Spring was so beautiful in Ungvar, with the 
stunning trees and garden, the green grass, shining sun, 
birds chirping, and the incredible park across the street, 
we would yearn for it all winter long. 

Many of our friends would make the most of the 
winter by ice-skating for fun. I didn't ice skate but it was 
a very big sport, since we had so much snow and ice. ln 
fact, the weather got so cold, the ice would become very 
thick and strong, and school children would ice skate to 
school, taking short cuts to make the walk much shorter. 
Papa was always afraid that the ice could melt, so he did 
not permit us to ice skate. He was a cautious man, not 
even allowing us to swim in the summertime, especially 
after a young boy drowned and the whole city mourned. 
He was especially overprotective, wanting to prevent any 
accident or injury that was possible. He finally softened 
and allowed my sisters and me to walk to the river and 
put our feet into the shallow water! 
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My memories of the Yomim Tovim in my childhood 
home are very precious to me. Hundreds of }ewish boys 
visiting during the High Holidays needed to be fed and 
cared for. Our family and the Stems - the three brothers 
of my mother, were famous for being open houses 
in town - especially our house. My mother was very 
unusual, because it wasn't just that our house was open 
- the guests were all fed the very best chicken and beef as 
well! I have a clear memory from my youth that tells you 
who my mother was. The }ewish girl who worked for us 
in the kitchen was given instructions: For every animal 
you cook for our family' s dinner, you must cut off one 
quarter of the meat and designate it to feed the poor and 
any guests who arrive. 

All my life, I carry with me these beautiful memories 
of our home being like Abraham with his tent open 
on all its sides, not just awaiting guests, but also 
searching them out. That was Mama and Papa. The 
Yomim Tovim were not just delicious, holy times for our 
family to daven and eat together, but also, they were 
opportunities to do mitzvot, and we sure did! Can 
you believe this - our home was furnished with lovely 
Persian rugs in all of the rooms - but one. That room, 
my father left the floor bare. Why is that? Because he 
was worried that there might be an instant that we 
would be uncomfortable inviting in a poor }ew with 
dirty feet, so to be sure that this could never happen, 
he left one of our rooms bare on the floor! 

Sukkos started at least fourweeks before the holiday. 
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We t1sed the summer kitchen as a sukkah, and weeks 
before, we made our own decoration pieces. We made 
the body of a bird by blowing out the egg yolk from 
inside of raw eggs, and saving the shells. We made an 
airplane from paper and wood and that was in the 
sukkah when you opened the door. lt said Baruch Haba 

, welcome). Some years, it was very cold in the sukkah ( 
and it was customary for the very religious jews to 
sleep in the sukkah, a very big mitzvah. 1 remember 
so well my dear mother arguing with my father not 

, to sleep in the sukkah when the weather was too cold 
t1ldn't catch sick! The sukkah was big סso that he w 

16 eat all our meals there, something like סenough t 
x 16; however, the ladies were not obligated to eat in 
the sukkah. We still did, but the ladies sat on the side 
where the sukkah was not fully covered in accordance 

, with halachah. Although it was often icy cold outside 
it was always warm in our sukkah, because we had the 
luxury of an oven in the sukkah that even kept a kettle 

! of water hot for tea 

Come Chanukah, we would gather around one large 
silver menorah with olive oil and sing Chanukah songs 
with my father. This was always followed by delicious meat 

, suppers with chicken soup and knedeilach, beef, goose 
. potato latkes, string beans, many side dishes, and dessert 

Gifts were not the focus, although my mother would get 
. all of us a souvenir or a small gift, often the same one 

ln fact, 1 remember one year when Mama bought all of 
us, and all of the tenants, a white apron, and we all wore 

! the same day חסthem 

16 



Chapter One 

Do you know what l loved most about Chanukah? 
Not the special cakes, or the gifts, or the menorah. l loved 
Chanukah and looked forward to it all year, because even 
though Papa was such a busy businessman, on Chanukah, 
he would make the time to sit on the floor with us and 
play dreidel and the card game 21. Can l tell you - it was 
like the minister of America was playing with us! What a 
big joy for us this was. 

Purim was very highly celebrated in my town. Business 
was very good of course for whisky and wine. We loved 
dressing up in homemade costumes and l so clearly 
remember, as a young child, dressing as a man, in my 
brother's clothing. When l entered the room, l went 
straight to my mother and picked up her hand to kiss it. 
She pretended that l was really a man and said, 'No, l am 
a woman and you are a man. l can't kiss you!' Oh, what 
fun we had. 

Pesach, in many ways, was a joyous time as well, 
especially because it was the only time during the entire 
year that we saw my older sister, Perl Friedman and her 
husband and three children from Romania. We would 
be counting down the weeks and months before her 
visit; we missed her so very much. Even though Pesach 
was a happy time, you can't imagine how busy we were. 
People now complain about how much work preparing 
for Pesach is, but really, they have no idea! 

Pesach was very hectic for different reasons. Our 
business was liquor and wine, so preparing for the 
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business was a very big endeavor! My parents were so 
busy with the business, and on top of that, they had to 
prepare the house . We had plenty of help but it had 
to be guarded by my parents. My parents were very 
careful about making sure that chometz was removed 
from the home and the business. My father would 
stay up most of the night for many nights to supervise 
the help covering up all the bottles and merchandise 
in the business. Regarding the house, the house was 
painted white, and it was painted brand new, inside 
and outside, for Pesach every year. Can you imagine 
how much work that was? Also, we had Persian carpets 
on the floor, and we didn't have vacuum cleaners at 
that time, so we had to schlep the heavy carpets outside 
where we would hit them with a special tool you don't 
see anymore, to remove the dust. ln the house, my 
parents were very strict orthodox, so everything had 
to be checked thoroughly, including all of the seforim 
- of which, thankfully there were many hundreds! My 
father did this big job outside on a big table. 

The food was always planned to be a special feast for 
the Sedarim. We had a lot of poor people at our Seder 
from town and of course the entire family, including 
my married sisters and their families. We also prepared 
packages for the poor people in town that contained 
eggs, and matzos, and so forth to help them keep Pesach 
during the week. My father of course conducted the 
Sedarim and we never finished before 2 A.M. The most 
beautiful dishes, silver and china were brought out for 
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this special occasion. My sisters and l were always very 
excited because every Pesach, we received new clothing, 
from shoes to hat pin - everything! Our home was filled 
with poor people all week long, because many poor jews 
came to town collecting tzedekah, and they didn't have 
any place to eat or to sleep, so they would stay with us in 
a separate part of the house that my parents prepared. 

fu a child l attended public school for 10 years. l was 
fluent in German and Czech, which l spoke in school and 
in the home, and then l also spoke Yiddish in the house 
on Shabbos. (Papa insisted on only Yiddish on Shabbos!) 
Later on in my life l would also learn Hungarian and 
English. I also took business classes, and private classes 
such as sewing, and believe it or not, an etiquette class 
on how to properly use a knife and fork! l learned how to 
sew because my mother said, 'you never know what the 
future brings; it's good to know how to sew a button back 
on if it falls off!' l did manage to sew a beautiful dress 
for my mother, and l have a picture of her in this dress. l 
never made any clothing after that, but all my life l have 
relied on my sewing abilities for repairs on my clothing 
and that of my children. 

We did not wear a uniform for school. l always wore 
a skirt and blouse, (primarily white, as is my preference 
to this day), and l could wear 3/4 length over my elbow, 
made to order. On Shabbos we wore very elegant suits 
and white shoes, and during the week l wore colored 
shoes. For some reason we would never wear black shoes, 
and l remember one of my favorite shoes was a pair of 
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red shoes. We were always dressed very well, and even 
now, a neighbor once remarked: 'Mrs. Schonkopf, all 
these years, l 've never seen you even take out the garbage 
without wearing a hat!' This is true, and it comes from 
my upbringing, which has always been with me. l still 
never use paper plates or go out in public dressed in a 

ounded me, in חshmatta! High-class, educated people su 
fact , even, my city was known as elegant and classy! The 
buildings were modern and beautiful, with escalators in 

. all of the government places 

l did not attend a religious Jewish school, as there 
. was not any such thing available for my sisters and me 

But we learned a great deal at home, from Papa and 
. Mama, from private tutors, and from one another 

Yiddishkeit infused every inch of our home and every 
moment of our lives. lt isn't like it is today, where we 

, have to insulate our children from the secular world 
and dedicate half of their day to learning Hebrew and 
halachah so they will have a stronger chance of growing 
up frum and raising Orthodox children. When l was 
growing up, it would never have occurred to me to 
marry outside of the faith, to not live a religious Jewish 
life as inspired by my Papa and Mama. l had no desire 
to relax their standards one iota. For this, l did not 
need to go to religious school, my parents drilled it into 

! me so solidly 

, Although there were thousands of ]ews in my city 
. we were not in a neighborhood where only ]ews lived 
, Many of our neighbors were goyim and for that reason 
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Papa was particularly concerned about us making a 
Kiddush Hashem and not showing off and incurring 
envy or jealousy. The automobile was just becoming 
popular at this time, and although we could easily have 
afforded one, Papa would never buy one. My brother 
was away at yeshiva in Vienna, and women didn't drive, 
so for what did he need it? He never even learned how 
to drive. lnstead, he walked wherever he had to go, and 
if this wasn't possible, then hired himself a driver. 

There was one large cemetery for the }ews in Ungvar. 
My mother' s brother, my uncle, died at the age of 65 and he 
was buried there. Also, we are told that my grandmother, 
my mother's mother, Liba Esther Trietel, was buried there, 
although we have never found her gravestone. 

Before the War, everything in our family and 
community life was very sunny and happy. The town of 
Ungvar was part of Austria,Hungary until 1920, when 
it passed to Czechoslovakia. Under the governing of the 
Czech people, before the country was taken over by the 
Hungarians in 1938, we did not experience any real anti, 
Semitism and the non,Jews and the Jews lived comfortably 
with one another. My father employed many goyim in 
his business, and we enjoyed pleasant relationships with 
all our neighbors. From 1938 - 1945, when Ungvar was 
under Hungarian control (before passing to the Russians), 
everything changed for the }ews in Ungvar. 

l am very blessed to still have with me the glorious 
memories of my youth. Although we were about to 
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enter many dark years, and that pain has always been 
with me to a certain extent, I attempted to bring the 
sunshine of my youth and my beloved childhood home 
into my marriage to dear Yitzchok, A''H, and the life 
of Asher, my grandchildren, and great,grandchildren. 
I believe I succeeded. 
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. n vacation, before the war סEsther with her mother 
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Esther on her wedding day with her father, Yankel Rubin. Usually found 

smiling and cheerful, this photo captures him in a serious moment. 

Right to Left. Esther, Shmulku Friedman and his wife, Esther's sister, Piri. 

ln the photo one can see the fur coats mentioned in the book that Papa 

forbid wearing in public. 
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Yitzchok and Esther while engaged, 1941. 

25 



~re are No Word.s 

This photo was taken in the sukkah mentioned in the book that was used 
as a kitchen during the year. While engaged to Chani, Hershi Deutsch 

. the gir/s in the family סbought pocketbooks and. gave them t 

. Right to left - Esther, Shifra, Chani, and. Devora is at the far left 

. Other two girls not identified 
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Esther's sister, Shifra, at the park in Ungvar, seen wearing an apron that 
. se by סlwas used in the business which is c 
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Usher Yishaya, Esther's only brother before the war. 

. rt סn res סEsther before the war at a summer vacati 
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29 

. rt town סEsther's sister, Chanie at Bardiov, a summer res 
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Rafuel and Ralie Stem, Esther's uncle, her mother's brother. They 
. n the last boat before the war סlsrael סimmigrated t 

Esther's mother is second from right, wearing the dress made by Esther 
rber and סLas described in the book. To the left is her sister, Devorah 

rah's husband Moshe with their daughter Leitchu. To the far left is סDev 
. Libu Berkowitz, her first cousin. The older child is Esther's sister, Shifra 

. Others in the photo are unnamed 
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 ihnrJc ~ hitlוz P,F.ko'Wi f.ו•­

, Berkowitz, Ubu is the daughter of Esther's uncle lxח Wedding of Ubu and Ti 
ght. Her iרph. Her mother, Ralie is w the זגrgסtpho pזeviסus tured in שRafuel Stem, f 

. ng white iרrow to the left wea lxגck rrwther-in../aw is w the left. Esther is seen in the 
ng a hat, partial1y concealed by another hat. iרis seen below her wea mסther Her 
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n bottom row, is 12ס Wedding of Chanie and Hershi Deutsch. Number 
daughter of Litchu Zahler, Gitel Rubin's sister. Number 1 is Shifra (about 

the left (sitting) is wife of Moshe Stem, her aunt. Above 18ס years old), t 
her with white hat is Matel Rubin, daughter of Libush Rubin. Number 

, n is Rachel Schonkopf 28ס is Hershi's sister, Esther. Above the Chass 
the Chasson's aunt, and Esther's future mother-in-law. To his right is 

 his mother. To the kallah's left is her mother. Number 6 is Devorah, tס
the left with the white hat is wife of Yehezkel Shonkopf, Sheindel, and 
between them is Beru Stem (son of Moshe Stem). Number 8 and 9 are 

, Hershi's sisters, and above them is a brother. Number 11 is Etu Schonkopf 
. Yitzchok's niece, and number 10 is Esther, the future Mrs. Schonkopf 
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of Munkatch סBashi (Go/dbaum), daughter of Chanie Deutsch in the ghett 

. during the war 

Ungvar postcard. 
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Postcard from Ungvar. 

Ungvar postcard. 
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At the time of this writing, in 2009, l have been 
widowed from my beloved Yitzchok of blessed memory 
for thirteen years. We celebrated our 5Qth wedding 
anniversary with a beautiful gathering of forty close 
friends and family in a Miami hotel in 1992, and he 

54 of Teves, after 17ווז was niftar in January of 1996, the 
. heavenly years of marriage 

Many people presume that the hardest experience 
of my long life was being imprisoned in Auschwitz, and 

. enduring the destruction of my family by the Nazis 
Certainly these tragedies were unbearable, and they still 
cause me much pain today. l must tell you, however, that 

, the love between my husband and l was so beautiful 
the nisayon of widowhood has actually been my greatest 

. challenge in life 

, The Ribono Shel Olam has blessed me with our son 
Asher and many grandchildren and great grandchildren 
who take such good care of me; all make sure that l 

, am not alone. This, l appreciate very much. Even so 
the loneliness that l feel, living the last years of my life 
without my husband and life partner is so pervasive 
and all encompassing, no words can describe it. This 
is not a pain that diminishes in time, but really, l feel 
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it more and more each day. lt says in the perek, 'you 
.' can't judge anyone unless you are in the same boat 
, l remember once meeting a woman in the hospital 

when my husband was ailing, who wanted to take her 
husband home, as sick as he was. l asked her why. She 
said, 'l want to take him home, but they don't want me 
to . He is deaf, he doesn't eat, but at least l have two 

. eyes in the house with me.' l didn't understand it then 
l understand it now. What l would give, for even one 

! more day with my beloved, Yitzchok 

ln this memoir, l will try to tell you of my marriage 
to Yitzchok and how incredibly close we were in our life 
together. From the miraculous way that Hashem reunited 
us after the war, it is clear that we were intended for one 

, another. But first, before we get to that part of the story 
l will allow myself the joy of revisiting our first days 

. together, when Hashem placed Yitzchok into my life 
Who could imagine, from those earlier moments, where 

! s וour life journey would take L 

l first met Yitzchok at thewedding of mysister, Chana Lieba 
to Ahron Tsvi Deutsch, )uly 17, 1939, which took place in a 

. hall in Uzhorod, across the street from my Uncle, Mr. Stem 
ln this memoir, l have provided a picture of the reception in 
the garden of his house where we took a lovely picture that 

. l'm happy to tell you includes my wonderful Mother, A''H 
nate to have these pictures; most survivors וI am so very fortL 

do not have any photographs from which to remember the 
beautiful faces of their family whom they lost. This day, and 

. this photograph, is very special to me in my memories 
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Yitzchok is first cousins with my brother,in,law, Mr. 
Deutsch, and he was invited to the wedding. Actually, he 
thought he was coming to the wedding to be introduced 
to my cousin, another girl named Chana. Chana's 
mother was niftar and Papa took an interest in helping 
her find a shidduch. Papa said, '1 hear there is this nice 
man, Schonkopf, coming to the wedding, and 1 will 
introduce you.' Actually, isn't this funny? He suggested 
that 1 make the introductions! Well, when Yitzchok came 
to the wedding, 1 tried my best to do what Papa wanted 
of me, but Yitzchok didn't care for Chana; instead, he 
followed me! That was not the plan that Papa, or I, had 
in mind, but we make plans and G,d laughs! 

Yitzchok was very good looking and an unusually well, 
dressed young man, and I must admit 1 went for that. 1 
was flattered by his interest. Yitzchok was about 26 years 
old, and considered an old boy for still being single. lt was 
time for him to get married - and he set his sights on me! 
He told his mother, while still at the wedding, 'I like this 
girl, Esther, how do I proceed?' His mother approached 
me at the wedding reception and said, 'My son is very 
choosy. No one is ever good enough for him. But he met 
you, and he likes you. Are you interested?' 1 didn't know 
what to say or do. I was very surprised! 1 said, 'my sister 
is just getting married, so it' s not right that I should be 
thinking of getting married. lt's her turn, not mine!' 

The next day my husband' s brother, Heskel, spoke to 
my parents at the sheva braclws. Again, he told my parents 
that Yitzchok was interested in me, and again, 1 repeated 
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that l was not ready for thinking of getting married yet. 
We let the whole matter drop, and l mostly forgot all 
about Mr. Schonkopf! 

But thankfully, he did not forget about me. 

38 

A few months later, the Hungarians were starting 
to make our lives difficult. We had a license for selling 
whiskey and wine and in order to keep the special license 
for that, we had to prove that my grandfather was a 'good 
Hungarian guy', so that we could stay in business. We 
needed to get a piece of paper that said: 'Yosef Rubin 
fought in the army for the Hungarians' and Papa very 
hesitantly sent me by train about three hours away to 
secure this piece of paper. l went with my friend, Adel 
Friedman, also from Uzhorod, who survived the war and 
is living in lsrael now. 

Yitzchok had a sister who lived in the town where 
l got my papers and who do l find sitting in the train 

! station when we got there but Yitzchok, reading a sefer 
)! That always impressed me, that he was reading a sefer ( 

The story is even funnier than that. My friend, Adel, was 
the first to spot him, and she says to me, 'hey, look at that 
handsome man sitting over there, so l look, and l can't 
believe it - l say to her, l know that guy!' So l went over to 
him and said, 'How are you, Mr. Schonkopf?' He looked 

, up and smiled and put his hand immediately to his face 
see you! Had l known l was going to see סsaying, 'Nice t 

you today, l would have shaved! l didn't shave because l 
took my sister and her children some place.' l laughed 



Chapter Two 

1 and said, 'Oh, don't worry about it!' 1 told him why 
was there, and 1 went to the building to take care of the 

. paperwork for my grandfather 

let go of me once he'd סWell, Yitzchok wasn't going t 
found me again! He rode the train back to my town with 

. my friend and me 

The story gets even more amazing. Not only was it a 
miracle that 1 ran into Yitzchok when 1 did, since Papa 
rarely let me leave Uzhorod, but the story continues in 
only a way that the Ribono shel Olam could plan! Although 
Yitzchok had been so interested in me, when 1 did not 
respond in kind, he kept looking for the right woman to 
marry, and that very day, he had a date planned with a 
family who had a beautiful, single daughter in the town 
of Ujhel, a town near Uzhorod. On the way back on the 
train with me, he tells me that he really wants to marry 

the girl who has been looking סme, but that it's not fair t 
forward to the date, to cancel on her, so he plans to keep 
the date with her. He says to me: 'lt looks like something 
serious is coming up between you and me, because 1 had 

visit my sister, and then it just happened סno intention t 
suddenly and 1 ran into you, and now 1 have plans to 

1 meet this girl, but l'm not interested anymore, because 
have found you!' He told me that he would keep the date 
with the girl, and he got off of the train when we got to 
her town, but he told me when he left that he had no 
expectations that anything would come of it, and that he 

. would be in touch with me very soon 

39 



There are No Words 

lt impressed me that Yitzchok was a man of his word 
and that he was not going to break the date with this 
girl, just so that her feelings would not be hurt. l was, l 

the idea of marrying סwarm up t סst admit, starting t זmt 
Yitzchok! But l was still very frightened. l came home 

my parents. Mama joked with סand told the episode t 
Papa, 'see, you let her out of the house and she comes 
home with a proposal! l told you not to send her on the 
train!' Still, l think they were very happy about the idea 

. of me marrying Yitzchok, even if l didn't feel ready for it 
. They liked him very much 

A fewweeks later, Yitzchokcame to my house to finalize 
the shidduch with his parents, Aron Wolf Schonkopf and 
Rachel (Rosa). When l saw that he had arrived with 
his parents, l knew this was serious and that they were 
planning to arrange the shidduch. l panicked and begged 
my parents not to agree. l was young, and l said, 'l know 
that Yitzchok wants to get married, but l'm not ready. 
Please don't let them squeeze you.' So even though he 
came with his parents, and even though my parents liked 
Yitzchok and would have accepted this shidduch, they 
loved and respected me, and my parents did not agree 
to the marriage. Greatly disappointed, Yitzchok and his 
parents left. Fortunately for me, Yitzchok knew what he 
wanted - me! - and only me - and he wasn't going to 
give up. (l saw this in his nature all of our life together -
when he decides that he wants something, and puts his 
mind to it, there is no stopping him!) 

A few days later, Yitzchok visited me again and we 
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had dinner together in the house and he asked to speak 
to me privately. He begged me to marry him and this 
time, l had rachmanos on him and l couldn't say no. He 
approached me so elegantly and with such feeling, and l 
was touched. l agreed to get engaged. 

As impressed as l was by Yitzchok, and as eager as l 
was to be his wife, l wasn't sure l was making the right 
decision. l was young, 20 Yz, and the war had started and 
they were collecting the young men to go to labor camps. 
Whomever went to these camps, they never came back. 
l did not want to be a young widow. Papa agreed to the 
shidduch, but he too did not want to see me widowed, so 
for a full year we were engaged, because if Yitzchok wasn' t 
a married man, theywouldn't send him away to the labor 
camps. Our long engagement was very unusual of course, 
because Orthodox couples did not stay engaged for such 
a long time; usually they were married very quickly after 
engagement. Finally, after so many months, Yitzchok 
was getting impatient; he was worried that he would lose 
me, and his parents were fretting about him not being 
married, and everyone decided that enough with the 
waiting, we must get married. 

Yitzchok and l were married in a civil wedding 
ceremony on May 13, 1941, in Munkacevo, the town of 
my husband' s birth. The ceremony took place in the town 
hall, with only Papa and two friends of Papa's present. lt 
was not legal according to }ewish law to live together as an 
Orthodox }ewish couple, because we hadn't completed a 
}ewish wedding, so we continued to live apart, and were 
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not living a life as a married couple in any respect. This 
, was very upsetting to both of us, but you must remember 

everything in our life then was not normal, because we 
could feel the beginnings of the war, and we were very 
frightened, even though we didn't have even the slightest 

. idea how bad it was going to be 

Finally, on}anuary 27, 1942, we had a}ewish wedding 
for the public and all of our friends and family were 
there. ln fact, Papa even invited the goyim he worked 
with - his employees and his customers - so it was a very 
big wedding. There was something very special about my 
wedding day that tells you once again about the special 

. nature of my father 

My wedding ceremony was held in a huge elegant 
building in the city. This building was normally used as 

provide poor people with meals. My father was סa place t 
rent this building for a wedding; no סthe first person t 

one ever did this before him. My father paid for the entire 
wedding himself, with no help from Yitzkok' s family. Not 
only that, but he said that he would not have my wedding 
ceremony until a very poor girl was also married in the 
wedding hall on the same day, with her ceremony before 
mine, and he would pay for her wedding as well! So 
there we were, calling everyone whom we sent invitations 

and telling them that my wedding would be changed סt 
to 4 P.M. following the other girl's wedding ceremony. l 
wonder sometimes, if perhaps this incredible kindness of 

. my father is why Hashem allowed me to survive 
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T ypical of the times, after we were legally married 
according to }ewish law, once we could live as husband 
and wife, we moved into my parents' house and lived 
with them. 

Our beautiful son, Asher, was born on May 1, 1943, a 
little more than a year later. My thoughts about his birth 
always bring me to tears, first, because l am so grateful 
that Hashem granted us our son, and second, because 
Yitzchok was not present for Asher' s birth or his bris. 

At the time of my pregnancy, they were starting to 
send the husbands out of town to the labor camps. lf 
you recall, that is why we postponed our marriage for so 
long. We were anxious to save Yitzchok from this fate. 
My husband made a connection with someone who 
was able to fabricate paperwork so that Yitzchok could 
be designated a "crazy person" and be jailed in a mental 
hospital. (You see, at that time, married men who were 
in the mental hospital were not forced to go to the labor 
camps.) We had no choice but to send Yitzchok away 
to this terrible place in Budapest. I remember that he 
was there for many of the months of my pregnancy, and 
through Pesach, because we went through such a tumult 
to get matzoh to him in this jail so that he could observe 
the Pesach laws! 

So, now you see, Asher' s birth was very frightening 
for me because my husband was not with me because of 
the war. Yitzchok was not at his bris, either, which always 
makes me cry when I think about it. But at least l had 
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my very special parents there to care for me. Fortunately, 
Yitzchok returned from Budapest a few months after 
Asher' s birth, and oh, what a happy reunion that was! 1 
had no idea then, that this reunion and the joy we felt, 
would pale in comparison to the reunion we experienced 
after being separated from the war. But 1 am jumping 
ahead of myself. 

1 would like to stay here only with the happy memories 
of my marriage to Yitzchok - of what a very special, adel 
person he was - so refined, elegant, good-natured, and 
kind. 1 want to tell you only of our happy years together, 
of how we built up a life insurance business, as partners, 
that was very successful, and the reputation we had for 
being trustworthy, good people. 1 want to reminisce 
about how thoughtful Yitzchok was, never a forgotten 
birthday or anniversary or mother's day. (Even one year, 
when Asher was in lsrael, he gave me two cards - one 
from him, and one he bought and told me it was from 
Asher!) He was the man who opened a door for a lady, 
and he made me feel lucky every day to be his wife. He 
was a prince, and that made me, his princess. 

These memories are happy ones, and as 1 told you 
before, widowhood being so painful for me, 1 desire that 
1 could just stay with these joyful memories and none 
else. Oh, 1 wish that 1 didn't have to tell you what was 
to follow, and how the terror of the war almost ripped 
Yitzchok, Asher, and me apart, and how it did steal from 
me my parents and most of my siblings and nieces and 
nephews. 
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You know the happy ending - that Yitzchok and 
Asher and I were reunited. I will get to that miraculous 
story shortly. First, I must leave these happy memories 
of our early dating and marriage, to tell you when the 
trauma first began - when Asher was only 11 months 
old, and we were forced to give him up , temporarily, and 
to go into hiding. For the next several chapters of this 
memoir, I regret, I will have to revisit a journey that still 
brings me to tears whenever I think of it. Telling over this 
part of my life story also reminds me, once again, that it 
is an astonishing miracle that I am alive to tell it to you. 
Baruch Hashem! 
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As l have described to you, my early life in Uzhorod 
was truly joyful and blessed. The Czech people were very, 
very kind and easy--going, and they were very cultural and 
education,minded. We did not experience anti,Semitism 
by them. 

, lt was not until 1938, when l was eighteen years old 
that the H ungarians occupied parts of Czechoslovakia and 
we started to feel the impact of the war. The occupation 

. drastically changed our town, economically and socially 

First, the money was devalued. So then people needed 
a lot more money just to buy a single liter of whiskey from 
myfather's business and theydidn'thave it, so his business 

ibly. There was much less entertainment and חsuffered te 
performances in town because no one could buy a theatre 
ticket anymore either. ln U zhorod, there were wonderful 
theatres, and that all turned to zero. The Czechoslovakian 
element was completely different in life,style, culture and 
education, than the Hungarian life,style, and Uzhorod 

. was no longer the city of my youth 

Even so, life went on as we made our best effort to 
adjust, and we were completely oblivious to what lay 
ahead. As l mentioned, Yitzchok and l endured certain 
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hardships, such as our prolonged engagement, and 
Yitzchok' s absence from Asher' s birth, in order to avoid 
Yitzchok being sent away to the labor camps. Perhaps it is 

ible starting in 1944, that חbecause our life became so te 
when l look back on the years from 1938,1944, it seems 
relatively okay. Perhaps also, it is because l was happy as a 
new bride, and a new mother to Asher, and these are the 

. memories l prefer to think about 

After our wedding, my husband built a beautiful 
house for us in Munkacevo, and we lived there for a short 
while. l didn't like it there, as the standard of living was 
not as cultural and elegant as l was accustomed to, and l 
requested of Yitzchok that we return to Uzhorod, to live 

. with my parents and he honored my wishes 

As difficult as all these adjustments were, it paled 
, 1944 in comparison with what would come next. ln 

not long after Asher's birth in the spring of 1943, the 
Germans occupied Czechoslovakia. Soon the rules of the 
Germans took effect, and believe me, the adjustment to 
Hungarian occupation was nothing compared to what 

. happened when the Germans took control of our city 
Overnight, the Nazis took away all Jewish businesses, and 
my father' s business was shut down because he no longer 
had a license to operate his distillery. Nazis posted signs 

,. on the street that Jews must be off the streets after 5 P.M 
, and that ghettos for the Jews were ordered. Meanwhile 

we were forced to wear yellow }ewish stars on our clothing 
when on the street. We had less than a week to prepare to 

. either go to the ghetto as ordered or to go into hiding 
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Life was bearable because we still had food, and each 
other. But soon after the Nazi occupation our family was 
torn apart. 

At first, the Germans picked up the teenage girls 
and boys and sent them off to an unknown place. The 
understanding was that they went to a labor camp 

work. My father went to speak to the head of the סt 
Germans and he begged them to have patience with him 

. and to allow my sisters to stay with us for a short while 
We were hoping that in the meantime, the Russians 
would occupy us and the war would end. These men 

him סknew and respected my father, and they listened t 
and we are able to keep my younger sisters from being 

. sent away, at least in the beginning 

ln my city, the Germans formed two ghettos. The 
larger one was established in a very large place called 
"Brick Factory". The second, smaller one was called 
"Gluck". First they captured Jews from the suburbs, and 
then the residents from Uzhorod. 

We had an uncle by the name of Rafael Stem, my 
mother' s older brother. His house was directly across the 

, street from ours in Uzhorod. My uncle was the Rosh Hakahol 
his warm סthe President of the Jewish community. Oue t 

. personality, he was very popular with the Jews and Gentiles 
He often provided "Protectzia" (favors) for the Jewish people 
who were in trouble. (He also helped some residents acquire 
a license for a liquor store and other concems that required 

). the permission of the town officials 
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Fortunately for our family, one of my father ' s personal 
friends was the Hungarian Chief of the Police. When 
the }ewish people were forced to enter the ghetto, the 
Hungarians requisitioned their houses to be occupied 
"temporarily" by the Hungarian soldiers or people. 
Never forget that the jewish people were promised that 
the requisition would be only temporary! Both of the 
houses we owned are still standing there, occupied by 
others, but 1 haven't had the willingness to go through 
the emotional pain of returning to Uzhorod to reclaim 
what is legally ours. 

The house of my uncle Rafael Stern was a two--story 
villa with a business on the main floor. Even though 
my uncle and my father were so esteemed by the goyim, 
nevertheless, they requisitioned my uncle's house as well. 
However, because my father and the Chief of Police were 
close friends, he gave permission to my father to convert 
the top attic of my uncle Stern' s home into a bunker 
for }ewish families to hide in, so that they could avoid 
entering into the Ghetto. (Remember, we thought this 
horror was going to be over in a week!) 

My parents and my two younger sisters, Shifra Zlata 
(or Zarlota as she was called), age 19, and Dvora Frimet 
(or Deborah), age 18, were still home with us and we had 
no other choice than to hide in the attic to avoid going to 
the ghetto. There was no time for preparation! We didn't 
know when this would end, but we hoped and prayed for 
the Russian occupation. We ran out of our homes in the 
outfits we were wearing, taking nothing with us but some 
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prayer books. This was a matter of life and death, so we 
didn't concentrate on the possessions we were leaving 
behind, or what it was like for a family as elegant and 
well..dressed as ours to be wearing the same clothing for 
a week, or as it turned out, for close to three weeks! We 
couldn't have known that when we left our homes, and 
all that was in them, it was the last we would ever see of 
everything we owned and treasured. 

My sister, Chana Liebe and her husband, Aaron 
Hersh Deutsch and their 3,week-old little baby girl (Bashi) 
traveled to Munkacs, Romania with a gentile neighbor 
who offered assistance a couple of days before we left for 
the bunker. Asher and Bashi were the only children in 
our family to survive this tragedy. Both of their stories 
are miraculous. 

Before Yitzchok and l could move into the attic 
bunker with my parents, my husband and l had a 
terrible problem we had to solve. Our 11,month old 
son, Asher, was a normal baby, and so he cried from 
time to time. Under the circumstances, we couldn't take 
the chance that his cries would give away the hiding 
place. Although there would be many children hiding 
in the bunker with our family, none were babies, and it 
was felt that the other children and teenagers could be 
forced to control their noise, but we could not expect 
the same of a young baby. 

My dear father, A''H, is responsible, with Hashem' s 
help, for Asher' s life being saved. Papa was well known 
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as a businessman and was respected by all. He came up 
with a solution to my terrible problem. He instructed me 
to bring Asher to a lady pediatrician in our town, Dr. 
Brastiko, a goy, and to ask her to care for our baby boy. 
We were sure at the time that this would be only for a 
very short while, because the Russians were only a few 
miles away. Surely, when they entered Uzhorod we would 
be freed. That was the thought ... 

l will never forget this date. lt was 4 P.M. April 19, 
1944 when my family decided that we must go into 
the bunker to hide. Only my husband, Yitzchok and l 
were left with the baby at home. Remember that no )ew 
could be on the street after 5 P.M. For the last couple of 
weeks all the )ews were wearing yellow stars to identify 
our religion. Anyone caught on the streets after 5 P.M. 
could, G..d forbid, be captured and murdered. We were 
terrified. Yitzchok and 1 agreed to the plan that my father 
suggested. 1 was despondent about having to give up my 
baby, even if 1 thought it was only for a few days. 

Wearing the yellow star, 1 ran with Asher in the carriage 
to Doctor Brastiko, whose office was four blocks away. 
Thankfully, she was there, and she was not busy with 
patients. l gave her a message from Papa asking her to 
care for our baby until our return. l told Dr. Brastiko that 
Papa blessed her that she would always be saved from all 
her troubles because she was doing this incredible favor 
for us. We owned two homes at that time, and 1 told 
her that Papa said that if she did this favor for us, both 
houses would be hers. She agreed to take Asher but she 

52 



Three זeChapt 

insisted that she was doing it because of the reverence 
she felt for my father, and not for any material reward. 

There was no time for a long conversation. l was 
sobbing, practically hysterical, but l knew Papa was right 
and we needed to protect Asher and all of us in hiding. l 
handed Asher to the doctor, and for a long time afterwards 
l couldn't even speak because of the trauma of it. When 
l left Dr. Brastiko's office l took off the yellow star, as it 
was after 5 P.M. when l left and l was frightened that they 
would capture me. l ran the four blocks to the bunker. 
Yitzchok was waiting for me in the attic and he tried to 
comfort me, but it was very difficult. l was distraught. 

l shared the hiding place with Yitzchok, my dear 
parents and two sisters, Shifra Zlata and Dvora Frimet. 
Also there were my Uncle Refael Stern' s sons, Chezkel 
and Moishe with their wives and 7 or 8 teenage 
children, their sister Libu 1 (Edith) Berkowitz, and our 
cousin Lorber from Kosica (Kashau) with 2 teenage 
daughters, my mother' s cousin from Poland, and the 
greatly esteemed, Likever Rebbetzin. (My Uncle Rafael 
Stern, through Protectzia, had brought her from Poland 
to Uzhorod). Uncle Rafael and Aunt Reaile Stern were 
not in the bunker with us. They emigrated to lsrael a 
few weeks before April, 1944. They had three married 

nker וUbu's husband left for l1is native Budapest. Libt1 escaped from tl1e Bt 
dressed as a nun with a big T zelem on her neck. Even tl1ougl1 she was well disguised, tl1ey 

, got l1old of her on the train. They recognized tl1at her "ldentification" was false papers 
Auscl1witz. She luckily survived and ren1rned l101ne. 1 sl1all get סand sl1e was sent off t 

nger sisters וt סny 2 y וnp she was together witl1 וher, as in tl1e Concentration Ca סback t 
. tell סShifra Zlata and Oeborah, and that is why 1 know her story t 
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children who had also emigrated to lsrael a few years 
before them. 

The situation in the Bunker was incredibly difficult. 
We were staying in the attic, which was a "Magazine" 
(warehouse). Margarine was stored there, as well as 
a kind of cracker, which had been manufactured by a 
cousin of ours named Lorber, originally from Kosica. 
Our nourishment consisted mainly of crackers and 
margarine, but we ran short on that and we were very 
hungry. Honestly though, although we were all hungry, 
we were so worried, and everyone was crying so much, 
hunger was the least of our problems and not very much 
on our minds. l did not have any appetite because l was 
so upset about being separated from Asher. I cried and 
worried all day long. My Papa spent the entire day saying 
tehillim and reassuring us, as we were quite hysterical 
not knowing if we were going to be killed. I had a few 
friends who married before me, (some with babies) and 
their husbands were sent away and never came home. 
This possibility frightened me terribly. 

Luckily, downstairs in the warehouse there was 
a faucet, which provided ample water for all of us, so 
thirst was not a problem. There was also one bathroom 
downstairs, which we all shared. We were unable to bathe 
or shower, only to wash ourselves with the bathroom 
sink, and we wore the same clothing we arrived in for our 
entire stay, which of course was a terrible hardship and 
especially difficult for a family like ours that was always 
well presented, but this too was not uppermost on our 
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minds. All of us were squished into a very small space 
and there were no beds - we were just sleeping on the 

. floor with no blankets, and it was bitter cold 

l remember a big honor l was given. We were taking 
care of the esteemed Rebbetzin, and she offered my 

keep warm, but my mother סsleep next to her t סmother t 
said, 'No, take Esther, she is cold in nature and l want 

'. her to sleep with you instead so she should be warm 
That was my beloved mother, always thinking of others 

. before herself 

Of course l missed Asher so very much, so my 
brother,in,law, Mr. Deutsch tried to make it better by 
arranging for him to be walked once a day in his carriage 
on the sidewalk that went by our home, so that l could 
peek out of the attic window and catch sight of him. 
Unfortunately l never saw him, only his carriage, and it 
made me miss him all the more. 

After about three weeks, we were in a state of shock 
because remember, we thought that this whole business 
was going to be over with in just a week, and now we 
realized that it was getting worse, not better. We were 
beside ourselves with worry. Then the police chief 
reported us to the Germans because he became frightened 
about the consequences if the Germans found out that 
he permitted us to hide. Suddenly late in the afternoon, 
the police came up to the attic and captured us. lt was so 
frightening, to this day, l cannot even think about it, and 
l do not wish to talk about it. 
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The police took us all to jail. As my dear father, A"H 
wore a beard, 1 was afraid they would persecute him in the 
jail because they would identify him as a religious jew. 1 was 
holding on to him for dear life as we walked to jail. 1 kept 

, telling my father, '1 will tell them 1 have a baby by goyim 
and they will bring him to me so 1 don't have to worry 
about losing Asher.' Papa kept saying, 'be strong, don't say 
anything, and let the child be there. No, no, no, don't tell 

'. them anything. Asher will be safer there than with us 

lt was my father, and Hashem, who saved Asher; 1 take 
no credit. 1 trusted my father and 1 did not tell anyone 

. about Asher, and Asher lived 

s into jail וWhen we got to the jail, they separated t 

cells for the women and men. Two days later we were 
. taken to the ghetto 
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On April 19, 1944, we had no choice but to go into 
hiding, and to place our dear son, Asher into the care of 
Dr. Brastiko. 

On April 20, 1944, all the }ews of my city were 
prohibited by edict from going outside the ghetto. We 
knew nothing. The signs were very simple, and didn't 
explain anything to us. They said nothing more than: 'All 

'. ews are required to report to the ghetto immediately } 
Now this will seem extreme to you in isolation, but please 
remember, that the }ews of Uzhorod had been harassed 

, beyond imagination for some time now, so this was really 
! just one more thing 

ived in Hungary, they חWhen the Polish refugees a 
tried to warn us about the evil Nazis and what was coming 
to us, but we dismissed them and found what they were 
telling us to be too unbelievable. Then we watched as 
the Hungarians and Germans, together, put in place so 
many laws to strip away from the }ews our livelihood and 
our security, it was incredible. All male }ews between ages 
18 - 45 were conscripted into forced,labor gangs, which 
is why we fought so hard to keep Yitzchok from being 
sent away. As l've said before, many of these young men 

. never returned 
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The Hungarian government took away our livelihood 
by removing business licenses from all of the Jewish 
tailors, shoemakers, storeowners, etc. Overnight, good 
business men were put out of business, including 
families that had worked hard all their lives to establish 
a positive reputation and a parnussa. We were forbidden 
from shopping in the markets until the best produce was 

. already sold, and we were forced to wear the }ewish stars 
We were harassed, and viewed like dirt - venom that the 
city wanted to get rid of - they were determined to clean 

. the city streets of all of the }ews 

The Hungarians and Germans did not think of us, or 
. treat us, like human beings, but rather, like dirty animals 

We never imagined that the Nazi's evil plan was to murder 
all of us, but the notion of the ghetto was consistent with 
their attitude - the removal of all Jews from their daily 

eated us as if we were no better than a pesky זtlife. They 
mosquito, even though the city of Uzhorod was thriving 
in large part because of our contribution. So, in this 
environment, it was not shocking to us that the final step 
was to remove us from the city and from our homes, and 
place us like cattle in the ghettos. ln our minds then, this 
was the final step until we were liberated. We could not 
have imagined the Nazi's cremation plan - their "final 
solution", for such an idea could not have registered with 

. us as possible 

Our normal existence became filled with terror. The 
cries of families being separated, with children torn away 
from parents, and families losing everything once dear 
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to them became a daily occurrence. Food was scarce, but 
. none of us had any appetite anymore 

The only reason we didn't completely panic is because 
we still believed with full hope that the Russian army, just 
over the border only 2 hours away from Uzhorod, would 
liberate the entire area, and we could soon return to our 
homes and our previous lives. The Russian army waited 
six months, until October 1944, to advance, and in that 
short six,month period, the German and Hungarian 

. Nazis murdered millions of beautiful yidden 

One single day before the requirement to relocate to 
, 3 days ן,the ghetto, we went into hiding, hoping that in 

the Russians would save us and we would never have to 
go to the ghetto at all. We went into hiding with nothing 

, much but the clothing we were wearing, and the men had 
perhaps, their tallis and tefillin and a siddur. ln our case, my 
father, who was so smart he must have sensed the dangers 
ahead, gave us each some precious jewelry to carry in 
hidden places, and we stuffed paper money in the bottom 
of our shoes. My father, Z"L, told us that there may come a 
day when we would have to trade these valuables for a slice 

. ofbread. Of course, we didn't believe him 

Sadly, we were not the only }ews to try hiding from the 
, Germans, and within a few weeks, most everyone, like us 

. was captured, and brought to the ghetto, after all 

After spending a few days in the jail, the Hungarian 
soldiers marched us about five blocks to the larger of the 

" I S "R d "B . k" h' h h . a vanc treet r1c , w 1c was on two g ettos, 
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walked with my husband, two younger sisters, Shifra and 
Dvora, and my parents. The entire way, l spoke to my 
father and begged him to let me get Asher, but he was 
firm with me: 'Esther, don't even think about it, he will 
be safe and secure there,' he said, and so finally, I gave up 

. my pleas and accepted this plan 

Thousands of}ewish families from Uzhorod, and some 
ounding towns were already in the ghetto when we זrsu 

. ived - remember, we were two weeks later than most זra 
Fortunately, we were allowed to stay together as a family 
in the ghetto. Everyone there had suddenly been forced 

; to leave their home, and they brought nothing with them 
there was no time. Probably some of the men took a tallis 

. and a prayer book, and that was really about it 

, ln the ghetto we slept as families in big wooden rooms 
where we were always dressed (in the one outfit we had 
since we went into hiding). There were about 50 families 
in each barrack. There were very few toilets so we had to 
stand in line for hours to get into the bathrooms. Food 
was very scarce but somehow we always managed to get a 
little bread. Sometimes the people who left the ghetto to 

, work would bring us back a bit of food, but believe me 
at this time, few of us cared much about eating. We were 

. too frightened about what the morning would bring 

The Russians will be here soon,' was the general ' 
comment you heard over and over again, as we prayed 
to Hashem that we be rescued speedily from this 

. terrible anguish 

60 



Chapter Four 

The young people ages 18 - 30 were required to go 
out in the daytime to work. The work was mainly sorting 

. clothing articles collected from the houses of the Jews 
That lasted about 2 to 3 weeks. This order included my 
two younger sisters, Shifra Zlata and Dvora Frimet, ages 
19 and 18. They were beautiful girls, slim, attractive and 
capable. They came back later in the afternoon and when 
they still had money, they brought back a little food. l 
went out for one day and l don't remember why l didn't 
go out more. When l was out the one day, Hungarian 

me, 'you should know what is waiting סsoldiers said t 
for you,' but my mind would not allow me to register 

ible thing. My husband left the ghetto only חsuch a te 
, a couple of times, and once he met my brother in law 

Mr. Deutsch, who was walking around, and Yitzchok got 
. money from him 

We believed we would return from the ghetto to 
our homes, but the Nazis saw the ghetto as a temporary 

. holding place until we were transported to our deaths 
Eventually, there were no jews left in the city. As far as 
they were concerned, once they liquidated the ghetto, all 

. the jews would be gone forever 

You cannot imagine what a Kiddush Hashem our people 
are. Even in the midst of such horrendous conditions, so 
many of us kept the mitzvahs as best as we could, and 

daven to Hashem with all of our hearts. l סcontinued t 
remember one day, there was an urgent feeling that we 
must obtain a very special holy book because in it was a 
certain document that gave permission for the surviving 
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half of a couple to remarry should they survive the war. 
We were all starting to realize by then that we could be 
killed. lt was on our minds all day long, that we might 
lose our lives, and that children would lose their parents, 
and sisters would lose their brothers and sisters, and that 
we would lose our husbands, wives, and children. 

lt was a big problem getting a hold of this particular 
book. lt was in one of the homes we had been thrown 
out of, and no one was permitted to leave the ghetto to go 
get it. My very courageous cousin, Beru Stern, age 16 at 
the time, risked his life to sneak out of the ghetto, return 
to his home, climb over the fence and then through the 
window ofhis house to obtain the book. Can you believe 
this - he was reduced to sneaking into his very own home, 
as if he is a ganiff! He returned safely to the ghetto with 
the book and the cries that stormed the heavens that 
night as people prayed that that they should never need 
such a document - it was so heart breaking. Hundreds of 
Jews blessed Beru for his act of courage. 

Now comes the part of my story that l have so much 
trouble telling, so l will tell it to you briefly, and you will 
understand why it must be so that I keep it brief. Every 
time I think about the last time l saw my beloved mother 
and father and my sisters, I cry. Do you know that I do 
not exaggerate when I tell you that I still cry, every time, 
and how many years has it been? lt doesn't matter; lt 
never leaves me. lt is tattooed on my heart forever. 

ln the ghetto, they took my two younger sisters away, 
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and we didn't know what would happen to them or if 
we would ever see them again. We didn't know what 

my brother and his family. Then they took סhappened t 
away my oldest sister with her six children. We were very 
bitter and terrified. My parents were among the last }ews 
left in the ghetto. l was fretting, what do l do about the 
baby, should l bring him to the ghetto? l missed Asher 
so much. Remember, we still didn't know that we were 
being taken to our deaths, so l was always trying to figure 

. get Asher back with me סout a way t 

There was a big garden in the ghetto and l sat with my 
mother, crying, asking her to tell me what to do. Among 

was a woman named Winkler סthe people in the Ghett 
who had a son whose name was Moishe. She suggested 
that l escape from the ghetto and go into hiding with her 
18,year old son in his Bunker in a basement. l discussed 

. this with my mother, and she told me, 'go my dear, go 
You might be saved and you can have your baby back after 
we get liberated.' l told my mother, 'l'll risk it. l want to 
be with my child.' Hugging and crying, l couldn't bear 
to say goodbye to my dear mother. Then l went to say 

Papa. He was saying his tehillim. l ran over to סgoodbye t 
kiss him, but l couldn't talk. l was סhim, and managed t 

so distraught, no words would leave my mouth. We just 
looked at each other with tears running from our eyes 

. and down our cheeks 

This is a very sad memory for me. lt was the last time 
l saw my father or my mother, Z"L. 
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Yitzchok and l set up a plan that he would follow me 
out of the ghetto, but not right behind me in case l got 
caught. One of us had to stay alive so that Asher would 
have a parent! l don't know how l found the courage 
except that I was just so sick in my heart and desperate 
to be reunited with my baby. l did not really sneak out 
of the ghetto. I just marched out of there, passing by two 
Hungarian soldiers, who, praise Hashem, ignored me. I 
climbed over a small fence, and looked straight at the 
two guards, and kept on walking. l was so frightened that 
they were going to shoot me, but l did not stop walking. 
l don't know if they didn't notice me leaving, or if they 
just chose not to act on it. 

l was so dehydrated; l couldn't even move my tongue. 
I prayed to the Ribono Shel Olam, 'we have thousands of 
bottles of water in our cellar, and l' m going to die of thirst?' 
When I got out of the ghetto I went to my neighbor and 
signaled that l needed water and she gave me some and 
this helped. Then l went to another neighbor and begged 
for more water. l knew I was risking my life by doing this, 
but l had to get water or I felt l would die, and l could 
not talk to anyone about my baby until I got something 
to drink because my tongue was literally, stuck to the roof 
of my mouth. 

Since this moment in time, l am very medakdek to make 
a bracha on water, because I know first hand what happens 
to a person when you don't have any water to drink. 

l found the address of the basement and l entered the 
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Bunker. Moishe was lying on the sofa. There was no air 
except trying to catch a breath over the water pipe coming 
from the roof. 1 immediately thought of the Belzer Rebbe 
who emigrated from Poland to Uzhorod, when we were 
still in a fairly peaceful life. As he arrived in Uzhorod, he 
visited for a few minutes with our parents. He remarked 
that he was hidden in an attic where there was no air and 
when he left the bunker for this trip to Uzhorod, he had 
to say a Shehechiyonu on the air! Only then was l able to 
understand what he meant. 

This bunker was about a half hour' s walk to the 
doctor. lt had a very low ceiling, and l am a tall woman, 
and l had to lay down there for many days, which was 
exceedingly uncomfortable. l wanted to go see my baby 
right away, but l was in contact with Mr. Deutsch, and he 
convinced me that it wasn't safe yet, and that he would 
keep his eyes on the situation for me since he had false 
papers as a goy and could walk freely in the streets. 

A few memories make me cry every time l summon 
them. Even though l know that Hashem has a plan, it 
still hurts my heart every time. A few days after l was 
settled into this bunker, l heard footsteps entering the 
apartment above. l was too frightened to think logically 
that it could be Yitzchok, just as we had planned. l feared 
that it was the Germans looking for me, and l was in 
such a terribly frightened state, l couldn't think logically, 
so l hid from these footsteps. Yitzchok couldn't find me, 
so he went back to the ghetto where my parents were. 
lt is an absolute miracle that even so, we were reunited 
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after the war. I don't know if I could ever forgive myself 
if he had been taken from us because he returned to the 
ghetto. But our reunion after the war comes much later. 

Finally, one day, I just couldn't take it another minute 
- I had to see my baby! I decided to go visit the doctor early 
in the morning. I figured that in the very early morning 
I was not going to meet many people. As we were active 
in our parents' business, which was on the main street 
Masarykove Namesti, we were well known by many people 
and I was afraid of being recognized. I placed a kerchief 
on my head, and another kerchief covering my nose and 
mouth, and I undertook the trip, running through the 
streets without my )ewish star on of course, praying that 
I would not be captured. 

lt was 7 A.M. when I rang the bell, and the servant 
answered. l asked to see the doctor, and the doctor 
appeared. Her hair wasn't combed; I thought she was 
excusing herself because of the grooming when her 
first response was, 'Oh, what happened to me'. But 
then she told me that someone had reported her for 
holding a )ewish child, and she couldn't take care of 
Asher anymore so she gave Asher to an impoverished 
non,)ew by the name, Semere Antalne. She told this 
woman that the baby was born with a hernia and that 
he needed surgery (to explain the circumcision), and 
that he needed frequent check ups for his medical 
condition. She told the woman that she must pretend 
to be the child's mother because the actual parents 
lived in Budapest, and that it was important that she 
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bring the baby every week for a check-up. 2 

The good doctor was in big trouble. Her life was at 
risk because she was under suspicion of helping a jew. 
ln the meantime, she wrote letters to a friend of hers in 
Budapest, asking the friend to write to her posing as the 
parents of the child, so that it would look like Asher was 
under the care of Dr. Brastiko for a hernia. Until this was 
clarified, Dr. Brastiko was permitted to work in her office 
during the day, (because they had sent away all of the 
]ews and the city of Uzhorod was in desperate need of 
doctors), but after 6:00 P.M., she had to return to jail. 

As she told me this, Dr. Brastiko was crying. She 
ended with the remark, 'I hope it works'. Then she said 
to me, 'all the newspapers are writing about your parents. 
They were hidden and they succeeded to find them.' 

'Where are you hiding, Esther?' she asked me. 
'Actually, wherever you are hiding doesn't matter. They 
are looking all over.' 

'Then they can look even by the President of the 
Country!' I remarked. I made this remark in a jocular 
manner; I was so upset to learn that my baby was not 
there for me to see and to hold, and to learn that the 
newspapers were writing about my family and the search 
for me. I knew that it wasn't safe then to look for Asher, 

be at l1er סscl1 for l1i111 t 2ז ln tl1e ft1ture, tl1e doctor coordinated witl1 Mr. Det1 
ttld סoffice at exactly tl1e sa1ne ti1ne as tl1is wo1nan's weekly visits, so tl1at Mr. Det1tscl1 c 
t1gl1 סl1ear, tl1r סsee Asl1er every week. lt was an incredible blessing to 1ne that 1 was able t 

. tsch, tl1at 111y baby was well זMr. Det 
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because they would capture me, so 1 had to go back into 
hiding. 1 just couldn't go back to the bunker 1 had been 
in for the past several days although 1 was very upset 
about not being with my parents and Yitzchok. Now that 
1 was free from the ghetto, 1 didn't want to go back. 1 was 
afraid that if 1 went back to the ghetto, 1 would never 
see Asher again, and 1 couldn't let that happen. 1 was so 
terrified; 1thought1 would break down completely. 

1 made up a plan to go to the 70~year--old mayor, Pastor 
llnicky Sanddor, who was a priest and a close personal 
friend of my parents. Papa had told me that the mayor 
was holding money for us in case we needed it. My father 
had the foresight to sew the money into the shoulder 
pads of clothing that he brought to the mayor' s house 
before we went into hiding. My father made sure that all 
of his children knew about it. He told us, 'Whomever 
will return should go and take what they need.' 

1 returned to the bunker and waited until after the 
mayor got home from work. Then 1 went to his house 
and knocked on the door. He answered with his sister, 
Ilanka who was about 65 and unmarried. 1 told him, '1 
am Rubin, }onas' daughter. Please, please could you keep 
me for a few days? Please 1 don't mind where. . . in 
a room, basement, garage or bathroom. 1 must live. My 
parents and the rest of my family are in the Ghetto. 1 
escaped and I don't have anywhere to stay.' 

The mayor was very hesitant, but my persistent begging 
moved him. He told his sister, 'put Esther in the garage, 
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hide her there in the night, and during the day, let her 
sleep in your room.' She agreed reluctantly. For about 
two weeks l slept in the garage. l had told Mr. llnitzky 
that this would only be for a few days, while l figured out 
where to go next, but honestly, l had no plan, and no 
idea what to do. 

They provided me with food and water but nothing 
went down my throat. One day they bought me red 
radishes, as it was springtime, and that gave me a little 
appetite, enough with a small amount of other food and 
water to survive. 

One evening the mayor said to me, 'Esther, l want 
to talk to you. l must show you the daily paper.' ln the 
newspaper was an article printed about my family. We 
were a prominent family in Uzhorod, and what happened 

our family made the news. This newspaper article סt 
reported that the Germans had found my parents, but 

, that the daughter Esther and her baby were still missing 
and that they would find us too. The mayor then said 
to me, 'l had to give them an article in the paper and 
then in my statement, l had to say these words: 'Finally 
the City is Juden Frei'. And here l am hiding a Jewish 
woman! Can you know how l feel? lf they find you, they 

'! will kill me 

l reassured him and begged him to have pity for 
another few days. He agreed. A couple of days later in 
the daytime, the door to the garage opened while l was 
lying there. l was sure that the police were going to get a 
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hold of me again. What a surprise when 1 saw the mayor 
and my brother,in,law, Mr. Deutsch! This was another 
incredible miracle for me from Hashem. 

Mr. Deutsch told me that he did not know that 1 was 
hiding by the Mayor. He only came to get some money 
from the suit as we had agreed to do. He entered the 
Mayor's home posing as a Hungarian soldier and then 
he told him that he is Mr. Rubin' s son,in,law and he had 
come to take something from the clothing. The Mayor 
said, 'fine, but you must do me a favor. Your sister,in,law 
is hiding here and you must take her away. 1 am sick from 
fright and so is my sister. Please, please, can you imagine 
what risk 1 am running?' Oh, the mayor was so happy to 
see him. To Mr. Oeutsch's big surprise, he told him that 
1 was hiding in the garage, and that he must take me away 
immediately. The mayor said to him, 'take all the money 
you want; just take her away.' 

1 was shocked when the garage door opened and there 
was Mr. Deutsch. 1 immediately asked him, 'where is our 
family, our parents?' He told me they were all taken away 
to the labor camps. 1 was upset to have escaped because 1 
thought that 1 would rather be in a labor camp with my 
family. Of course, nobody had a slightest inkling what 
kind of labor camps they were. 

Mr. Oeutsch was living in Uzhorod disguised as a 
Hungarian soldier, as he was originally from Breszna 
and was not known in Uzhorod. So he walked along the 
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streets free.3 Mr. Oeutsch told me that he had promised 
them that he would take me away and that he was taking 
me to another attic where my cousins were. He brought 

traumatized to eat. We ססme bread and milk but 1 was t 
the bunker without סdidn't know how we would get t 

being seen on the streets but then suddenly there was 
an alarm, Russian fliers were flying overhead, and sirens 
were blaring. The streets emptied, as everyone descended 
to shelters for their safety, and during this moment, we 

. fled to the attic where our cousins were hiding 

ln this attic were my cousins, Moishe Stern, A''H 
Uncle Leibish' s son) and his wife, Malka (he perished ( 

in concentration camp, she survived), Rafael Lorber 
and his wife (he survived, his wife and children were 
murdered), Rosz Vogelman, (daughter of lcu Lorber) and 
her family from Kezmark Slovakia, and a single, elderly 
man named Kraus who made so much noise, we were 
afraid of being discovered. ln this bunker, we only talked 
by voice or prayed out loud if it was pouring rain; that' s 
how frightened we were of being captured. They had all 
been hiding in this attic from the time that the ]ews were 

. the ghetto סsent t 

1 stayed with my cousins in hiding for several weeks 
in this bunker. Mr. Oeutsch provided provisions for us 
by throwing the food into an empty apartment below the 
attic, and we' d climb down and pick up the food. The 

, ny sister Cl1anie ו, nd in rl1e biograp\1y by \1is wife וMr. Deutsch's life story is fot 3 
". entitled, "So Mucl1 to Say 
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bigger problem for us was how to get water. My other 
uncle, Lipold Stern, a brother of Rafael, had a beautiful 
house across the street from the bunker, which was now 
empty because the family had been forced out to the 
ghettos, and thankfully, it had not been occupied by the 
Hungarian soldiers, (another miracle!) Moshe snuck 
into his house to get water, (he had a key because he used 
to live there) and when he did this, so that the neighbors 
wouldn't hear his footsteps, my cousin, Malku went to 
the window and imitated the sounds of a cat meowing, 
to cover the sound of his footsteps. We used this water 
for cooking, drinking and washing a few plates, and then 
we recycled it to wash the floor and dust around. 

Except for me, the rest of the people were a little 
prepared for the hiding place, so they managed to 
have some covers and linen. Washing the linen and 
our clothing was nearly impossible, and so we lived in 
filthy conditions, which as you know, was so contrary 
to my nature. One day, we decided thatwe just couldn't 
live like this anymore and my cousin, Raphael Lorber, 
risked capture by leaving the attic, removing his yellow 
star and bringing the linens to a Laundromat. The man 
in charge of the Laundromat was suspicious because 
the linens were much more filthy than normal, but 
he was so happy for the business, he chose not to say 
anything. This practice went on for several weeks. 1 
cannot tell you how pleased 1 was to receive back my 
linen clean. lt was a small pleasure in the midst of 
such devastation. To this day, 1 have never taken for 
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granted, or stopped appreciating, the bracha of clean 
. clothing and fresh linen 

Meanwhile, l had to live with the incredibly difficult 
frustration of being so close to my baby, and not being 

. able to touch him, hold him, and raise him as his mother 
Mr. Deutsch made friends with Mrs. Semere, the woman 
caring for him and he would try to walk by our window 
with her while she was walking Asher in his carriage, so 
l could catch a glimpse, but l never saw his face, only his 

iage, and this only served to make me feel even more חca 
bitter. l am sure that there was not a single day that l 

. didn't cry over this loss 

We were waiting out the weeks in the attic and praying 
for salvation from Hashem, and from the Russians, and 
then one day, our plans were shattered. lt was on a Friday 
that Mr. Deutsch threw a live carp into the apartment 
below us and we hadn't picked it up yet. (Before l got to 
the bunker, they had set up a little electric stove and this is 
where they cooked our food). Someone reported the fish 
to the newspaper, as evidence that someone was helping 
Jews who were in hiding. lt wasn't long after that when 
the Hungarian police came and captured us, bringing us 
to the same jail l had been sent to the last time l was 
captured. (They tried to force out of us the name of the 
person who was providing us the food, but we never gave 
away Mr. Deutsch and thankfully, they finally accepted 

). our insistence that we had no idea 

We were in the local jail only a few days, and during 
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that time, l was so emotionally sick, these days, you might 
call it a "nervous breakdown." l was all alone, and l didn' t 
know where Yitzchok or my parents or Asher were. l had 
been separated from all whom l loved, and who loved 
me, and l was petrified. l hadn't eaten real food in weeks, 
and l had been lying down most of my days in the attic 
because l was too tall to stand there. l was surely on the 
verge of completely crumbling. 

How is it that l survived these terrible conditions? 
l imagine that what kept me going, so that l did not 
give up entirely, was my burning desire to see my family 
again; the embers of hope burned in me that this day 
would come. lt is good that l did not know at this time 
about the fate that the Nazis had handed my parents, or 
l suspect l would have been too overcome with grief to 
continue living. 

A doctor, Or. Hanziros, who worked for the city, came 
to see us in the jail and l begged him to mark me as sick 
so that the Germans wouldn't send me off anywhere. My 
brother in law had warned me that l was going to be 
transported out of Uzhorod, like all of my family before 
me. Or. Hanziros remembered me, because he had visited 
me the last time l was in the jail, and when he was giving 
my father a shot of antibiotics, l was so close to Papa, l 
couldn't bear to see him take a needle. He remembered 
this about me and was touched by me. As l begged him 
to please save me, he responded, 'My dear little girl, 
my hands are tied; l wish l could help you, but there is 
nothing l can do.' 
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. After a couple of days they shipped us to Hungary 
, First, we were sent to a jail in the Hungarian town 

Debritzen. We slept a few nights on the floor without 
anything to cover us with. The decision was then made 

uck to זtansport us in a small זtby the Hungarians to 
. the railroad, where we would be sent to Auschwitz. Mr 
. Deutsch followed behind us, because he was afraid for us 

When we got to the railroad, he told me that l should try 
to escape, but there was nothing l could do. l managed to 
scribble a note to him as my last will, to take care of my 

. little boy and make sure he's well dressed, always 

On the way to Auschwitz, they made one stop along the 
way in the town of Nyiregyhasa to wait for a connecting 

, train. We were sitting on the grass outside of the train 
and l remember that it was a beautiful spring day. lt was 

ange feeling to be experiencing the beautiful זtsuch a s 
sunshine, while so many of our people were dying. ln this 
area, many gypsies were selling large white cherries. Even 
though l had been in hiding so many weeks, wearing the 
same clothing, and l'm sure that my physical condition was 
terrible, somehow these gypsies could tell from my elegant 
clothing, (even if it was soiled) or my demeanor, that I was 

, from money, and still beautiful. One of the gypsies, a man 
approached me and said, 'you have money, you are pretty 

. and l could hide you in my attic and you could be safe 
Don't get back on the train. They are going to kill you.' I 
still had a little money with me so l bought some of the 
cherries. lt would be the last delicious fruit l would taste 

. for a very long time, but l did not know this then 
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1 remembered my childhood stories about gypsies 
stealing children. 1 was too frightened to go with the 
gypsy. 1 thought to myself, '1' d rather die than to be with 
the gypsies.' 1 said, 'no thanks,' and when it was time to 
get back on the cattle car that came to get us, 1 was on my 
way to Auschwitz. 

We were put on a train to take us to another ghetto 
named "Manor" in Debrecin, Hungary. There were still 
thousands of )ews in this ghetto because it was one of 
the last ones to be liquidated. The conditions there 
were really impossible. There was no food; many of the 
people were sick. lt was just a place to hold us until they 
transported us to our deaths. Yitzchok and my parents 
were not there. 1 presumed they were in a labor camp. 1 
wanted so much to be with them, wherever they were. 

As mentioned, in the bunker 1 had been with my 
cousin Moshe Stern and Moshe' s wife Malka. Her 
maiden name was Hassenfeld. She was from Satmar 
and after her marriage to my cousin they lived in 
Uzhorod. We tried to stay together as much as possible. 
ln the Ghetto in Monor they needed nurses. Malka 
volunteered to be one. She was shipped along with the 
sick people in order to help the sick that were in the 
train. She arranged for me as her cousin to go along 
with her. As her husband Moshe said, 'no matter what 
happens, see that you stay together.' 

We were only in Manor for about a week, and then 
the time came for us to be transported to Auschwitz. 1 
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cannot really put into words what the conditions were 
inside of this train, but l know that all of you reading 
this memoir have heard of, and read about, the cattle 
cars, and how so many }ews died in them on the way to 
Auschwitz. We were not treated as human beings. ln the 
freight train, so crowded with women and children, there 
was a woman giving birth on the floor right near me. She 
had another baby, 16 months old, and this baby was so 
filthy, no one wanted to hold him. l picked him up and 
held him for the entire trip, praying to Q,d: 'You watch 
my baby, and l'll watch this one.' 
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The entire time on the train to Auschwitz, l held on 
to this stranger' s baby, and prayed tearfully to Hashem 
that He should save my baby, Asher, and the rest of my 
beloved family. My cousin, Moshe told me that when 
we arrive there would be }ews there already, and that l 
should ask them: 'What do you have to know in order to 
stay alive?' 

Sure enough we arrived in the evening to that 
"unknown place". There were Polish Yidden who worked 
for the Germans who helped us out of the train. They 
spoke Yiddish and Polish. As l speak both languages 
fluently, l remembered what my cousin, Moshe told 
me. As l stepped out of the train, one Yid said, 'give the 
child away to someone' . l said, 'l can't. Theywon't know 
where it belongs.' He didn't argue with me. 

As we stepped from the wagons, the sky was red and 
there was heavy smoke. l asked the Polish Jews, 'what is 
that?' They answered, 'well that is ... WHAT?' What 
they said to me at that time, did not register with me. 
My mind could not comprehend that such a thing was 
even possible! 

We were lined up in three separate groups: Men, 
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women alone, and women with children. I carried 
the baby of that anonymous woman from the train. l 
rightfully belonged in the group of women alone, but I 
would not let go of this baby. As we marched, five people 
in one line, Mengele Yemach Shemo stopped each line and 
selected who would live or die. 

He stopped me and said to me, 'you are young and 
still can work. Give the baby to the woman standing next 
to you with her children'. I again replied, 'I can't give 
the baby away; they would not know where it belongs, it 
is not mine'. lt is a very good thing that I did not realize 
at that time how evil this man was, so I had the courage 
to speak to him this way. He grabbed the baby out of my 
hands and handed him to the woman next to me, who 
wasn't even the baby's mother. 

Again they lined us up, and brought us to a place 
where we had to undress fully except for shoes. They 
shaved our heads bald. They gave us an inmate dress 
to wear. I do not remember anything about it, but I 
distinctly remember they removed from me the simple 
human right of being able to wear underwear, and 
this condition troubled me greatly. I am often asked 
if I have the number tattoo on my arm that survivors 
from Auschwitz have. I don't know why, but fortunately 
for me, by the time we, the Hungarians, arrived in 
Auschwitz, it was much later in the war, and they had 
stopped the practice of tattooing inmates. 

All that we still had, our very few personal belongings 
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- a little bundle perhaps , we left there and we were 
marched into Auschwitz and placed into barracks. We 
were allowed to keep our shoes, and many of us had 
stuffed paper money into the lining of our shoes. Later 
on, we would use this money as toilet paper! 

Haftlings (concentration camp inmates) who had 
arrived before me threw a whole bread of about two 
pounds through the window. lt landed right near me. 
I should have been grateful, or excited for the food, but 
I hadn't been in Auschwitz long enough to understand 
the starvation that would be our daily reality. This bread 
lay before me, and I picked the bread up off the floor 
so as not to step on it. (As my dear parents had taught 
us, one has to watch not to step on even the crumbs on 
the floor after meals.) l offered the bread to another 
inmate because l would not eat it from the floor. (Can 
you imagine? l didn't understand what l was about to 
suffer). ln response, she said, 'I will give you a kerchief 
and panties in exchange for the bread; we don't have 
enough food here.' 

That was the first moment when l started to realize 
that we were not sent to Auschwitz to work. l naively 
said, 'oh no, you can have it for nothing!' She eagerly 
took the bread, but did give me the kerchief, no panties 
though, which I would later regret. l immediately placed 
the kerchief over my newly shaved head. Remember this, 
but still you cannot imagine, no one can. l am a married 
woman and therefore, always with a head covering over 
my beautiful head of hair. And now l am shaved and 
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bald, with no ability to cover myself? I cannot tell you 
what this was like for the married women there who had 
been tznius all their lives. lt was an impossible situation to 
live with, and yet, we had no choice. We were prisoners. 

lnstead of working, we just sat piled up on wooden 
floors like sardines. ln a way I was pleased that l was no 
longer alone, hiding in an attic and afraid for my life. I 
didn't yet understand that my life was in grave danger, nor 
how horrible the conditions would be. Being immersed 
in a sea of humanity, surrounded by Yidden, was actually 
a comfort for me. I felt so terribly alone, separated from 
all of my family. I very much needed this human contact 
to give me strength and courage. 

My thoughts all day long were occupied with the hope 
that my husband and my parents and siblings, nieces and 
nephews, were alive and I would find them. This idea 
was not preposterous - it actually happened frequently 
enough to women in my barrack. Parents coincidently 
found their children in different areas and different 
bunks, before the Nazis sent virtually all of the children 
to their deaths. 

As l had arrived later than the people from Uzhorod 
because of my time spent in hiding and the ghetto, 
I inquired from everyone I saw about people from 
Uzhorod. The word spread that the Rubin girl came 
in with relatives, and many girls from Uzhorod. I kept 
asking everyone naively, 'how could I find out where my 
parents are, where my sisters are, my only brother, etc?' 
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No answer came. l believe now that this naivete was gam 

zu letovah, because l don't know how l would have had 
the strength to survive, had l known the truth then. 

l was always hoping to return, and to see my child! 
My bitachon gave me the willpower to live. Wherever l 
found a man l asked if they knew my husband. 'No,' was 
always the answer l got. Often l dwelled on how l have 
a baby whom l left behind and that l must stay alive or 
else my child will grow into a goy and our Jewish lineage 
would be destroyed for generations, chas va shalom! 

l did not meet my two younger sisters, Shifra and 
Dvorah, in Auschwitz. l was hoping they really were sent 
to work somewhere, and under better and safer conditions 
than in Auschwitz. l always searched for them, but in 
vain. (Only after l was liberated, my cousin, Anisha Klein 
who was with them in Auschwitz, told me that they were 
taken for a transport on a forced march and they got 
sick from typhus. They collapsed while marching and 
apparently they were shot, as were many others.) 

Our gigantic wooden blockhouse held about one 
thousand women and teenage girls to a block. Yes, that' s 
right. You can't imagine. One thousand women all 
torn from their families. One thousand starving, bald, 
freezing, dirty, terrified, distraught, ill, grieving women 
squished into one blockhouse. You understand why the 
name of this book is, "There Are No Words?!" We didn't 
have real mattresses to sleep on. What they called a bed 
was really a flat board. We slept ten of us in a space that 
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would normally suit two or three. lf you had to turn in 
your fitful sleep, five of us had to turn with you. There 
were so many sick people, cot1ghing, groaning, it was truly 
a nightmare beyond description. 

The soldiers fed us only one plate of so--called soup 
per day. They called it soup, but if you were to taste it, 
you would not even consider it edible. lt was bitter, with 
no salt or taste, just a dark brown liquid with some green 
leaves floating in it. Most people couldn't eat it. Those 
that did, got diarrhea and became sick. 1 tried to eat it 
but 1 couldn't eat it. They took the sick ones away and 
murdered them. We knew we had to avoid diarrhea if we 
were to survive. 

Everyone kept saying to each other, 'we shall be freed 
hopefully. )ust try to keep yourself going, eat if possible, 
live another day.' The only really edible thing they gave 
us was a slice of stale bread. Some women ate it all at 
once, others savored little morsels of it all day long. 1 
ate all of it at once, just so l could have a moment of 
feeling a little bit full in my stomach. Then, because l had 
memorized the bentsching prayer, and we had no siddurim 
there, all day long, l would recite the prayers of bentsching, 
whenever 1 could. 

Every night, at about 2:00 A.M. we were woken by the 
S.S. - if we were fortunate enough to be sleeping at all 

and lined up five in a line to be counted. You are not , 
. or חreading the time wrong - this is not a typographical e 

lt was not two in the afternoon. lt was in the middle of the 
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night. There were many who fainted and other episodes 
while in line. lt was freezing cold and we tried to stay 
close to each other to avoid the cold. There was no way 
to escape from Auschwitz, and although we all dreamed 
of escaping every day, we had neither the strength nor 
the means, and even if we did escape, where would we 
go? So, really, what was the point of waking us up in the 
middle of the night to be sure no one had escaped? lt 
was preposterous. 

Once a week the block of one thousand would line 
up and march to a bathhouse, five women in a row, with 

. the S.S. closely watching so that we could not escape 
We undressed and were put into showers in brutally cold 

. wash סwater with no soap, while they took the dresses t 
We shivered in anguish waiting for our clean dress to be 
returned to us. lt was a small pleasure at least that once a 
week to receive a freshly washed piece of clothing. When 
we were ready to return, the dresses were washed and 
piled up, all wrinkled. As we stood in the line, one dress 
was handed to each of us. These dresses were dresses that 
once belonged to the }ewish women. The men had prison 
uniforms, but the women and girls wore the dresses that 

. had been stripped from other women when they arrived 
We never knew what size dress we would receive, and this 

. created a big problem for me, being a tall women 

l remember once they gave me a dress and l put it on 
to leave and it was a drop over the knee and l was upset 

1 about this because my legs would be cold, and also, if 
were ever able to see my husband, l didn't want to be 
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, uncovered like that in front of him. Even in Auschwitz 

ed about wearing a shmatta! l iסחcan you believe it, I was w 

spoke a few words of French because my mother believed 
we should learn languages, and l asked in French, 'what 
kind of dress do you give me?' and the man asked me if 

, l speak French, and we spoke a few words. He liked that 
and he searched through the pile of dresses until he found 
a brown, beautiful velvet dress that was long enough for 
me and once l found this dress, l wore this dress almost 

. the entire time l was in the camp, until liberation 

Few positive memories come to me from this 
nightmare, but one stands out: The moment when l 
discovered that my dear husband, Yitzchok was not only 
alive, butwas nearby. You cannot imagine, you reallycan't, 
how this moment was for me. When l was hiding in the 
attic, l had a dream once when l vividly saw my husband 
on a truck. This dream was about to come true. 

As we were marched to the bathhouse, we saw many 
]ewish men on trucks, and they were wearing the inmate 
Ltniform and they had all lost so much weight, many of 
them looked alike. l was with a friend from Uzhorod 
named Rose Abraham, and l kept saying to her, 'that's 
my husband, no, that's my husband!' l wanted so badly to 
find Yitzchok, l was going out of my mind. Then suddenly 
my friend Rose shouts, 'There he is. That's your husband, 
standing on the truck!' My heart practically stopped. lt 
was him! Yitzchok saw a group marching so he called out, 
asking where we were from. When he heard there were 
some from Uzhorod he asked about me, 'the Rubin girl' . 
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Rose, my friend called out, 'Yes, Esther (Etuka) is here!' 
The women passed down the word line by line until l got 
near to my husband. l stepped a bit out of the line and 
he came running to me from the truck to come closer to 
me. Such a moment, such a moment. Once again, there truly 

are no words. 

Yitzchok managed to ask me what l needed. l requested 
a toothbrush and a mirror as l had not seen myself for a 
long time, and l was a very hygienic person. The inability 

brush my teeth for so many days and weeks was a terrible סt 
thing for me. To this day, a toothbrush and a warm bath 
is very precious to me, and often when l am soaking in 
a warm bath, l talk to Hashem and l thank him for this 
comfort. For some inmates, the starvation was the worst 
part of our imprisonment, for others, it was the lack of 
privacy. For me, besides the unbearable separation from 
my family, because of my nature, the lack of cleanliness 

. and hygiene was a great trial for me 

l only got the chance to speak to Yitzchok for a quick 
moment. After too short a time, the S.S. women guarding 
us smacked me on my face saying, 'how do you dare talk 

'? a man here סt 

'That' s my husband', l replied. But she did not show 
me any kindness. My husband asked me motioning with 
his hand, 'where is the child?' l motioned with my hands, 
'he remained home'. We were so close, and it was such 
an important question, l knew what he was asking and 
he knew what l was answering. 
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I later found out that my husband Yitzchok was on 
the truck because he was an excellent driver. He owned 
a car in Munkacz since the age of 20. ln Auschwitz they 
asked for at1to mechanics, so he volunteered. He worked 
at the garage which was called in German "Forbreitshaft" 
and that gave him privileges. When he fixed the soldiers' 
cars, they reciprocated with food or needed articles. This 
is one of many miracles that Hashem gave to Yitzchok, 
and me, for in our day, there were few men who had the 
mechanical skills of my husband, and these skills spared 
his life. 

Yitzchok had been at Auschwitz before me, for about 
a month, but I don't remember being alarmed by his 
appearance when I saw him because I was so relieved that 
he was alive. 

One day, to my utter joy, while I was near the 
bathhouse, I noticed my husband arriving to the 
bathhouse with a car with some German S.S. in it. He 
managed to come close enough to me to tell me that 
these soldiers were nice to him because he took care of their 
cars. He dared to ask them the favor of speaking to me, 
and so we were permitted a few moments of conversation. 
Spending even a few moments in conversation with my 
beloved husband was for me, like drinking a full glass of 
water after days of excruciating thirst. 

Yitzchok had obtained the two things which I had 
asked for, the toothbrush and the mirror, (which was 
a broken piece of mirror), and I held this mirror up to 
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! my face and 1 thought, thank G-d I can still recognize myself 
Miraculously, during the time 1 was imprisoned, over a 
year, 1 never went down to skin and bones like most of the 
Jews, and there is no logical explanation for this. 1 believe 
that it is in the zechus of all the food that we fed the poor 

. people who came so frequently to our home in Uzhorod 

Along with the toothbrush and mirror, Yitzchok also 
brought me four large onions. These onions were a very 
large asset in Auschwitz because onions could serve as 
an antibiotic when eaten raw, and so many were ill. lf 
someone reported us sick we knew what would happen 

immediate death in the gas chambers. So these onions -
, were seen by me and others near me as, no exaggeration 

life savers. 1 took them from Yitzchok and tearfully 
asked him where he was, and he reassured me that he 
was well cared for by the soldiers he worked for, and he 

work. He left all too סurged me to get myself assigned t 
1 . soon and 1 was very anxious for our next conversation 

tore all the onions into pieces and handed them out to 
my fellow prisoners. My fingers and hand smelled like 

. onions for days 

1 . Believe it or not, 1 did not have any onion myself 
, had rachmanos on the women who were so ill, and so far 

B'ezras Hashem, 1 had been blessed with sturdy health, so 
although 1 was run down, exhausted, and hungry like all 
the rest, 1 had not become ill, praise G-d, and 1 gave the 
onions to those who needed it. 1 can say, looking back at 
this decision, that once again, this was coming from what 

. 1 had learned from my dear parents 
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lt was very reassuring for me to know that my husband 
was alive, and that he was managing in the best of our 
terrible situation. Another wonderful moment was when 
I discovered that Yiztchok' s sister, Zisu, was in Auschwitz. 
We were both only in our early twenties. (She was single, 
and also survived. She married after the war and lives 
in Toronto and has three married children, and many 
grandchildren and great grandchildren.) 

I asked everyone around me, what should I do to get 
back to my baby? The answer was always the same. 'Do 
whatever you have to do to get a work assignment!' I 
knew that in order to be spared from the crematorium, I 
had to prove myself useful, and stay healthy enough not to 
be sentenced to death because of illness. I noticed that a 
certain number of girls left Auschwitz every day to work, 
usually at the factories. I was determined to get this same 
opportunity. lsn't it incredible that at this time, I would 
consider it an "opportunity I couldn't pass up", to work 
as an unpaid slave for the S.S. under such deplorable, 
dangerous, and painful conditions. But these were the 
times we were in, completely meshugana. 

I had to wait a long time for this so-called opportunity. 
One day, almost a full year after I had been in Auschwitz, 
the S.S. came in to our bunkhouse and asked, 'who ever 
worked in a factory?' I raised my hand immediately. I 
was among the first to volunteer! They picked 13 girls, 
but needed only 10. All 13 of us were taken to Mengele's 
Y"S office. We were stripped naked and he looked at 
our bodies to see if there was any rash or infection. This 
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seemed like an impossible thing - to exist in the gehenom 

thatwas Auschwitz and be completely free of all infections, 
rashes, or injuries. He selected 9 of the 13. To this day, l 
don't know what possessed me to have the nerve to say, 
'Doctor, please look at me. l am fully clean.' 

Now l must tell you, l am, as you already know, a very 
tznius person. All of my life l've always been very nicely 
dressed, never going out in public without being well 
put,together and refined in my appearance. These were 
my mother' s ways, and my upbringing, still very much 
with me. You can only imagine the conditions l was in, 
that l would actually tell a stranger, an evil man, to stare 
at my unclothed body. This is unbelievable to me, or 
anyone who knows me. But l had to get back to my baby, 
this was my burning motivation, and to this end, l found 
the strength to do what l had to do, even though it was 
completely against my character - l would do anything 
in my power in order to survive and to be reunited with 
my family. 

Mengele looked me over with his evil eyes and 
praise G,d, he selected me as the tenth. Again, another 
miracle. With no ability to properly wash, and in the 
most inhumane conditions, Hashem had protected me 
from getting any pimples, sores, rashes and infections. 
Mengele could easily have sent me to my death in that 
moment, for no other reason than having the chutzpah 
to speak up to him that way. With the point of his 
finger, and with no hesitation, he sent thousands of 
yidden to their deaths in the crematorium. What if he 
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was filling the quota for the crematoria, and not looking 
for workers? Somehow l sensed this time that it was 
beneficial for me to be selected. We would be sent to a 
factory to work, and l would be one step closer to being 
reunited with my baby. 

l was right. This time, Mengele's selection was in my 
favor. l felt very strongly that l was in Hashem' s hands. 
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1 was so grateful to leave Auschwitz, after so many 
terribly brutal months there, even though the hardest 
part was separating once again from my husband. lt was 
very reassuring for me to know that my husband was alive, 
and that he was managing in our dreadful situation. 1 got 
chizzuk from knowing that occasionally 1 might have the 
joy of spotting him nearby, or snatching the briefest of 
conversations. 1 was at least reassured that he had a job 
working for the Germans and they respected him, so 1 
thought he would survive, but 1 had no way of knowing 
for sure if and when we would be reunited. lt was a 
painful goodbye, mixed with gratitude to Hashem that 
1 was getting out of Auschwitz. 1 knew that my chances 
of returning to my baby were far greater once 1 left that 
inhuman place. 1 never forgot the advice that was given 
to me when 1 first arrived and asked: 'What should 1 do 
to get back to my baby?' 1 was told then, to do whatever it 
took to get out of Auschwitz alive, and now 1 was doing 
just that, so 1 was relieved, even though it worried me to 
leave Yitzchok. 

When 1 arrived at Auschwitz, it was spring, and 
when 1 left, it was a bitter cold winter. 1 was transferred 
by a four,hour train ride to a munitions factory in 
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Reichenbach, Germany. ln Reichenbach, the conditions 
were still terrible, but isn't it strange, the way the mind 
works. Because the conditions were so much better than 
Auschwitz, it seemed like a hotel in comparison, even 
though it was also quite horrible, very far from anything 
luxurious. This time we slept only four people in a 
room, with a real mattress, compared to hundreds of us 
crammed into one large barrack in Auschwitz, where we 

. slept on flat boards instead of anything like a real bed 

We still only received one slice of stale bread daily. We 
never saved it till the next day because none of us knew 
whether there would be a next day. The real difference 
in the food between this new place and Auschwitz came 
down to a simple potat<Ypeel soup made out of nothing 

, but peels, imitation salt, and water. This soup saved me 
B'ezras Hashem, even though now, as 1 describe what it 
was - just peels and water, it amazes me that it could ever 

. me סhave tasted so good t 

1 roomed with a polish woman, Marusha, who was 
sewing dresses for the Germans and it was a big privilege 
for me to be in the room with her because they heated 
the room for her so she could do her sewing during the 
day. Every evening, Marusha prepared this soup for me so 

, that when 1 returned from my work, freezing, exhausted 
and hungry, and so terribly dehydrated, 1 would come 

this warm room and hot soup, and סin from the cold t 
then, partially because of the hot soup, and also, because 
of Marusha' s kindness and friendship, 1 felt hopeful that 

. 1 could make it another day 
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Today, in New York, we experience the cold of winter 
and we bundle into our scarves, gloves and winter coats, 
then we warm ourselves with a hot tea and turn up the 
thermostat, and within a short while, we are relieved 
of the cold. The frigid conditions we were subjected to 
that winter is hard for me to adequately describe to you. 
l honestly don't know how any of us survived it. As l 
sit now in my warm Miami apartment so many years 
later, l am once again infused with hakoras hatov for the 
simplest of things - a new pair of shoes that fit my feet, 
a hot drink, and the privilege to warm oneself inside a 
heated room, or in the sunshine that HaKadosh Boruch 
Hu provides for us. 

Not only were we enslaved and forced to work in 
very difficult jobs, but also we were marched five miles 
by the S.S. to work every morning in a group of about 
150 women. The trip took at least two hours of walking 
each way from the place that we were stationed. The 
snow was way over our knees, and all we had to protect 
ourselves from the elements were our thin dresses (with 
no underwear or socks), and if we were fortunate, perhaps 
a light jacket. l was able to obtain a pair of gloves from 
a man who knew me, and l shared this pair with my 
friend, Miriam. We walked together arm in arm, each of 
us wearing one glove, and then holding hands with our 
ungloved hands. 

None of us had the privilege of a warm pair of 
winter boots. Such an indulgence did not exist. We 
were all wearing borrowed shoes given to us by the 

95 



There are No Words 

soldiers who had removed them from the ]ews they 
had captured and murdered. Many of these shoes were 
full of holes, so worn over time from all of the walking 

shoes with זt1 סwe were forced to do. We would stuff 
newspapers in a desperate attempt to keep the snow 
from flooding our shoes and most of us worked with 
wet feet all day long. The cold was as bitter as our 
experience and many of my fellow prisoners died as a 

. result of these impossible conditions 

Lest you think that once we were at our jobs, we could 
warm ourselves inside the factory, 1 must tell you how 
we managed to wear a somewhat clean dress every day 

. instead of wearing filthy clothing all week long 

Often, when our dresses would become too filthy to 
stand it one more day, we would go into the washroom 
of the factory and remove our dresses, wash them with 

, the soap and water available in the washroom, and then 
(you're not going to believe this), we would put our wet 
dresses back on, and work in the factory with our dresses 
drying on our bodies. Often, these dresses would stay 
wet all day long, and so now, you can only try to imagine 
why, when 1 returned from the two,hour frigid walk back 
to our barracks, and Marusha greeted me with a cup of 
hot soup, it did not matter to me that what 1 was really 
drinking was hot water and potato peels. To my frozen 
body, 1 was drinking life,saving nutrients. 1 suggest to 
you, when you throw away your potato peels and think 
of them as merely garbage, that you feel hakoras hatov for 

. even this small item which kept me alive 
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The very first job l was given in the munitions factor 
required that l hammer glass until it was reduced into 

, small pieces. The S.S. gave me goggles to protect my eyes 
but very often pieces of shattered glass got so close to my 
eyes, it was very frightening and painful, so much so, that l 
summoned the courage to ask for a different job. Of course 
the soldiers were very cruel and often we were placed in 
jobs that were arduous and life threatening, so my request 
was unlikely to be honored. ln fact, often, the Germans 

. delighted even more when they saw that we were in pain 
Again, the Ribono shel 01.am was kind to me, and l was 

. ed out of this job to different work in the factory חtransfe 

lt was this transfer to different work that led me, l 
say, to one of my closest life,long friends. As סam happy t 

l was working at a machine, (l no longer remember for 
what purpose), next to me was a very presentable girl my 
age. l was 24 at that time. The girl told me her name was 

4 . Miriam Zupnic 

While we were in Reichenbach, l saw a man l recognized 
who was a tenant of my parents, a dentist named Morritz 
Gross. He was so happy to see me, he told me, 'l work 

'. for a man in the kitchen and l can help you with food 
, Now, l have told you many times that l was and still am 
, a very tsniusdic person. Even in the concentration camp 

on the verge of death every day, l never forgot that l was 

4 Afrer rhe war, 1 found Miria1n and I helped 1narry off four ofl1er girls to special 
people. Miriam lived in Lakewood, and she was a close friend to Rebberzin Korler. We 

t1ple of סstayed connected all of our liferi1ne, ttntil 1 lost l1er when sl1e was niftar just a c 
. years ago 
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a married woman. Therefore, I was not willing to accept 
a gift directly from Mr. Gross just for myself, no matter 
that it could be life,saving, because it could possibly be 
construed as giving him a message that 1 was interested 
in him. I was a very straight girl, and Yitzchok never had 
to worry about me. But I figured out a way that 1 could 
accept his gift without compromising myself. 

Mr. Gross sent me a package to the factory where I 
worked, and in it were cigarettes, butter, bread, and some 
jam, along with a silver cigarette holder. I shared the 
package with my friend, Miriam, so this way it would be 
proper for me to receive a gift from a gencleman other than 
my husband. Although 1 enjoyed very much the food that 
he sent me (try to imagine please what bread, butter, and 
jam tasted like to me after a steady diet of potato peel soup), 
I refused to accept the cigarette holder. My husband had a 
similar item with the inscription, "l.S.", and coincidentally, 
this silver cigarette holder was also inscribed "l.S." lt was too 
painful for me to own an item that was so similar to that of 
my husband's, so I gave this gift to Miriam. (She managed to 
hold on to it throughout her imprisonment until liberation, 
and upon her death, her children inherited it). Miriam and 
I became as close as sisters. We even exchanged dresses 
because each of us was wearing the same dress every day 
for an entire year, and so this way we could wear something 
different once in awhile. 

Even as I tell you about the difficulties we were enduring, 
I want you to know that I never lost my optimism that 
soon, this ordeal would be behind us, and we would regain 
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our lives. ln fact, because bitaclwn was, and is, in my nature, 
the girls would love to sit around me at night, when they 
needed extra chizzuk to get through another night. 

After several months in Reichenbach our prayers were 
answered, bringing us one step closer to liberation, as we 
were transferred out of Reichenbach, to a new working 
camp in Germany, called Porta. . 

ln Porta they put me in the kitchen. The kitchen is the 
best job you can get in the camps because you were able to 
nosh and get extra food. My sister,in,law, Zisu was still with 
me, and she was becoming very frail from hunger. l feared 
that she was becoming so weak, she would not survive. l 
was much stronger than her at this time, (after liberation, 
the doctors commented that l was one of the few survivors 
they' d ever seen who did not go down to skin and bones), 
so l gave her my kitchen job and volunteered to clean the 
house of the chief S.S. lady, Schneider. 

Now, on the surface, this story may appear as if it was 
put in place just so that my sister,in,law would survive. 
But Hashem had an even bigger plan, and it turned out, 
placing me into this cleaning job allowed me to help save 
even more }ewish lives. l will explain. 

To this day, anyone who knows me knows that l insist on 
keeping a clean house. This desire has always been with me, 
and it surely saved my life as a prisoner in the Holocaust. 
My boss, the S.S. lady, was pleased with my work, and she 
kept asking me what l did in my home and what my parents 
did, and we had many conversations. She noticed that l 
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didn't have any experience in scrubbing floors (growing up, 
we always had maids for this purpose), and so l was very 
grateful when she found someone else to do this job. 

l have one very sweet memory of my time spent 
working for this S.S. woman. One day, she tells me 
that she wants to visit another town on bicycle and she 
asks me if l will ride the bicycle for her. My goodness, l 
did not even know how to ride a bicycle but what was 
l to do, say no? As we rode, we passed a big apple tree 
with apples falling all over the ground. We stopped and 
walked by the tree, and l said to this woman, 'l have a 
very interesting story for you. Do you want to hear it?' 
She said, 'Yes.' l told her, my parents had apple trees in 
the garden but we children never ate the fruit from those 
trees because my father only wanted to give the fruit to 
the poor. This impressed her very much. She asked me 
if l wanted to pick t1p any apples from the ground and l 
eagerly accepted. l picked three apples. Perhaps l could 
have picked more, but l didn't dare. 

When l look back on my Holocaust journey, of course 
my mind fills with much grief and occurrences l wish to 
forget. l must say though, that there are also incidents 
which l feel very good about, and because of which my 
life has had greater meaning. For example, the friendship 
l formed with Miriam, or the moments when l made 
decisions to uphold my tznius. l never completely lost 
myself, and the essence of Esther Bella Schonkopf - this, 
the Nazis could not take away from me! l found courage 
l never knew l had, like when l ran away from the ghetto, 
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or when l insisted that Mengele select me for work. From 
, where did this courage come? From HaKadosh Boruch Hu 

and my intense desire to see my son, Asher, again. What 
follows is a story of one of those moments that fills me 
with joy when l think about it. Even in the darkest of 

. times, if we look for it, we can find, and create, light 

One morning the S.S. woman who was my boss ordered 
us to line up. When we were called for a selection, it was 

. always frightening because we never knew what it meant 
With me were six sisters from Chust, the Gruenzweig 
girls. They were extremely close to each other, and it 
was miraculous that they had all survived and were still 

. together. ln the line up, the S.S. woman separated them 
They were screaming and crying. l got the guts to ask 

, the S.S. lady not to separate them. She screamed at me 
how do you dare ask me to do this?' l said, 'they are my ' 

cousins and l knew you would do it for me, as you are 
so pleased with my cleaning for you and because l keep 

 your toilets so clean!' Can you believe I said such a thing tס

her? ln the end, she did me this favor. These sisters were 
not separated, and they all survived the war. After the 
war, in Prague, their brother, Dovid Gruenzweig, who 
also survived, expressed his sincerest thanks for risking 

5 . my life for his sisters 

1ese sisters now live in New York (besides Pearl wl10 died in New York after 5ח 
nan of tl1e Bobover Rebbe in Boro Park. He וa serious illness.) Dovid is tl1e rigl1t hand 

narried וnatters. One sister, "Freidy" is וse often regarding )ewish וvisits tl1e White Hot 
ned "Raizy Rubin, (not mishpacha), and Eta וto a rabbi in Brooklyn, one sister is now na 

. Flem, a third sister still alive is a close friend whom l see when l live in Miami 
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After a few more months, we were transported to 
Bendorf, Germany by train. I was still with my friend, 
Miriam, and also Yitzchok' s sister, Zisu, and they remained 
with me until liberation.6 My friend, Miriam, saved my 
life, and my hakoros lwtov knows no bounds when I think 
of what she did for me. This is a real friend. 

ln Bendorf, I was assigned an impossible job, digging 
into the hard soil with a shovel. ln my run down 
condition, with no more food a day but a slice of bread 
with a bit of jam, and a cup of coffee, l did not know how 
I would survive the demands on my worn-out body. Many 
of the remaining prisoners died, so close to liberation, 
because their bodies were not strong enough for this 
work. Miriam had a golden watch that she had somehow 
managed to hide all throughout our concentration camp 
imprisonment. Ah, l cry sweet tears whenever l think 
of what she did for me. When she saw how much I was 
suffering with the work, she bribed the S.S. man in charge 
with the watch, offering it to him if he would reassign 
me to easier work. He took the watch, and indeed, he 
changed my job. Tlwt was the last possession Miriam owned 
in her life, and she gave it away for me. I have pictures of 
us dancing at a wedding together, and we constantly 
twinkled our eyes at each other, as if to say, 'look what we 
did, look what we survived to see!' 

I felt thatwe were getting closer and closer to liberation, 

, ree married children וe war and lives in Toronto and has tl וied after tl זra ווווZist 6 
. ildren and great grandcl1ildren וand grandcl 
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although we had no real knowledge of this. From Bendorf, 
we were transferred again by train to Hamburg. At this 
time, 1 lost contact with Miriam and Zisu, so 1 was all by 
myself. ln Hamburg we did not work. We were worried 
at first that this was a very bad sign, because in the 
war, those who didn't work, were murdered. lf we were 
not useful to the Germans, then we feared they would 
just dispose of us because to the Nazis, our life meant 
nothing unless we could make their lives better through 
our work. 1 refused to give the Satan a chance to get a 
hold of me, so even in these conditions, 1 never stopped 
talking about good things. Fellow prisoners surrounded 
me and listened to me all day long, wanting to believe 
my words of encouragement. ln the morning, we ate 
our one piece of bread and a drop of jam that meant so 
much, and drank some black coffee. At least it was real 
coffee, and not dirty leaves cooked in water and called 
"coffee". Then we fasted the rest of the day. We prayed, 
and hoped, and grieved our losses; we all just tried to 
survive one more day. 

Around August of 1944, after only a few weeks in 
Hamburg, they packed us again on the trains. We didn't 
know where we were going, and this time, we couldn't 
get off the train for a few days. 1 don't know how we 
survived. They stopped the train on the way a few times 
so that we could get off the train to urinate, but we 
were so dehydrated, this wasn't even necessary. Many of 
us were too ill to even have the strength to get off of 
the train when we were given the opportunity. On one 
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stop, we saw that a more lenient group of soldiers, the 
Vermacht, were now mixing with the S.S. soldiers, and l 
felt instinctively, that better times were ahead, although 
none of us really knew if this was just another incident of 
being shlepped from one place to another. Then l saw Red 
Cross trains passing us and l was even more hopeful. 

By this time, most of us were down to skin and 
bones, and seriously sick, on the verge of death. We 
were humiliated and depressed. They had stripped 
us of everything we cared about and enjoyed, and our 
bodies couldn't take it anymore. Few of us escaped the 
black depression that led to no hope, and total apathy. 
l occupied myself all day long with thoughts about my 
child waiting for me at home. 

l remember a beautiful woman from Holland, Maria, 
who stood up for me on the train when l was being 
harassed about my legs being too long and getting in 
someone's way. After all we'd been through, there were 
actually people harassing me about my legs. When l think 
of this, l cry, it is so sad what the Germans turned our 
people into, but l also must be forgiving as well, because 
the people who were upset with me had been through 
something so horrible, and who knows what they lost. 
They were perhaps entitled to their outburst, although 
at the time it hurt me very much. l finally managed to 
squeeze my legs in somewhere and then l didn't move for 
most of the trip. 

Finally, after something like two or three days travel, 
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the train rolled to a stop. We had no idea where we were. 
The Vermacht came in and the Danish people rushed on 
to the train, congratulating us and saying, 'You are lucky, 
you survived, you are free!' 

]ust as we did not believe that all that the Nazis did to 
us and our families was possible, at this moment as well, 
we did not feel that freedom from death was possible. 
This day occurred shortly before the official liberation -
l do not remember the actual date - and we were all in a 
daze. When they opened up the train, perhaps they were 
hoping we would all jump up and down in excitement and 
gratitude for being rescued, but most of the passengers 
on the train were close to death. 

l remember very clearly the first thing that got me truly 
excited. l will tell you about it in the next chapter. l have 
recalled all that l wish to tell, for now, of my concentration 
camp ordeal. Now we move on to happier stories, although 
always, even in the joyous moments of reuniting with Asher 
and Yitzchok, never far from me was the intense grief from 
all we had lost - most of my family, all of our possessions, 
our livelihood, our city, and our genuine faith in human 
beings as being essentially good. We survived to see the 
official end of the war, but it has taken me all of my life to 
recover from the damage l have just shared with you. 

Truth be told, l have not ever, and will never, fully 
recover from what was done to my family and to me. l 
have had the privilege though of living a long, fruitful life, 
and the satisfaction of the sweetest revenge of all - living 
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old enough to see my great-grandchildren born . Esther 
Bella Schonkopf, the young girl born to her beloved holy 
parents in Uzhorod, did die to some extent. The blessed 
life she was supposed to live with her family was stolen 
from her by evil, murderous, human beings. 

But reborn from the holocaust is a Esther Bella who 
appreciates every day of the life HaKodesh Boruch Hu has 
granted her. She got off that train in Denmark, starving, 
exhausted, humiliated, grief,stricken, and alone. But 
she did not, and would not, remain stuck in bitterness 
and anger. She moved on to build a beautiful life with 
her beloved husband and son, as you will soon learn. 
That new Esther Bella Rubin Schonkopf carries all of 
her family with her every day, still cries over her loss, and 
lives every day for those in her family who were not given 
the same opportunity. 

Allow me now to share with you the beautiful life 
that this broken, but determined Esther created with her 
beloved Yitzchok and Asher in her new start on life. 

Justas itwas importantto me thatyou, myfamily, know 
of the terrible losses 1 endured, 1 want you also to know 
of the life 1 rebuilt from the ashes of the crematorium. lt 
is not of my own doing, but the family's spirit that lived 
through me, and inspired me, to reach once again for 
beauty, prosperity, a Torahdik life, and above all else, close 
family. Asher deserved this, and 1 am very grateful to say, 
he received it. 

Baruch Hashem. 
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l promised that l would tell you what got me 
truly excited when we arrived in Denmark. Perhaps 
you were expecting something like the taste of real 
food, or a warm bath, or the most important thing 
of all - finding my husband and son. These wishes 
and appreciations would all come later. The sweetest 
memory l have of this moment still makes me smile 
when l think about it. 

Some Danish ladies with the Vehrmacht opened 
the doors and came in to the train. They announced to 
us: 'You are in Denmark; Count Bernadotte (the main 

We were י. general from Denmark) sponsored all of you 
, all lying in the train, squished together like sardines 

unable to move, so dehydrated and ill, we couldn't even 
speak, let along jump up and dance a celebration. These 
were very well intentioned women but they really didn't 
have a clue what we' d been through, and l'm sure they 

. were horrified at what they saw 

Soon these women left and then came back with 
. sandwiches packed in beautiful white parchment paper 

This is what l remember so vividly: l was not so excited 
about eating the sandwiches. l was too sick to even care 
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about food. But the parchment paper? This lifted my 
spirits more than any food could have. 

l thought to myself, 'Oh, we are human again.' l 
remember being happier seeing the way the sandwiches 
were packed than any thought of eating them. For so long, 
the Germans had treated us worse than dogs. Pets were 
treated much better than we were. We were treated like 
zoo animals, vermin, the lowest of the low, no better than 
a rat. You don't feed such an animal a sandwich wrapped 
in parchment. lf rats are lucky enough to find food, they 
rummage through other people's strewn garbage and 
they eat what human beings throw away. 

This was the first time in so many months that l felt 
that someone other than fellow Jews saw me as a human 
being, and treated me with kindness. lt was a joyous 
experience amidst such pain. l still feel something special 
when l see white parchment, even after all these years. 

The Danes took us into quarantine in a huge building 
and had a doctor examine each one of us. We were told 
not to eat much as our stomachs had shrunk and we 
would easily become ill from not being able to digest the 
food. l was admitted to the hospital, (l don't remember 
the name of the hospital) due to my run down condition. 
l remember the doctor saying, 'make sure you don't let 
yourself go, as we have many deaths here of people who 
collapsed after they got freed.' 

This doctor - l wish l remembered his name, but l 
don't - told me, 'be strong, keep your eyes closed and 
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l cannot imagine what it was like for י. rest your nerves 
this doctor to see so many survivors in such deplorable 
condition. There were so many who had no idea of the 
torture we were enduring, and it must have come as such 
a shock to see our skeletal, sick bodies, and for so many 

. of us, thankfully not me, our devastated spirits as well 

B'ezras Hashem, l also remember the doctors 
commenting on how much better my body was than 

. so many other prisoners who were nothing but bones 
, Although l needed medical attention, l was not in life 

threatening condition, and for this l am eternally grateful 
to the Ribono shel Olam. The doctors fed me intravenously 
with fluids and vitamins, and very slowly reintroduced 
my body to eating food. Tragically, so many }ews died 
right in the hospital from the mere attempt to eat food 
when their bodies were not ready to handle it. For so 
many of my fellow survivors, it was such an enormous 

, survive the tortuous conditions of the camps סtragedy, t 
and then to die soon after liberation from nothing more 
than trying to replenish their strength. l feel such pain 

. when l think of it, and such gratitude that l was spared 

My sister,in,law, Zisu was with me and many other 
survivors in this hospital. The mood was both happy and 
somber to feel that we survived and we had a chance to 
go on with life, but we were also all very concerned about 
whether we would find the rest of our family, and many 
of us were so sick, so close to dying. l never thought l 
was going to die. l am a big believer now that Hashem 
will help me and then, as well, l believed l would fully 
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recuperate and see my husband and son again. I was full 
. of hope, but also anxiety and grief 

With substantial medical help and much loving 
kindness from the nurses and doctors, I recuperated 
enough in about two weeks to leave the hospital. Zisu 

 recovered as well, and she and I were then transferred tס
Sweden,Heilsingbourg, a large city where we were put into 
quarantine (see photo of people in the streets staring at 

. the Jews by the window in quarantine), in a huge building 
We were not allowed to leave that building because of the 
quarantine. We were there at least four weeks, and then 
we were transferred to Karactreen. All this time, I was 
growing in physical strength, and increasingly anxious to 
find out where my husband and son were, and to see 

. them again 

ln Karactreen, we were still in quarantine and 
told that we couldn't mix with the people, so that we 
wouldn't spread any sicknesses. By this time, I looked 
good and my weight was much better than most, and I 

. was really not that sick 

As we regained our physical health, it became 
increasingly urgent to all of us survivors to find our loved 
ones. The Red Cross was very helpful, and they kept 

, announcing the names of the survivors on the radio 
from 7, 10 P.M. Zisu and I stayed by the radio, night after 

the names. I waited to hear a Rubin סnight and listened t 
. or Schonkopf, but in vain 

I say these words, and I think, those of you reading 
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this, can never imagine what it was like to have your ear 
to a radio listening with hope and fervent prayer for the 
miraculous news that a loved one had survived. Or the 
pain that was in my heart each night when l would not 
hear the names l longed to hear. lt was a devastating and 
frightening time, with nothing l can compare it to in 
modern life. These days, we make a big fuss if we have 
to wait for the repairman to arrive. Oh, the waiting and 
waiting we did, for any sign, whatsoever, of good news. 

Some days later l finally heard them announce 
"Schonkopf." l called out loud, 'l heard lgnatz 
Schonkopf.' But all around me the other survivors said, 
'it is only your imagination.' Then finally, someone else 
heard it too and l knew it was true. 

lt was a tremendous joy to me to hear my husband's 
name. l wanted to see him immediately, right then, not 
wait another minute. But l knew we both needed time 
to recuperate. Yitzchok was probably listening for my 
name on the radio as well and before too long, l got 
the first of several cables (telegrams) with even further 
proof that I would soon be reunited with my beloved 
husband. (You will find photographs of these cables at 
the back of this book). 

The first cable arrived in Sweden from my sister, 
Perl Friedman, who lived in Sibiu, Romania, telling 
me that 'Yitzchok is alive and he is well.' They also sent 
him a cable, telling him that Esther and Zisu survived 
and are well. 
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Take a moment to imagine these cables, which you can 
see in the back of the book. Look at how little information 
they contain. We didn't have email, the lnternet, use of 
phones, even the ability to send a letter full of detail. We 
waited all these months hoping and praying that our loved 
ones had survived, and then in one moment, in only a 
few words of a telegram, we see the words we've prayed 
for: 'Yitzchok is alive.' We want to know so much more, 
but we can't, because all we have is the simple words on 
that very basic telegram. lt was at once a joyous moment 
and also extremely agitating, because the process of 
reunion was agonizingly, torturously slow. Yitzchok and 
l had to go through the weeks of regaining our health 
and quarantine before we could be reunited. lt was like 
fasting for days on end, seeing a cake in the window that 
we are told we can have eventually, and needing to wait 
just awhile longer till we could eat it. 

Our efforts to reconnect were also thwarted by the 
serious obstacle that the public transportation system had 
largely been destroyed by the war. lt wasn't like it is now, 
where you can basically pick any place in the entire world 
that you want to visit, and find a way to get there. First my 
husband and l had to become healthy enough to travel, 
and then we had to find a place to meet that we could 
both find transportation to, and meanwhile, we had to 
figure all of this out without being able to pick up a phone 
and talk to one another! Believe me, nothing was simple. 

Eventually, l also received the most important cable 
of all, telling me that my child, Asher was with my sister 
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you סand Mr. Deutsch, and he was well. 1 cannot describe t 
now how impatient 1 was to hold him once again in my 
arms. From the moment 1 received these cables, 1 took all 
these very intense feelings and 1 channeled these emotions 
very early in the moming into my prayer. The feeling 1 had 
when 1 prayed was very special. 1 felt Hashem's closeness 

1 me, and 1 could hear Him saying, 'do you see what סt 
did for you?' 1 cried throughout the whole davening, every 
morning. (And sometimes 1 still do!) Truthfully, it was 

1 . with mixed feelings, happiness and grief that 1 prayed 
. was about to see my son and husband again - what joy 

And close to my heart was also, my intense, impossible to 
accept or comprehend, loss. 1 never heard the name Rubin 
on the nightly radio broadcast, and 1 was coming to terms 
with the knowledge that 1 had lost my beloved parents and 

1 . siblings, nieces and nephews. lt was too much to bear 
turned to Hashem to help me navigate through these very 
emotional waters, and 1 gave Him my tears. 1 have been 

. giving Him my tears all these years 

There was one more detour in my tumultuous journey 
from the concentration camps to seeing my family. Many 
Swedish families sponsored a couple of survivors to help 
them recuperate. They gave us each a coat, dress and pair 
of shoes. (You see from the photos that 1 wore a beautiful 
white coat in Sweden). My sister,in,law, Zisu and 1 became 

" guests of a family in Heilsingbourg, Sweden; "Bredaryd 
. was their last name 

At first they didn't believe me, that 1 was a prisoner 
from a concentration camp, because they had seen these 
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ible photos in the newspaper and l was not all skin and חte 
bones like those photos, and also, because they believed 
from the cartoons they had seen that all }ews have long 
noses, and mine was a normal nose! But when l told 
them my story, then they believed me. They lived on the 
Oresund Ocean, and were a well,to,do,family. They took 

. us swimming in the morning, and were very kind to us 
Even after all these years, l still think of them often. The 

, family consisted of a husband and wife, the wife's sister 
and young children, 5 - 8 years old. Being around these 

. young children made me yearn for my son all the more 

We had no choice in the concentration camps but 
to eat whatever we needed to in order to survive, but 
after liberation, and after regaining my health in the 

. hospital, l immediately committed to keeping kosher 
Many survivors, sadly, gave up their faith and their 
religious practices because of their ordeal. This idea never 
occurred to me for a second. We were a deeply religious 
family, and l knew that l must carry on the practices of 
my family, now, more than ever, because my family was 
no longer alive to do these mitzvahs. lt rested with me 

, and my sisters to live as religious }ews, not only for us 
but also, for my holy family members who no longer had 

7 . this privilege 

uy Sl1abbos וe 1 lit וווsly every ti וt סerica, 1 cried joy וווived in A זr7 Wl1en 1 a 
1 1y religion, and bitachon like ווu rl1at 1 was able to regain וcandles. 1 rl1anked Hasl1e 

uy candles, and it was very וt וld once again ligl וt סl1ad before. 1 always prayed rl1at 1 w 
uy prayers, and סוu l1ad answered "Amen" t 111וe wl1en 1 did. 1 felt tl1at Hasl1e סuotional t וe 

, uer level of bitaclwn, and rl1at of my parents. Ever since rl1en וl1ad restored 111e to 111y for 
. iding 111e always 1ו l1ave l1ad a very strong feeli11g of Hasl1e111 gt 
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The problem 1 had was that the Swedish family we 
were staying with was not Jewish, and they were unable 
to get kosher food. We didn't want to insult them, but 
Zisu and 1 told them that while we stayed by them, we 
would only eat potatoes (potatoes again!), and vegetables, 
and cold dairy. Under no circumstances would we eat 
non~kosher meat, even though we were supposed to be 
regaining our strength and l'm sure the iron would have 
helped. Still, this was not a compromise we were willing 
to make after liberation. This very kind family was so 
cooperative; they did not have meat for the entire time 
that we were with them. When they wanted meat, they 
went to a restaurant! 

So, here we were, liberated from the camps, and 1 was 
in the kitchen cooking potatoes in a pot for dinner! Now, 
1 think this is quite funny. 1' m sure at the time 1 was quite 
tired of potatoes, but then again, 1 was still so grateful for 
the smallest of pleasures and privileges - being able to cook 
my own meal, in a pot, mixed with spices, and to then 
serve it on a plate with a napkin and a fork! Such luxury! 

ln Sweden, we were not able to keep the Sabbath, but 
we were grateful for the packages of used clothing sent 
to us, and 1 always made sure 1 was modestly covered. 1 
remember in Stockholm, there was a wonderful family 
who heard about us, and they sent us packages of old 
clothing, and 1' m laughing as 1 remember this now 
because 1 give away so much better when 1 give away 
used clothes. But at that time, after wearing a single dirty 
dress for so many months in concentration camps, it was 
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ry to have more than one dress זch,appreciated luxt זa mt 
. to choose from 

l remember one Shabbat we tried to keep in Sweden. 
We were invited to the home of very prominent Jewish 
people and Zisu and l enjoyed a wonderful Friday night 
seudah, the first one in such a long time. The next 
morning, after breakfast at 8 A.M., the father took a 
bunch of keys and excused himself and said he was going 
to open the store. He apologized, saying, 'We have to do 
this, but we keep Shabbos in the house!' 

We were with the Bredaryd family for quite awhile, and 
then finally l received a cable from Yitzchok telling me 
that he was in Prague, Czech Republic, at a hotel, waiting 
for me, and that l should come there as soon as possible. 

Can you imagine such a thing? Truly unbelievable. 

At the end of 1945, in December, l was finally able 
to make arrangements to travel by train, with Zisu, my 
husband's sister, from Sweden to Prague. And so, l 
prepared to meet my husband once again, and his sister 
prepared to meet her surviving brother, after we were all 
separated for a year and a half. 

Of course, it goes without even saying, that l couldn't 
wait to see him. lf l just think about it even today, it 
brings me a chill. 1 also laugh at myself when l think 
about what l did. l felt that when 1 met my husband 
for the first time in so very long, l must bring him a 
gift, a very special gift. Goodness, my being alive was 
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the only gift that he needed, but at the time, it was very 
. bring something special for him סimportant to me t 

So l bought him a beautiful box of Swiss chocolates 
in a cigarette box. And believe me, it wasn't so easy to 

trade סpurchase these chocolates. l remember l had t 
, my coupons in for them! l was thinking to myself, 'Oh 

receive these chocolates!' Of course סhe'll be so happy t 
, now that l look back on this, l laugh at my peculiar idea 

me. lt was also סbut at the time, it felt very important t 
-a wondrous feeling to be doing something so normal 

purchasing chocolates for my husband - a simple act of 
love that we completely took for granted until the Nazis 

. took all of that away from us 

l don't remember the dress l wore, but l know that l 
chose it with great care, and over it, l wore the beautiful 
white coat given to me in Sweden. lt was in my nature 
to always look as neat as possible. My Papa, Z"l lived by 

: sayings in the Gemara; one in particular comes to mind 
When coming into a new place where people don' t know " 

". you, one must dress his best to give a good impression 
My mother and father's regal nature was imbedded in 

dress סme, and whenever l went into the public, l tried t 
, meet my husband סto their standards. Now, l was going t 

even more so! My hair was covered in a nice kerchief 
because of course there was no such thing as a sheitle for 

! me then, and covering my hair was essential 

. Yitzchok was at the railroad when l arrived in Prague 
Remember there were no cell phones back then so it 
wasn't like l could call him from the train and let him 
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know that l ' d be there in a few minutes! l can only 
imagine what was on his mind as he stood there, with his 
friend, for who knows how long, waiting for his wife to 
arrive on the train. Such a simple thing. So many, many ]ews 
who were never given this bracha. 

I stepped off the train and when l saw Yitzchok, l 
knew immediately it was him. He had recuperated in a 
hospital in Romania and although he had been down to 
90 pounds, only bones, since liberation, he had put on 
some weight and he wasn't as skinny anymore. As soon 
as l saw him, I cried from happiness. This was a very 
historical moment for us. His friend (a builder, still alive 
in Monsey) was with him to witness this moment. 

What do you think my first question was for Yitzchok? 
Perhaps this helps you understand even more how deeply 
committed l was to our religion. My first question for 
Yitzchok was, 'are you still religious after all this?' He 
said, 'Yes, of course, what kind of question is that?' 

His response was a big comfort to me. Although l 
was, of course, so relieved that he had survived the war, 
l had seen so many religious jews give up their halachic 
observance after the camps, l didn' t know what l would 
do if my husband had reacted similarly. Still to this day, l 
hear so clearly my Papa pouring over his tehilim early every 
morning, singing a tune that still rings in my ears. Dayenu, 
we were reunited, both of us fairly healthy considering the 
ordeal. Dayenu that soon, as l will tell in the next chapter, 
we would find our son Asher again. And triple Dayenu 
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that neither of us waivered in our commitment to Torah, 
not even one iota, after all we had each been through. We 
were tested, and tested, and tested over and over again, 
and we passed with, as they say now, 'flying colors.' 

Although my personal losses still haunted me, for that 
moment I was deliriously happy, and Hashem was very 
near to me. 
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After liberation in Sweden. The Refugees were put in quarantine. 

ln Sweden, Esther seen in window wearing her first new coat. 
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ney. See the wזוln Sweden, Esther with Blanka Kibovitz, a friend, who gave her 
. ose pזseek Blanka far this pu סtte/egram sent from Sibiu, instructing Esther 

121 



There are No Words 

w 2nd from /.eft . Her sister-in-/aw (Zicu) is סln Sweden, Esther is in back r 
. Esther's right 3סrd t 

.) Esther and Zisu with their genti/e hosts in Sweden ( two sister-in-/aws themse/.ves 

. show apfrreciation for their kindness סFor many years, Esther sent them gifts t 
. ths nwזזThey lived by them for about six 
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 rs ln Sweden with other ]ewish survivס.

f the so/dier. Zicu סwearing white, left rסw ln Sweden, Esther is in the middle 
. 4th from right, wearing white wס,דסtn סis 
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n by סf Rabbi Grunzwieg, that Esther saved from separati סThe daughters 
n their behalf סintervening with the S.S. /ady 
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. thing his rrwther brought from Sweden סlAsher - in Prague wearing c 
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Esther and Yitzclwk reunited in Prague. 
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Asher about 2.5 years old in Prague 
right after war. 

Esther and Yitzchok and unnamed 
. the left in Prague סtman 
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Yitzchok in Prague with unnamed man. 
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-litical figure found dead 14 meters below his second סpan Masaryk, a Czech ] 
story bathroom window at Cemin Palace - the Czech Foreign Ministry, two 

.k described in the book, this causes . pסwer weeks aft.er the Communists seized 
 tthe ]ewsס tfeel unsecured in Prague and pushed Esther and her familyס

. America סtimmigrate 
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Father and son in Prague. 

Prague on Karls Bridge. 

130 



Chapter Seven 

A jayous father and son in Prague. 
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ln Prague, Esther, Asher, 

and Chani Deutsch, Zisu ( Bergita). 
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Piri and Shmilku in Prague. 
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Shmilku Friedman, Husband of 
Esther's sister Piri (Perl Basha). 
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. k, Esther, Bashi (Goldbaum), Piri סhLeft to right, Yitzc 

. n Karls bridge סk and Asher with Zicu in Prague סhYitzc 
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Mr. Shtranger from Lugarw. 
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Esther and Zicu in Prague. 
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ln Kar/sbad drinking 
us mineral wזזtheir fa 

. water 

Asher in Kar/sbad. 
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oseph (son of Pessel ]oseph, a sister of Yankel ] eדry left, Yitzchok, F סtRight 
. Rubin), Asher 
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. m London, son of Leibish Stem דטfack and Tony Stem ] 
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.' sing far a visa picture looking like a 'Rabbi סpYitzclwk 
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 tYitzclwk's govemment ID p/wס.
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) Sibiu by Esther's father, Yankel Rubin. Piri ( Esther's sister סtPostcard sent 
ther stayed behind to help wזזhelp her while her סthad a baby and Esther went 

. also had a baby סhanother sister w 

. Sibiu סtfrom Papa dזPostca 
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. Sibiu סtLetter from parents 
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Yiddish letter from Papa to Sibiu. 
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m. סtn bot סting ttחi ting on top, papa's hand ttחi Mama's hand 
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. Piri after war סn Yn"itten by Esther t emרa Letter in G 
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n letter continued. eדma G 
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Translation of a letter Esther wrote.to her husband right after liberation. 

Below is a translation of a letter that Esther sent after the war to her family in Sibiu. lt is 
addressed to her husband and son, both of whom miracu/ously survived as outlined in this 
memoir. This letter is unique for it gives us a glimpse into the raw emotions of survival that 
Esther experienced right after liberation. We fee/ her joy for having found her husband 
and son and her pain for losing so many other family members. 

Throughout, one can almost tangibly feel her staunch faith in the Ribono She/ O/am and 
her utter dependence on Him to guide her as He did during the war years. lt is the greatest 
lesson for her family that a matriarch can give. Others who never experienced the 

Here we have an example ofsomeone ז"Holocaust ask: "Where was G-d in the Holocaust 
who just experienced jirst hand its horrors and she still proclaims to the world: "Hashem is 

." king, Hashem was king and Hashem will be king for all of eternity 

lt was a challenge trans/ating this document because it was written in German and some of 
the edges were cut off. We succeeded in jinding a German translator, but were forced to 
guess a little to comp/ete some ofthe sentences. When adding words to add meaning, we put 
into parentheses, otherwise we left it as is and just added three dots. 

Y ossie Schonkopf, Editor 

My ס)t ( I must begin with an appropriate "SHALOM ALEICHEM!" 
(dear) husband and sweet child! 

As I received the cheery telegram, that you my dear (referring 
to Yitzchok) arrived at Piri (Esther's sister), I had to 
weep with joy, and I thought right then that I must have done 
something good, in which "form" (rnerit) the Lord Alrnighty 
helped rne, that I can say frorn what world (destruction) I have 
gotten back rny dear husband, child, and child' s rnother. ( In 
addition)Sornething else (is) [left] frorn our big fine farnily­
rny dear siblings . I praise and praise the Lord Alrnighty, and I 
still cannot contain rnyself for joy. So I must acknowledge 
that it is the "Nissern-Hanifloais (rniracles and wonders) ." 

In Auschwitz in the concentration carnp, as you know, I rnet 
with Ziszu (Zicu), and since then I have been, Baruch Hashem 
always with her. We have already recovered well, and as you 
can see frorn the photo we sent, we already look quite good, 
and one can not at all tell that we had gone through such a 
horrible year. 

Of the other horrible things, I will not _ (say) anything at 
all, because I think you already know rnore about it than I do. 
Only about Sari and Dori (Esther's two adorable Kallah-age 
sisters that perished al kiddush Hashern), I now know nothing 

147 



There are No Words 

at all. As also about our brother (Asher Yishaya). Have you 
) t survive סחg from him? (Editor - He too did חothi חheard 

from the חdo חThe day before yesterday I got a telegram from Lo 
. that you asked about your family ח)Josef (a cousi 

the חס. g חythi חt tell them [or, you] a סחately I could חfortu חU 
, from Fuju Majsche Bacsis חsame day I got a letter from Londo 

he wrote me that he got information about his brothers חwherei 
both ח,Moshe Ster חסs חd Beru (editor - so חChaim Uscher , a 

survived the war). They are very happy to see that I was 
d חthe fastest way , a חsaved. What I - • I will report to you i 

, t חy eve חa חr you , pl.] will see me to send ... I [סthey חthe 
g חhe writes that everythi חice of him. The ח) it is right (very 

 is goiח g well for them there, as also our relatives iח
swered the same. I also asked him חPalestine. I have also a 

that I also could ח,y of our mail through Londo חto forward a 
s - faster) . I also חget mail from you earlier (maybe this mea 

ly wish חסwrote to him how also the Josefovic , that it is my 
ce this still seems חto be able to come to you. And si 

glish חE חimpossible)-, they should try to get for me a ( 
to you. It still חסd חסfly through L חsit visa so that I ca חtra 

perhaps impossible, yet it should חseems very difficult, eve 
ce I _(miss) so much to all of you that it leaves חbe tried, si 

stantly with חothing at all to be 5aid. My thought5 are co ח

you, and I feel such a terrible (home5ickness)". more than 
opportunity will חever. But I will hope with God's help that a 

. es חסagain see my very dear חari5e] that I ca [ חססs 
hear חHopefully, I will get a letter from you, wherein I ca 

." g about you. Still חeverythi 

". report that I got from Fulbacsi from Erez ye5terday a ". 

-d Maurus (edi tor חmerely what he reported about Cha5ku a ." 
See .חof Refuel Ster חChildre -חd Moshe Ster חYechezkel a 

telegram), that namely how they traveled ". Tratenau that i5 
d there we found a list of people ". that חa ח,Berge ח-near Bel5e 

." au for a few days חTrate חand Maurus were i חSandor Ster 
) g her5elf חi חd we (mea חpover camp, a סly a 5t חTratenau was o 

ly by chance that our חסalso traveled after four days . It wa5 
ger cars , and so we heard 5ח ran toward each other ". pas5e חtrai 

-gvar חdor (from the city of) U חame5 Stern Sa חcalled out the 
e5! You were familiar of it; you know it best, that חסdear 

mate5 were) with the 5ame (people) in the same חy time5 ... (i חma 
-. d one does not know who [wa5] together with him חcell , a 

had the 5ame thing happen with Sari and Dori. They had 
sion electric חto different camps - high te חseparated us i 

t been סחd I have 5earched for them 50 much, - I have חwire, a 
d 50 I voluntarily חg about them, a חythi חa חable to lear 

they חreported to Tra". , where I came to Reichenbach, and the 
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(meaning other pri5oner5) came from Au5chwitz .. " 50 I learn 
(from the newcomer5), that Sari and Dori were 5till in 
Au5chwitz in December (unknowingly to E5ther) ... They had it 
good, [the] crematorium que5tion doe5 not ari5e at all, and 50 
... hope that they will report to you a5 directly a5 po55ible 
(Editor - it seems that 5he didn't hear that the died and 5he 
5till had hope5 that they 5urvived) . 

Icukam (Yitzchok) dear ! Could I know yet whether you are in 
complete health, which I very much hope , and I take for a 
simen (5ign) that they have tran5ported you home. I hope that 

n hear everything preci5ely from you - You know of c our5e 5סס I 
that I am intere5ted in everything preci5e, and therefore I 
hold ... el5e which all my que5tion5 po5e. I a5k only 
perhap5 [ ?] ) ... a5k me al5o about all que5tion5 which I have ( 

. not yet told you, which I will gladly an5wer 

Icukam (Yitzchok) dear, I can imagine how fortunately you -
between our dear one5, and when you ... your only trea5ured 
child Toty ... can hold in your arm5. I wi5h al5o for my5elf thi5 
too ... a5 5oon a5 po55ible . I am 50 curiou5 how the 5weet 
little U5cher Sajuka look5? Ha5 he turned out fine? And the 
little Pearl Ba5che, from Annu5? How i5 it going with Mr. -
and the Mi55e5 Medi and E5to? A5 well a5 the little one5 of 
Evi? I cannot remember what her name was, but it seems to me 
it wa5 Miryam. Is that right? ... the dear parent5 of Smilku and 
Piri? What are Sije and family doing? ... Piri alone with 
Smilku, I 5uppo5e that for them it wa5 more terrible than it 
wa5 for U5 . 

, ... Ju5t ye5terday wa5 Tische - Bav, and we have here all very 
may the Lord Almighty grant that the day5 of con5olation might 
alway5 bring u5 con5olation. Tomorrow i5 Shabbo5 Nachmo, and 

50 5o I am going 5traight to the kitchen t o prepare bagel5 and 
on, becau5e 5ince I have been here in Sweden I have not eaten 
any (meat) ... only dairy, and 50 I alway5 have to buy 5omething 

to 5upplement my diet), becau5e that i5 little - to be able ( 
to get anything e l5e . Otherwi5e there i5 here a Ko5ch [ko5her 

. re?] ... which perhap5 will open at the beginning of Augu5t 5סt 

The money I have only therefore required, we get here ... 

E5ther Schonkopf 
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]une 5, 1945 - Telegram sent to Sweden from Piri and Sibiu teUing Esther 
that her chi/d is weU, and asking her if she heard from her husband, and 

instructing her to seek Blanka Kibooitz who can help her with money. 
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ng EstherandZisu inSweden that Hershi oזmi Postmarked]une 11, 1945-lnf 
and Chanie and their child, Bashi, are well, as is Asher, and asking them if 

) they heard from Yitzchok. (lcsu 
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uly 17, 194 5. Telegram sent from lsrael by Esther's uncle, Rafuel Stem, asking ] 
them if they know where their sons Moshe and Yechezkel are. Esther saw them 

. the camps סtin wagons being shipped 
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]uly 28, 1945. Telegram sent from Sibiu, asking Esther and Zisu how they 
plan to retum. 
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the lmperial סme t סc סSeptember 26, 1945, telling them in Sweden t 

. Hotel in Prague 
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meet סSeptember 29, 1945. Yitzchok making final arrangements t 

. Esther and Zisu in Prague 
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From the train station, Yitzchok and l went to live 
with my sister, Chana Liebe (Chanie) and Hershi and 
their little girl, Perel Bashi, (Bashi) in a very nice house 

. eal for me חin Prague. This whole experience was very su 
Suddenly, after all these months of suffering, and being 
apart from my dear husband, we were together again. l 

. had to pinch myself over and over again to be sure it was 
not a dream, and that it was real. I even remember the 

". 3 address we went to: "Saska Ulice, number 

The joyousness we felt upon reuniting could not be 
complete until l saw Asher, and we brought him back 
home with us. We were so close, but there was a journey 
still we had to go through to complete the process. When l 
arrived in Prague, l learned that my baby was in Romania 
with my sister, Perl. This is what happened, before I even 

. ived in Prague חa 

When the Russians freed Uzhorod, Chanie and Hershi 
Deutsch knew where my child was because they had been 
living as goyim with false papers, and keeping their eyes on 

ed, they went to claim חhim. As soon as liberation occu 
the child because at that time, there was no report as to 
my survival. The woman, "Samara Antalne", a Chezk was 
taking care of Asher because she had no children. To my 
knowledge, she was not doing so for payment, although 
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Hershi rewarded her very well financially with money and 
with some of our family' s valuables. For reasons that every 
mother can understand, she had gotten so used to being a 
mother to Asher, she loved him and did not want to part 
from him. I an1 forever grateful to her, as she took such 
good care of Asher; he still had a wonderful life as a small 
child, with no impact from the war around him. Asher 

. was also attached to the woman, understandably so 

Mr. Deutsch argued with her that Asher is a )ewish 
boy, and his )ewish parents must raise him. She replied 

return Asher if the parents סthat she was only obligated t 
. were alive, and she would not budge 

. To try to convince her, Yitzchok came with Mr 

. Deutsch, once he was out of the hospital and recovering 
lt was the first time he saw Asher, and he cried with relief 
and indescribable joy. She still would not budge. She 
said, 'Oh, I see that his father survived, but unless I see 

'! the mother alive, l will not return him 

We will give her the benefit of the doubt - she was 
concerned for Asher's welfare and had grown attached 
to him as her son. How could she give up a baby she 
loved, when also, she did not believe there would be a 
mother to care for him? Meanwhile, we would stop at 

, our care. Finally סnothing until Asher was returned t 
. Mr. Deutsch got very clever 

My sister and brother,in,law had "protectzia" with 
a Russian colonel in exchange for an apartment in my 
parents' new house on 12 Mazarick Street. My parents 

se in approximately 1932. lt was a four זhad built that hot 
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family dwelling with six or seven rooms each, with the 
newest, most modern and luxurious appointments. After 
the Germans moved out and the Russians took over, 
Hershi gave one of these apartments to the colonel, in 
exchange for the colonel using his influence to force the 
woman to give Asher back to us. We don't know what 
words were exchanged, or how the colonel accomplished 
this "persuasion", but the results were, the baby was 
finally returned to us. 

You know, l must tell you before we continue, you 
can see that Mr. Deutsch, my brother~in~law was so close 
to our family, he would do anything for any one of us, 
anything at all. Remember how he rescued me from 
the garage where l was hiding by the priest and put me 
into hiding? He was somehow always on the scene and 
involved in my survival. lt was a tremendous comfort for 
me that he watched over Asher all the time l was absent 
from Asher' s life. Yes, for certain, we have tremendous 
hakoros hatov to Hashem for saving our lives, and bringing 
us back together. My heart is also filled with such hakoros 
hatov for the lengths that Hershi went to, to make sure 
that l survived, and that Asher was returned to us safely. 
There are really no words. 

The story continues - it' s quite complicated, really. 

My sister Chanie Deutsch, her husband and her 
little girl, (now known as Bashi Goldbaum), got in touch 
with my sister Perl and her husband, Smilku Friedman, 
in Hermannstadt. This is how Perl first learned of the 
tragedy. l know that seems impossible. How could they 
have not known? But you must understand that they were 
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living in Sibiu or Hermannstadt (as it had been always 
called in Romania.) The Germans did not occupy that 
area. They didn' t even know what was going on in Europe 
as everything was done so secretly. When the Russians 
occupied Uzhorod, there were no transportation or 
communication possibilities. So my sister, Perl, was cut 
off from all communication with us, and therefore, she 
had no knowledge of the tragic murder of our family 
members, or of the concentration camps. 

So as l was telling you, the woman had no choice but 
to give the child back to Chanie and Hershi, but Asher 
was frightened and insisted that she come with him 
wherever he went. So Chanie and Hershi agreed that the 
woman should come and live with them until Asher got 
used to his new home. She did not stay long by them, 
once Asher was able to understand that he was going to 
soon meet his real mother. Asher never seemed to be a 
child. He was thinking and speaking like an adult from 
the youngest age. Somehow, he understood this idea that 
the woman who had been raising him since 11 months of 
age was not his real mother, and that I existed, and would 
soon come to find him. He was very eager to see me. 

There were only two Jewish children left in Uzhorod, 
my sister' s baby, Bashi and mine. Those people who 
returned or survived were almost all singles. The few 
married people who returned lived only with the hope 
that their children and parents and siblings would return. 
They heard from people who worked in the gas chambers 
that there was no chance that the children could have 
survived. (Remember, automatically, all of the children 
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were sent to the gas chambers.) 

l feel l must say these words again. Those reading this 
memoir cannot just gloss over these sentences as if they 
are just another small piece of the story. 

There were only two ]ewish children left in Uzhorod and 
perhaps the entire Eastem region after the war, Asher and 
Bashi, and they were both from our family. 

Only two. Out of how many hundreds of thousands? 
Only two. Two )ewish, healthy, happy, normal, well, 
adjusted, beautiful children, alive and well. So many 
)ewish children murdered. So many )ewish children 
separated from their parents and raised as goyim. 
Nebach. Bashi survived in hiding as a goy. Asher was 
cared for, and then given back to us, reunited with 
both parents, Auswitch survivors. Only 300 survived 
Auswitch in total, out of so many thousands of )ews 
murdered there. As l read these words myself, l am 
so moved. What are the chances, really? lt is such a 
miracle, all from Hashem. 

Many people wonder if l am bitter and angry with G,d 
because of the terrible tragedies that befell my family. 

Surely l have cried many tears. But read this sentence 
again. 

There were only two ]ewish children left in Uzhorod, my 
sister's baby, Bashi and mine. 

This kindness from Hashem is so monumental; l have 
no vocabulary adequate to express my hakoros hatov. 
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I am convinced that this good fortune is in the merit 
of the holiness of my Papa and Mama and all the chesed 
they did all of their lives. But then, so many righteous 
)ews were murdered, cremated, whole families destroyed, 
with neshamas as holy as my beloved parents, so I cannot 
say that it is only this merit that saved Yitzchok, Asher 
and me. Was it something I once did, a small action that 
put me into G..d's favor? I wonder about this many times; 
what was it l did that gave me such merit? 

All I know is that Hashem is very close to me, and 
for some reason, the Ribono shel Olam took mercy on our 
family, and He had a plan that Baruch Hashem, allowed 
us to continue our lives as a family. Baruch Hashem, a 
thousand million times over. 

As Chanie and Hershi survived on Goyish false 
papers, they were the first people after liberation to visit 
my parents' second house. The house was very large, with 
a long garden and several apartments. All the survivors 
who returned to Uzhorod made their way to this house. 
You may think this must have been so many, many people, 
but regrettably, few of us survived. We all slept and ate 
there and my brother,in,law helped several become 
active in some business. My sister acted very well as a 
matchmaker: a man ... a lady ... and shortly there was a 
chuppah at my parents' house. One day there were three 
weddings on the same day!8 At the time, survivors were 
at once, devastated by the loss of their families, parnussa, 

l וccessft 1ו r\1e US and are very l1appy and st וples \ive \1ere i וt 8ס A few of r\1ese c 
siness peop\e. A very good friend of 111i11e wl10 \ives now in Five Towns, lca Sa\ts, was וbt 

 one ot. r\1e firsr to rettו rו 1 .
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health, and home, and at the same time, anxious to begin 
. put the war behind them סa new life and t 

Now Hershi and Chanie had another problem that 
is a very good problem to have! The problem was how 

raise two little children, when the mother (me) was סt 
not there yet, and there were, tragically, no other }ewish 
children in the entire city for them to play with. My 
child was already 16 months old and my sister's baby was 
about 6 months old. Yitzchok had to focus on earning a 
parnussa. They decided that it would be best if the two 
children went to live with Perl, in Sibiu, Romania, where 

. she could offer them more of a normal life for a child 

. Mr. Deutsch travelled with the children to Romania 
Perl decided that while Chanie and Hershi would return 
to Uzhorod to settle matters, they should put the two 
little children in a special children' s home. This was of 
course only a temporary arrangement. Bashi was easy 
to please in this new Kindergarten. She accepted the 
change. But Asher didn't want any part of it! He went on 
strike, refusing to eat and crying all day long; he was very 
unhappy. The school notified my sister that they could 
not take responsibility for the little boy, and she must 

. pick him up and bring him home 

Perl got a very nice Sabatistian9 lady called Yulishka 
care for him in their house. She was very devoted, a סt 

woman who served at their home for over 30 years. (l was 
)! told she raised Perl' s husband Shmilku 

Day Adventist וSeventl 9 
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With Yulishka looking after him, Asher was very 
happy and well adjusted there. People from Sibiu and 
surrounding areas came to see the two ]ewish children 
who were saved. Mr. Deutsch recounts how many people 
especially came from Budapest and said, 'we had to come 

'! and see the ]ewish children who were saved 

ln the meantime, while Asher was adjusting to his new 
home in Romania, I was still stuck in Sweden, anxious to 
see my husband and child again. We survivors belonged 
to a Czech group that met with the statesman of the 
country. I was known as the mother of the child home 
in Uzhorod who had been saved from deportation. One 
day, I was greeted by a special Czech representative who 
asked how he could help me. I replied, naturally, that 
I wanted to be able to return home as soon as I can. I 
should be able to hold my child, hug and kiss him! I told 
this man that there was no day that 1 didn't cry, and no 
minute that 1 wouldn't think of my baby. My biggest wish 

. was for them to help me return as soon as possible 

With their help, 1 was given a passport and visa to return 
to my country. But not to Uzhorod. Only to Prague. ln the 

, meantime, while all this paperwork was being constructed 
ived in Prague and my sister Chanie, her חmy husband a 

. husband Hershi and Bashi were also there 

This gives you some of the back story to the moment 
when 1 stepped off the train in Prague, eager to see my 
husband and son, only to find out that 1 would need to 
make a trip to Sibiu, Romania to see my little boy. After a 
couple of weeks in Prague, 1 had the necessary permission 

travel about eight hours by train to Sibiu to see my סt 
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little boy. Yitzchok stayed behind in Prague to figure out 
how to earn a parnussa. l believe that l traveled with my 

. sister and Mr. Deutsch, but l don't quite remember 

When we arrived, Asher was about 2V2 years old. You 
can see from the photos, taken mostly by Perl, that he 
was a happy, adorable, healthy, normal toddler. He was 
taught a poem by Perl which he delivered very nicely to 

: me. l will try to quote what l remember in translation 

Oh G-d, how happy l am, that l have already a mother ' 
 and father ...י

What can l say about the first moment when l lay my 
eyes on my boy? l had prayed so eamestly for this moment, 
every day, all day long. l am sure that l cried when l first 
saw his beautiful blond hair and soft little face. l am also 

cry so that my little סconfident that l made some effort not t 
boy would not be frightened. l was introduced to him as his 
mother, and this made him very happy. He wanted to have 

! a real mother like all the other boys in Kindergarten 

We sat down to lunch (l don't remember, but l can't 
imagine that l was in the mood to eat anything - all l wanted 
to do was hold my baby!) and after lunch, Yulishka, who 
disciplined him very carefully, handed him his pajamas. She 
told him to go rest. l was told he obeyed this daily request 

. very naturally. They used to cover him with a blanket 

That first day, as we finished lunch together, the 
maid came over to take him to rest. Very seriously, Asher 

: remarked like a young adult, not the toddler that he was 
Now that l also have a father and mother, you're not ' 
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going to cover me up with that rough blanket anymore! 
My mother is going to cover me up!' 

Oh, such sweet words for me to hear. 

ln the evening we went to sleep. Asher wanted to sleep 
with me. As he woke up in the night l asked him if he 
had to use the bathroom. He said no, he was jt1st waking 
up happy because he had a mother! 

l can say the words, 'Asher was always a very good 
boy,' but you can't imagine the extent to which l mean 
this. He was really an exceptional child. 

Asher was 2Y2 when we were reunited. We were 
apart for a year and a half. l missed so much - my only 
child learning how to walk, to talk, all of the wondrous 
transitions from infancy to toddlerhood. The Nazis 
took that once in a lifetime experience away from me, 
and for this injustice, l was still angry. But l was also 
delirious with joy to be one of the only lucky jews 
from the war to still have my baby. l knew that there 
were millions of jewish women who had not been so 
lucky. How could l be bitter? 

l was crying until l found him, and then l was crying 
when l found him. But this time, the tears were tears 
of gratitude. 
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Asher remained with me for a few months in Sibiu 
while Yitzchok returned to Prague to figure out our 
pamassa. These were very unusual times. First we were 
separated by the war, and in fear for our very lives. Now, 
we were together again, but soon after, apart once more, 
because after all, we had survived, but like all people, we 
now had to figure out how to put bread on the table. 
We were no longer prisoners, and we had the right to 
purchase our own bread once again. lt was time to figure 
out how to earn the money to make this purchase! 

Cigarettes were a very big asset at that time; people 
smoked all over the world. lt was illegal to buy cigarettes 
and Yitzchok made some money selling cigarettes on the 
black market. Mr. Deutsch had long ago exhausted the 
money hidden with the mayor/ priest. 

My parents had hidden money in a pot buried in the 
floor of our Uzhorod house, which Mr. Deutsch retrieved 
for us. lt wasn't much, but it gave us a little start, which is 
much better than what many survivors had. 

After a few months of separation, Yitzchok, Asher 
and 1 moved into the house of Chanie, Hershi and Bashi 
in Prague, where, believe it or not, my job was to be a full, 
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time mommy to my baby, Asher. Such a privilege, you 
cannot imagine. Perhaps there are women who complain 
now about how this work is boring, or they need a career 
to be fulfilled. l tell you, l was so happy to be a wife to 
Yitzchok, and a mother to Asher, l needed little else to 
be satisfied. 

Hershi opened up a grocery store in Prague and 
Yitzchok joined him in the business. This was not just a 
kosher store; they sold to the gentiles as well. As you can 
imagine, at that time, there were not enough survivors 

. nly business profitable 0יייin the area to make a kosher 
, This business lasted about a year, but then, once again 

we were feeling worried and unsettled. We take so much 
for granted in America - we don't appreciate the simple 
luxury of living as }ews without worry of persecution. lt 
was never like that for us in Europe after the war. The talk 
in Prague was that the Russians would soon occupy the 
country and this could be terrible for the }ews, with no 
escape. We couldn't bear the thought of living through 

. anything close to what we had just miraculously survived 
America seemed at the time like a shining light, a haven 

. for us to run to, a place where finally, we might be safe 

, We were talking a great deal about going to America 
as were many other }ews, when the situation suddenly 

" became more imperative. President, }an Masaryk "fell 
out a window and he died. Everyone knew that this was 
bluff and that he been thrown out of the window. We took 
this as a sign that conditions would soon worsen for the 

. survivors and we had to make every effort to leave Prague 
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Under President Masaryk, who was kind to the Jews and 
democratic, we felt reassured, but we had no idea how we 
would be treated under a new government. lt was time 
once again to flee. This turned out to be very difficult for 
Yitzchok and me, until once again, Hashem intervened 
on our behalf and granted us another miracle. 

Chanie, Hershi and Bashi left by plane to America 
in October, 1946. Hershi already had a brother in New 
York who sponsored them with an affidavit. We aimed 
to follow after them, but we didn't have anybody in 
America who could sponsor us, and back then, you were 
not allowed to enter the country without a sponsor who 
would assure that your living expenses were cared for. 
Hershi and Chanie tried everything possible to help us, 
but all in vain. This was a very frightening and frustrating 
time for us. With so many family members lost to us, and 
having spent all our days after liberation with Chanie, 
Hershi and Bashi, we were as close as any family, and 
being separated by the ocean, and not knowing how we 
would cross it, if ever, was very traumatic. 

My sister would not give up the dream of us being 
reunited, and one day, she dreamed up a fantastic idea 
that logically, had absolutely no chance of working - but 

! thankfully, the Ribono shel Olam doesn't work by logic 

My sister' s English was poor although she attended 
ival, and still, she did not let חschool immediately after her a 

, this obstacle stop her. Chanie wrote a letter to Washington 
. D.C., addressed to Mrs. Truman, the President's wife 
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Can you imagine? She apologized for having to write to 
her. She wrote, 'Only G,d and you can help me' . She 
explained how our large family had been mostly lost in 
the Holocaust. She explained the story of how l had 
been reunited with Yitzchok and Asher, because of the 
heroism of the pediatrician. She then explained in her 
letter that Yitzchok is an experienced businessman and 
a Rabbi, so in no way would he be a financial burden to 
the country. She also enclosed a picture of us so they have 
an idea of who we people are. She was aware that Mrs. 
Truman's daughter was of marriageable age, and not yet 
married. She assured Mrs. Truman that G,d would help 
her daughter find her true zevug, in the merit of helping 
to bring our family back together. My sister said, 'l need 
the help of G,d, and l know you are also religious. l am 
sure you will get your daughter married because G,d will 
help you, since you are helping us.' 

We did not know of Chanie's letter to the White 
House, and even if we did know about it, l'm not sure 
we would have been so reassured. How many letters are 
answered from these kinds of pleas? But Hashem heard our 
prayers, and shortly after she sent the letter, The American 
Consulate in Prague asked Rabbi Forhand, the Chief 
Rabbi of Prague, to let us know that visas were granted for 
all three of us! We couldn't believe it. lt was a naeis! 

As you well know from looking at the photographs and 
documents in the back of this book, l saved everything 
associated with our early life in Europe, but to my great 
regret, l do not have possession of this letter. l do believe 
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that Mr. Deutsch held on to it, but my sister and 1 do not 
know its whereabouts now. 1know1 date myself when 1 
say that 1 will always have a soft spot in my heart for Mrs. 
Truman, and now you can understand why! 

Rabbi Forhand advised us to go to the Chief Consulate 
to pick up the visas. On a Monday morning at the first 
opportunity, all three of us arrived at the consulate. We 
were frightened and didn't believe that this was really 
happening. We noticed very strange looks from the 
clerks. We were finally seated. After all the papers were 
examined, we walked out with the visas! The personnel 

, there remarked, 'the sooner you can leave the country 
We wasted no time; that night we י. the better off you are 

packed up as much as we were able to carry with us, and 
. the very next day, we left Prague for London by train 

This time, we were not forced out of our homes in just 
a few seconds, so we could be thoughtful about what to 
take, or not take, but still, we had to leave behind many 
items that wouldn't be carried on to a train. We only 
took what we considered the most necessary things. We 
brought out a few items with enormous sentimental value 
to me (all who know me see that sentimental items from 
my family are of great meaning to me, and 1 surround 
myself with them). Mr. Deutsch went back to the house 
to retrieve these items. They included a set of crystal 

that my parents סוglasses in a wooden box, a tablecloth 

n rl1e rableclotl1 and וn. 1 sl1owed l1i וni 10ו Rabbi Moshe Tend\er is my machatt 
ne. Rabbi וable to וtold him 1 wanted to donate it to the right place, because it was so valt 

. e וgt סnud in \1is synag וTendler took it from me and placed it on the a 
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used for decorating in the dining room, and my father's 
silver becher that he used for kiddush, which is my most 
important glass, and 1 carry it always wherever 1 am. 

ln London we boarded a ship and after a few days we 
arrived in New York. lt was a big ship with a few hundred 
people, not all Jews. We all were very seasick. We were 
throwing up the entire journey. Asher was not even 4 years 
old, and he is the only one who didn't suffer. Hashem 
spared him so he could be our errand boy! The whole 
journey, we asked him to fetch the water or anything else 
we needed because we were so sick to our stomachs we 
couldn't move. 

Finally, the big moment arrived. Seeing the Statue 
of Liberty for the first time was like a dream. For us, it 
symbolized the freedom of the United States. We cried 
tears of joy, and we also felt sadness, as we recognized that 
we had left our home country and would probably never 
return to the place of our birth, and the place where so 
many of our loved ones had died. lt was a bittersweet 
moment, a time of new beginnings, and also, endings. 
We cried tears of gratitude for all that we had survived to 
reach this moment. 

We arrived on Shabbos so we had to leave all our 
luggage behind in the freight of the boat and return for 
it a day or two later. l'm thinking now about this simple 
idea. First, we were forced to give up everything we owned 
when the Nazis threw us out of our house. So many 
precious and beloved family heirlooms, and all of our physical 
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comforts, tom away in a matter of minutes. Then we were 
imprisoned in the camps with no personal possessions 
at all. When we left Europe for America, all we could 
take with us were the items we could fit into a couple 
of suitcases (and we shipped a few fragile valuables, like 
my crystal separately), and then, so ironically, when we 
get to America, the land of freedom and possibilities, 
once again, we were separated immediately from our 
possessions, as few as they were in the world. But you 
see, at that moment, this was not an issue at all, because 
we were alive and well to observe the Sabbath, and we 
wouldn't dream of desecrating it by carrying our luggage 
to our new home. 

l realize now, that from the first moment our feet 
touched American soil, we made a statement. Our 
religion, and our allegiance to Hashem was primary to any 
loyalty we would later have to this country. l don't think 
we even thought about it much at that time, but now 
that l reflect on this, l feel very good about this decision. 
Many }ews, when they arrived in America, gave up the 
Sabbath in exchange for pamassa. Even though it meant 
starting out our stay in America with, literally, only the 
clothes on our back (no simple thing after a long journey 
by boat!), we blessed Hashem with our commitment to 
His laws and He has blessed us back every since. 

There is a second reason why the rather meager 
collection of material possessions we brought with us 
was not a big deal. Standing at the dock, waiting for us, 
was a most glorious sight. Hershi was waving to us. We 
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were with family once again. We had no reason to be 
frightened any more. You cannot imagine what comfort 
and joy it gave Yitzchok and me to be on the same land 
once again as my dear sister and brother in law. We had 
been through so much together, and we looked forward 
to spending the rest of our lives together. 

Because it was the Sabbath, Hershi had walked a 
long way to meet us. As we came off the boat, we were 
wobbly, (sea,legs is what they call it) but we were happy. 
The next part of our journey was about to begin, our 
American life. 

l still remember the address of the first apartment we 
stayed in - 178 Forsythe Street, lower east side, where 
Chanie, Hershi and Bashi lived. lt was very difficult 
to find apartments, and we lived with them for a few 
months before we were able to afford to live in our very 
own apartment. Although Bashi and Asher were both 
only children, they grew up together like siblings! 

Our first apartment of our own was also on the lower 
19 , street. Rent was unusually low 4וזו east side, 340 east 

dollars/ month! lt had no elevator, and we had to walk 
four flights up to the apartment. lmagine the journey l' d 
taken, from such an elegant home in Uzhorod, to now 
this. There were no drapes or carpets, and the apartment 
was so primitive, you can't imagine. ln fact, l remember 
that the bathtub was in the kitchen! What can l say, l was 
at once, so happy to be alive, but also, so tired of living 

. as a pauper with such indescribable physical conditions 
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Those who know me know that this runs against my 
nature. Yet, how could 1 complain when 1 was one of 
so few who escaped Germany with my husband and my 
baby? 1 did not allow myself to dwell on what 1 did not 
have, when 1 was so grateful to Hashem for what He 
gave me. Whenever 1 mourned my losses, it was the loss 
of my dear parents and siblings, not the material losses 
1 had suffered. 

One day, after living there for a few months, 1 was so 
, sick, 1 couldn't get up out of bed. 1 had a first cousin 

Willy }oseph, (his mother and my father were brother 
and sister) who lived in London, and he drives up in his 
Red Cadillac of all things to visit me, while 1 am sick 
in bed. He notices the terrible conditions we are living 
in and says to me, 'What are you doing here? This isn't 
the place for you!' He was staying in an elegant hotel 
in Manhattan. He insisted that 1 get out of bed, as sick 

'! as 1 was. He says, 'Get dressed, we're going to the city 
1 ? He was so insistent, what could 1 do but listen to him 

put on an elegant outfit 1 had brought from Prague, and 
. made myself as beautiful as possible in my sick condition 

. l'm sure 1 wore a hat, as 1 always wore a hat in public 

My cousin took Yitzchok and Asher and me to his 
our סFifth Avenue hotel. He would not let us return t 

little apartment! He insisted on helping us find an 
apartment and furniture that was more in keeping with 
the kind of people we really were. Remember, before the 
war, we were considered upper class in Uzhorod. lt was 
very difficult for my cousin to see Yitzchok and 1 living 

. like peasants 
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ln 1951, shortly after joining him at the hotel, he 
helped us secure our first normal apartment as a married 
couple, (by paying 600 dollars to a Polish person) on 
805 St. Marks Ave in Crown Heights. lsn't it funny how 
everything is relative. This small apartment was not even 
comparable to that which we left behind in Uzhorod, 
but in comparison to the concentration camps, or that 
first apartment, this was a palace! We had a nice,sized 
bedroom for Yitzchok and myself, a kitchen, and even, 
decent furniture with carpeting and curtains. Asher still 
slept in the living room, and he very much approved of 
our own little place. We davened by the Spinka Rebbe 
(and later on, starting in 1954, in the big Bobover Shul 
when it opened) and we were free to worship there 
without fear. This was Gan Eden. 

While still living in the east side, Asher started 
attending R]] which was located on Henry Street. This 
is how he began at Rjj: lt was 1948 and we were walking 

, down the street, dressed in elegant European clothing 
when a very presentable ]ew with a beard stopped us. He 
observed from our clothing and our manner that we must 
be from Europe. He said to us, he is Rabbi Weiss from 

! his yeshiva סVienna, and he feels that Asher belongs t 
So Rabbi Weiss brought him to Rjj. He was supposed to 

, be age six to enter, but he was only five and a half. Still 
they tested him, and he knew a few words of English such 
as '1 beg your pardon', which they thought made him 

! sound like a real noble gentleman, so they let him in 

Asher went to RJJ through the third grade, and then 
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we moved to Crown Heights (1951). lmagine this - it 
tells you how exceptional Asher really was. To travel 
from Crown Heights to RJJ you had to travel with two 
subways and one bus, each way, and even though Asher 
was only in the fourth grade, he traveled alone all the 
way to RJJ and back - not arriving in the Fulton Street 
neighborhood (which was not a nice neighborhood) until 
7 P.M., when often Yitzchok would then pick him up. 
This was a very difficult thing for Asher, so in fifth grade 
(1953) he transferred to the Crown Heights Yeshiva for 
one year, but it wasn't for him, and the following year 
he returned to RJJ and began the long journey back and 
forth to yeshiva once again. This gives you some sense 
about how committed we all were to Asher receiving the 
best yeshiva education for him. 

ln the meantime, Hershi became the owner of a 
grocery store. He proposed that Yitzchok work with him 
as a partner. Yitzchok appreciated this opportunity. They 
worked well together, running a grocery store on the 
lower east side, on Avenue C and East 4th street. The 
grocery partnership dissolved after about two years when 
a new opportunity presented itself. 

Yitzchok and Hershi opened up a candy factory in 
the Bronx called, "Tip Top Candy Manufacturers." They 
produced sugar.-coated peanuts and chocolate covered 
candies. They borrowed money from another cousin, 
Nathan Trietel, who was president of Bobover shul, a real 
personality. They employed a few people and sold the 
candies to sweet shops in the area. lt was hard to make a 
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real profit in this business so they paid back their loans 
and closed the business after just two years. lt was at this 
time that Yitzchok and Hershi went their separate ways 
for parnussa, although it was a very friendly decision. 

Hershi bought a self,service grocery with another 
partner, but Yitzchok wanted out of the grocery business. 
ln 1954, Yitzchok and l decided to go into the insurance 
business. 

lt was Yitzchok' s idea, because we had a lot of 
acquaintances, and we were highly regarded by many 
people. We both decided to get our licenses. Funny how 
certain memories stick in your heads. l was so accustomed 
to wearing a hat wherever l went in public, l remember, 
when l went for my license, l finished the exam and said 
goodbye to the one in charge. Then l returned, saying to 
him, 'l left my hat here.' He laughed at me and said, 'You 
have the hat on your head!' Isn't tlwt funny? I didn't even 
know it was there! 

On the way back home, l went by subway, and l saw 
a fellow l knew. l told him l had just finished taking my 
inst1rance exam. He said, 'Oh no, you'll never make a 
living.' 'Well,' l smiled, 'we're going try it.' lt was with 
great pleasure some time later, after we were doing very 
well in insurance, that l was able to tell him so! 

l was the second female life insurance agent in "NY 
Life", which l joined in 1955. Yitzchok and l intentionally 
worked for different companies. lfl had a hard time placing 
some policies, because an individual was overweight, or 
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had high blood pressure, Yitzchok wrote the policy with 
his company, "State Mutual", one of the great insurance 
companies. Yitzchok also worked in investments, selling 
mutual funds. 

We were very highly respected in the business. When 
we attended business lunches or dinners, in the beginning, 
they served us kosher airplane food, but towards the end 
of our careers, the companies were catering the entire 
dinner kosher for all who attended; that' s how much 
respect we had! Yitzchok and l both earned awards for 
our success, and we loved the business. l recall a funny 
episode at one of the dinners we attended. The president 
of the company asked me to have a dance with him. 
My husband looked at me, and l said, 'sorry, l don't 
know how to dance.' The president's wife told me that 
l insulted the president when l refused to dance with 
him. l told her that l don't know to dance. That isn't the 
truth. l love to dance! But l am a tznius, married woman 
and there was no way l was dancing with another man! 

l loved many aspects of the life insurance business. 
lt suited Yitzchok and me very well. l had to be dressed 
elegantly whenever we went to visit with the clients, which 
l very much enjoyed. Yitzchok and l had a routine. We 
went together in one car to visit two different clients who 
lived within the vicinity of one another. Yitzchok's clients 
were mostly }ewish. l was very good at selling to non, 
}ewish, or Russian, German, or Hungarian professionals, 
and especially for some reason, lawyers. lt was amazing 
how little lawyers knew about life insurance at that 
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time. They trusted me, and I very much enjoyed earning 
their trust. I was a very friendly person and not afraid to be 
very assertive if I felt that I could help someone with their 

. insurance needs. I'll tell you one story that comes to mind 

My husband had to deliver a policy on a Sunday 
morning, but he didn't feel well. I didn't drive but l 
said I' d do it for him. I took the subway to the Lower 
East Side to deliver the policy. On the way back, I got 
a big cramp in my stomach. I thought maybe it was just 
from excitement, but it was hurting me a great deal, so 
I went to a drug store and asked them where I could 
see the doctor. They sent me around the corner, where 
I walked up four flights, and there were no elevators at 
that time. By the time I reached the doctor, my stomach 
was hurting very badly. He examined me and told me 

. that I had appendicitis and needed immediate surgery 
I protested - I was not prepared for this idea! So then 
he agreed, that I could wait awhile, and l promised him 
that I would go to the hospital if the cramps got much 
worse. I called a taxi and went home to my husband, and 

. luckily, the incident passed with no surgery necessary 

, One week later, I went back to visit the doctor again 
, but this time, l was not coming as a patient, but rather 

as a life insurance agent. He liked me very much and he 
bought a life insurance and an income replacement policy 

als, so חfrom me. Our business was built up through refe 
when we were finished, I said to him, 'I would appreciate 
it if you would give me a few leads.' He went to his safe and 
pulled out his files and gave me 15,20 leads. Can I tell you, I 
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als, because they aU זדewrote a policy on every single one of tlwse ref 
felt, if the doctor trusted me, they could. This is how Yitzchok 

. build such a successful business סand l were able t 

, During the early years of our life insurance business 
when Asher was a teenager, we lived at 712 Crown 

, Street in Crown Heights. Right above us lived an absent 
. turn off the water סminded woman who always forgot t 

One day, after she had flooded our apartment for the 
, fourth time, the Super, an lrish man who respected us 
, said, 'Mrs. Schonkopf, you pay 139 dollars a month 

that was a lot of money at that time); you have to ( 
'? tolerate this four times 

We started looking for a new place to live. We saw 
an advertisement in the newspaper for a house in 
Boro Park, and it sounded so good after talking to the 
broker, we almost bought it over the phone. As soon 
as Yitzchok saw it, his architect mind was working 
full,time and he could imagine how beautiful this 
house, which needed a lot of work, could become. We 
bought it for approximately 50,000 dollars, in 1976. l 
remember that the price quoted in the newspaper was 
20,000 less than the actual price. They tricked us into 
looking at the house with a ridiculous price, and then 
added twenty thousand more to the sales price if we 
wanted to buy it. Yitzchok was hesitant, but we really 
wanted this house, and so we bought it anyway. Many 
years later we sold it to the Bobov yeshiva at a discount 
and thru that we developed a special relationship with 
the Rebbe and Rebbetzin. 
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During all of these years, we always made Asher' s 
religious education a priority. He went to many yeshivas, 
and after his bar mitzvah, he boarded at yeshivas, first 
in Telz in Cleveland, and then later at the Yeshiva of 
Philadelphia. Although we missed him very much during 
his absences from home, we would never consider any 
other option than providing him with the best religious 
and secular education we were capable of providing him. 
Asher was a brilliant, motivated student, and he always 
gave Yitzchok and me much nachas. 

When Asher became 18, he was very capable, and he 
took the general life insurance examination, passed it well, 
and then worked for four years with us in the business. 
He did very well, but all of the years we were raising him 
he saw that we worked so hard, late into the night, and he 
decided to make his pamassa in another way. 

Asher married Tova Goldfinger in 1967 and they 
lived for one year in New York, and then returned to live 

r special וt סin lsrael. They blessed Yitzchok and me with 
grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. These are the 

: names of my precious family from Asher 

Racheli, Asher's oldest daughter, married Ely Tendler 
and their children are: Yossi, Ari, Sima, Leora, and Yitzy. 
Racheli and Ely live in Lawrence, NY. 

Chanie, Asher' s daughter, married Moshe Herskovitz 
and their children are: Yossi and Racheli. Chanie lost her 
husband, Moshe in 2003, and she and her children live 
in Lawrence, NY. 
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Yossie, Asher's only son, married Gitty Rosenberg 
and their children are: Shira, Shmuel, Devorah, Penina, 
and Elisheva. Yossie and Gitty live in Lawrence, NY. 

Asher' s next daughter, Rivi, married Binyamin Ganz, 
and their children are Yitzchak, Yaakov and Yehuda. Rivi 
and Binyamin live in Far Rockaway, NY. 

Miri, the youngest, lives at home with Asher and 
Tova. 

. 2001 Asher and Tova moved to Lawrence, NY in 

, 1996 , When l lost my beloved husband on 17 Teves 
l continued living for five more years in Boro Park, and 

. sell the house סthen a good opportunity came for me t 
lt was too big for me to handle as a widow, and l wanted 
to be closer to my family, but Asher didn't want me to 
sell anything until l had a place of my own. So on the 

, same day, we bought an apartment for me in Lawrence 
my family, and sold the Boro Park house! Such a סclose t 

noble act, the way Asher made sure that everything was 
settled for me on one day. The mitzvah of Kibud av v' aym 

. him, and he lives this mitzvah every day סis very dear t 
No mother could be treated better than l am by Asher; it 

. is not possible 

, 2001 l moved into my apartment in Lawrence in 
and now half the year l enjoy being close to my family in 
Lawrence, and the other half of the year l appreciate the 
warm weather and my apartment in Miami. We purchased 
two apartments in the same building in Miami so that 
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my children סthere would be a place to stay available t 
and grandchildren when they visit. Baruch Hashem, they 
take advantage of this opportunity often. My Miami 
apartment is a replica of my Lawrence one, with family 
memorabilia and photographs and sentimental items all 
around me. My sister, Chanie. spends part of the winter 

. in Miami as well, and I have good friends there 

, My sister, Piri immigrated from Romania to France 
and then to Prague after we had already left. Then 

Boston, because Piri's סeventually, they immigrated t 
. husband, Shmilku got a job in a textile factory there 

She adjusted very well. We would get together every so 
often when Piri was able to visit us in NY. Piri passed 
away in 1992 and my brother in law passed away shortly 

. before that 

ied in Prague, another חZisu, my sister,in,law, ma 
survivor from Chezkslovakia, Frank Bergida, who had 
lost his wife and children in the war. They moved to 
Montreal, and we tried to see them quite often because 
it was a car,ride, and sometimes, Yitzchok would come 
home from shul in the morning on Friday, and he would 
say, 'Do you want to take a ride to Montreal?' We didn't 

. want to be a burden, so we would bring our own food 
, Zisu had three children. She lost her husband a year ago 

in his early nineties, and she is still alive at the time of 
. this writing, living in Toronto, Baruch Hashem 

I still feel the loneliness of being a widow; there isn't 
a day that I don't grieve the loss of my dear husband. But 
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l also consider myself very fortunate that l am truly never 
alone. Hashem is very near to me, and always has been, and 
all l have to do is close my eyes and l can feel the presence 
of my mother and father, Z'l, as well. Every moming, in my 
prayer, l bring them close to me. l hear my father saying his 
tehiUim. l feel my mother' s hug and l see her beautiful face. l 

ounded by their חhear the voices of my siblings, and l feel su 
souls. My family was ripped from me in the physical, but l 
want you to know, l am still very much connected to them 

. in the spiritual and in my heart 

l would suppose that one ends a memoir with 
thoughts about what l would want Asher and Tova, my 
grandchildren and great grandchildren to know, my 

. message to them, so to speak 

What can l say? Truthfully, this part of the book is 
not really necessary. That is, because l have always been 
so close to my family, they know this already. They know 
that all that really matters is to be close to one's family 
and to do chesed as often as possible, and to be a kiddush 
Hashem in the world. ., 

They know that l have always thought it was vital to 
be elegant and refined and presentable in public, and 
to dress and behave like the royalty that Hashem has 

. bestowed upon us 

iage with a partner who חThey know that a loving ma 
is Torah observant, with fine midos, is the bedrock of 

. any home 

My family has seen me pray every day, and they know 
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that tehillim is near to my lips and that of my father's. 
There is no problem that can be solved alone, only 
through Hashem's help, and they have seen me pray to 
Hashem for help with all things, big and small. 

They know that Hashem has blessed our family with 
one miracle after another, and therefore, they have a 
responsibility, and an opportunity, to make the most of 
the brachos we have received, and to carry on the Torah 
we have inherited from their ancestors. My family's 
honor lives through them, and my parents' lessons are 
still alive in the fourth, and fifth and sixth generation 
and beyond. 

Above all else, this is what l want my family to 
understand about me, and about my life: 

l have never taken one minute of my life for granted. 
l have never stopped thanking Hashem for His blessings 
in our life, especially the privilege to raise Asher with 
my husband, Yitzchok. l have never stopped crying over 
the loss of my family, and l never will. But l hope l have 
not allowed my grief to stop myself from living my life to 
the fullest. Quite the opposite. l have tried to make the 
most of every minute, of every breath l take, to make a 
difference, to continue my parents' good works, to give 
my family and friends chizzuk, to be a kiddush Hashem. 
l have, B'ezras Hashem, made over 40 shidduchim in my 
lifetime, including my very own beloved niece, Bashi, 
who has, with her husband, Dov (Burt) Goldbaum, 
brought 11 beautiful children into the world. May all of 
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these couples l have brought together, B'ezras Hashem, 
build lives centered around Torah and love of G..d and 
one another. 

l love every member of my family unconditionally. 
l know that they love me. And, l know that Hashem 
loves my family and me as well. This is not a belief. 
This is a knowing, as much as l know that my name is 
Esther Bella Schonkopf. 

May Hashem be with you always and may you stay in 
good health and follow in the footsteps of our family. 
l hope you all live in love, affection with one another, 
without jealousy, and have success, peace, and shalom. 
Never question Q,d's ways, or doubt the existence of 
Hashem. Hashem has a plan, and Hashgacha pratis 
works in unforeseen ways. Our family story is all the 
proof you will ever need that Hashem is the guiding 
force in our lives. 

ln the telling of my story, there are no words adequate 
to tell it all. But hopefully these words are sufficient to 
give you our family' s legacy, so that you may carry it 
forward for generations to come. 
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Asher age 8 in America. 
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Asher and Yitzchok. 
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Asher age 8 in America. 
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At Asher's Bar Mitzva with Zicu and Ferri Bergida and their son Vowi. 

Esther with her sister Chanie at the Bar Mitzvah of Yanky Deutsch. 

Also seen are the four sisters. 
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. aduating high school in Philadelphia Yeshiva זgAsher 
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Rec.eiving lwnor 
in high school 
graduation. Asher 
was Valedictarian. 
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Asher graduating Brooklyn 
Coll.ege, with Esther. 
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Asher and Tova at their wedding. 
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, ther זrw f Tova is her סthe right סAsher and Tova at their wedding, t 
. f Asher is Esther and Zisu סrah, left סT ziPP 

Asher and Tova with Tova's parents at their wedding. 
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Asher with his father-in-law, Yosef Goldfinger, dancing at his wedding. 

m fזo At the wedding of Asher and Tova. Moshe Stem (son of Rafuel), 4th 
. right, Sara Hoffman (daughter of Libu Berkowitz) second lady from l.eft 
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With sister Chanie 
at Asher and Tova's 

wedding, 1967. 

With Zicu by .Asher and Tova's wedding. 

199 



There are No Words 

Rabbi Sheinberg at the wedding. Asher leamed in his Yeshiva in Brooklyn. 
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Asher and T ooa with Yitzclwk, Esther and Yosef Goldfinger. 

. a Goldfinger pסr Esther with mechutanim, Yosef and T zi 
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Tova with her in-laws at the KoseL 

Yitzchok and Esther at the head, with Hershi and Chanie Deutsch. 
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. Piri, Esther's sister, is sitting 
Esther is a cousin from London -]oseph. סtStanding next 

Esther with sister Chanie and Rebbetzin Shifra Tendl.er, a close friend and 
machetenste, at Racheli and Ely's Sheva Braclws. 
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At Racheli and Ely's 
. 1989 s סhSheva Brac 

, k dancing with Ely Tend/.er wlw married his oldest granddaughter סhYitzc 
. 1989 , Racheli 
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Yossie Schonkopfs Bar Mitzvah, 1989. 
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Esther and Yitzdwk at their 
granddaughter's wedding, 

Chani-]une 1993. 
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Yitzchok and Esther with Moshe and Chanie Herskovitz at their engagement 
(1993). 

Yitzchok and Esther with (right to kft) Yossi Tendler, Yossi 

Herskovitz and Ari Tendler, at their home in Miami. 
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Gmndson Moshe with Yitzchok and Esther. 

At a family simcha. 
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Esther with her family at Yossie Herskovitz Bar Mitzvah, 2007. 

Hershie and Chanie Deutsch and family at a Dividowitz wedding. 



America and Beyond 

Chanie and Hershie. 
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Bergida at a Sei.denfeld wedding. Also seen are their children iדדeZicu and F 
. Vowi, Gracy and Ruthy with their families -

 dler Asher with Rebbetzin Feinstein and Shifra Teח.
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Bella and her sister, Chanie. 

Esther's great grandchi/dren. 
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eוtdlm 8 & 8 : Cfi;mn 

בס"ד

 .אניוןיריםמאשפותדל,מעפרמקימי

 .עמונדיביעםנדיבים,עםלהרשיני

, He raises up the poor from the dust 
. from the trash heaps He lifts up the needy 

. To seat them with nobles, with the nobles of H is people 

These words are familiar to all of us , they typically are the 
. first words chanted by the Chazan at the opening of Hallel 
, lndeed, they capture the essence of Hallel - our motivation 

110 - our obligation, to praise and give thanks to Hakodosh 
Boruch Hu for delivering us time and time again from the 
clutches of destruction. Debuted initially on the shores of 
the Yam Suf, we are told that 

תנאשלאוצרהצרהכלרעלופרקפרקכלעלאותר
אומריםשיחרלישראללהםתיקנושניניהםנביאים
 .גאולתןעלאותראומריםרלכשנגאליןלישראלעליהם

On a national level, we surely appreciate how the Yad Hashem 
our history -נדיביםto דלמעפרhas taken us from the extremes of 

is replete with subjugation and "golden eras." But on a personal 
ence. T o experience first hand both חlevel, it is a far rarer occu 

a evidences a level of Hashgacha Pratis that זgtotei ara and rama ti 
. to Hashem והודאהשנחdemands a unique form of 

Of the very few from among the countless salvations 
saw fit to commemorate חז"לexperienced by our nation that 

during our national calendar, it is only Purim that highlights 
As part of Hashem delivering us from .היהודיםאתמנשאים

the grasp of one of the original "final" solutions, we were 
entitled as individuals to experience a return to an apex and 
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not just climb out of a trough. Yet, on Purim, we don't recite 
the traditional Hallel. Rather, we read the story of Purim 

 as recorded in Megilas Esther, because ,הלילאזוקרייתא-
. recounting the story is the ultimate form of singing Hallel 

None of us are in a position to fathom the depths 
, of Churban that Ma - our Queen Esther - experienced 

these seem like sugar coated code -אניוןאשפות, ,דל.עפר
words compared to what we know happened during those 

ible years. But if there ever was a story that was foretold חte 
by the words 

אניון.יריםמאשפותדל,מעפרמקימי

 .עמונדיביעםנדיבים,עםלהושיני

. it is Ma's story on the pages that follow 

ors of a lost generation and raise new חT o have lived the ho 
; generations built on the same values of Torah and Chesed 

To mourn the loss of family and celebrate its wondrous 
; rebirth 

To have lost everything there is to lose and to find 
; everything worth having 

ounded חTo go from being "a number" to not just be su 
but to define the meaning of nobility for everyone נדיבים,by 

; fortunate to know her 

To constancly feel the intensity of the love of parents and 
siblings absent so many years and to shower that same love on 
children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren that cherish 
seeing or talking to her every single day - these incomprehensible 
contrasts both wondrously define Ma and are the type of unique 

. ed to by those words of Hallel חChasodim refe 

. But nothing defines Ma more than her name - Ma 

Although blessed with an only child, she gave life to 
him three times - twice physically, at childbirth and at the 
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far more painfL1l "separation," and spiritL1ally, through pain 
and sacrifice that insL1red that an llan worthy of his ancestry 
would take strong root in the spiritual wasteland of post-War 

 America. And as a result, two more generationsולתפארתלפאר
are indescribably fortunate to have her as our Ma - to be 

 mothered, spoiled, educated, and loved as only Ma ca1.ן

 How fortu11ate are we that Ma, together with Oeddy,ז"ל
who we all miss so very much, took care of LIS, whether dL1ring 
the long summers in Brooklyn or when they would move in to 

? our home in lsrael to give our parents a much needed break 

How excited are we when we get one of her "letters" on special 
occasions (or for no reason at all), always containing heartfelt 

? and moving wishes - as well as some form of legal tender 

How motivated to succeed are we by the shini11g example 
, Ma has set for all of us, tur11ing every challenge into a triL1mph 
? every Nissayon into an opportunity to draw closer to Hashem 

And who among us does11't feel her constant love and 
, co11cern - not only for her progeny, but for her exte11ded family 

friends and even strangers? Her love for her sisters and their 
and ןfamilies is the epitome of what a sibling relationship ca1 

should be. Her desire to help anyone in need makes us feel 
so inadequate - she probably made more shiduchim tha11 most 
successful professional shadchanim! Yet, Ma' s sole motivation is 

ity to experience ןto do a chesed and give everyone the opportu1 
. the type of warmth and love that she so elegantly represents 

הללרי-השמחההבניםאםהביתעקרתמושיבי

lt is not just Ma, but each of us, who must sing out in Hallel 
to Hashem. 

הלילאזרקרייתא

Eli and Racheli Tendler, Yossi, 
Ari, Sima, Leora and Yitzy 
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Cfi;mn"~ 
Expressions of Love and Regard 

from the Herskowitz Family 

Ma - you are our Queen and the matriarch of our 
family, always standing tall with strength and regalness. 
We have always called you "Ma", and Yitzchok, "Deddi", 
because we are so close to you. 

When 1 was growing up 1 remember you always talking 
about your family and the churban you went through 
and Deddi, A'H, a noble man, used to get up from the 
table quietly and return when the conversation is over. 1 
couldn't understand why he always left, but my parents 
told me that he doesn't want to talk about what he went 
through, however, he understood that you had to talk 
about it, and you had such respect for one another, he 
made it okay with himself. 

lt wasn't till years later, when we were in Florida for 
Pesach, when you rose in the middle of the seder and 
told us that we must publicize the nissim that happened 
to our family and write it down so the future generations 
will know and remember, that you started .to write your 
short memoir and distributed it to the family. Years then 
went by before we found an author to write your more 
complete memoir, and all these years, we knew that your 
strongest wish was that your full story would be told. All 
our life you have done an amazing job bringing to life 
our great grandparents and great aunts and uncle so well, 
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we feel like we know them. Now, with this book, you 
will ensure that future generations will have your book to 
treasure, and your stories to bring your family to life for 

. all time. Ma, you are the bridge between generations 

Ma, l have a favorite memory, among many, which l 
would like to share with you; it makes so clear the incredible 
connection you have with HaKadosh Barnch Hu. About 
two years ago we were in the country for Shabbos and it 
was pouring on Friday afternoon. When I went to get you 
for the seudah you told me, 'l was davening to Hashem that 
the rain should stop and men should walk to shul without 
tzaar, and I see that it stopped raining, so since Hashem is 

'! listening to me, I went on with my list and kept davening 
, year ן,This is you, Ma, always davening. This past Shabbos 

old Yaakov saw you davening, so he took a siddur and sat next 
to you to daven because he wanted to emulate you! We all 
want to emulate you and daven with the same kavana and 

. bitac1wn you always show us 

, When Deddi was sick my dear husband, Moshe A''H 
. gave you a sefer tehilim and you use this sefer all the time 

Moshe inscribed to you that you're your tefillot should be 
as if Dovid Hamelech prayed them himself. After Moshe 
was niftar, I asked you to tell me how you managed to 
have such emunah and bitac1wn after all that you saw and 
experienced. You answered with a smile and said that 
when you and Deddi were released from Auschwitz, and 
you saw Deddi the first time at your reunion, the first 
question you asked him was, "Are you still frum?', and 

'! when he answered, 'Yes, of course I am!', you said "Good 
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? lf you didn't have questions then, how can l 

The Kloizenburg rebbe told a chassid in search of a 
acha that he should go to shul and look at any person lכr 

that has a number on his arm and puts tefillin ask him for 
achas, and Deddi's, for our family, that lכr acha. Your lכr a 

, come every day, for every occasion, worry, or concern 
have given me, and all of our family such chizzuk. You are 
always reminding us that Hashem has a plan, and even if 

. we don't know what it is, we daven to Him all the time 

Ma, although we all know and treasure your serious 
side - the way you are always praying every spare moment 
you have, we also love your fun,loving side - the way 
you feed us, and send us "love letters", and never miss a 
simcha, and the way the family dances around you and 
Aunt Anush, and the way you always say to me, 'pinch 
me and tell me this is real, is this is a dream? Who would 

'! believe we would survive to see this 

Yes, this is all real, Ma. You and your sisters, the Rubin 
girls, rebuilt beautiful families ken ayin hara, and you are 
enjoying the nachas. We, your children and grandchildren 
and great grandchildren have the tremendous zechus to 

! learn so much from you 

Here is a special message from one of your dear great--
grandchildren, Yossi, who wanted to share with you his 
feelings for this book: (lf we had room and time, all the other 

)! great grandchildren would have written something as well 

Ma, who would ever think that two people who survived 
ng out such an illustrious family? But 1 can lכri the war would 
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see this answer in this question when 1 walk with you on most 
shabbosim and motzai Shabbos. 1 see that you gained a sense 
of discipline and respect you leamed you're your parents and 

. you've passed it on to your children and grandchildren 

After my father A"H's petirah, 1 was constantly told to take 
his example and bring it into my future, just like 1 see that you 
and Deddi have done. The photos all over your walls remind 
us of what you've gone through to raise our family, and set 
an example for us today. Your bracha is so meaningful and 
irreplaceable. All these years, it has always been a pleasure 

. ehensible זpbeing around you. Your love for all of us is incom 
be with you ad meha viesrim סThank you Ma, and 1 hope t 

! shanah, amen 

. Love, Yossi Herskovitz 

 Ma, my bracha to you is that we should continue tס
have the zechus of sharing every Shabbos together in 

!!! 120 gezunt and lots of nachas from all of us 'till 

, With lots of love and admiration 

Chani, Yossi and Racheli Herskovitz 

thank סP.S: l would like to take this opportunity t 
my brother Yossi for spending countless hours on this 

. project and ensuring its success 

Last but not least, thank you, Azriela, our newest 
honorary family member. Your talent, wisdom, caring 
and patience made this book happen. I' m proud to be 

! the shadchan who brought you together with Ma 
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~"~ 
ROY AL LEGACY 

lt was a few months after "Ma" moved from Brooklyn 
accompany her back סto Lawrence, and 1 was privileged t 

Park to attend to some business. lt was before ~ to Boro 
a Yom Tov, the streets were hectic and we went into a 
hardware store to fetch some items she needed. You can 
imagine the rushed atmosphere in this overcrowded 
store. The owner was in three places at once, checking 

. people out, answering questions and ordering his staff 
Ma needed some help from the storeowner and tried 
catching his attention. First he was hurried, but as soon 

. as he started dealing with her, his demeanor changed 
lt is as if he suddenly felt he was dealing with someone 
special - with a Bas Melech. For some reason it hit me 
then that my Ma is really an unusual person. Her persona 
is one of aristocracy and dignity and when one deals with 
her one can feel an intangible feeling of standing in the 

. presence of greatness and respectability 

True beauty is a science in contrasts. Be it in a blending 
of different notes in music, or varying pigments in a 
painting. ln humans, true beauty is defined by blending 
of the greatest contrast that exists - the one of the spiritual 
mind and the physical body. lt is that sense of beauty that 
people sense in Ma. This is what is meant when Rashi 
says that Sarah lmeinu was called Yisca, because people 
were enamored by her beauty and saw through her body 
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and into her spirit. When looking at and interacting with 
Sarah lmeinu, they felt the presence of something higher 

. and more refined 

ated when my wife and l hosted זtThis, to me, was illus 
Ma twice on Yom Kippur and l remember my wife being 
amazed (besides for Ma knowing more people in Shul than 
we do) how taken people were by her personality. lt drove 
home that when one represents a connection to a past more 
dignified, and then sacrifices to continue that legacy, people 

. notice and gain respect for what he or she represents 

To impart this sense of loftiness to my kids, l often 
tell them another story l had with Ma. One summer, l 
went with camp to Dorney Park and there l won a prize 
playing one of the amusement park games. The prize was 
a framed picture of a famous basketball player (that years 

.)" later was found to have conduct that was "un,becoming 
When l came home from camp, l placed the picture 
proudly on a dresser in my room, which was adjacent to 
Ma's and Dedi's room (we spent summers visiting from 
lsrael and living in their house). When she came in to 
the room and saw the picture, the look in her eyes was all 
l needed to know this is not something we do. We are the 
people of the book", a people that respect wisdom and " 

spiritual pursuit, and idolizing a professional ball player 
. is beneath our dignity 

Yes indeed, when one stands in front of great spiritual 
greatness, one can automatically sense that certain things 
just don't belong. This to me is what Ma and Deddi A''H 

. are all about 
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ln the publication of this book, l was a liaison between 
the family, the writers and the various personalities that 
critiqued and advised on the book. Through this honor, 
l came to experience, and witness in others, a strong love 
and willingness to do anything to help Ma make this 
dream - her memoirs , come true. We are all so grateful 
to be a part of this very important work. 

Yossie and Gitty Schonkopf 
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~"$~~~ 
REFLECTIONS 

Our grandmother has written a memoir about a period 
of time in her life, and in the life of the Jewish people, 
that people of our generation can only understand enough 
about to realize that we really don't understand at all. lt 
would, therefore, be entirely unjustified for us to write 
anything about that period in our history. But in reality, 
this book is not about that exceptionally terrible time in 
our long and arduous journey through the Oiaspora. This 
book is not a book about the Holocaust, anti,Semitism or 
about tragedy in general. lt isn't even a book about the 
ability of man to triumph over tragedy. No, this book is 
about a romance. lt is about the love between a woman 
and her Creator as depicted by King Solomon in the Song 
of Songs and characterized by the statement that, "l am my 
Beloved's and my Beloved is mine." 

When one meets "Ma" he or she immediately recognizes 
in her the traits that are so characteristic of the pure souls 
who managed to come out of Holocaust battered but far 
from broken. These were the heroes who promised G,d 
and themselves that their families' deaths would not be in 
vain. They would not allow Hitler to follow them across the 
Atlantic. They would recreate, to the best of their abilities, 
the way of life taught to them by their parents, in a world 
lost but not forgotten. 

Ma is to her Beloved It can be seen in the way she 
davens slowly and with concentration. She is the first to shul, 
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and if she has spare time she spends it reading inspiring 
stories and divrei Torah, or by saying Tehillim. We can't 
remember ever seeing Ma reading a novel. She doesn't have 
time for unimportant trivialities. She has made dozens of 
shidduchim and is singularly focused on what she can do for 
others. Ma and her husband, Yitzchok saw to it that the 
most important goal of their lives would be to send their 
one and only son to the best yeshivas that America had to 
offer. She carries with her every day a basic trust in 0-d 
that everything He has done and will do is for her ultimate 
benefit. 

Her Beloved is to her. 0-d chose to save mother and 
father and child from a world where entire cities disappeared 
in fiery smoke and mile-wide graves. He placed them in 
New York with her sisters and their families whom He also 
hand-picked for survival. He helped them manage in a 
strange land, and held their hands as they raised their only 
son in a brave new world to live according to the millennia­
old Torah that many hoped had perished along with its 
adherents. He rewarded her with grandchildren and then 
great-grandchildren whom she sees continuing in her path. 
Most of all, He continuously gives her the satisfaction of 
knowing that He loves her as much as she loves Him. 

lt is our distinct honor to have a grandmother of Ma's 
stature. She continues every day to be a role model for us, 
as well as for our children. lt is our hope that this book will 
not only shed light on the world that was and on the cruelty 
that befell it, but that it will also illuminate the tremendous 
goodness that 0-d bestows on those who truly love Him. 

Rivi and Benjamin Ganz 
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SENllMENTS 

What can 1 say about Ma that you won't already know 
from reading her memoirs, or the letters written by other 
family members? 

Maybe this .. . 

All holocaust survivors have their story to share. 
Some people want to share the horrors with the younger 
generation either because it' s therapeutic to get it off their 
chests or because they want to impart to their children 
and grandchildren that despite the hurt and suffering 
they endured, they were able to rebuild their lives, and 
their faith in Hashem never wavered. 

Ma may have had all of those reasons and more for 
writing this memoir, but she is unique in that she always 
focused on the positive, on the nissim that Hashem 
granted her during the war, and, as you will read in her 
memoir, Ma singularly focuses on the beautiful life she 
had prior to the war, and the one she has built after it. 

Ma is always talking about how much Hashem has 
done for her. 1 don't know if she realizes how much she 
has done, in turn, for each of us. 

After all she suffered, the legacy she leaves us is not 
one of bitterness and anger, but one of love for Hashem 
and an appreciation for every moment of her life. She is 
entitled to be angry after all she has gone through, but she 
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won't waste her life with this kind of bitterness. lnstead, 
Ma always looks forward and is grateful for everything 
she has, without dwelling on her pain or the past. 

l have yet to meet anyone with as much bitachon as Ma; 
the way she davens and says tehillim fervently and with 
intense kavanah is something to be envied. Ma always 
says, 'l spoke to Hashem and he will answer me.' That' s 
how strong her connection with Hashem is. Whether she 
is feeding anyone who comes to her apartment, so that 
she can hear another bracha, or she is patiently playing 
Rummikub for hours with her youngest grandchildren, 
what pours out of Ma is love, constant love. 

Ma never forgets any special occasions in the family. 
Without fail we all receive a "letter" in the mail on all 
Birthdays, Anniversaries, Graduations and sometimes 
for no specific reason at all. ln camp, l would receive a 
letter almost every day from Ma with a warm note and a 
dollar for "a cold drink." Perhaps this level of attention 
might be expected from a grandmother, but Ma always 
goes beyond the norm. We grandchildren always joke 
with her, 'Ma, who is the favorite?' We are all absolutely 
sure that we are it. 

ln her special way, Ma has brought her parents, 
"Papa" and "Mama," so alive to us that we all feel, even 
the youngest great,grandchildren, like we know them. 
We even ask her - who am l more like? Papa or Mama? 
ln addition, the beautiful deep and respectful marriage 
of Ma and Deddy A''H, was something we all wish to 
emulate. Together they built and then rebuilt their lives 
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and never faltered in their faith in Hashem and mankind, 
and their love for one another. 

Ma named this book, "There are no words." l believe 
she meant that there are no words to really describe the 
ordeal she suffered, or the loss to her of her family being 
murdered by the Nazis. l wish to borrow that phrase if l 
may for this writing. 

Ma ~ there are no words meaningful enough to really 
express how l feel about you. l am incredibly proud to be 
your granddaughter. 

With love and admiration, Miri 
(Ma's favorite grandchild, if you know what 1 mean". ) 
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About my sister, Chanie, and Mr. Deutsch 

Love, Esther 

Yitzchok and l were always so close to my sister, Chanie, 
(Mrs. Oeutsch), and her husband, Mr. Deutsch. I want to 
make a special comment on this closeness, so that you will 
fully understand from where l believe it comes. 

Chanie and l talk every day, often two or three times 
a day; our lives intertwined like the strings in a licorice 
candy. lt' s not just my sister and I who are close. We 
were always a very, very close,knit family, and it all started 
with my beloved parents, Z'L, and it continues into the 
next generation, with my children as close to me and to 
Chanie, as l was once to my own mother and father. 

I must tell you, l don't feel a separation between 
Chanie' s children from my own. They are all my children 
and grandchildren. When Asher was a small baby, living 
temporarily with Mr. Oeutsch and my sister, and awaiting 
my retum from the war, my sister treated him with the same 
attention as her Bashi. Sometimes, ifboth of them were crying, 
she would run to him first, because her heart felt pain for 
him, this small baby without his mother and father. When, 
later in life, Hashem blessed Chanie with five children, and 
one of them had a spelling bee and she couldn' t be there, l 
was there, a substitute mom, almost as close as she was. 

lt would be easy to presume that Chanie and l are 
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so close because we were the sole survivors of the Nazi 
atrocities (along with our beloved sister, Piri, who was 
living in Romania and thus escaped from the holocaust). 
Although certainly this experience is something we lived 
through together, and yes of course, it brought us even 
closer, this is not the whole story, or even, the most 
important part of our story. 

Our closeness really came from the way our parents 
raised all of us. Why is it that some family members can't 
be close to one another? Our parents gave Chanie and 
me the tools to manage the worst stress in life, without 
losing our minds. We have always known what is really 
important. We understand that what really matters in 
life, is what is inside a person, not the superficial. Family 
is first. Family is everything. · 

They say, 'You can see from the children the home 
from where they come.' lf my sister and l have merited 
having a beautiful relationship with each other, and with 
our husbands and our children, it is a reflection of the 
home from where we came. l see that our children are 
raising our grandchildren in the same way. They love 
seeing one another at simchas, and Chanie and l are 
so happy to see how much they love one another. They 
were raised in America, but we know that they will never 
be 100 percent American. Every day, when we see our 
beautiful family growing and flourishing, we see our 
beloved mother and father, smiling from the heavens, 
with tremendous nachas. 

Bella Esther Schonkopl 
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my sister Esther's 1,ע"ה knew Yitzchok Schonkopf 
. husband, well 

We became acquainted whe11 1 got married. He was my 
husband Hershi' s cousi11. He was the nicest, best person. So 
1 wa11ted him as my brother-in-law, and he and Esther were 

. married. We were a very close family a11d we loved him dearly 

. Life was beautiful until the Holocaust 

ost of our family in the וl'm sorry to say that we lost n 
my brother ע"ה,Holocaust. These included our dear parents 

, Asher, his wife Helen and their three children, my sister Leah 
her husband Dovid and their six children, and my sisters 

. Shifra and Dvora 

We resun1ed a "normal" family life after liberatio11 by the 
Russian army. We reclaimed Asher from his gentile caretakers 
and initially made our home in Uzhorod. We were able to 
welcome the survivors returni11g from the concentration 
camps. Amongthem was YitzchokSchonkopf. Unfortunately, 
there was little remaining to which they could return. 

After a short time, we moved to Prague. During our 
sojourn there, we discovered through the offices of the Red 
Cross that Esther had been released by the Nazis to Sweden. 
We were all reunited in Prague. 

ln October, 1946, Hershi, Bashi and 1 immigrated to the U.SA. 

Yitzchok, Esther and Asher followed some months later. 

My sister Piri, her husband and their family eventually 
arrived in America. She and her husba11d passed away some 
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years ago. They left children and descendants living i11 
. Chicago and the New York area 

able to rebuild our lives and our families בע"הWe were 
. after The War 

With much hard work and Mazel, we attained financial 
security and succeeded in raising generations of farnily following 

 the traditions of our ancestorsוהיראההתורה.בדרך

we each derive lots of Nachas frorn our beautiful ב"ה,

. farnilies 

. 1996 , passed away in January ע"ה,Yitzchok Schonkopf 
. 2007 , passed away in February ע"ה,My husband Hershi 

, We and our farnilies maintain a close relationship. Esther 
, l and our families live with the pleasant mernories of the past 

. looking towards the future 

Chanie Deutsch 
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Love from the Goldbaum Family 

, To My Dearest Au11t Esther 

-is book רMazel tov! Mazel Tov 011 the completion of tl 
rvivor וincredible life story. As a fellow sL זaccount of yot1 רai 

me11tioned in the book, l feel privileged to add some of my 
. own thoughts and updates 

s occasions, the וerot רrelated on nun ע"הer רAs my fatl 
was watching over both our families throughout the ע 11רבש

and continuous פרטיתהשגחהs all with וwar, kept protecting t 
which enabled us all to survive the inferno as yot1ng נסים

, ilies רintact families. The Deutsch and Schonkopf you11g fan 
though only in their twenties, took on the responsibilities of 
the lost older generation, helping ma11y other lone survivors 

, ild their shattered lives, feeding them, helping them וrebt 
 marrying them off and rebuilding families andישראל.כלל

After coming to America, you all co11tinued buildi11g your 
ow11 lives and families while always helping others too in 

 every way you cס t1ld. And theע 11רבש sent hisדשמיא,סיעתא
obviously approving of the way his ha11d-picked messengers 

, with ki11dness, grace, compassio11 תפקידwere doing their 
. generosity, responsibility and success 

As much as you did for all the people, yot1 were always there 
especially for your own extended family. You felt an obligation 
to continue the traditions with which you were raised and to 
impart to the younger generations an appreciation of where 
we come from, what your parents and grandpare11ts tat1ght 
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you, how they raised you and how we all have to continue to 
. lead our lives with those same values 

, You and my parents were always helping each other 
. acting as surrogate grandparents to each other's children 
, My siblings and l benefited greatly from all your kindness 

wisdom, compassion and generosity. You helped us even 
before we knew we needed it. You took us shopping, invited 

and gave us one on one attention. You made שבתus for 
my shidduch with my dear husband, Dov Goldbaum. You 
really are responsible for the beautiful family, children and 

to have. You used your זוכהthat were ה 11קעgrandchildren 
contacts to help us get established in the travel business which 

also involves some of our grown children. So you ד 11בסnow 
are really responsible for our Parnassah too. How can we 
ever thank you enough! And l know you helped many other 
ews, made many other shiduchim, provided financial and } 

emotional support to so many other people and institutions 
in your quiet way, without publicizing your chesed or seeking 

. acknowledgement 

l know l'm speaking on behalf of the entire extended 
, Deutsch family, all the Goldbaums, Deutsches, Liebermans 

Davidowitzes and Solomons. We wish you many, many more 
happy, healthy, years together with the whole family with 

always. We feel טובוכלוהצלחה,ברכהנחת,אידישעשמחות
honored and privileged to be part of your family! We love 

! you! You're one of a kind 

Love, Dov and Bashi Goldbaum & lamily 
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, y" • mim,le. futh« Bell, S,honkopf <ס" ,'><< <Viv •8סvery holoe>u<t 
incredible life-story is no exception. 8t1t what becomes eminently clear from 
her moving story is that it isn't any one miracle that saved her family's life. lt 

. many to count ססwas one miracle after another, and another, and another - t 
So many moments to be grateful for, rhere truly are "No Words" that can 

atitude for her life, and that of her זgadequately express Mrs. Schonkopfs 
ead her story without seeing rhe hand of זsurviving family. One cannot 

Hashem guiding her every step. And, one cannot n1eet Esther's esteemed and 
 ho\y parents, (through her stoז y) and not mouז n over the devastating loss tס

Esther, of her beloved family members who died al Kiddush Hashem at the 
". hands of the Nazis. There surely are "No Words 
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