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INTRODUCTIONS



Gideon Taylor

President of the Claims Conference,

with Righteous Rescuer Bronistawa Bakun

ronistawa Bakun lives near the small village of Jan6w, Sokdtka, in Northeast

Poland, the former shtetl from which my grandfather came. It was on a visit

that I made to the village that I first met her. She is not a Shoah Survivor; she
bears a title even more rare. She is a Righteous Rescuer. This small population of people
are non-Jews who saved the lives of Jews during the Shoah, risking their own lives and
the lives of their families in the process.

The round-up by the Nazis of 950 Jews from Jandw took place on November 2, 1942.
As Bronistawa describes it, “The Germans ordered the Poles to load these poor people onto
carts and take them to a transfer point, from where they were to continue on to Kietba-
sin-camp.” The fate of most of the inhabitants of Janéw was described in testimony given
in 1947 by Abraham Lipcer, aged 16, one of a small number of survivors of the shtetl.
Six weeks after the roundups, many were transported to their death in Treblinka.

My grandfather left Janéw around 1920 as a young man, aged about 16, making his
way across Europe to end up in Ireland. He left behind his parents, as well as his sister
and her family. He tried in vain to bring his niece, Mottel, to join him. A visit to Janow
in 1938 was the last time he would see them.

During my last visit in Janéw, I walked the streets where the Jews had lived, the wood-
en houses long burnt down, together with the magnificent wooden synagogue that once
stood in the former Jewish area of the village. Eighty years later, there is not much left of
the former Jewish community. After visiting the Jewish cemetery, we heard of an older
woman whose family had helped the Jews of the town during the Shoah. We arranged to
meet her, and after a drive through rolling hills, we pulled up to a farm. A wiry woman,
Bronistawa, sitting outside the house in the sunshine greeted us with a big smile. Her
family and their neighbors managed to save six Jews from Janéw and Sokoétka.

“I never thought that for doing something good but normal, the humane thing, one can
receive any compensation in this world.” These were the words of Bronistawa upon hear-
ing that she would be recognized by the Righteous Rescuer Pension Fund of the Claims
Conference.

During the Shoah, approximately 27,000 people around the world were involved in direct
aid to Jews. Today, in 2025, only 150 of this group are still alive. The Claims Conference is
proud to be able to repay their sacrifice and maintain close and warm contacts with them.



Greg Schneider

Vice President of the Claims Conference,

with Survivor Mark Schonwetter

his album gives both a name and a face to the extraordinary courage displayed

by those who aided persecuted Jews during the Holocaust. The creation of this

album stems from the longstanding commitment of the Claims Conference
to honoring the Righteous, a commitment that dates back to the very inception of our
organization.

The Claims Conference serves as the principal negotiating body with the German gov-
ernment on matters of compensation and restitution for Holocaust survivors worldwide.
Over the decades, through our annual negotiations, we have achieved a small measure of
justice for many survivors, striving to provide them with the support and recognition they
deserve. Soon after its founding, the Claims Conference honored the Righteous Among
the Nations in various ways, acknowledging their immense bravery and moral integrity.

Shortly after its creation, the Claims Conference has upheld a commitment to honor
the Righteous as a moral and ethical act of gratitude for the unparalleled courage these
individuals demonstrated during the Shoah.

In 1963, Yad Vashem began officially recognizing individuals as Righteous Among
the Nations, a program which name originates from the literature of the Sages (Chasidei
Umot HaOlam). It describes non-Jews who came to the aid of the Jewish people in times
of need. At the same time, under the leadership of Nahum Goldmann and Saul Kagan,
the Claims Conference initiated material support for the Righteous. In 1986, the Jewish
Foundation for the Righteous was established by Rabbi Harold M. Schulweis, z'l, and
now led by Stanlee Stahl to increase aid to Righteous. After successful negotiations with
the German government, the Claims Conference now provides increased assistance to
Righteous Rescuers worldwide.

The publication of this album aligns seamlessly with yet another core mission of the
Claims Conference: to preserve the memory of the Holocaust, educate future generations
about its horrors. For years, we have worked tirelessly to achieve justice for Holocaust
victims and ensure that their stories are passed down. A fundamental part of this mission
is to illuminate the bravery and sacrifice of those who defied the Nazi regime.

This album on the Righteous Rescuers is a powerful contribution to that mission. Each
page tells the unique story of individuals who, despite the grave dangers, extended a helping
hand to Jews in hiding. These accounts describe the tremendous risks involved—sheltering
people in cellars, barns, or hidden compartments, where every moment carried the threat
of discovery. The album also underscores the extreme challenges the Righteous faced—se-
curing food, forging documents, and arranging safe passage—actions that required both
extraordinary resourcefulness and unwavering moral conviction.

This publication strengthens intergenerational dialogue, forging a link between the
past and the present. By working with institutions dedicated to Holocaust documentation,
we ensure that not only historical facts are preserved, but also the emotions, struggles,
and sacrifices that form an invaluable legacy for humanity.

The album on the Righteous Rescuers is more than a historical record; it is a lesson
for the world—one that teaches us that even in the darkest of times, there were those who

chose good over evil.



Riidiger Mahlo

Representative of the Claims Conference in Europe,

with Righteous Rescuer Janina Gutowska-Rozecka

ighteous Rescuers are a testament to human compassion and moral courage.
During history’s darkest periods, these individuals risked everything—their
own lives and the safety of their families—to save Jews persecuted by the Nazi
regime. They stood against hatred and oppression, offering hope to those facing unimag-
inable horrors. Their bravery shows that even in overwhelming darkness, individuals can
make a profound difference. Their legacy endures as a powerful example of humanity.
The history of these rescuers extends beyond the lives they saved. Their actions challenge
us to consider our own responsibility to confront hatred and injustice. They demonstrate
the courage needed to speak out, to act, and to choose empathy over apathy. These stories of
heroism are not just historical accounts but meaningful lessons of Holocaust Education that
resonate deeply with our world today, where acts of compassion and justice remain vital.
This is why the transmission of these stories are at the core of educating each and every
generation on the Holocaust. By passing on the dramatic choices righteous rescuers made
without giving in to their fear we preserve a sacred space of humanity for young people
to refer to when their time comes to choose. At the same time the stories of the righteous
rescuers sharpen our senses for the signs of intolerance and hatred in our time, gather
our courage and stand up against it.
May these stories inspire us to build a world where courage is stronger than fear.
The legacy of the Righteous Rescuers lives on, not only in the lives they saved but in the

enduring radiance of their example.



Malgorzata Quinkenstein

Project Manager of the Claims Conference,

with Righteous Rescuer Stasé Minelgiene

he story of humanity began with an act of help. The first time our ancient an-

cestor stopped to assist an injured companion long before the Palaeolithic era,

the world gained something far more significant than mere biological progress.
That was the moment when a human became truly human. Carrying a wounded compan-
ion on their back to the safety of a cave, they acted without regard for self-preservation.
This selfless gesture transcended the instinct for survival, marking humanity’s first step
toward compassion, selflessness, and solidarity. It was the birth of the first truly human
value: the willingness to help others, even at personal risk.

At that moment, within that small cave, the story of humanity truly began. It was more
than an act of physical aid—it was a profoundly moral act that became the foundation of
our social bonds. From that simple yet powerful gesture emerged the capacity for empathy
and compassion—qualities that have defined humanity for millennia.

Today, as we reflect on our civilization and all that we have accomplished, it is worth
pausing to remember the primordial gesture that gave rise to the concept of the Righteous.
Deeply rooted in Jewish tradition, the idea of the Righteous originates from the Torah
and the idea that “The righteous are the foundation of the world.” According to this belief,
thirty-six Righteous individuals exist in every generation whose actions protect the world
from destruction. Their sacrifice, often unseen by the broader society, forms the moral
bedrock upon which humanity’s survival rests. Another piece of Jewish wisdom, recorded
in the Talmud, declares, “Whoever saves one life saves the entire world.” According to this
belief, the actions of each Righteous individual carry universal significance, for in saving
a single life, they preserve an entire generation—and sometimes, an entire community.

The album you hold in your hands is dedicated to those who carry the light of hope for
humanity. It is thanks to them that our civilization endures—not because of our ability
to build, invent, or discover, but because of our ability to help.

In our modern world filled with technology, advanced medicine, and scientific progress,
we must not forget what is most essential: our humanity. It is not defined by our progress
but by our ability to help each other. In this sense, we are all heirs to that ancient ancestor
who lifted their injured companion onto their shoulders. That moment reminds us to look
beyond ourselves and, above all, care for others. Every act of help, every hand extended in
a moment of need, carries forward that primordial gesture of compassion.

To the Righteous, I offer my deepest gratitude for the chance to speak with you and,
even if only briefly, stand in the radiance of your goodness and light. Words cannot capture
the depth of my gratitude or the magnitude of my respect for you. All I can say is that
because of people like you, the world becomes a more human place.



Benjamin Reich

Photographer, with Righteous Rescuer Maria Mikrut
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“The 11" commandment: don't be indifferent.”

Roman Kent / Marian Turski



DR. JANINA
ROSCISZEWSKA-KRAWCZYK

BORN ON JUNI 09, 1932 IN POLAND, LIVES IN POLAND









early half a century after the war ended, following the

fall of communism, the telephone rang at my parents’

house. My father answered it, but after a few seconds,
he handed the phone to me. “You talk,” he stammered with emotion.
“I can’t believe it. It must be Pawel.” The moment I heard his first words,
I recognized my brother, little Pawet and all the memories from so many
years ago flooded back. Two weeks later, Pawel arrived from Tel Aviv
and stood at our door. He fell to his knees and clutched my mother by
the legs, and we all cried our hearts out. No one felt ashamed of the
tears. From that moment on, we were a family again, together, forever.

My father, Lech Maria, discovered the Bedkowska Valley by chance
and immediately fell in love with it. He invested our entire fortune in
buying a piece of land, in Szaniec, right in the very center of the valley,
and began building a house. Our family was large, and my parents had
a strong passion for social work, which led my father to build a 20-room
house in a very affordable way, using clay and sticks. Half of the house
was for our family, while the other half served as accommodation for
summer visitors, agricultural courses, the rural housewives’ club, and
other organizations.

Our house was known not only throughout the area but also in
Krakow, where my parents had studied and lived before. Summer visitors
frequently came from the city to stay with us. However, the situation
changed drastically when Hans Frank took up residence in Wawel, and
Nazi flags began to wave ominously on the streets of the city.

The first Jews to appear in our house were the family of our friend,
Dr. Brzezinski. Soon after, others arrived. Then a ghetto was established,
Jews were restricted from moving freely, and the Germans began con-
ducting raids in our area to find those in hiding.

The first Jews to seek refuge in our home were the family of our
friend, Dr. Brzezinski. Soon after, others arrived as well. Then a ghet-
to was established, Jews were restricted from moving freely, and the

Germans began conducting raids in our area to find those in hiding.

DR. JANINA ROSCISZEWSKA-KRAWCZYK

The Bedkowska Valley is hidden between rocks and is full of caves
and forests, which makes it relatively easy to hide people there. During
raids, our mayor and other residents would intercept the Germans at
the entrance to the valley with a treat. Informants would then be sent
to our house via a shortcut. By the time the occupiers showed up at
our place, the Jews had enough time to escape and find refuge in the
caves or in the forest.

One day the Germans arrived too quickly and five Jews were on
the first floor of our house. Among them were Anna Wagner and her
son Pinchas, whom we called Pawel. While Pawel played with me in
our children’s room on the ground floor, the Germans were loading
his mother and four others onto a horse-drawn cart.

I remember one of the Germans entering our room and asking
if there were any Jews left, as he had more names on the list. I firmly
denied it, pointing to Pawel, and adding that my brother didn>t know
anything either. From that time on, we told Pawel to refer to our parents
as “Mom” and “Dad,” and I kept him occupied with play all day long
to distract him from thoughts of his own mother, as even a hint of his
distress could have endangered us all. Over time, he became a member
of our family, and even helped us in the underground, hiding other
Jews, and helping the partisans. We loved him like a brother and a son.

Right after the war, my parents learned that Anna Wagner and
the other Jews had been murdered by the Germans on the way to the
camp, and their bodies were buried in an unknown location. Despite
extensive searches, their burial place could not be found. My mother
therefore decided to officially adopt Pawel. However, being a very
honest and conscientious person, she also reported his existence to the
Red Cross, in case any of Pawebs relatives were searching for family
members. A few months after the war ended, it was discovered that
Pawebs real father was living in Palestine, where he had gone for work
before September 1939. Pawel became Pinchas again and had to leave
the Bedkowska Valley. Our farewell was full of despair, both on the
part of my parents and the boy.
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DR. JANINA ROSCISZEWSKA-KRAWCZYK

raéjus beveik pussimc¢iui mety po karo, jau zlugus komu-

nizmui, mano tévy namuose suskambo telefonas. Atsiliepé

tévas. Po keliy sekundziy, sujaudintas, perdavé ragelj man:
- ,Pakalbék tu, - vos iStaré. - A§ negaliu patikéti... Man rodos, tai
Pavelas (Pawet).“ Vos tik i§girdau pirmuosius zodzius, i$kart atpazinau
savo brolj - mazgjj Pauliuka. Visi ty laiky prisiminimai grjzo su jéga.
Po dviejy savaiciy Pavelas atskrido i§ Tel Avivo ir pasirodé prie miisy
namy dury. Jis puolé ant keliy, apkabino mamg uz kojy, ir visi pravir-
kome kaip mazi vaikai. Niekas nesigédijo aary. Vél buvome $eima.
Sikart - jau visam laikui.

Mano tévas, Lechas Marija (Lech Maria), visiskai atsitiktinai atrado
Bendkovskos slénj (lenk. Dolina Bedkowska) ir i$ karto jj jsimyléjo.
Sanece (lenk. Szaniec), pa¢iame slénio centre, jis uz visus misy $eimos
turétus pinigus nupirko Zemés ir émé savo rankomis statyti namg.
Miisy $eima buvo gausi, o tévai - ypac aktyviis visuomeninéje veikloje.
Pasitelkes paprasta, pigy statybos btidg — molj ir Sakas — tévas pastaté
dvidesimties kambariy namg. Viena jo pusé buvo skirta miasy $eimai,
kita - poilsiautojams, Zemés ukio kursams, kaimo motery rateliui ir
jvairioms organizacijoms. Apie misy namus zinojo ne tik aplinkiniai
- garsas buvo pasiekes ir Krokuva, i§ kurios buvo kile mano tévai ir
kur jie studijavo. I§ ten daznai atvykdavo sveciai ilsétis.

Viskas pasikeité, kai Hansas Frankas jsikaré Vavelio pilyje, o miesto
gatvése pradéjo grésmingai plazdéti naciy véliavos. Pirmieji zydai,
pasirode masy namuose, buvo musy biciulio, gydytojo Bzezinskio
(Brzezinski) Seima. Netrukus atvyko ir daugiau. Kai buvo jkurtas ge-
tas, zydams uzdrausta laisvai judéti, o vokie¢iai misy apylinkése émé
rengti reidus - ieSkojo besislapstanciy.

Bendkovskos slénis, jsirézes tarp uoly, pilnas urvy ir misky, buvo

puikiai tinkamas slépimuisi. Per reidus miisy burmistras ir keletas kaimo

gyventojy sulaikydavo vokiecius slénio pradzioje, vaiSindami juos ir
uzlaikydami kiek tik jmanoma ilgiau, o tuo metu per trumpesnj kelig i
miisy namus skubédavo pasiuntiniai, ne§dami perspéjima. Kol vokieciai
pasiekdavo misy namus, zydai jau badavo pasislépe urvuose ar miske.

Taciau vieng dieng vokieciai atvyko greiciau, nei buvo tikétasi, ir
penki zZydai nespéjo pasitraukti - jie liko antrame misy namo aukste.
Tarp jy buvo Ana Vagner (Anna Wagner) su sinumi Pinchu, kurj mes
vadinome Pauliuku - Paveleku. Tg dieng jis Zaidé su manimi vaiky
kambaryje pirmame aukste, kai vokieciai jau krové jo moting ir kitus
keturis Zzmones j vezimg. Prisimenu, kaip vienas vokietis jéjo j misy
kambarj ir paklausé, ar ¢ia dar yra zydy, nes jo sarage tritko Zmoniy.
Tvirtai atsakiau, kad daugiau nieko néra, ir, rodydama j Pauliuka,
pridariau, kad jis - mano brolis ir irgi nieko nezino. Nuo tos dienos
pradéjome mokyti berniukg vadinti misy tévus mama ir tééiu. A$ visg
dieng zaisdavau su juo - stengdavausi atitraukti ji nuo minciy apie
jo tikraja mamga. Tai galéjo mums visiems kainuoti gyvybe. Laikui
bégant Pauliukas tapo tikru misy $eimos nariu. Jis net prisidéjo prie
pogrindinés veiklos — padédavo slépti kitus zydus, rémé partizanus.
Mes myléjome jj kaip brolj ir siny.

Netrukus po karo paaiskéjo, kad Ana Vagner ir kiti tgkart sulaikyti
zydai buvo nuzudyti vokieciy pakeliui j stovykla. Jy kiinai palaidoti
nezinomoje vietoje. Nepaisant daugybés pastangy, kapavietés rasti
nepavyko. Mama nusprendé oficialiai jsivaikinti Pavela, bet budama
sazininga ir pareiginga, uzregistravo jji Raudonajame Kryziuje - jei
kada nors jo giminés pradéty jo ieSkoti. Po keliy ménesiy paaiskéjo,
kad Pavelo tikrasis tévas yra gyvas ir gyvena Palestinoje — dar pries
1939-yjy rugséjj jis buvo iSvykes ten ieskoti darbo. Pavelas vél tapo
Pinchu ir turéjo palikti Bendkovskos slénj. Atsisveikinimas buvo labai

skausmingas - tiek jam, tiek misy tévams.



DR. JANINA ROSCISZEWSKA-KRAWCZYK

LECH MARIA ROSCISZEWSKI, HIS WIFE JANINA
AND CHILDREN MICHALE AND JANINA PROVIDED Place of rescue of Jews:
SHELTER TO JEWS THROUGHOUT WORLD WAR IL. Dolina Bedkowska/
Krakéw, Poland
OVER TWENTY PEOPLE PASSED THROUGH THEIR
HOUSE IN THE BEDKOWSKA VALLEY. THOSE WHO
TEMPORARILY LIVED IN THEIR HOME RECEIVED
FALSE PAPERS FROM LECH MARIA AND VARIOUS
TYPES OF MATERIAL SUPPORT. THROUGHOUT
THE OCCUPATION, THE ROSCISZEWSKI FAMILY
HID PAWEL PINCHAS WAGNER IN THEIR HOUSE.
HE SURVIVED THE WAR AND LEFT FOR ISRAEL.
MOST OF THE JEWS WHO NEEDED HELP FROM
THE ROSCISZEWSKIS CAME FROM KRAKOW.
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PAWEL PINCHAS
WAGNER'S FAMILY
TODAY




RAMUTE
DUBININKYTE-RASKEVICIENE

BORN ON DECEMBER 05, 1930 IN LITHUANIA, LIVES IN LITHUANIA









remember that Malka and her children came to us when it was
still very warm, but an Indian summer was already in the air.
She had lost her husband and oldest son a few weeks earlier,
and she was emaciated and terrified. But she was a strong woman, very
strong, driven by a single goal: to save her children from death.
Malka had escaped from the ghetto in Kudirkos, after hearing
alarming news that the Germans would murder women and children
within a few days. Such information spread quickly, but not everyone
believed it at the time; not everyone could believe that something so
terrible would occur. At that time, it was beyond comprehension that
650 women and children would be shot and thrown into ditches in the
forest within days. Unfortunately, most of those who were aware of the
danger had nowhere to run anyway. Malka was lucky, because a friendly
farmer risked his life to help her and her children escape from the ghetto.
The Dubininkas, Ramuté’s family, worked with Malka to arrange for
her children to be separated and hidden with various trusted families.
Kopel and Mina stayed with us. We quickly changed their names to
Lithuanian-sounding ones, Januté and Petras, respectively. Although
they were older than me, I took on the responsibility of caring for them.
I felt like I grew up in just one day. My father took Malka and her two
children to a friend, Ponigkaitis, who lived in terrible poverty with

seven children of his own. Fortunately, they had a priest in their family,

RAMUTE DUBININKYTE-RASKEVICIENE

Antanas, a Salesian prior, who took the youngest Glik, Izrael-Izer, to
his monastery. There, he baptized him and arranged for him to be
sheltered with a teacher, Jonas Sta$aitis. Meanwhile, Januté and Petras
lived with us for several years. Petras was a very handsome young man,
he had beautiful hair, jet-black and thick. Januté, on the other hand,
had lively, joyful eyes, and she was curious about everything. She was
always eager to ask questions.

From time to time, they had to hide with another family, then return
to us. I regularly walked around the village, as a little girl whom no
one paid much attention to, and listened to what people said. Thanks
to this, we always knew in advance when the Germans would come,
when there would be a search, or who and what the Lithuanian police
suspected. I was a little spy, and also a food supplier. In the village, no
one paid much attention to young children at that time, so I could carry
something in a bundle, run here and there, and venture into the forest,
where we sometimes had to hide Januté and Petras, and bring them
food when needed. I don’t even remember if I was afraid. I probably
was, because I was very careful and knew that we could be murdered
for helping Jews. But I cared deeply for these two, they were like family,
like cousins. It didn’t matter to me whether they were Jewish or not. My
parents embraced them with open hearts and arms, and I treated them

as warmly as I could. I may have even liked Petras a little...
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RAMUTE DUBININKYTE-RASKEVICIENE

risimenu, kad Malka Glik su vaikais atvyko pas mus dar tvy-

rant $iltam orui - tai buvo ,,boby vasaros metas. Prie$ kelias

savaites ji neteko vyro ir vyriausiojo stinaus, buvo i$badéjusi

ir labai i$sigandusi. Tac¢iau tai buvo nepaprastai stipri moteris, vedama
vieno vienintelio tikslo - i§gelbéti savo vaikus nuo mirties. Ji pabégo i$
Kudirkos Naumiescio geto, kai pasklido Zinia, kad vokieciai po keliy
dieny ketina suSaudyti visas moteris ir vaikus. Tokios Zinios tuomet
sklisdavo greitai, nors ne visi jomis tikéjo — daugelis tiesiog negaléjo
patikéti tokia siaubinga tiesa. Atrodé nejtikétina, kad per kelias dienas
miske buty galima nuzudyti 650 motery ir vaiky, o jy kiinus sumesti
duobes. Deja, net ir tie, kurie suprato grésme, daznai neturéjo kur bégti.
Malkai pasiseké - vienas pazjstamas tkininkas ryzosi surizikuoti

ir padéjo jai su vaikais i$trakti i§ geto. Masy Seima kartu su Malka
nusprendé jos vaikus i$skirstyti ir paslépti pas skirtingas pazjstamas
$eimas. Kopelis ir Mina liko gyventi pas mus. Greitai pakeitéme jy vardus
j lietuviskai skambancdius - Janute ir Petrg. Nors jie buvo vyresni uz
mane, i§ esmés a$ jais riipinausi. Atrodé, kad per vieng diena suaugau.
Mano tétis Malkg su dviem jos vaikais nuvezé pas draugus — Ponis-
kaicius. Nors jy Seima gyveno dideliame skurde ir augino net septynis

savo vaikus, jie turéjo kuniga — Antang, salezie¢iy vienuolyno priorg.

Jis pasiémeé jauniausiaji Gliky stiny Izraelj-Izerj j vienuolyna, pakrikstijo
ji, o véliau surado jam prieglobstj pas mokytoja Jona Stasait;.

Mes su Janute ir Petru gyvenome kartu keletg mety. Petras buvo
labai grazus jaunuolis — turéjo nuostabius, tankius, juodus it anglis
plaukus. Januté - smalsi, gyvy, dziugiy akiy, viskuo doméjosi, visko
klausinéjo. Kartais jiems trumpam tekdavo pasislépti pas kitg $eimga,
bet paskui jie vél sugrizdavo. A$ — dar maza mergaité — vaiks¢iodavau
po kaima, ir niekas j mane per daug nekreipé démesio. Klausydavausi,
ka Zmonés $neka, ir taip visada i§ anksto suzinodavome, kada gali pa-
sirodyti vokieciai, kada vyks kratos, ka ir kuo jtaria lietuviy policija.
Buvau tarsi maza $nipé, o kartu - ir maisto tiekéja. Tokie kaip a$, mazi
vaikai, kaime niekam nekélé jtarimy. Galéjau nestis rysulélj, lakstyti
$en bei ten, nueiti j miska, kur kartais reikédavo paslépti Janute ir Pe-
trg ar nunesti jiems maisto. Neprisimenu, ar tada bijojau. Tikriausiai
taip — buvau labai atsargi, nes Zinojau, kad uz pagalbg Zydams mus gali
nuzudyti. Tadiau a$ juos taip pamilau - jie man tapo tarsi $eima, kaip
pusbrolis ir pusseseré. Man visi$kai nertipéjo, kad jie zydai. Mano tévai
priémeé juos atvira Sirdimi, todél ir as juos myléjau visa Sirdimi - kaip

tik mokéjau. Gal net Petras man truputj patiko...



RAMUTE DUBININKYTE-RASKEVICIENE

THE GERMANS BEGAN THEIR OCCUPATION OF KUDIRKOS
NAUMIESTIS ON JUNE 22, 1941. JUST TWELVE DAYS LATER,
THEY MASSACRED ALL THE JEWISH MEN IN TOWN—I150 IN
TOTAL. AMONG THEM WERE JANKEL GLIK AND HIS ELDEST
SON LEIB. THE WOMEN AND CHILDREN WERE MURDERED
ON SEPTEMBER 16, 1941, WHEN THEY WERE MURDERED

IN THE FOREST IN PARAZNIAI, EIGHT KILOMETERS FROM
KUDIRKOS NAUMIESTIS.

IN TOTAL, ABOUT 20 FAMILIES WERE INVOLVED IN
RESCUING MALKA GLIK AND HER CHILDREN PESE, KOPEL,
MINA, AND IZRAEL-IZER. THESE FAMILIES OFFERED VARIOUS
FORMS OF ASSISTANCE, WORKING TOGETHER TO PROVIDE
BOTH SPIRITUAL AND MATERIAL SUPPORT. NOT ALL THE
NAMES OF THESE PEOPLE ARE KNOWN TODAY BECAUSE
THEIR ACTIVITIES WERE CARRIED OUT IN SECRET, OFTEN
WITHOUT REVEALING THEIR REAL NAMES AND PLACES

OF RESIDENCE, TO AVOID EXPOSURE IN THE EVENT OF A
FAILURE THAT COULD END IN THEIR DEATH.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Zalvéderiai, Lithuania
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ur neighbor, Pdl Kohn, was taken to a labor camp in 1944

because he was Jewish. His wife and children remained

in Budapest. During the spring and summer of that
year, Jews were being transported to Auschwitz and his wife, Erzsébet,
was fearful that her family would meet the same fate. My parents and
I decided to help them. I accompanied Erzsébet to the camp where Pal
was held, and we waited until late in the evening, when the prisoners
returned from work.

Pal knew we would come for him; we had our ways of letting him
know. I was just a small child—small, skinny, and easily overlooked.
At the agreed moment, I took Pal by the hand, and we walked towards
the train station. We did it naturally, as if we had simply gotten mixed
with a group of prisoners. We walked confidently, like a father and
son. On the way, Pdl tore the yellow star from his old coat. The stars
were sewn on tightly, and it was difficult to remove them like that but
fortunately, no one paid any attention to the struggle. We boarded
a train and returned to Budapest.

It’s hard to believe today that everything went so smoothly, but at
the time we thought only of getting home. A trembling eight-year-old
and an emaciated, exhausted Jew in old clothes! I can’t even tell you
how terrified I was. I guess I was just made of pure fear.

My parents prepared a place for the Kohen family to live in the
basement of our bakery. The building still stands today at 100 Vaci ut.
in the 13th district. Pal, Erzsébet, and their daughter Marta lived there
in hiding. Imré, their son, helped my father, Florian, in the bakery. 'm
not sure how my parents managed it, but Imré obtained a special docu-

ment that allowed him to stay in Budapest as someone essential to the

running of the bakery. Perhaps it was secured through bribes? We are
all bribe-takers, so maybe that’s how it worked out. Regardless, Imré
could walk the streets and work with my father more or less normally,
while his parents and sister sat in the basement for several months.

Our district was relatively quiet, Germans often came to visit us,
but it was mostly for social reasons—they came for a good [bread] roll.
My mother spoke excellent German and her brother was in the army, in
the Wehrmacht. However, he deserted quite quickly and also went into
hiding. I remember that we burned his uniform in the oven to ensure
that no trace remained. However, the Germans who visited us in the
bakery were unaware of this and were very nice to us.

We also briefly hid a Jewish man from Italy. I remember him very
well because he was always singing, which was very dangerous, so we
had to keep him quiet. He was a businessman, and I often saw him after
the war—he always had thousands of things to do. I recall that he went
bankrupt once because he gambled on horse races, but he managed to
get back on his feet.

Imré, on the other hand, became a policeman after the war and
fell in love with the daughter of a restaurant owner. However, nothing
came of this romance, because he was compelled to marry the daughter
of some official from Mongolia. At that time, during Tsedenbal’s rule,
Mongolia was quite fashionable.

As for Imré’s sister, she married a bookseller, who unfortunately
died in a car accident in Yugoslavia. He suffered a heart attack while
driving. Fortunately, Mdrta survived the accident and later remarried.
We always had good contact with Marta and her two children. She was

the one who decided to nominate us to Yad Vashem.

JOZSEF KOSAK
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sy kaimyng Palg Kohng (Pdl Kohn), kaip zyda, 1944 m.

i§vezé j priverstinio darbo stovykla. Jo Zmona Erzebet

(Erzsébet) su vaikais liko Budapeste. Ty mety pavasarj
ir vasarg vyko masinés zydy deportacijos j Ausvica, todél Erzebet labai
bijojo, kad toks pat likimas gali istikti ir jy Seima. A$ ir mano tévai
nusprendéme jiems padéti.

Kartu su Erzebet nuvaziavau i stovykla, kur buvo laikomas Palas,
ir laukiau iki vélyvo vakaro, kol kaliniai sugrjzo i§ darby. Palas Zinojo,
kad atvyksime jo pasiimti — turéjome savy budy jj apie tai informuoti.
Tuo metu buvau dar visai mazas, liesas, smulkaus sudéjimo berniu-
kas - niekas j mane nekreipé démesio. Kai atéjo sutartas momentas,
griebiau Pala uz rankos ir patraukéme link stoties.

Viska daréme taip natiiraliai, tarsi bitume atsitiktinai jsimaise
i kaliniy birj. Ejome ryztingai - kaip tévas su sinumi. Pakeliui Palas
nuo seno palto nusiplésé geltong zvaigzde. Jos budavo tvirtai prisititos
- ne taip paprasta tiesiog nuplésti. Laimei, niekas neatkreipé démesio
j ta tampyma. Jsédome j traukinj ir grizome j Budapes$ta. Dabar sunku
patikeéti, kad viskas pavyko taip sklandziai, bet tuomet galvojome tik
apie viena - kaip pasiekti namus. AS, drebantis astuonmetis, ir i$sekes,
skurdziai apsirenges Zydas! Net negaliu apsakyti, kaip baisiai bijojau -
atrodé, kad esu sudarytas vien tik i§ baimés.

Mano tévai Kohny $eimai paruosé sléptuve miusy kepyklos rasyje.
Tas pastatas iki $iol stovi Vaci ut 100, XIII rajone. Ten slapstési Palas,
Erzebet ir jy dukra Marta (Mdrta). Jy sanus Imré (Imré) padédavo
mano tévui Florianui dirbti kepykloje. Nezinau, kaip tévams tai pavyko,
bet Imré gavo specialy dokumenta, leidziantj jam likti Budapeste kaip

butino darbuotojo statusg turin¢iam kepyklos darbininkui. Gal tai
buvo i§spresta per kysius? Kas zino - visi esame paperkami. Bet kokiu
atveju, Imré galéjo gana laisvai vaikscioti po miesta ir dirbti kartu su
mano tévu, o tuo metu jo tévai ir sesuo kelis ménesius slapstési rusyje.

Miisy rajonas buvo palyginti ramus, nors vokieciai neretai uzsukda-
vo ir pas mus. Taciau jie elgési draugiskai — ateidavo nusipirkti skaniy
bandeliy. Mano mama puikiai kalbéjo vokiskai - jos brolis tarnavo
Vermachte, bet gana greitai dezertyravo ir taip pat turéjo slapstytis.
Atsimenu, kaip jo uniformg sudeginome krosnyje, kad nelikty né
menkiausio pédsako. Vokieciai, kurie lankydavosi musy kepykloje,
apie tai nieko nezinojo, todél su mumis elgési labai mandagiai.

Trumpai slépéme ir vieng zyda i$ Italijos. Gerai jj prisimenu - jis vis
dainuodavo, o tai buvo labai pavojinga, todél tekdavo ji nuolat tildyti.
Jis buvo verslininkas — po karo daznai jj sutikdavau: visada jsisukes
j reikalus. Karta, pamenu, jis bankrutavo lo§damas ant arkliy, bet
véliau vél atsitieseé.

Imré po karo tapo policininku ir jsimyléjo vieno restorano savininko
dukrg. Tacdiau $i meilé neisdegé — jam teko vesti kazkokio Mongolijos
pareigiino dukrg. Tuo metu Mongolija buvo labai ,madinga“ - tai buvo
Cedenbalo valdymo laikai. O Imrés sesuo Marta istekéjo uz knygyno
savininko, kuris, deja, Zuvo Jugoslavijoje per automobilio avarija —
vairuojant jj itiko infarktas. Laimei, Marta liko gyva ir véliau dar
kartg istekéjo.

Su Marta ir jos dviem vaikais visuomet palaikéme artimus santy-
kius. Batent ji nusprendé pateikti masy istorija Jad Vasem institutui,

kad butume jtraukti j Pasaulio tauty teisuoliy sarasg.



 XIIL keriilet, Vizafogs

Yaci ut

ON MARCH 19, 1944, THE WEHRMACHT ENTERED
HUNGARY, AND THE PRO-NAZI GOVERNMENT OF
DOEME SZTOJAY TOOK POWER. ADOLF EICHMANN,
THE HEAD OF THE JEWISH SECTION IN THE REICH
MAIN SECURITY OFFICE, ASSUMED CONTROL OF THE
DEPORTATION OPERATION. IN PREPARATION FOR
THIS, A REGISTER OF INDIVIDUALS OF JEWISH ORIGIN
WAS COMPILED, REGARDLESS OF THEIR RELIGIOUS
AFFILIATION. THEY WERE FORCED TO WEAR YELLOW
STARS AND WERE ISOLATED IN TRANSIT CAMPS AND
GHETTOS. OF THE APPROXIMATELY 800,000 JEWS IN
HUNGARY, FEWER THAN 200,000 SURVIVED THE WAR.

JOZSEF KOSAK

Place of rescue of Jews:

Budapest, Hungary
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n October 12, 1942, the Germans gathered all the Jews

still living in the ghetto of Denkdéw in the market square,

right outside our windows. Among them were the Frymel
family, with whom we had lived under one roof from early 1940 to
mid-1941. Icek Frymel knew that they were to be taken to Treblinka the
next day, so before he went to the square, he fell to his knees in front
of my mother, pleading for her to save his two sons. My mother did
not want him to kneel before her, and her eyes filled with tears as she
sensed that they were seeing each other for the last time. I looked at
little Blimka, huddled close to her mother Sara. The next day, there was
no one left in the market square. They were all murdered in Treblinka.
Small children, Blimka with her beautiful braids, women, and men.

Blimka’s brothers, Chajm and Mojzesz, were working in a forced
labor camp in Bodzechéw during the liquidation of the ghetto. It was
not far from us. In February 1943, after escaping from a transport to
Opatdw, they arrived in Denkéw and knocked on our door. My parents
were terrified and my mother didn’t know what to do. My sister and
I pleaded with them to hide the brothers in the house, despite the grave
risk of the death penalty. I was fourteen at the time and while I wanted
to live, I also wanted them to survive. If we didn’t take them in, they
were facing certain death.

My parents organized a hiding place for them in our apartment,
marking the beginning of a two-year period filled with fear and anxiety.
I stopped going to school because I couldn’t concentrate on anything.
Each time I returned from the store, I wondered whether everyone who
had stayed at home was still alive. Had one of the neighbors reported
us? Had the Germans started a raid? Every time I left the house, I won-
dered if I would return to find my family and the Frymel family still
alive. Fear was my constant companion. Sometimes at night, if T heard

a sound, I would wake up and lie awake, unable to fall back asleep.

LUCJANNA ADAMCZYK-KUZNICKA

Before the war, the Adamczyk family lived in western Poland, where
Jan Adamczyk , the father of the family, worked as a civil servant. When
the war broke out, the Germans resettled over 750,000 Poles from west-
ern Poland to the General Government. The Adamczyk’s were among
those displaced, and ended up in Denkéw, a small town near Ostrowiec
Swigtokrzyski, which was predominantly inhabited by Jews. The Germans
had not prepared any apartments for the displaced Poles, so thousands of
people were forced to camp in various locations across eastern Poland. The
Frymel family met the Adamczyk family in the market square in Denkdow,
and offered them shelter in their spacious apartment in the town center.

We immediately developed a mutual sympathy for each other. Sara
Frymel shared the kitchen with my mother, while we occupied one room,
and they took the other. The large middle room was shared. Sara kept
a kosher kitchen, so we had to be very careful not to misuse anything
or put it away incorrectly. My younger brother was constantly playing
pranks on Sara. Once he threw a sausage into her Passover pot - since
it was Easter, my mother had managed to get a sausage for us. Sara
never used that pot again and gave it to our mother, who felt sorry
about Janek’s prank. I also remember that we celebrated Christmas
together in 1940. We even took a photo with everyone sitting together
in front of the Christmas tree. In another photo, I am with my sister
Jadwiga, and Mojzesz and Chajm are seated next to us on a pile of stones.
This was before the ghetto was established in the spring of 1941.

In January 1945, as the Red Army entered Denkdw, we needed to
carefully plan Chajm’s and Mojzesz’s return to the town so that none of
the neighbors would discover they had been hiding in our apartment.

We decided together that they would leave at night and return
to the market square at noon. That was the safest for us and for them.
The next day, everyone saw Mojzesz and Chajm greeting us at the door
of the house.
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942 mety spalio 12-3ja Denkuvo (lenk. Denkéw) turgaus aiks-

téje, tiesiai prie$ musy langus, vokieciai suvaré visus zydus,

dar likusius miestelio gete. Tarp jy buvo ir Frymly (Frymlowie)
$eima, su kuria nuo 1940-yjy pradzios iki 1941-yjy vidurio gyvenome
kartu po vienu stogu.

Icekas zinojo, kad kitg dieng visus i$ve$ j Treblinkg. Pries iSeidamas
j aikste jis atsiklaupé pries mano mama ir maldavo iSgelbéti du jo siinus.
Mamai buvo nepakeliama matyti jj kltipantj — jos akyse kaupési agaros.
Ji nujauté, kad mato jj paskutinj karta.

Zitréjau j mazaja Blimke (Blimka), stipriai jsikibusig j moting Sarg.
Kitg dieng aiksté jau buvo tuscia. Visi — mazi vaikai, Blimké su savo
graziomis kasytémis, moterys, vyrai — buvo nuzudyti Treblinkoje.

Blimkés broliai, Chaimas (Chaim) ir Mozé (Mojzesz), geto likvi-
davimo metu dirbo priverstinio darbo stovykloje Bodzechuve (lenk.
Bodzechow), netoliese. 1943-yjy vasari, pabége is transporto j Opatuva
(lenk. Opatéw), netikétai pasirodé Denkuve ir pasibeldé j masy duris.
Tévai i$sigando - mama nezinojo, kq daryti. Su sese pradéjome maldauti,
kad berniukus pasléptume namuose, nors uz tai grésé mirties bausmeé.
Tuo metu man buvo keturiolika. Noréjau gyventi, bet lygiai taip pat
troskau, kad i$gyventy ir jie. Jeigu nebatume jy priglaude, jy likimas buty
buves aiskus — mirtis. Tévai jrengé sléptuve miasy bute. Nuo tos dienos
prasidéjo dvejus metus trukes gyvenimas, kupinas baimés ir nuolatinio
nerimo. Nustojau lankyti mokykla — nebegaléjau susikaupti. Kaskart
grizdama i§ parduotuvés galvodavau: ar namuose esantys dar gyvi? Ar
kuris kaimynas miisy nejskundé? Ar vokieciai nesurengé kratos? Kie-
kvieng kartg iSeidama i$ namy neZinojau, ar griZusi rasiu namiskius ir
Frymlus sveikus. Baimé tapo nuolatiniu palydovu. Naktimis, i$girdusi
menkiausig garsg, pabusdavau ir ilgai negalédavau uzmigti.

Prie§ karg musy Seima — Adamcikai (Adamczykowie) — gyveno

vakarinéje Lenkijoje, kur tévas Janas dirbo valstybés tarnautoju.

Karui prasidéjus, vokieciai iskeldino daugiau nei 750 takstanciy lenky
i§ vakary j Generaline Gubernijg. Tarp jy buvome ir mes. Atsidaréme
Denkuve - mazame miestelyje netoli Ostroveco Sventoksyskio (lenk.
Ostrowiec Swietokrzyski), kur dauguma gyventojy sudaré zydai.
Perkeltiems Zzmonéms vokieciai nesuteiké jokio biisto — tikstanciai jy
klajojo po rytine Lenkijg, ieSkodami pastogés. Mums pasiseké — Den-
kuvo turgaus aikstéje sutikome Frymlus, kurie mus priglaudé po savo
stogu - jie gyveno erdviame bute pa¢iame miestelio centre.

Nuo pat pradziy tarp misy uzsimezgé nuosirdus rysys. Sara Frymel
su misy mama pasidalijo virtuve. Gyvenome viename kambaryje,
Frymlai - kitame, o didelis vidurinis kambarys buvo bendras. Kadangi
Sara grieztai laikési koSerinés virtuvés taisykliy, turéjome buti labai
atsargiis — kad nieko netyc¢ia nepadétume ne vietoje ar netinkamai
panaudotume.

Mano jaunesnysis brolis Janekas daznai krésdavo Sarai isdaigas.
Kartg, per masy Velykas, kai mama buvo gavusi desros, jis ty¢ia jmeté
gabalélj i Saros pesachinj puoda. Nuo tada Sara to indo daugiau nebe-
naudojo - atidavé jj mamali, kuriai buvo labai géda dél Janeko elgesio.
Prisimenu ir 1940-yjy Kalédas, kurias $ventéme visi kartu. Netgi isliko
nuotrauka - visi suséde prie eglutés. Kitoje — a$ ir mano sesuo Jadvyga
(Jadwiga), o Salia miisy, ant akmeny krtvos, sédi Mozé ir Chaimas.
Tai buvo 1941-yjy pavasaris, dar prie$ jsteigiant getg.

1945 mety sausj j Denkuva jzengé Raudonoji armija. Reikéjo su-
galvoti jtikinama istorija apie tai, kaip Mozé ir Chaimas esg ,,sugrjzta“
i miestelj — kad kaimynai nesuprasty, jog visa tg laika jie slapstési miisy
namuose. Nusprendéme, kad berniukai iSeis i§ buto naktj, o kitg dieng,
vidurdienj, ,sugri$“ j turgaus aikste. Tai buvo saugiausias sprendimas
- tiek jiems, tiek mums. Kita dieng visi maté, kaip Mozé ir Chaimas

sveikinasi su mumis prie misy namy dury.



LUCJANNA ADAMCZYK-KUZNICKA

IT IS STILL NOT KNOWN EXACTLY WHEN THE GHETTO
IN DENKOW WAS CREATED, ALTHOUGH THE DATE OF
ITS ESTABLISHMENT IS LINKED TO THE ESTABLISHMENT
OF THE GHETTO IN OSTROWIEC SWIETOKRZYSKI,
WHICH WAS SET UP IN APRIL 1941. THE GHETTO WAS
LIQUIDATED ON OCTOBER 13, 1942, WHEN 500 PEOPLE
WERE TAKEN TO TREBLINKA, WHERE THEY WERE
IMMEDIATELY MURDERED.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Denkéw, Ostrowiec
Swietokrzyski, Poland
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magine this: my nation allowed six million people to be murdered,
just like that, simply because they were Jews. This phenomenon
has haunted me for many years. It remains an inscrutable mys-
tery to me. One person might be deranged, but for a madman to lead
a crowd and for that crowd to agree to such a crime - this is beyond
comprehension. And please don’t tell me that no one knew anything.

I come from a household where Nazism and its consequences were
clearly explained from the start. My father was actively involved in
the anti-Nazi opposition. In September 1939, he was imprisoned, but
his well-placed friends managed to secure his release. He could leave
prison but only on the condition that he also left Germany, ideally as an
official in a distant location, to avoid further scrutiny. Consequently, my
family was sent to the “General Government” in southeastern Poland.
We first went to Opatéw and later to Zloczéw, where my father became
the director of the Department of Supply and Agriculture.

My father, Josef, was a highly educated agronomist with years of
experience in the agricultural administration of Thuringia and Bavaria.
He had been forced to retire in 1938 when the regime learned of his
anti-Nazi views. This ,,delegation” to occupied Poland was essentially
an exile. Berlin was convinced that they could rid themselves of an in-
convenient person in this way. In their stupid Nazi heads, the thought
never occurred that he would continue operating as he had before.
We would help him, only less officially, quietly taking advantage of my
father’s position and his possibilities.

My father was responsible for supplying various institutions in the
region: public offices, hospitals, the army, the fire brigade and post-
men, and many others. He was not only a very brave man, but also
exceptionally inventive. Upon arriving in Zloczow, he fortuitously met
a German-speaking Jewish lawyer, Dr. Szlomo Altman, who was then
working as a baker’s assistant. Together, they devised a conspiracy to
manipulate food distribution which lasted for months. My father in-

vented fictitious institutions that sounded impressive in reports sent

JOHANNA AMANDA MEYER

to Berlin, allowing him to divert more food to the ghetto. The Jewish
Hospital was also renamed the General Hospital in the documents,
and thanks to this, the food rations were increased. One day, we visited
a German warehouse where several hundred liters of vegetable oil
were kept. Under the pretext of quality control, my father inspected
the entire room with the owner, while we secretly filled several cans
with spoiled food remains. At some point, my father staged a truly
theatrical inspection of the barrels, looking into them, pulling out the
dirty remains, and shouting: “Are you keeping this for us, the Germans?
Do you want to poison us? Away with it! Throw it to the Jews!” In this
way, the ghetto received over 200 liters of oil, just before the Passover
holiday. This happened in 1942, because the inhabitants of the ghetto
did not live to see the next Passover. Unfortunately, the Germans began
the liquidation action four days before the holiday. Then, my father
arranged for Mrs. Nuszka Altman to be given false documents in the
name of Maria Rubiczenska and transported by car to the train station
in Lviv. From there, she traveled to Warsaw, where no one knew her.
She found refuge and worked for some time, helping with daily chores.
Shlomo was placed with a farmer friend, and survived until liberation.

Starting from January 1942, we had an accountant named Jézef
Batiszka living with us. My sister and I adored him. Our parents had
smuggled him, his wife, and their son out of the ghetto under the
pretense of needing him to manage their finances. We called him “our
Jozet,” because he was like an uncle. He was a warm and loving person.

After the murder of the people from the ghetto, when the police
and SS began searching houses in Zloczéw for hidden Jews, we, unfor-
tunately, had to separate the Batiszka family and put each of them in
different locations. Their son did not survive, likely murdered by the
SS. He was only one year old. It is incomprehensible to me what kind
of person could believe that such a tiny child posed a threat or what
type of nation believes such a lunatic. I am still searching for answers
to this day.
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sivaizduokite: mano tauta leido nuzudyti $esis milijonus Zzmo-

niy - tiesiog $iaip sau, vien todél, kad jie buvo zydai. Sis faktas

man neduoda ramybés jau daugelj mety. Man tai - nejmenama
mjslé. Vienas zmogus gali buti beprotis, bet kaip toks beprotis sugeba
Tai - nesuvokiama. Ir prasau nesakykite, kad niekas nieko nezinojo.

Esu kilusi i$§ $eimos, kurioje nuo pat pradziy aiskiai ir nedvipras-
miskai buvo kalbama apie nacizmo esme bei jo keliamg pavojy. Mano
tévas priklausé antinacistinei opozicijai. 1939-yjy rugséji jis buvo
suimtas, bet netrukus paleistas — padéjo jtakingi draugai. Taciau tik
su sglyga: jis galéjo iSeiti i$ kaléjimo tik tuo atveju, jei paliks Vokietijg.
Geriausia - kaip valdininkas, komandiruotas dirbti kur nors toliau
nuo akiy, kad daugiau nebekristy rezimui jtarimy.

Taip mes atsidiiréme Generalinéje Gubernijoje — pietry¢iy Lenkijoje.
I$ pradziy apsigyvenome Opatuve (lenk. Opatow), o véliau persikéléme
i Zlo¢uvy (lenk. Ztoczéw), kur tévas tapo Aprapinimo ir zemés akio
departamento direktoriumi.

Mano tévas Josefas buvo puikiai i$silavines agronomas, ilgus me-
tus dirbes Turingijos ir Bavarijos zemés tikio administracijoje. Tadiau
1938-aisiais, kai rezimas i§siaiskino jo antinacistines pazitras, jis buvo
priverstas ideiti j pensija. Si ,komandiruoté* j okupuotg Lenkijg buvo
savotiska tremtis - Berlynas mané atsikrates neparankaus zmogaus.
Tadiau nacistiniy galvy siaurume net ne§méksteléjo mintis, kad tévas
tes savo veiklg - tik jau nebe taip atvirai, o tyliai, iSnaudodamas savo
pareigas ir turimas galimybes. Mes, jo $eima, jam talkinome.

Tévas buvo atsakingas uz jvairiy regiono institucijy - vie§yjy istaigy,
ligoniniy, kariuomenés, ugniagesiy, pasto darbuotojy ir kity - aprapi-
nima. Jis buvo ne tik nepaprastai drasus, bet ir be galo sumanus. Vos
atvykes j Zlo¢uvg, laimingo atsitiktinumo déka, kepykloje sutiko vokis-
kai kalbantj zmogy - teisininkg dr. Sloma Altmana (Szlomo Altman).
Kadangi jis buvo zydas, buvo priverstas dirbti kepéjo padéjéju. Ilga laikq
jie abu slapta rengé plang, kaip padéti getui per maisto paskirstyma.

Tévas sugalvodavo neegzistuojancias jstaigas — ataskaitose Berlynui

jos skambédavo visiskai jtikinamai. Tokiu badu jis galédavo oficialiai
skirti didesnius maisto kiekius - kurie i$ tikryjy keliaudavo j geta.
Be to, dokumentuose jis pakeité Zydy ligoninés pavadinima i ,,Bendraja
ligoning®, o tai leido padidinti maisto davinius.

Vieng dieng kartu su tévu nuéjome j vokiec¢iy sandélj, kuriame buvo
laikomi keli $imtai litry augalinio aliejaus. Tévas apsimeté atliekantis
kokybés patikrg, kartu su sandélio savininku apéjo visas patalpas,
o tuo metu mes j kelias statines jmetéme sugedusiy maisto likuciy. Po
kiek laiko tévas suvaidino tikrg teatrali$kg sceng: atidaré tas statines,
émé traukti neSvarius likucius ir $aukeé: - ,,Ar jis tai skiriate mums,
vokie¢iams? Norite mus nunuodyti? Salin tai! Atiduokit tai zydams!*
Taip getas gavo daugiau kaip du Simtus litry aliejaus - kaip tik prie§
Pesacho $vente. Tai buvo 1942-aisiais. Kito Pesacho geto gyventojai
jau nesulauke.

Geto likvidavimo akcijg vokieciai surengé likus keturioms dienoms
iki $ventés. Tg dieng tévas jsodino ponig Nuskg Altman (Nuszka Altman)
jautomobilj - dar anks¢iau buvome pariipineg jai suklastotus dokumentus
Marijos Rubicenskos (Maria Rubiczeriska) vardu - ir nuvezé j i Lvivo
gelezinkelio stotj. I§ ten ji i$vyko j Var$uva, kur niekas jos nepazinojo.
Kurj laikg ji dirbo namy tvarkytoja. Tuo metu Sloma pavyko paslépti
pas pazjstama tkininkg - ten jis i$buvo iki pat islaisvinimo.

Be to, nuo 1942-yjy sausio su mumis gyveno buhalteris Juzefas
Batiska (Jozef Batiszka). Mes su seserimi jj labai myléjome. Tévai jj,
kartu su zmona ir sinumi, i$trauke i§ geto kaip ,,bating zmogy finansy
tvarkymui® Jis mums buvo tarsi dédé - siltas, mielas Zmogus. Vadin-
davome jj ,musy Juzefu.

Po geto sunaikinimo, kai policija ir SS pradéjo kratyti Zlo¢uvo
namus ieSkodami pasislépusiy zydy, Batisky $eimg teko i§skirstyti —
kiekvieng slépéme kitoje vietoje. Deja, jy mazasis sinus neisgyveno
- greiciausiai jj nuzudé SS. Jam tebuvo vieneri metai. Koks turi bati
beprotis, kad vieneriy mety vaika laikyty grésme? Ir kokia turi buti
tauta, kad patikéty tokiu beprociu? Iki $iol ieskau atsakymo.



JOHANNA AMANDA MEYER

JOSEF AND ELFRIEDE MEYER AND THEIR

DAUGHTERS JOHANNA AND HERTA, DIRECTLY Place of rescue of Jews:
AIDED FOUR JEWS—MOSZE AND NUSZKA ZYoczéw, Poland
(today Ukraine)

ALTMAN, AND JOZEF AND SARA BATISZKA—
SAVING THEIR LIVES.
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KAZIMIERAS AURIMAS RUZGYS

BORN ON APRIL 16, 1930 IN LITHUANIA, LIVES IN LITHUANIA









Kazimieras Aurimas Ruzgys:

I was sitting alone in my house in Dudenai, my sisters were gone.
AsIlooked out the window, I saw my mother walking through our
yard. It seemed to me that I was dreaming. Just a few days earlier,
my mother and the Kacs were on the list of people to be killed in
Wilkomierz. I was not yet fourteen, but I was already an adult.

I hadn’t seen her for six months. I started crying.

Eglé-Maryté Bimbriene:

Leiba was one of the first victims killed by the Germans in Giedraiciai
during the first days of July 1941. The Germans lined up the Jews
and shot them. Such a terrible massacre. Izrael fell to the ground,
lying under the corpse of his own son, the bullet having missed him.
By that time Berta and Mira were already with us. Then Izrael came.
: My mother and I often went to the market in Giedrai¢iai, where
we sold fruit and vegetables. We were on our own, my father was
gone and my mother could support us only by sewing. The Kacs had
a large shop there, with various goods. Sometimes we could barter:
Mama would give them fruit, and in exchange, they would give
Mama the materials she needed for sewing. Sometimes we would
also get things on credit.

: I really liked Berta. We would sometimes play together. She was
always so energetic - full of life and joy. But when they appeared at
our door that terrible night when they lost Leib and thought Izrael
was dead too, they looked like ghosts. They stood in the hallway,
trembling, not knowing what to do. We were probably the only
family that that could help them.

: Our mother hesitated about taking them in, concerned for concerned
for our safety. But in the end,, we begged her to let the Kacs stay
with us. If she hadn’t agreed, they would have been murdered that
same night for sure.

: Mom simply said: “Whatever will be, will be!” And she hugged the
two Kac. Izrael joined them soon after, still covered in Leib’s blood.
At first,, we thought they would stay with us for a month or two.
But we lived together for almost three years.

: We had to establish important rules for our coexistence, or rather for
their hiding. We had a small house but it had it had various small
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rooms, cellars, and pantries. There was also a tiny smokehouse.
If any of us saw any danger, they would hide in the e smokehouse

and stay there stay there until it was quiet again.

: Danger lurked everywhere. It wasn’t just the Germans or the police.

We were afraid of every neighbor. Anyone might notice something
suspicious. We had three more people in the house, which meant
more laundry, more food, sometimes louder conversations. People
used to live closely together back then back then, and laundry was
done by the river, the pond,, or in the yard. Everyone saw everything,
even what underwear we were washing. We had to be careful with
everything. Cooking wasn't easy either, because we had to cook twice

as much as normal. So we had to have twice as many products.

: The Kacs couldn’t leave the house at all; they were confined; they

were confined for several years. Such a situation takes its toll on
people’s’ psyches. On top of that, we constantly felt threatened.

We were scared for our lives every minute.

: The neighbors grew more and more suspicious. And we were more

and more nervous. There were rumors that the Russians would win
- and that became our hope. Unfortunately, one day Lithuanian
policemen arrived in arrived in the village and parked in front of our
house. Someone must have informed on us. They began questioning
our youngest sister,, and out of fear she admitted she admitted that

we were hiding Jews in the house.

: The good fortune in misfortune was that everyone knew that the

Russians would eventually reach us, that the front would come
and the police no longer felt so untouchable. That’s why they didn’t
kill any of us. They just took Mom and the Kacs to the prison in
Wilkomierz, today it’s known as known as Ukmergé.

: Mom’s brother was going crazy. He loved her so much - she was

his beloved sister. He sought help through his friends. One day, he
returned from Wilkomierz and said that Mom and the Kacs were
on the list of people to be executed. He had seen had seen the list

posted on a pole in town.

: We were desperate. We sold everything we had, even the sewing

machine. We collected money for bribes, which we gave to the right
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people, but we still weren’t sure if Mom and the Kacs would survive.
We endured six months of such terrible torment.

E: In July 1944,, the Russian front approached and the Soviets began
appearing in the surrounding villages. On the one hand, we were
very happy, but on the other hand, we were afraid of being brutally
raped. My sister and I ran away to the forest and hid there. Kaz-
imieras was left alone in the empty house. When we returned, we
found him sitting with our mother. And then I felt happiness.

K: Mom and the Kacs were freed and went to our cousin who lived in
Vaitkugkis. When the front moved on, she found the courage toto

return home.

E: Our mom, Leokadja, was a wonderful and wise woman. Even though

she often doubted the success of the whole undertaking, we drew

strength from her in the most difficult moments.

K: Such events leave a mark on a person for life. The war hardened me

so much that my sea adventures as a sailor never scared me. I had
known real fear, the kind that grips you second by second for years.

After that, nothing seemed scary anymore.

Kazimieras Aurimas Ruzgys:
Sédéjau vienas namuose Dudénuose. Sesery nebuvo. Ziiiréjau pro
langg - ir staiga pamaciau mama, einancig per masy kiema. Atrodé,
lyg sapnuociau. Pries kelias dienas ji kartu su Kacais buvo jrasyta
pasmerktyjy sarasa Vilkmergéje. Man dar nebuvo keturiolikos, bet
jauciausi tarsi suauges. Nebuvau jos mates Sesis ménesius. Pravirkau.

Eglé-Maryté Bimbriene:
Leiba buvo viena i$ pirmyjy auky, kurias vokie¢iai nuzudé Giedrai-
¢iuose pirmomis 1941-yjy liepos dienomis. Jie rikiavo zydus j eiles
ir $audé. Tikros skerdynés. Izraelis pargriuvo ant zemés ir atsidiaré
po savo siinaus lavonu - kulka jo nepalieté. Tuo metu Berta ir Mira
jau buvo pas mus. Véliau prisijungé ir Izraelis.

K: Sumama daznai vaziuodavome j Giedraicius, j turgy - parduoda-
vome vaisius ir darzoves. Likome vieni: tévo jau nebebuvo, o vien
i§ siuvimo mama misy i$laikyti negaléjo. Kacai ten turéjo didele
parduotuve, prekiavo viskuo. Kartais apsikeisdavome: mama jiems
atvezdavo vaisiy, o jie duodavo siuvimo reikmeny. Kartais duodavo
ir skolon.

E: Labai mégau Bertg. Kartais Zaisdavome kartu. Ji visada buvo kupina

energijos, gyvybés, dziaugsmo. Bet tg siaubingg naktj, kai jos atéjo

prie miisy dury, netekusios Leibos ir galvodamos, kad Zuvo ir Izra-
elis, jos atrodé kaip $méklos. Stovéjo koridoriuje, drebéjo, nezinojo,
kur détis. Tikriausiai mes buvome vieninteliai, kurie galéjo joms

padéti.

: Misy mama dvejojo, ar jas priimti — dél misy paciy saugumo.

Bet galiausiai mes jg jtikinome, kad Kacai likty. Jei ji nebuty sutikusi,

jos, ko gero, biity buvusios nuzudytos tg pacia naktj.

: Mama trumpai taré: ,Kas bus, tas bus!“ - ir apkabino Bertg su Mira.

Netrukus prisijungé ir Izraelis — dar visas iSteptas siinaus Leibos
krauju. I$ pradziy manéme, kad jie pasiliks ménesiui ar dviem,

o kartu pragyvenome beveik trejus metus.

: Turéjome nustatyti aiskias gyvenimo kartu - tiksliau, jy slapsty-

mosi - taisykles. Namas buvo nedidelis, bet jame buvo daug mazy
patalpéliy - kamaréliy, sandéliuky. Turéjome ir mazg rikykla - ten
jie slépdavosi, kai tik pastebédavome pavojy. Sédédavo ten, kol vél

pasidarydavo ramu.

: Pavojus tykojo visur. Ne tik i§ vokieciy ar policijos. Bijojome kiekvieno

kaimyno - kiekvienas galéjo kg nors jtarti. Namuose atsirado trys
papildomi zmonés - tai reiské daugiau skalbimo, daugiau maisto,

kartais garsesniy pokalbiy. Tuo metu Zmonés gyveno arti vieni kity



- skalbdavo prie upés, prie tvenkinio ar kieme. Visi viskg maté -
net kokius apatinius skalbi. Turéjome buti atsargis dél kiekvienos
smulkmenos. Ir su maistu nebuvo lengva - reikéjo gaminti dvigubai
daugiau, vadinasi, turéti dvigubai daugiau produkty.

: Kacai visai negaléjo iseiti j lauka. Kelerius metus buvo visiskai
uzdaryti masy namuose. Toks gyvenimas stipriai veikia Zmogaus
psichika. Be to, visi nuolat jautéme pavojy. Baimé dél gyvybés
tvyrojo kiekvieng akimirka.

: Kaimynai darési vis jtariis, o mes - vis labiau jsitempe. Jau sklido
kalbos, kad rusai laimi, ir tai buvo vienintelé misy viltis. Deja, vieng
diena j kaimg atvaziavo lietuviy policininkai ir sustojo prie misy
namy. Kazkas, tikriausiai, mus jskundé. Jie pradéjo tardyti masy
jauniausig sesute — ir ji i§ baimés prisipazino, kad slepiame zydus.
: Laimé nelaiméje buvo ta, kad jau visi zZinojo: rusai anksciau ar
véliau pasieks ir mus. Frontas artéjo, o policininkai jau nesijauté
tokie visagaliai. Tad masy nenuzudé - tik i$sivezé mama ir Kacy
$eimg j Vilkmergés kaléjimg, dabartinéje Ukmergéje.

: Mamos brolis kraustési i§ proto. Jis ja labai myléjo - ji buvo jo
mylimiausia sesuo. Bandé ieskoti pazjstamy, kad kaip nors ja is-
gelbéty. Viena diena grjzo i§ Vilkmergés ir pasaké, kad mama su
Kacais jradyti j mirties bausmei pasmerkty sarasa. Jis pats maté ta

sara$y — prikabintg ant stulpo miestelyje.
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: Buvome visiskai sugniuzdyti. Pardavéme viska, ka turéjome - net

mamos siuvimo masing. Surinkome pinigus kysiams, davéme, kam
reikéjo. Bet net ir tada nebuvome tikri, ar jie iSgyvens. Sesi ménesiai

neapsakomo nerimo ir nezinios.

: 1944-yjy liepg priartéjo rusy frontas. Aplinkiniuose kaimuose jau

pasirodé soviety kariai. Viena vertus, dZiaugémeés, bet bijojome
ziaurumy - ypac prievartavimy. A§ su seserimi pabégome j miska.
Tu$c¢iame name liko tik Kazimieras. Kai grjzome, radome jj sédintj

sumama. Tq akimirka pajutau tikrg laime.

: Mama su Kacais buvo paleisti ir i$¢jo pas mtisy pussesere, gyvenusia

Vaitkuskyje. Kai frontas pasislinko toliau, mama ryzosi grizti namo.

: Musy mama Leokadija buvo nuostabi, iSmintinga moteris. Nors

ne karta abejojo, ar $is sumanymas gali pavykti, sunkiausiomis

akimirkomis visi sémémés i$ jos stiprybés.

: Tokie jvykiai palieka Zzmoguje randg visam gyvenimui. Karas mane

taip uzgrudino, kad vélesni mano jareivio nuotykiai niekada nebe-
kélé baimés. A§ pazinau tikraja baime - ta, kuri lydi tave sekundé

po sekundés, mety metus. Po to jau
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The prison building where Mrs. Ruzgys is being held
along with Berta and Mira

Mrs. Ruzgys before IWW
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TWO MASS EXECUTIONS WERE CARRIED OUT ON

THE JEWISH COMMUNITY OF THE SMALL TOWN OF
GIEDRAICIAI IN THE FOREST NEAR KAMARAUCIZNA
IN JULY AND AUGUST 1941. THE RUZGYS FAMILY SAVED
THREE PEOPLE: BERTA, MIRA, AND [ZAK KAC.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Dudenai/ Giedraiciai,
Lithuania
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SIMONE PERRIER

BORN ON DECEMBER 17, 1925 IN FRANCE, LIVES IN FRANCE









was very young when I got married. It may seem strange to-

day, but that’s how things were back then. I didn’t have a high

school diploma. Instead, I got an apprenticeship and became
a hairdresser. I loved my job, and never complained. My in-laws ran
a restaurant with a large ballroom where they hosted parties with
dances and an orchestra, so I worked for them too. We were a very
close-knit, happy family.

I got married during the war, and those were difficult times; Ray-
mond, my husband, was in the resistance, so I hardly saw him. He had
to stay hidden. In 1943, the Malignac family came to us. They were
a family of Polish Jews who had settled in Paris before the war. Max
Malignac had lost his brother, who was deported from Paris, and his
wife had lost two brothers as well. For the Malignacs, staying in Paris
had become life-threatening. At the very beginning of their journey, they
ended up in Limoges with a family whose father had been sentenced
to death for participating in the resistance. Despite the great risk, this
family took them in. However, over time, the suspicions of the Germans
and informing neighbors made it impossible for them to stay, and the
Malignacs had to move further, eventually arriving in our small town.
And so, in early 1943, they ended up with us.

Henri, one of Max’s brothers, was already hiding with my in-laws.
He was the husband of Yvonne Roudier, a Catholic, a very good wom-
an, and an acquaintance of my in-laws. Raymond and I had prepared
a special hiding place for him in the attic, along with a rather compli-
cated escape route in case of danger. Our house and Raymond’s parents’
house shared a common wall, which allowed us to make several secret

passages in the attic. These passages, like a labyrinth, led from their

house to ours, and then to the street, which was behind a large garden.
In the event of a raid or sudden inspection, no one could suspect that
the escape route led almost to another street, not just to the back of the
houses, but actually to a street a little bit behind our gardens. This gave
us a sense of great psychological comfort, and nobody was ever caught.

During the hiding of the Malignacs, our direct connections with
the resistance movement played a very important role. Thanks to these
contacts, the family was able to obtain false documents under the name
Lavaud, allowing them to move around the streets of Limoges relatively
safely from time to time. The resistance movement also protected us
from informers. I remember that once a nasty guy came to my in-
laws and threatened to report us for helping Jews. At that time, it was
enough to scare him with possible retaliation from the resistance and
that horrible man never appeared again.

The only thing no one could protect us from was fear. Yes, we were
scared. We were afraid for ourselves, I was afraid for Raymond, and
we were afraid for the Jews in hiding. In Limoges and the surrounding
area, there were convents that hid Jewish children. In moments of fear,
I always consoled myself that the nuns must have been even more afraid
than we were, and that their risk and responsibility were different. They
were hiding children, small innocent children who had done nothing
wrong to anyone. They had to teach them to lie, how to adopt new habits,
and even how to pray. It must have been very difficult. Apart from the
fear that accompanied us, the second worst thing was the lying. You
had to lie to survive and to help others to survive. And I really don’t

like lying. Since the war, I have never lied again, never.

SIMONE PERRIER
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$tekéjau labai jauna. Siandien tai gali pasirodyti keista, ta¢iau

anuomet buvo visiskai jprasta. Nors neturéjau brandos ates-

tato, i$mokau amato ir tapau kirpéja. Labai mégau savo darbg
ir niekada nesiskundziau. Mano uo$viai turéjo restorang su didele
pokyliy sale, kur vykdavo Sokiai su orkestru, tad daznai padédavau ir
ten. Buvome darni ir laiminga Seima.

Istekéjau karo metais — tai buvo sunkis laikai. Mano vyras Raimon-
das (Raymond) priklausé pasipriesinimo judéjimui, todél matydavomeés
retai — jis nuolat turéjo slapstytis.

1943 metais pas mus atvyko Malinjaky (Malignac) $eima - len-
ky zydai, dar pries$ karg apsigyvene Paryziuje. Maksas Malinjakas
(Max Malignac) jau buvo netekes brolio, deportuoto i$§ Paryziaus, o
jo zmona - dviejy broliy. Likti ParyzZiuje jiems reiské mirting pavojuy.
I§ pradziy jie pasitrauké j Limozg (pranc. Limoges), kur apsistojo pas
$eima, kurios tévas buvo nuteistas mirties bausme uz dalyvavima
pasipriesinimo judéjime. Nepaisydama milzini$ko pavojaus, ta Seima
priglaudé Malinjakus po savo stogu. Taciau laikui bégant, vokieciy ir
vietiniy skundiky jtarimams vis stipréjant, padétis tapo nepakeliama
- ir Malinjakai buvo priversti persikelti kitur. Taip 1943-yjy pradzioje
jie atsidiré misy mazame miestelyje.

Tuo metu pas mano uosvius jau slapstési Henris (Henri) — vienas
i§ Makso broliy. Jis buvo vedes katalike Ivong Rudjé (Yvonne Roudier),
labai gera moterj, kuria mano uosviai pazinojo. Mes su Raimondu
jrengéme jam sléptuve palépéje — su gana sudétingu evakuacijos keliu
pabégimui pavojaus atveju. Miisy ir Raimondo tévy namai buvo sujungti

bendra siena, todél palépéje padaréme keleta slapty praéjimy - tarsi

labirinta, kuris vedé i$ jy namo j misy, o i§ misy - j kita gatve, esancia
uz didelio sodo. Per gaudynes ar netikétus reidus niekam nebuty $ovusi
i galva mintis, kad pabégimo kelias veda ne j kiema, o i visai kitg, uz
sody esancia gatve. Tai teiké didziulj psichologinj komfortg — niekas
niekada nebuvo sugautas.

Slapstant Malinjakus, itin svarbus buvo musy tiesioginis rysys su
pasiprie$inimo judéjimu. Batent to déka Malinjakai gavo suklastotus
dokumentus Lavo (Lavaud) pavarde ir bent retkaréiais galéjo palyginti
saugiai vaik$cioti Limozo gatvémis. Pasipriesinimo judéjimas taip pat
saugojo mus nuo skundiky. Prisimenu, kartg pas mano uosvius uzéjo
kazkoks jzalus tipas ir pagrasino jskysti mus uz pagalba zydams. Uzteko
uzsiminti apie galimg pasipriesinimo kerstg — ir tas Zzmogus daugiau
né karto nebepasirodé.

Taciau buvo vienas dalykas, nuo kurio niekas negaléjo apsaugoti - tai
baimé. Taip, mes bijojome. Bijojome dél saves, a§ nuolat nerimavau dél
Raimondo, bijojome ir dél ty, kuriuos slépéme. Limoze ir jo apylinkése
veiké vienuolynai - ypa¢ motery - kuriuose buvo slepiami zydy vaikai.
Kai mane apimdavo baimé, stengdavausi save guosti mintimi, kad
vienuolés turbit bijojo dar labiau. Jy rizika ir atsakomybé buvo kitokia
— jos slépé vaikus: mazus, nekaltus vaikus, kurie niekam nieko blogo
nepadaré. Jos turéjo iSmokyti juos meluoti, jsisavinti naujus jprocius,
iSmokti maldy. Tai turéjo buti be galo sunku.

Be nuolatinés baimés, antras sunkiausias dalykas buvo tai, kad
reikéjo meluoti. Reikéjo meluoti tam, kad i$gyventum, ir kad kiti isgy-
venty. O as labai nemégstu meluoti. Nuo karo laiky daugiau niekada

nemelavau. Niekada.



SIMONE PERRIER, ALONG WITH
HER HUSBAND RAYMOND AND HER
PARENTS-IN-LAW, PIERRE AND MELANIE,
RESCUED THE MALINGAC FAMILY:
MONIQUE, ANDRE, HELENA, MAX AND
MICHEL. THE MALINGACS WERE REFUGEES
FROM PARIS, WHERE THEY HAD LOST SOME
OF THEIR LOVED ONES. IN APRIL 1944, THEY
ENTERED SWITZERLAND ILLEGALLY.

SIMONE PERRIER

Place of rescue of Jews:
Neuvillas, Haute Vienne,
France
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was a not-very-tall, and not-very-pretty child. I was about 11-12

years old when the worst happened. It was a very hot summer.

The Germans were shooting Jews in the forests—first they took
the men, then the women and children. Raseiniai was a small town
where about 2,000 Jews lived. We resided nearby.

Hiding Jews was primarily about logistics. Every action, every
moment had to be meticulously planned. And you always had to be
careful about what you said, to whom, and about what. It was best not
to talk too much with one’s neighbors. The greatest concern was the
children, making sure they didn’t let anything slip.

All of this was very difficult. If someone was hiding just one person,
it was certainly easier. But our place filled up quite quickly. At first,
Nachum, who had been saved from the Raseiniai massacre, stayed
with us. He was also helped by two other families: the Gylys and the
Ramanauskases. Nachum had contact with the Jews hiding in the forests
and those who were still in the ghettos. He convinced local farmers to
take Jews in. He was a kind, good man, well-liked by many. We had
known him before the war—always smiling, a handsome man. Right
after the war, he married Sonia, who was also in hiding. She had escaped
from the Kaunas ghetto and was mostly hidden with the Ramanaus-
kases, I think. Nachum found her a place there. During that time, other
escapees from the Kaunas ghetto were with us too. I remember Szmerl
and Shimshon well, two brothers, and their sons Aron and Berl were
with us. What troublemakers they were! Full of energy.

Then Nachum brought Feivel to us, who was Szmerl and Shimshon’s

brother-in-law. Sometime later, probably in 1943 or early 1944, more

JANINA TARAPAITE-SLIBURIENE

people joined us: Chana and Sara Vink with their mother, Shalom,
Dina, and then Hanoch. Mina Vink, the mother of these two sisters,
was murdered in the last days of the war. It was a terrible misfortune.
The Germans were already retreating, and we lived in hope of liberation.
So we let our guard down a bit. Mina left the house at the wrong time,
just as German soldiers were in the village. They killed her instantly,
shooting her on the road. They must have known that she was Jewish.
Maybe someone had told them? I don’t know. I can’t say. There was
so much evil everywhere then, and to many, human life had become
worthless.

Against this background, our mother, Anele, was like an angel.
Our father had died in a distillery accident, so it was just the three of
us at home: Stasys, Helena, and me. During the war, we were all adults,
working and helping our mother however we could. Like most of our
neighbors, we were quite poor. Despite this, our mother allowed almost
10 new people to live with us. She could not imagine refusing to help
them. One day, our mother spoke with Nachum, who had come to us
at night from the Ramanauskases, and promised him that she would
help some of his relatives escape from the ghetto. And she did! A small
woman in a headscarf; such a gray mouse. Only her face was radiant,
always cheerful, even when she was worried. She went to the ghetto
in Kaunas, with a letter from Nachum, containing precise instructions
on what they should do to escape and make their way to us and the
Ramanauskases. How happy we were when the whole operation ended

in success. Mama was our heroine.
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uo metu buvau dar vaikas - nei labai auksta, nei labai grazi.

Man buvo gal vienuolika ar dvylika mety, kai prasidéjo

patys baisiausi laikai. Tg karstg vasarg vokieciai miskuose
$audé zydus. I§ pradziy i$vesdavo vyrus, paskui — moteris ir vaikus.
Raseiniai buvo nedidelis miestelis, kuriame gyveno apie du titkstancius
zydy. Mes gyvenome visai $alia.

Zydy slépimas pirmiausia buvo grynai logistinis reikalas. Kiekvienas
Zingsnis, kiekviena sekundé turéjo buti kruopsciai apgalvota. Nuolat
reikéjo saugotis — ka sakai, kam ir apie ka. Su kaimynais geriausia
buvo per daug nesi$nekéti. Ypac reikéjo prizitréti vaikus, kad netycia
neisplepéty ko nereikia.

Visa tai buvo labai sunku. Jei kas slépé vieng zmogy, jam, aisku,
buvo kiek lengviau. Bet pas mus greitai pasidaré anksta. Pirmasis
atsirado Nachumas (Nachum) - jis i$sigelbéjo i$ Raseiniy zudyniy. Be
masy, jam dar padéjo dvi Seimos — Gyliai ir Ramanauskai. Nachumas
palaikeé rysius su Zydais, kurie slapstési miskuose, taip pat su tais, kurie
dar buvo getuose, ir kalbino aplinkinius Gikininkus juos priglausti. Jis
buvo $iltas, nuosirdus Zmogus, daugelio mégstamas. Pazinojome jj dar
iki karo - visada besiSypsantis, grazus vyras. I§kart po karo jis vedé
Sonig, kuri taip pat slapstési. Ji pabégo i§ Kauno geto ir, regis, daugiau-
sia glaudési pas Ramanauskus - ten Nachumas jai ir surado vietg. Tuo
metu pas mus jau buvo apsistoje kiti pabégeéliai i$ to paties geto. Gerai
prisimenu Smerlj (Szmerl) ir Sim3ong (Szimszon) — du brolius, kurie
slapstési kartu su savo stinumis Aronu (Aron) ir Berliu (Berl). O, kokie

tai buvo padauzos! Tikras gyvas sidabras!

Véliau Nachumas atvedé pas mus Fejvelj (Fejwel) — Smerlio ir Sim-
$ono svainj. Dar po kurio laiko, gal 1943-aisiais ar 1944-yjy pradzioje,
prisijungé dar keli: Chana ir Sara Vinkaités (Vink) su mama Mina, taip
pat Salomas (Shalom) ir Dina, o véliau - ir Hanochas (Hanoch). Mina
Vink, ty dviejy sesery mama, buvo nuzudyta paciomis paskutinémis
karo dienomis. Tai buvo didziulé nelaimé. Vokieciai jau traukési, visi
gyvenome islaisvinimo viltimi ir buvome kiek prarade budrumg. Vieng
dieng Mina i$¢jo i§ namy, o kaime kaip tik buvo vokie¢iy kareiviy. Jie
ja nusové tiesiog kelyje. Tikriausiai Zinojo, kad ji Zydé. Gal kas jiems
pakuzdéjo - nezinau, negaliu pasakyti. Tais laikais blogio buvo tiek
daug, kad zmogaus gyvybé daug kam nebeturéjo jokios vertés.

Siame fone miisy mama Anelé buvo tarsi angelas. Tétis jau buvo mires
- zuvo degtinés varykloje per nelaimingg atsitikima. Namuose likome
trise: Stasys, a$ ir Helena. Per karg visi jau buvome suauge, dirbome,
kaip galéjome stengémés padéti mamai. Gyvenome gana skurdziai,
kaip ir dauguma misy kaimyny. Ta¢iau mama priémé beveik desimt
zmoniy. Ji net nepagalvojo, kad galéty jiems atsakyti.

Karta mama kalbéjosi su Nachumu, kuris naktj atéjo i§ Rama-
nausky, ir pazadéjo jam padéti iSvesti dalj jo giminaiciy i$ geto. Ir ji
tai padaré! Smulki moteris su skarele ant galvos - tokia pilka pelyte.
Bet jos veidas visada §vytéjo — ramus net tada, kai biidavo labai susi-
rapinusi. Ji i$vyko j Kauna, j geta, ne$ina Nachumo laisku, kuriame
buvo tiksliis nurodymai: kg ir kaip tiems zmonéms daryti, kad galéty
istrakti ir pasiekti mus ar Ramanauskus. Kaip mes dziaugémés, kai

viskas pavyko! Mama buvo misy didvyreé.
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THE GERMANS ESTABLISHED A GHETTO FOR THE
JEWISH INHABITANTS OF RASEINIAI. THERE WERE
ABOUT 2,000 PEOPLE THERE. ON AUGUST 27, 1941, THE
GERMANS LIQUIDATED THE GHETTO AND THE JEWS
WERE TAKEN TO THE BILIUNU DVARAS MONASTERY
AND THEN MURDERED. THANKS TO ANELE TARAPIENE
AND HER CHILDREN, STASIUKAS, ELENA AND JANINA,
THE LIVES OF MORE THAN 12 PEOPLE WERE SAVED.
THEY WERE NACHUM ZOLIN, SZMERL SHIMSHON,
AARON AND BERL MILNER, FEJWEL KAGAN, SZALOM
AND DINA FAKTOROWSKI, HANOCH GLIKMAN AND
CHANA VINK AND HER SISTER SARA. THE MOTHER OF
THE SISTERS, MINA VINK, WAS MURDERED IN THE LAST
DAYS OF THE GERMAN OCCUPATION.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Raseiniai, Lithuania
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believe we were saved by Saint Anthony, meaning the image

of St Anthony. I still have it at home. There was a time when

even Abram prayed to him. People lived in such stress at that
time that they looked for comfort wherever they could. And there was
something to be afraid of. About 12 people lived with us permanently
on our small farm. We didn’t have much space, some people were with
us in the house, and some in the shed. Dad organized a nice place there,
or at least relatively nice, according to the conditions.

Apart from fear, the main problem was the lack of space. It caused
various emotions, not always positive. We had to deal with quarrels
and bad moods. Mom believed that there was nothing better to end an
argument than fresh air. The only problem was that the Jews hiding
with us were not allowed to go outside, neither from the house nor
from their hiding place in the shed. Fortunately, my parents were very
resourceful and inventive. Once a week, there was a big laundry in our
yard—usually bed linen and table linen. These were always large sheets
of material, white duvet covers, tablecloths, and pillowcases. In the past,
pillows were much bigger than they are today, so the pillow cases were
also bigger. Dad put up washing lines all over the yard, but in such
a way that they were like a spider’s web. Those large sheets hanging
down to the ground were like a labyrinth, concealing everything. That
way, these poor people could come out of hiding.

I was a tiny toddler. I was born a few months before R6za and Her-
man came to us, followed by the rest of the people who stayed with us
for a few years and we were like family. I was their favorite, the only
little child in the house. At first, we had four-year-old Dawid with us,
but my mother arranged a place for him and his mother Helena in
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a convent. The nuns ran an orphanage, so they accepted the boy into
a group of orphans and hid Helena too. It was the only solution for all
of us to survive. Dawid cried a lot. He was lively and energetic, and that
could bring us trouble. He simply couldn’t sit still. However, Helena
didn’t want to leave him alone in the orphanage, so they separated
from Mosze, her husband, who stayed with us until the very end of
the war. Actually, everyone except Helena and Dawid stayed with us
for a few years.

I was barely two years old when I was disciplined by my mother.
I wasn’t allowed to go into the shed or be in the yard when the people
in hiding went out “for a walk” in the laundry. Everyone was afraid
that I would say something stupid in front of the neighbors. Because
of these restrictions, I started to be afraid too. Above all, I was afraid of
people. Not those hiding with us, but of neighbors, policemen, soldiers,
and partisans. Back then, someone always came “for a visit,” of course
unannounced, so we had to always be vigilant. We were most afraid
of Germans and Ukrainians, especially the Ukrainian police. They
would raid some houses, sometimes because someone had informed
on their neighbors, and sometimes because they needed something to
eat, money, or vodka.

We knew that our father would defend the Jews who lived with
us until the very end. If anyone had discovered that the Jews were
with us, we would have all been killed. My parents loved them all like
family, and they felt the same way in return. Right after the war, we left
Ukraine for Lower Silesia, where Abram found us all through correspon-
dence from Australia . He called my father, his father, until the end of
his life.
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anau, mus isgelbéjo Sventasis Antanas. Turiu omenyje

$ventojo paveikslélj, kurj iki $iol saugau namuose. Buvo

toks momentas, kad net Abraomas meldési prie jo. Tuo
metu Zzmonés gyveno nuolatinéje jtampoje ir ieSkojo paguodos visur,
kur tik jmanoma. Ir tikrai buvo ko bijoti.

Miisy nedideliame tikyje nuolat gyveno apie dvylika Zmoniy. Vietos
buvo nedaug - vieni glaudési kartu su mumis namuose, kiti slépési
darzinéje. Tétis joje buvo jrenges kiek jmanoma jaukesne sléptuve —
Zinoma, atsizvelgdamas i to meto salygas.

Be nuolatinés baimés, viena didZiausiy problemy buvo ank$tumas.
Tai kélé daug emocijy - ne visada teigiamy. Turéjome susidoroti su
pykdiais, gincais, bloga nuotaika. Mama tikéjo, kad niekas taip neis-
sklaido nesutarimy kaip grynas oras. Ta¢iau zydai, kurie slapstési pas
mus, negaléjo iseiti j lauka - nei i§ namy, nei i$ darzinés.

Laimei, mano tévai buvo labai i§radingi. Karta per savaite miisy
kieme vykdavo didzioji skalbimo diena - dazniausiai skalbdavome
patalyne ir staltieses. Tai budavo didziulés baltos drobés: pukiniy
antklodziy ir pagalviy uzvalkalai, staltiesés (tuo metu pagalvés budavo
gerokai didesnés nei $iandien, tad ir uzvalkalai atitinkamai didesni).
Tétis kieme buvo iStempes skalbiniy virves taip, kad jos sudaryty tarsi
voratinklj. Ant jy iSdziaustytos baltos drobés — iki zemés siekiantys
skalbiniai - sudarydavo savotiska labirintg ir uzstodavo viska aplink.
Tada tie vargsai galédavo trumpam iseiti i$ sléptuvés j gryna ora.

Tuo metu buvau dar visai maza — gimiau vos keliais ménesiais
anksciau, nei pas mus apsigyveno Rozé (Réza) su Hermanu, o véliau -
ir kiti zmoneés. Jie praleido pas mus kelerius metus, tapome kaip viena

$eima. Buvau visy jy numylétiné - vienintelis mazas vaikas namuose.

I8 pradziy kartu su mumis dar buvo ketveriy mety Dovydélis
(Dawidek), bet mama jam ir jo motinai Helenai surado vietg vienuo-
lyne. Ten vienuolés turéjo vaiky namus - berniukg priémé i naslaiciy
grupe, o Heleng paslépé uz vienuolyno sieny. Tai buvo vienintelis
bidas jiems isgyventi.

Dovydélis daug verkdavo, buvo judrus ir labai gyvas — negaléjo
nustygti vietoje. O tai galéjo visiems mums uztraukti nelaime. Helena
nenoréjo palikti jo vieno naslai¢iy prieglaudoje, todél nusprendé issiskirti
su savo vyru Mose (Mosze), kuris liko pas mus iki pat karo pabaigos. I§
tiesy visi, i§skyrus Heleng ir Dovydélj, pas mus praleido kelerius metus.

Kai man buvo vos dveji, mama pradéjo mane grieztai drausminti.
Grieztai buvo draudziama eiti j darzine ar bati kieme, kai besislapstantys
zmongs iSeidavo ,pasivaikscioti tarp skalbiniy. Visi bijojo, kad nety¢ia
ko nors neisplepéciau prie kaimyny. Dél $iy draudimy pati émiau bijoti
- visy pirma Zmoniy. Bet ne ty, kurie slépési pas mus, o kaimyny, poli-
cininky, kareiviy, partizany. Tais laikais vis kazkas ,,ateidavo j sve¢ius®
- zinoma, be jspéjimo, todél reikéjo biti nuolat budriems. Labiausiai
bijojome vokieciy ir ukrainie¢iy - ypac¢ ukrainieciy policijos. Jie rengda-
vo kratas kai kuriuose namuose: kartais dél to, kad kas nors jskysdavo
kaimynus, o kartais - tiesiog ieSkodami maisto, pinigy ar degtinés.

Zinojome, kad miisy tétis ginty pas mus gyvenancius zydus iki
paskutinio atodtsio. Jei buty i$aiskéje, kad juos slepiame - batume visi
nuzudyti. Ta¢iau mano tévai juos visus myléjo kaip Seimos narius, o
$ie atsilygino tuo paciu.

I8kart po karo i§vykome i§ Ukrainos j Zemutine Silezijg. Ten mus
per laiskus surado Abraomas (Abram) — musy ieskojo net i§ Australijos.

Iki pat gyvenimo pabaigos jis vadino mano tétj savo tévu.
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THE CZERWIEN FAMILY HID 12 JEWS ON THEIR FARM
BETWEEN 1941 AND 1944. THE JEWISH COMMUNITY IN
RAWA RUSKA NUMBERED 7,400 PEOPLE. ALMOST ALL OF
THEM WERE MURDERED IN BELZEC AND DURING THE
MASSACRE CARRIED OUT BY THE GERMANS IN

THE GHETTO IN DECEMBER 1942.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Rawa Ruska, Lviv, Poland
(today Ukraine)
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ne aspect of living in hiding is the interruption of one’s

biography. Normally, we go to work, school, university,

meet friends, engage in sports, tend to a garden, or visit
museums, theaters, and libraries. We simply live. Jews who had to hide
during WWII did not have such opportunities. In fact, they had no
chance for any of these activities. They had to interrupt their education,
and even if they survived, they often had no chance to continue their
education after liberation. Many were left alone in the world, without
loved ones, means of subsistence, or a home. Their homes had been taken
from them during the war, and they could not get them back. Often,
they emigrated, quickly started looking for work, began new families
and had to forget about their interrupted education.

That is why I am talking about the interrupted biographies of the
survivors, about the years of their lives taken away from them, which
they spent in oppression, humiliation, and unimaginable pain. There
are accounts from those who survived concentration or extermination
camps revealing a profound longing for a book, for the written word.
Someone might argue that such a longing seems trivial in the face of
the enormity of the suffering and death experienced by the Jews, but it

was there—deeply ingrained as one of their yearnings for life.
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I decided to keep little Hadassah, a five-year-old girl whose mother
had managed to hide elsewhere with false documents. I read books to
her. Not just children’s books; I read her everything that was in the
house. She was a beautiful, very intelligent girl, with dark hair and
black eyes—I liked her very much. We’ve stayed in touch all these
years. She became a history professor, she’s so smart, and 'm glad
I taught her first letters!

I often reflect on those old times when I shared my meager food
rations with Hadassah and taught her to read and write. We also had to
convince our neighbors of the fabricated story that little five-year-old
Hadassah was not a Jew but a Christian-Polish girl whose mother had
been taken to Germany as a forced laborer. And we succeeded! Perhaps
some suspected something, but they left us alone.

Our home wasn’t wealthy; my father died early, so we lived quite
modestly. However, we never questioned the fact that we had to help
others. When my mother told me that we would have to hide Jews in
our home, my response was immediate and positive. In my opinion, it is
such a fundamental human instinct to save someone’s life. If necessary,

I would do it again today. And again, and again.
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ienas i§ slapstymosi aspekty — nutritkusi biografija. Jprastomis

salygomis Zzmonés eina j darbg, mokyklg ar universiteta,

susitinka su draugais, sportuoja, dirba sode, lankosi mu-
ziejuose, teatruose ar bibliotekose - tiesiog gyvena. Taciau zydai, kurie
per Antraji pasaulinj kara buvo priversti slapstytis, neturéjo galimybés
daryti né vieno i$ $iy dalyky. Jiems teko nutraukti mokslus, ir net jei
iSgyveno, po isvadavimo ne visada galéjo juos testi. Daznai likdavo
visi$kai vieni - be artimyjy, be pragyvenimo $altinio, be namy. Na-
mus atéme karas, o po jo juos susigrazinti dazniausiai nebepavykdavo.
Daugelis emigravo, skubiai ieskojo darbo, kiiré naujas $eimas ir daznai
turéjo atsisakyti svajoniy apie moksla.

Todél kalbu apie i$gyvenusiyjy nutrakusias biografijas — apie i$
jy atimtus gyvenimo metus, praleistus priespaudos, pazeminimo ir
nejsivaizduojamo skausmo sglygomis. Net ir tokiomis aplinkybémis,
kaip liudija islikusiy koncentracijos ar naikinimo stovykly kaliniy
atsiminimai, juos kartais uzplasdavo ilgesys knygai, rasytam zodziui.
Galbut kas nors pasakyty, kad toks ilgesys - tik smulkmena didziulés
zydy tragedijos akivaizdoje. Taciau jis egzistavo — slypéjo giliai kaip

viena i§ gyvenimo ilgesio formy.

Norédamas kuo nors uzimti mazaja Hadasa (Hadassah) - penkeriy
mety mergaite, kurios motina, turin¢ia suklastotus dokumentus, pavyko
paslépti kitur, émiau jai skaityti knygas — ne tik vaikams skirtas, bet
visas, kurias tik turéjome namuose. Hadasa buvo labai grazi ir protinga
mergaité — tamsiais plaukais, juodomis akimis. Labai jg pamilau. Iki
$iol palaikome rys$j, nors nuo ty dieny praéjo tiek mety! Ji tapo istorijos
profesore - isilavinusia, talentinga moterimi. Dziaugiuosi, kad butent
a$ ja iSmokiau pirmyjy raidziy.

Daznai mintimis grjztu j tuos laikus - kai dalinausi su Hadasa
kukliomis maisto porcijomis, mokiau ja skaityti ir radyti. Turéjome
pasirtpinti ir tuo, kad maisy kaimynai patikéty sukurpta istorija: kad
penkiameté Hadasa — ne zydé, o krikéc¢ioné lenkaité, kurios motina
i§vezta j Vokietija priverstiniams darbams. Ir mums tai pavyko! Galbat
kas nors kg nors ir jtaré, bet paliko mus ramybéje.

Misy $eima nebuvo turtinga — tétis miré anksti, todél gyvenome
kukliai. Ta¢iau niekada neabejojome, kad privalome padéti kitiems. Kai
mama pasake, kad slépsime zydus, nedvejodamas atsakiau: taip. Man
tai buvo natarali, Zmogiska reakcija — gelbéti kito gyvybe. Jei reikéty,
padaryciau tai dar karta. Ir dar, ir dar.
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ANDRZE] AND HIS MOTHER HELENA RESCUED
MEMBERS OF THE KOSAK FAMILY: THE SISTERS Place of rescue of Jews:
DOBRA JENTE AND HADASSAH, AND THEIR MOTHER Warsaw, Poland

BRONISEAWA. DAWID KOSAK, THE FATHER, WAS
MURDERED DURING THE SHOAH. DOBRA JENTE'S
SONS ARE TODAY'S SENIOR LEADERS OF THE
LABOR PARTY IN GREAT BRITAIN, DAVID AND ED
MILIBAND. HADASSAH BECAME A PROFESSOR OF
HISTORY IN NEW YORK.
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y sister’s name was Zsuzsa and my best friend from

high school was also named Zsuzsa. It means “lily” in

Hebrew, but I didn’t know that at the time. I was 19,
and what happened then was hell for Jews in Hungary. Before that,
I didn’t pay attention to who was who or where they came from. Many
families were real mixtures of nationalities—this was part of our
heritage from the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Cisleithania alone, the
Austrian part, included almost twenty countries: Moravia, Bohemia,
Dalmatia, Galicia, Tyrol, and others. In the Czech Republic, about 20%
of the population was Hungarian, so only every fifth resident. And
among those, even every fifth was well mixed. Just before the war, the
number of Jews in Budapest was also over 20%. So no matter what,
there weren’t many “pure” Hungarians. That’s why we were taught not
to be surprised by the different family practices of our friends—each
either had a grandmother from Chernowitz and a grandfather from
Vienna, or a mother from Debrecen and a father from Sarajevo. That’s
why the anti-Semitic laws introduced by Miklés Horthy, who had once
been an aide to Emperor Franz Joseph, came as a great shock to my
family. Fortunately, at least he opposed the murder of Jews and never
contributed to this massacre.

Unfortunately, March 19th arrived and that memorable date in 1944
that will haunt me until my death. Zsuzsa’s father, Dr. Ern6 Jakab, was
a well-known and respected doctor in Budapest. After the Germans
entered Hungary, he was sent to Pécsmegyer, where Jewish doctors
were gathered, in just one day. My father was a high-ranking official at
the Tax Office, a very lucrative and important position in those days.
Every few days, dressed in his impeccable uniform, he would make
“official” visits to Pdcsmegyer, smuggling food for Erné and the other
doctors. At the same time, my sister and I were busy helping Mrs. Jakab

and Zsuzsanna, as they had to move to the “Jewish house” from which
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they were not allowed to leave. After consulting with our mother, my
sister gave Zsuzsanna her school ID so she could go out and take care
of the various things she needed. However, one of us was always with
her, because we were terrified that something might happen—that
someone might recognize her or report her. Meanwhile, we managed
to obtain special “safe-conduct letters” from the Swiss embassy for
the entire Jakab family, for a moment, we allowed ourselves to hope
that they would be saved. Unfortunately, in early November, Nyilas
(the Pfeilkreuzler or Arrow Cross Party) attacked the building where
the Jews were living and sent them on a “death march” towards Ger-
many. It was exactly on that day that Erné had finally been taken out
of Pécsmegyer and brought to his family. How we cried when they
took him and Zsuzsanna away—we were convinced that we were losing
them forever. We managed to smuggle Mrs. Jakab out and hide her in
our house. It was devastating for us, after so many months of trying
and hoping. In addition, there were three other people hiding with us:
Béla, Eta and Jenéné. There was always something to do, something
to take care of, and we were constantly on the move. Looking back,
I think this constant rush was a blessing because we didn’t have to think
about the danger, there was simply no time for that.

When we had almost given up hope of ever seeing Erné and Zsuzsan-
na again, exactly 10 days after the Nyilas attack, they appeared at our
door. They had managed to escape because Mr. Jakab, being a doctor,
had been ordered to stay in a village along the way where an epidemic
had broken out. Of course, they immediately seized the opportunity
and returned to Budapest, coming straight to us. We cried again, but
this time with happiness. We all lived together until January 1945:
the four of us, the Jakabs, Béla Mdlnar, Eta Obst, and Jen6né Schlésinger.
It was cramped, uncomfortable, and we were all afraid for our lives—but

in the end, we made it. I wasn’t proud of it, I was just happy.
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ano sesuo vadinosi Zuza (Zsuzsa). Tuo paciu vardu

buvo ir mano geriausia draugeé i§ gimnazijos - Zuza

(Zsuzsa). Hebrajiskai $is vardas reiskia ,lelija“ bet
anuomet to dar nezinojau. Man buvo devyniolika, kai Vengrijoje
zydams prasidéjo tikras pragaras. Iki tol nekreipdavau démesio, kas
yra kas — kas kokios tautybés ar kilmés. Dauguma $eimy buvo tarsi
tikros tauty misrainés — tai buvo miisy paveldas i§ Austrijos-Vengrijos
imperijos laiky. Vien austrigkoji dalis, vadinamoji Cisleitanija, apémé
beveik dvidesimt Zemiy: Moravijg, Cekijg, Dalmatijg, Galicija, Tirolj
ir kitas. Visoje ,imperatori$koje ir karaliskoje“ monarchijoje vengrai
sudaré apie 20 procenty gyventojy — vadinasi, tik kas penktas buvo
vengras. Ir net tas ,,kas penktas“ daznai buvo misrios tautinés kilmeés.

Be to, pries pat karg zydai sudaré daugiau nei 20 procenty Bu-
dapesto gyventojy. Tad, kaip beskai¢iuotum - ,,gryny” vengry i tiesy
buvo nedaug. Todél buvome jprate nesistebéti draugy Seimy savitais
paprodiais - vienas turéjo mociute i§ Cernivcy, senelj - i§ Vienos, kito
mama buvo i§ Debreceno, o tévas — i§ Sarajevo. Todél misy Seimai
didziulj Soka sukélé antisemitiniai jstatymai, kuriuos jvedé Miklosas
Hortis (Miklés Horthy) - tas pats, kuris kadaise buvo imperatoriaus
Pranci$kaus Juozapo adjutantas. Laimei, bent jau zydy Zudynéms jis
nepritaré ir niekada prie jy neprisidéjo.

Tacdiau atéjo 1944-yjy kovo 19-0ji — diena, kuri mane persekios
visa likusj gyvenima.

Zuzos tévas, dr. Ernis Jakabas (Erné Jakab), buvo labai geras ir gerai
zinomas Budapesto gydytojas. Taciau ta pacia dieng, kai vokieciai jzengé
i Vengrija, jis buvo i$siystas j Po¢megerj (vengr. Pécsmegyer) — specialig
vieta, kur buvo sutelkti Zydy gydytojai. Mano tévas tuo metu éjo aukstas
pareigas — dirbo Mokesc¢iy inspekcijoje. Tais laikais tai buvo prestizi-
nis ir pelningas darbas. Kas kelias dienas, apsirenges nepriekaistinga
uniforma, jis vykdavo i ,oficialius patikrinimus“ Po¢megeryije ir slapta
vezdavo maistg dr. Jakabui bei kitiems ten laikomiems gydytojams.

Tuo metu a$ ir mano sesuo padédavome poniai Jakab ir Zuzai, kurios

buvo priverstos persikelti j vadinamuosius ,,zydy namus® - pastata, kurio

gyventojams buvo grieztai draudziama ji palikti. Pasitarus su misy
mama, mano sesuo atidavé ZuZai savo moksleivés pazyméjima - su
juo Zuza galéjo ideiti j miesta ir susitvarkyti biitinus reikalus. Taciau
visada viena i§ masy ja lydédavo - siaubingai bijojome, kad jai kas nors
nenutikty: kad kas nors ja neatpazinty ar nejskysty.

Per tg laika mums pavyko gauti specialius ,,garantinius rastus® i§
Sveicarijos ambasados visai Jakaby Seimai. Vél suzibo viltis, kad pavyks
juos isgelbéti. Taciau lapkricio pradzioje ,Nyilasok“ (nacistinés Stréliy
kryziaus partijos) smogikai uzpuolé visg pastata, kuriame gyveno zydai,
ir visus jo gyventojus i$varé j vadinamajj ,mirties zygj“ Vokietijos link.

Tai jvyko ta pacig dieng, kai mums pagaliau pavyko istraukti
Ernj i§ Po¢megerio ir parvezti namo, pas $eima. Kaip mes verkéme,
kai jj issivedé kartu su Zuza... Buvome tikri, kad jy daugiau niekada
nepamatysime.

Ponig Jakab mums pavyko slapta i§vezti ir paslépti miisy namuose.
Buvo be galo sunku - po tiek ménesiy pastangy ir vil¢iy viskg praras-
ti. Be to, tuo metu jau slépéme dar tris Zmones: Belg, Etg ir Jenone.
Visada turéjome kg veikti, kg organizuoti — buvome nuolat uzsiému-
sios. Zvelgdama i dabarties perspektyvos, manau, kad tas nuolatinis
skubéjimas buvo tikras palaiminimas: jis neleido galvoti apie pavojy
- tiesiog nebuvo kada.

Kai jau buvome beveik prarade viltj kada nors vél pamatyti Ernj
ir Zuza, lygiai po desimties dieny po ,,Nyilasok“ i§puolio jie netikétai
pasirodé prie masy dury. Jiems pavyko pabégti. Ponui Jakabui, kaip
gydytojui, pakeliui buvo jsakyta pasilikti viename kaime, nes kilo
kazkokia epidemija. Zinoma, jie iskart pasinaudojo proga ir grjzo
i Budapesta — tiesiai pas mus. Ir vél verkéme - §j kartg i§ dziaugsmo.

Nuo tada visi kartu gyvenome iki 1945-yjy sausio: mes keturiese,
Jakaby $eima, Bela Molnar (Béla Molndr), Eta Obst ir Jenoné Slezinger
(Jenéné Schlésinger). Buvo anksta, nepatogu, visi gyvenome baiméje,
taciau viskas baigési sékmingai. A§ tuo nesididziavau - tiesiog buvau

laiminga.
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THE FARKAS FAMILY SAVED SIX PEOPLE FROM DEATH:
JAKAB ERNO, JAKAB ERZSEBET ERNONE, KAPUS Place of rescue of Jews:
ZSUZSANNA GYULANE, MOLNAR BELA, MULLER ETA Budapest, Hungary.
DEZSONE, SCHLESINGER JENONE.
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e lived in a villa in the Zoliborz district in Warsaw.

The area was predominantly inhabited by the intelli-

gentsia. Almost all the families here had already lost
someone close, as both the Russians in the east and the Germans in
the General Government were targeting the Polish intelligentsia from
the very beginning of the war. Almost every neighbor was involved in
some form of covert, anti-occupation, or aid activities. Every house had
its own secret; everyone was hiding someone or something. My father,
a Polish officer, was murdered by the Russians after they entered Poland
in September. His death left my mother, Leonia, and us two teenagers,
Wanda and me, alone. By the time little Henryk came into our lives,
the war was already well and truly underway.

In the spring of 1942, our housekeeper brought us the Teicher
couple—Sara and Adolf, along with their seven-year-old son Henryk.
They arrived exhausted and without hope. They had fear in their eyes.
They were made of fear. For months, they had been forced to change
hiding places due to informers and German raids. My mother welcomed
them warmly, and we instantly fell in love with Henryk. We managed
to secure new documents for him under the name Piotr Chrzanowski,
and from then on, he became Piotr to us for the rest of his life.

Adding three new people to the house meant much extra work. We
had to get more food, which was very difficult because everything was
rationed. There were food coupons, and the prices on the black market
were sky-high. On top of that, we were members of the Home Army,
with constant comings and goings in our house. A British courier lived
with us illegally. We were also hiding weapons. The Warsaw informers
were aggressively searching for hidden Jews, so the house was constantly

buzzing with activity.
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At the end of May, the Teichers had to change their hiding place.
Hiding adults without a child increased the chance of success. Unfor-
tunately, the operation did not succeed. Sara and Adolf were murdered
somewhere in Praga. Little Piotr was left an orphan. He had to stay home
all the time, usually in our mother’s bedroom, on her bed, so that no one
could see him through the window. In the evenings, the three of us would
sit on the balcony close together, and Piotr would squeeze in between us
unnoticed to breathe a little fresh air. He never asked about his parents
or spoke of his family. The only memento he had of his mother was her
silver thimble with an amethyst, which he always carried with him.

A bit of happiness in this misfortune came when Irenka Palenker,
a Jewish woman and the wife of a Polish officer, escaped from the
burning Warsaw ghetto. We took her into our home. For a brief period,
she became an “aunt” to Piotr. Both had lost everything and lived in
constant hiding, existing somewhere between life and death. Irena’s
sister, Jadwiga Pozner, had been murdered in Treblinka together with
Janusz Korczak and his orphans.

In October 1944, following the defeat of the Warsaw Uprising, the
Germans ordered everyone to leave their homes, which meant that the
Jews hiding in them had to go as well. Irenka had a “good appearance”
and documents in the name of Teodozja Guza, but our little Piotr
looked like a caricature of a Jew from German propaganda. It would
be impossible for him to pass unnoticed through the line of German
soldiers. Thinking quickly, our mother cut the sheet into long strips and,
using them as bandages, wrapped the boy’s entire head and face. Then
she smeared the wrappings with some red grease that looked like blood.
Disguised as “our cousin”—a child with burns from a shell explosion,
we made it through the German checkpoints, reached Pruszkéw, and

eventually found our way near Krakéw, where we all waited for liberation.
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yvenome viloje Zoliboze (lenk. Zoliborz) - inteligentijos

kvartale Var$uvoje. Aplink beveik kiekviena $eima buvo

netekusi bent vieno artimojo. Nuo pat karo pradzios rytinéje
Lenkijos dalyje siautéjo rusai, o Generalinéje Gubernijoje - vokieciai.
Abu okupantai sistemingai naikino lenky $viesuomene. Kiekvienas
musy kaimynas ar kaimyné vienaip ar Kitaip buvo jsitrauke j pogrinding
veikla - pasipriesinimo judéjima, pagalbg persekiojamiems ar kitas kons-
piracines veiklas. Visi namai slépé paslaptj — kiekvienas kg nors slépé.

Mano téva, Lenkijos karininkg, rusai nuzudé 1939-yjy rugséji, vos
jsiverze j $alj. Likome trise - mama Leonia, sesuo Vanda (Wanda) ir as,
dar paauglés. Kai maisy gyvenime atsirado mazasis Henrikas (Henryk),
karas jau buvo gerokai jsibégéjes.

1942-yjy pavasarj miisy namy tvarkytoja atvedé Teicheriy (Teicher)
$eimg - Sara, Adolfg ir jy septyneriy mety stiny Henj. Jie buvo i$seke,
beviltiskai paliize, su akyse jstrigusia begaline baime - atrodé, lyg bty
sudaryti vien i$ jos. Jau kelis ménesius jie klajojo i$ vienos sléptuves j
kita, nuolat bégdami nuo $malcovniky - Santazuotojy, kurie mainais
uz pinigus grasino jskundimu - ir nuo vokieciy kraty. Mama juos
priémeé $iltai, o mes visos i§ karto pamilome Henj. Pavyko gauti jam
dokumentus Piotro Ch$anovskio (Piotr Chrzanowski) vardu — nuo tada
jis visam gyvenimui tapo misy Petriuku, Piotrusiu.

Trys nauji zmonés namuose reiské daugybe papildomy rapesciy.
Reikéjo daugiau maisto - o tai buvo didziulis isstkis: viskas normuojama,
butinos maisto kortelés, o juodojoje rinkoje kainos - tiesiog kosminés.
Be to, kaip Armijos Krajovos narés, dalyvavome pogrindinéje veikloje:
masy namuose gyveno brity kurjeris, slépéme dézes su ginklais - ju-
déjimas vyko nuolat. Tuo metu Varsuvoje §malcovnikai itin aktyviai
medziojo besislapstanéius Zydus. Viskas tai vyko vienu metu.

Geguzés pabaigoje Teicheriai turéjo keisti sléptuve. Suaugusieji be

vaiko turéjo didesne tikimybe iSgyventi, taciau §j kartg nepadéjo net

tai. Sara ir Adolfas buvo nuzudyti kazkur Pragos rajone. Petriukas liko
visi$kas na$laitis. Jis turéjo nuolat bati namuose, dazniausiai - mamos
miegamajame, ant jos lovos, kad niekas nepastebéty jo pro langa. Vakare
trise susésdavome balkone, glaudZiai viena $alia kitos, o Petriukas tyliai
jsisprausdavo tarp miisy — kad bent trumpam galéty pakvépuoti grynu
oru. Jis niekada neklausinéjo apie savo tévus ir nekalbéjo apie savo
$eimg. Vienintelis daiktas, likes i§ mamos, buvo sidabrinis pir§¢iukas
su ametistu - visada nesiojosi jj su savimi.

Siek tiek $viesos j miisy gyvenima, kuping baimés ir nezinios, atnesé
Irenka Palenker - Zydé, Lenkijos karininko zmona, i$trakusi i$ lieps-
nojancio Varsuvos geto. Priglaudéme ja pas save ir ji tapo tarsi Petriuko
»teta“. Abu buvo viskg prarade, priversti gyventi slapstydamiesi - lyg
pakibe tarp gyvenimo ir mirties. Irenos sesuo Jadvyga Pozner (Jadwiga
Pozner) buvo nuzudyta Treblinkoje kartu su Janu$u Koréaku (Janusz
Korczak) ir jo naglaiciais.

1944-yjy spalj, po Varsuvos sukilimo pralaiméjimo, vokieéiai jsaké
visiems palikti namus - vadinasi, iSeiti turéjo ir ten besislapstantys zy-
dai. Irenka turéjo ,,tinkamga i$vaizdg“ ir dokumentus Teodozijos Guzos
(Teodozja Guza) vardu. Ta¢iau misy Petriukas... Jis atrodé lyg gyva zydo
karikattira i$§ nacistinés spaudos - jokiy Sansy prasmukti pro vokieciy
kareivius nepastebétam. Trumpai pasvarsc¢iusi, mama supjausté paklode
ilgomis juostomis, pasidaré tvars¢iy ir apvyniojo berniukui visg galva
bei veida. Paskui patepé kazkokiu raudonu tepalu - atrodé lyg kraujas.
Ir $tai, su tokiu ,,persirengéliu®, neva miasy mazuoju pusbroliu, kurio
veidas esg apdeges nuo sviedinio sprogimo, praéjome pro vokieciy
kontrolés punktus. Pasiekéme Pruskuvy (lenk. Pruszkow), o véliau -
apylinkes netoli Krokuvos, kur sulaukéme i§vadavimo.

(Helperny $eima su dviem sanumis grjzo i§ Rusijos ir pasiémé

Henrika kaip giminaitj. 1950 m. jie visi i§vyko j Izraelj.)
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LEONIA GUTOWSKA AND HER TWO DAUGHTERS,
JANINA AND WANDA, PROVIDED HELP AND SHELTER Place of rescue of Jews:
TO JEWS THROUGHOUT THE OCCUPATION. Warsaw, Poland
ALL THREE WERE MEMBERS OF THE UNDERGROUND
ARMY AND WERE INVOLVED IN CONSPIRATORIAL
ACTIVITIES AGAINST THE GERMANS. THEY SAVED
HENRYK TEICHER AND IRENE PALENKER FROM
DEATH. UNFORTUNATELY, AS A RESULT OF A TIP-OFF,
HENRYK'S PARENTS, SARA AND ADOLF TEICHER,
WERE MURDERED WHILE SEARCHING FOR A NEW
HIDING PLACE IN WARSAW'S PRAGA DISTRICT.
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f my husband had been born, for example, in the USA, he

would likely have become a world-famous painter. His talent

was extraordinary. He had a wonderful sense of color and light.
He was also an excellent draftsman. He constantly sketched in his
notebook. Our son still has his sketches from the POW camp, drawn
on scraps of paper he managed to obtain. Today, these sketches have
artistic value and serve as a testament to the things that happened.
The terrible events that took place in Vinnitsa.

In 1941, the Germans occupied our city, and we witnessed horrors
on a scale we had never imagined. Above all, cruelty reigned supreme,
which is hard to imagine, let alone experience. Early in the occupation,
the Germans created a ghetto where, among other people, our friends
were imprisoned. They also set up additional labor camps and a stalag,
a camp for Soviet POWs (soldiers).

Ivan Petrov ended up in this Stalag as an ordinary infantryman.
The conditions were terrible. Soldiers were dying of hunger and exhaus-
tion or were being murdered.

Ivan managed to escape and eventually ended up with us. Initially,
he wandered through parks and forests, sleeping wherever he could
because he didn’t know anyone in our city. At that time, my brother,
Valentin, was at war, and we had lost all contact with him, even fearing
that he might be dead. When Ivan showed up at our door, my parents
took him in immediately. I believe they did it for Valentin’s sake, hoping
he might also meet people who could help him if necessary. Ivan was
emaciated and staggering on his feet. His request for help was an act
of desperation.

My father prepared a place for him in the attic, where we bathed
and fed him, and he slowly recovered. During this time, we also tried

to assist our friends locked up in the ghetto. We smuggled them food,

and other small items that could be useful. Unfortunately, in April
1942, we faced the terrible massacre—small Jewish children were
being murdered on the outskirts of the city. They were forcibly taken
from their mothers and killed, one by one, and buried in mass graves,
ranging from infants a few months old to toddlers. These little ones were
shot simply because they were Jewish. We were deeply affected by this
tragedy at home. Seeing our involvement, Ivan eventually opened up
to us, revealing that he was actually a Jew and his real name was Isaak
Tartakovsky. At some point in the Stalag where he had been impris-
oned, the Germans had begun to search for Jews among the prisoners
out of pure malice because what other reason could they have? It was
particularly difficult for men to conceal their Jewish identity due to
circumcision, which the Germans exploited ruthlessly.

We began to treat Isaac as a family member, but he could only stay
within our house. He was not allowed to go anywhere, not even into
the yard. When our friends or occasionally the Ukrainian police vis-
ited us, he had to hide in the attic and stay locked up there for hours.
We lived in constant fear of our neighbors. People’s cruelty had reached
its peak, and with the knowledge that Ivan was actually Isaac, the threat
against us grew exponentially. Throughout this period, we supported
each other. Our friends from the ghetto had died. We didn’t know what
was happening to Valentin and Isaac had no idea where his family was
or if they were still alive. In March 1944, when liberation came, Isaac
re-enlisted in the army and disappeared from our sight. I went on to
study chemistry in Kyiv. In the spring of 1952, while standing in line at
the post office, I was approached by a very handsome man. We looked
into each other’s eyes and, after two years, we were married. Isaak and

I had found each other again. In a new life.

LYDIA SAVCHUK
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el mano vyras baty gimes, tarkime, Amerikoje, jis veikiausiai

buty tapes pasaulinio garso dailininku. Jo talentas buvo i$skir-

tinis - turéjo nepaprastg spalvy ir $viesos pojtti, be to, puikiai
piesé. Nuolat eskizavo savo sasiuvinyje. Masy stinus iki $iol saugo jo
piesinius, sukurtus karo belaisviy stovykloje — ant atsitiktinai gauty
popieriaus skiau¢iy. Sie darbai turi ne tik menine, bet ir istorine verte
- tai liudijimas apie siaubingus jvykius Vinycioje (ukr. Binnuuys).

Vokieciai miisy miestg uzémeé 1941-aisiais. Tuomet prasidéjo dalykai,
kokiy tokio masto anksciau nebuvome patyre. Isigaléjo neapsakomas
Ziaurumas - sunkiai pakeliamas ir dar sunkiau suvokiamas. Po oku-
pacijos vokieciai jkairé geta, i kurj pateko ir maisy artimi draugai. Taip
pat buvo jsteigtos darbo stovyklos ir stalagas — karo belaisviy stovykla
soviety kariams, eiliniams kareiviams ir puskarininkiams.

Ivanas Petrovas (Iwan Pietrow) | stalaga pateko kaip eilinis pés-
tininkas. Salygos ten buvo nezmoniskos: kariai mirdavo i§ bado,
i$sekimo arba btidavo tiesiog susaudomi. Ivanui pavyko pabégti - jis
atsidtiré pas mus. I$ pradziy klaidziojo po parkus ir migkus, miegojo,
kur papuolé - masy mieste jis nieko nepazinojo. Tuo metu mano brolis
Valentinas buvo fronte — neturéjome su juo jokio rysio ir manéme, kad
jis galéjo zati. Kai Ivanas pasirodé prie musy dury, tévai jj priémé be
jokiy dvejoniy. Manau, tai buvo dél Valentino - jie vylési, kad ir jam,
kur beklaidzZioty, atsiras zmoniy, kurie, prireikus, i$ties pagalbos ranka.

Ivanas buvo visiskai i§sekes, vos bepastovéjo ant kojy - jo pagalbos
$auksmas buvo desperatiskas. Tévas jrengé jam vietg palépéje, mes jj
iSmaudéme, pavalgydinome, ir pamazu jis atsigavo.

Tuo metu slapta padédavome savo draugams gete — ne§davome

maisto ir jvairiy smulkmeny, kurios galéjo praversti. Deja, atéjo

1942-yjy balandis, o su juo - siaubingos zydy vaiky Zudynés miesto
pakrastyje. Mazylius jéga plésé i§ motiny ranky ir zudé vieng po kito.
Jie iki $iol guli masinéje kapavietéje — keliy ménesiy kadikiai ar vos
keleriy mety vaikai. Vienintelis jy ,,nusikaltimas“ buvo zydy kilmeé.
Visa tai miisy namuose i§gyvenome su siaubu. Ir tuomet Ivanas,
matydamas musy jsitraukimg, atsivéré — prisipazino, kad ir pats yra
zydas, o tikrasis jo vardas - Izaokas Tartakovskis (Izaak Tartakowskij).
Stalage, kur buvo laikomas, vokieéiai vienu metu pradéjo ieskoti
zydy tarp belaisviy - i§ gryno nieksiskumo. Kokia dar priezastj jie
galéjo turéti? Dél apipjaustymo vyrams buvo sunku nuslépti kilme,
ir vokieciai tuo naudojosi.

Nuo tada Izaokas tapo musy $eimos nariu. Taciau jis galéjo buti
tik namuose - net i kiemg iSeiti jam buvo draudziama. Kai pas mus
apsilankydavo pazjstami ar netikétai uzsukdavo ukrainieéiy polici-
ninkai, jis skubédavo sléptis i palépe ir ten uzsidarydavo net kelioms
valandoms. Labiausiai bijojome kaimyny - Zmoniy Ziaurumas buvo
pasiekes auksciausia taska. O kai paaiskéjo, kad Ivanas - i§ tikryjy
Izaokas, pavojus mums dar labiau iSaugo. Vis délto visa ta laikg vienas
kita drasinome, stengémés jkvépti vilties. Zuvo miisy draugai i$ geto,
neturéjome jokiy ziniy apie Valenting, o Izaokas nezinojo nieko apie
savo $eimg - ar kas liko gyvas, ar visi prazuvo.

I$vadavimas atéjo 1944-yjy kova. Izaokas vél jstojo j kariuome-
ne ir dingo mums i§ akiy. AS iSvykau j Kyjiva studijuoti chemijos.
1952-yjy pavasarj, stovédama eiléje paste, buvau uzkalbinta labai grazaus
vyro. Pazvelgéme vienas kitam j akis - ir po dvejy mety tapome vyru

ir Zmona. A$ ir Izaokas. Vél susitike. Naujam gyvenimui.



IN SEPTEMBER 1941, THE EINSATZGRUPPEN MURDERED
THE JEWISH POPULATION OF VINNYTSIA.

IN THE TWO-DAY MASSACRE, 28,000 PEOPLE DIED.
NADEZHDA AND STEFAN SAVCHUK, ALONG WITH
THEIR DAUGHTER LYDIA, HID SURVIVOR IZAAK
TARTAKOVSKY IN THEIR HOME. IN THE 1950s, LYDIA
AND IZAAK MARRIED. THEY HAVE TWO CHILDREN
AND MANY GRANDCHILDREN. BECAUSE OF THE WAR
IN UKRAINE (2022), LYDIA HAD TO BE EVACUATED

TO SWITZERLAND.

LYDIA SAVCHUK

Place of rescue of Jews:
Vinnitsa, Ukraine
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n October 3, 1944, after the end of the Warsaw Uprising,

the Germans forced people out of their homes in Warsaw.

Mom quickly began packing the most necessary belong-
ings, along with a tablecloth belonging to the SledZ family whom we
had visited in the ghetto.

In early 1941, in German-occupied Warsaw, my mother applied for
a job at the registration office and immediately began exploiting her
position. Thanks to this, she had access to a large number of registration
cards and unrestricted entry to the ghetto. First, she created several fic-
titious registrations, allowing us to receive far more ration cards for jam
and bread. I packed the surplus into my schoolbag, and together with my
mother, we went to the ghetto—she on business and [, as her daughter.

The conditions in the ghetto grew more and more terrible with each
passing month. Dead bodies lay in the streets covered with paper while
small children begged for food, and diseases spread uncontrollably.
The Jews were exhausted by the harsh conditions they were forced to
endure. There was a stench of decaying bodies and feces. I used to bring
food to the SledZ couple and their seven children, who lived in one of
the ruined houses. None of them survived. One of those little snot-
nosed brats who jumped with joy at the sight of the bread, which was
awful and scratched their tongues because it was full of chaff. All that
remains of them is that tablecloth. Mom protected it like a treasure;
it was always with us; it accompanied us on our wanderings through
the camp in Pruszkéw and Matopolska and Gdansk. Then we returned
with it to Warsaw, where our house burned down a few years after
the war, but that tablecloth survived. It is a Sabbath tablecloth. Someone
might say, “Eh, it’s just an old rag,” but it is a metaphysical tablecloth.
Woven into its threads is the story of those murdered little ones. It is
their shroud for eternity.

I entered the ghetto with my mother many times, but the last time
was in early 1942 to take a Jewish girl out. My mother, Janina, was
brave, intelligent and enterprising. As a divorced woman with a child
in the 1930s, earning her own living and climbing the career ladder, she
was a rare exception. She never gave up. In the ghetto, a Bund member
named Hilary Alter approached my mother and asked for help. He was
a blue-eyed blond who had chosen to stay behind the walls and asked

DR. ANNA BANDO

my mother to take his daughter, Lilka, with her. The scene of Hilary’s
and Lilka’s farewell has haunted me throughout my life. To this day,
eighty years later, I remember every second of that moment—a father
saying goodbye to his child forever, voluntarily staying in the ghetto
to face certain death.

Many terrible things happened to me during the occupation, and I
took part in many dangerous actions. However, that moment changed
everything in my life. Lilka became my sister. She moved in with us, and
we hid her until 1945—almost four years. My mother, who could work
miracles, arranged for Lilka to get false papers in her maiden name,
Krysia Wéjcik. Lilka loved cooking with our grandmother, who lived
with us. When there was still snow, we went sledding, but only in the
afternoons when it was already dark.

We were afraid because Lilka didn’t look like her father—she looked
100% Jewish. The neighbors must have suspected something, but no
one was sure whether Lilka was Krysia, my cousin on my mother’s
side. But no one asked us anything. We tried to live as normally as
possible. Almost every day, an old friend, Dr. Mikotaj Borensztajn, who
had false papers and worked as a stoker in the municipal boiler room,
would drop in. However, we always had to be prepared for the worst.
We had a plan for German searches. They usually came after curfew
and we could hear their heavy boots on the stairs. Within a minute,
I'had to hide Lilka in a small cupboard in the kitchen and cover it with
jars. At the same time, Grandma would quickly put on a dressing gown
and run water into the bathtub, pretending it was just an ordinary
evening. When she opened the door for the Germans, she would put
on an innocent face—a little tired, a little bored—while Lilka felt that
she would die of fear in her hiding place. We only had to escape to the
roof once because we got a tip that the searches would be much more
thorough that day, and Lilka might be discovered.

Then the Warsaw Uprising broke out, and after it ended, the four
of us began a forced journey around Poland that lasted several years.
The Sledz family were no longer in this world, Dr. Borensztajn returned
to treating people, and Lilka eventually found her aunt in France.
A few years ago, I donated the tablecloth to the POLIN Museum of the
History of Polish Jews.
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944 mety spalio 3-3ja, zlugus Varsuvos sukilimui, vokieciai

pradéjo varyti var$uviecius i$ jy namy. Mama puolé skubiai

krautis batiniausius daiktus - tarp jy ir Sledziy (Sledz) $eimos
staltiese. Seimos, kurig lankydavome gete.

1941-yjy pradzioje, vokieciy okupuotoje Varsuvoje, mama jsidarbino
gyventojy registracijos jstaigoje ir ikart émé naudotis savo padétimi.
Sis darbas suteiké jai prieiga prie titkstanciy registracijos korteliy ir
laisva patekima j geta. Pirmiausia ji suklastojo keletg registracijos
jrasy - taip gavome papildomy maisto korteliy marmeladui ir duonai.
Sias perteklines atsargas kraudavau j savo kuprine, ir kartu su mama
eidavome j geta - ji tarnybiniais reikalais, o a$ - kaip jos dukra.

Geto salygos ménuo po ménesio vis prastéjo. Gatvése guléjo la-
vonai, uzdengti popieriumi, mazi vaikai elgetavo maisto, plito ligos.
Zmonés buvo iseke, priversti egzistuoti nezmoniskomis salygomis.
Visur tvyrojo puvanciy kiiny ir i$maty dvokas. Vienoje lasnoje glau-
dési Sledziy pora su septyniais vaikais, kuriems nesdavau maisto. Nei
vienas i$ jy neiSgyveno. Nei vienas i$ ty mazy, snargléty vaiky, kurie
$okinédavo i$§ dziaugsmo pamate duong - ta bjauria, pely prigrusta
duong, draskancia liezuvy. I§ visos $eimos liko tik staltiesé. Mama jg
saugojo kaip didziausig brangenybe - ji visada keliavo su mumis: per
Prugkuvo (lenk. Pruszkow) stovykla, per Mazaja Lenkija, Gdanska.
Galiausiai grizome su ja j Var$uva, kur po keleriy mety sudegé musy
namas. Bet staltiesé liko. Tai buvo $abo staltiesé. Kazkas gal pasakyty,
kad tai - tik skuduras. Ta¢iau man ji — metafiziné staltiesé. Jos audinyje
jragyta ty nuzudyty mazyliy istorija. Ji - jy amzinas jkapiy audeklas.

I geta su mama éjau daugybe karty, bet paskutinj - 1942-yjy pra-
dzioje, kad iSvestume i§ ten Zydy mergaite. Mano mama Janina buvo
drasi, sumani, iniciatyvi moteris. Jau 1930-aisiais, budama issiskyrusi
motina su vaiku, pati iSlaikanti $eimgq ir siekianti karjeros, ji buvo reta
i$imtis. Ji niekada nepasiduodavo.

Gete j jg kreipési pagalbos Bundo narys Hilaris Alteris (Hilary Alter)
- mélynakis blondinas, kuris nusprendé likti uz geto sieny. Jis prasé
mamos i§gelbéti tik savo dukra Lilka. Hilario ir Lilkos atsisveikinimo

scena visam gyvenimui sudauzé man $irdj. Net po astuoniasdes$imties

mety prisimenu kiekviena tos akimirkos sekunde: tévas, samoningai
atsisveikinantis su savo vaiku visiems laikams, pasiliekantis gete, kur
jo lauké nei$vengiama mirtis.

Per okupacijg patyriau daugybe siaubingy dalyky, dalyvavau pa-
vojingose akcijose, bet biitent §is momentas viska pakeité. Lilka tapo
mano seserimi - ji apsigyveno su mumis, ir mes ja slépéme iki 1945-yjy,
beveik ketverius metus. Mama, kuri sugebédavo daryti stebuklus,
partpino Lilkai suklastotus dokumentus savo mergautine pavarde —
Krysia Vujcik (Krysia Wojcik).

Lilka dievino gaminti su misy mociute, kuri gyveno kartu. Kol
dar buvo sniego, eidavome ¢iuozinéti rogémis - bet tik vélyvomis
popietémis, jau sutemus. Bijojome, nes Lilka buvo visi$kai nepanasi
i savo téva — atrodé kaip grynakraujé zydaité. Kaimynai, ko gero, kaz-
ka jtaré — vargu ar kas tikéjo, kad Lilka yra Krysia, mano pusseseré
i§ mamos pusés. Taciau niekas neklausinéjo. Mes stengémés gyventi
kaip jmanoma normaliau.

Beveik kasdien pas mus uzsukdavo senas pazjstamas, daktaras
Mikalojus Borensteinas (Mikotaj Borensztajn), turéjes suklastotus
dokumentus ir dirbes miesto katilinéje ktiriku. Vis délto reikéjo nuolat
buti pasiruo$us blogiausiam. Turéjome plana, jei prasidéty vokiediy
kratos. Dazniausiai jie ateidavo po komendanto valandos - girdédavome
jy sunkius batus ant laipty. Per minute turédavau jkisti Lilkg j maza
sienine spintele virtuvéje ir uzstatyti ja stiklainiais, o mociuté greitai
apsivilkdavo chalata ir pripildydavo vonig vandens - kad atrodyty,
jog vyksta jprastas vakaro gyvenimas. Atidariusi duris vokieciams,
ji apsimesdavo kiek pavargusi, $iek tiek nuobodziaujanti, o tuo metu
Lilka mirdavo i§ baimés savo sléptuvéje.

Tik kartg mums teko bégti ant stogo - ta dieng buvome jspétos, kad
kratos bus ypac kruopscios, ir Lilkai grésé buti aptiktai.

Véliau kilo Var$uvos sukilimas, o jam pasibaigus keturiese leidomeés
i kelis metus trukusig priverstine klajone po Lenkija. Sledziy $eimos
jau nebebuvo tarp gyvyjy. Daktaras Borensteinas grizo prie gydytojo
darbo, o Lilka Prancizijoje surado savo teta. Prie§ keleta mety ta staltiese

padovanojau Lenkijos zydy istorijos muziejui POLIN.



DR. ANNA BANDO

ANNA BANDO AND HER MOTHER JANINA SAVED
THREE PEOPLE FROM DEATH: ALTER LILIANA Place of rescue of Jews:
(WOJCIK KRYSTYNA), DR. BORENSZTAJN MIKOEA] Warsaw, Poland
(BORECKI MIKOEAJ) AND GRYNBERG CHAJM
(LUKOMSKI LUKAUSSY).
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ejgele missed her mother and brother very much. Almost

everyone she knew had been murdered in Treblinka or the

other death camps. Despite the decent care and conditions
at the convent, she felt lonely. The separation from Dudek, her brother,
and her mother, the only close family she had left, became unbearable.
So, she escaped and began looking for her brother.

My father, an officer in the Polish Army, died at the very beginning
of the war. My mother, Zofia, was left alone with three sons. She not
only had to care for three teenagers but also support the entire family.
It was not easy during the war, but my mother was a very resourceful
and wise person. She set up a shop and divided the household chores
between the three of us. At the time, we lived in Henrykéw near
Warsaw, where 1/3 of the inhabitants were Jewish. Among them was
the Inwentarz family, our closest neighbors and friends. In February
1940, the Germans, in revenge for the assassination of the German
mayor, shot 300 residents of Henrykdéw in Palmiry, including Symche
Inwentarz, who left behind two children: Fejgele and Jésef, known as
Dudek. Shortly after these events, the Germans established a ghetto
in Ludwisin and transferred the Jews of Henrykow there. Little Fejgele
was luckily placed in an orphanage at a Franciscan convent in Warsaw,
while Dudek, for a very large sum of money, was placed with a Polish
family in Praga.

When his sister appeared in the doorway of the apartment where
Dudek was hidden, the landlady threw them both out onto the street.
She didn’t want to take any more risks, even though she had been paid
quite well to hide Dudek. Fejgele and Dudek wandered around Warsaw
until they met their mother, who was also hidden on the “Aryan” side.
From that moment, Bella must have known that their chances of survival

had dropped to almost zero. In complete resignation, she went with

PROF. DR. WITOLD LISOWSKI

Fejgele to the ghetto, and told Dudek to leave and find shelter. Fejgele
and Bella died in April 1943 during the ghetto uprising.

One afternoon in the autumn of 1943, as I was on my way home,
a ghostly figure, a shadow of a man emerged from the bushes onto
the street. He blocked my path and whispered, “Witek.” That’s when
I recognized him. It was Dudek. He had been walking at night through
the forests and villages of Mazovia looking for food and shelter for
several months. Occasionally, he encountered friendly people who
offered him a place to sleep, something to eat, or clothes to wear.
Completely exhausted, but hopeful, he decided to come to Henrykéw.
When I approached to greet him, he fainted. I had to pick him up and
carry him home. Fortunately, it was already dark, and I did not meet
anyone on the way.

My mother was terrified by Dudek's condition. We feared he might
die. Calling a doctor was too risky. We decided to bathe him first, wash
him thoroughly, and give him new clothes. The warm water had a positive
effect on Dudek. His body was cold and exhausted, but slowly, day by
day, he regained his strength. We furnished a small room in the attic
for him, where he had to stay hidden all day. Every day, I gave him an
account of what was happening “in the free world.” Mom ran an “open
house,” with many people coming and going, so Dudek had to remain
very quiet in his lock-up. In the spring of 1944, amidst all this great
misfortune, we had a bit of luck. We managed to find work for Dudek
as a shepherd in the countryside. In August, the uprising broke out,
and our house burned down. If Dudek had been with us, he would have
had no chance of survival. But with my birth certificate, he survived
in the countryside until the end of the war as Witold Lisowski. After
liberation, Dudek's aunt, Dora, was also found, and they emigrated to

Israel together.
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eigelé (Fejgele) labai ilgéjosi mamos ir brolio. Beveik visi, ku-

riuos ji pazinojo, buvo nuzudyti Treblinkoje ar kitose mirties

stovyklose. Nors vienuolyne buvo gerai priziirima ir gyveno
padoriomis sglygomis, ji jautési be galo vieni$a. Skaudziausia jai buvo
i$siskyrimas su Dudeku ir mama - vieninteliais dar gyvais artimaisiais.
Galiausiai Feigelé pabégo i$ vienuolyno ir leidosi ieskoti brolio.

Mano tévas, Lenkijos kariuomenés karininkas, zuvo pacioje karo
pradzioje. Mama Zofija liko viena su trimis sinumis. Jai teko ne tik
vienai auginti tris paauglius, bet ir i§laikyti $eimg. Karo metais tai
buvo ypa¢ sunku, bet mama buvo sumani ir iSradinga - jkaré nedidele
parduotuve, o buities darbus padalino mums trims.

Tuo metu gyvenome Henrikuve (lenk. Henrykéw), netoli Var-
$uvos - vietovéje, kur apie trecdalj gyventojy sudaré zydai. Viena i§
zydy Seimy - muisy artimiausi kaimynai ir bic¢iuliai - buvo Inventazai
(Inwentarzowie). 1940 mety vasarj, kerSydami uz pasikésinima j vokieciy
burmistrg, vokiec¢iai Palmyruose (lenk. Palmiry) susaudé 300 Henrikuvo
gyventojuy, tarp juy - ir Symche Inventaza (Symche Inwentarz). Jis paliko
du naslaic¢ius - Feigele ir Josefa, pramintg Dudeku.

Netrukus po $iy jvykiy vokieciai jkaré geta Ludvisine (lenk.
Ludwisin) ir perkélé i ji Henrikuvo zydus. Mazajai Feigelei pavyko
rasti prieglobstj pranciskoniy vaiky namuose Var§uvoje, o Dudeka
- sumokéjus nemenka pinigy suma - priglaudé viena lenky Seima
Pragos rajone. Taciau vieng dieng, kai netikétai prie jy buto dury
pasirodé jo sesuo, $eimininké i§sigando ir abu vaikus i$vijo j gatve.
Nors uz mazojo Dudeko slépimg buvo dosniai atlyginama, moteris
nebenoréjo rizikuoti. Feigelé ir Dudekas émé klaidZioti po Var$uva,
kol jiems pavyko susisiekti su savo mama Bela (Bella), kuri taip pat
slapstési ,,arijy” puséje. Tg akimirka, regis, Bela suprato, kad jy $ansai

iSgyventi beveik i$nyko. Visiskai palazusi, ji kartu su Feigele nuéjo

i geta, o Dudekui liepé ieskoti prieglobsc¢io. Feigelé ir Bela Zuvo
1943-yjy balandj, per Varsuvos geto sukilima.

1943-yjy rudenj, vieng popiete, grizdamas namo, pamaciau i§ krimy
prie kelio i$nyrancia figiirg — tarsi Smékla. Jis sustojo priesais mane ir
tyliai i$taré: ,,Vitekai.“ Pazinau jj - tai buvo Dudekas. Kelis ménesius
jis klaidziojo naktimis po Mazovijos miskus ir kaimus, ieSkodamas
maisto ir pastogés. Kartais sutikdavo geranorisky Zzmoniy, kurie
leisdavo pernakvoti, duodavo valgyti ar aprengdavo. Visiskai i$sekes,
leisgyvis, bet dar rusenant paskutinei vilties kibirksciai, jis nusprendé
grizti | Henrikuva. Kai priéjau prie jo pasisveikinti, Dudekas nualpo.
Turéjau jj paimti ant ranky ir nunesti namo. Laimé, jau buvo suteme,
tad pakeliui nieko nesutikau.

Mama buvo sukrésta, pamaciusi Dudeko biikle. Bijojome, kad jis
gali neiSgyventi. Gydytojo kviesti negaléjome - tai buity buve pernelyg
pavojinga. Pirmiausia jj i$maudéme, nuplovéme purva, aprengéme
$variais drabuZiais. Siltas vanduo jj $iek tiek atgaivino, nors kiinas
buvo visi$kai i$sekes ir nusales. Pamazu, diena po dienos, Dudekas
atgavo jégas.

Palépéje jrengéme jam mazg kambarélj — ten jis ir praleisdavo visas
dienas. A§ kasdien jam pasakodavau, kas vyksta ,,laisvéje“. Mama buvo
labai svetinga — maisy namuose nuolat lankési daug Zmoniy, todél
Dudekas privaléjo tyliai tinoti savo sléptuvéje.

1944-yjy pavasarj mums nusisypsojo sekmé — suradome Dudekui
darbg piemeniu viename kaime. Rugpjatj prasidéjo Varsuvos sukilimas,
per kurj miisy namas sudegé. Jei tuo metu Dudekas biity buves pas
mus - jis nebtty turéjes jokiy Sansy iSgyventi. Taciau kaime, turéda-
mas mano gimimo liudijima, jis sulauké karo pabaigos kaip Vitoldas
Lisovskis (Witold Lisowski). Po iSvadavimo atsirado Dudeko teta Dora,

ir kartu jie emigravo j Izraelj.
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ZOFIA JEDRYSIAK-LISOWSKA

AND HER SON WITOLD Place of rescue of Jews:

LISOWSKI SAVED JOZEF Warsaw, Poland

DUDEK INWENTARZ FROM
DEATH. DESPITE ALL OF THEIR
EFFORTS, THEY COULD NOT
GET HIS MOTHER BELLA AND
SISTER FEJGELE OUT OF THE
GHETTO. DUDEK'S FAMILY
STILL LIVES IN ISRAEL.
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other prepared a bed for Lya in a separate room.

We had a spacious house with plenty of room for ev-

eryone. We wanted Lya to feel comfortable and have
a good night’s sleep. After we had eaten dinner, she washed up and went
to her room. Just before going to bed, my parents went to say ,,good
night” and found her crying. She was scared and didn’t want to sleep
alone. My mother brought her to our room, and from that moment
on, we slept together. Although I was just a small child, I could sense
the fragility of life. Lya, like me, had a sister and parents—yet she had
been separated from them. Not long ago, they had lived a peaceful life
as Dutch citizens. However, suddenly, they became unwanted Jews in
their own country, and their lives were in danger.

It was April 1943, and it was very warm. I remember this because
April here can still be very cold. At the time, we lived in Amersfoort
in a large house where my father had his medical practice. My father,
Hugo, was an ophthalmologist, and my mother, Kathy, a nurse. They
worked together at home, which was very convenient for my mother
because, in addition to me, there was also my little sister Francine. The
house was always filled with people, patients, and guests. There was
always something going on, from morning till night. My parents were
very helpful; although my father was an ophthalmologist, he provided
first aid to those in need. A doctor is always a doctor. He was knowl-
edgeable in many areas.

The Netherlands declared neutrality when the war broke out. In May
1940, the Germans nevertheless occupied our country. At that time,
the situation of the Jews deteriorated drastically. Anti-Semitism had
already been reaping its harvest before the occupation, but it intensified
after 1940. In February 1940, the honor of my nation was defended
by a general strike led by the communists against the deportations

of Jews. Unfortunately, it did not help much. Things soon changed.

The Germans executed the strike leaders, and the Dutch police and
gendarmerie began to cooperate closely with the occupiers. Even here,
in Amersfoort, there was a concentration camp. My parents spoke about
it frequently in front of us children, not realizing that I understood
much of it despite my young age.

That memorable April, my father’s friends, Wilhelmina and Jan,
visited us on their bikes, bringing Lya with them. At that time, many
Jews had to change their names and obtain false papers, which was
both risky and expensive. Often, Jewish children couldn’t remember
their new names, making them easy to detect, as spies were everywhere.
Lya remained Lya, however. There was no need to change her name;
she looked “good,” and no one in our city knew her. She was born and
raised in Utrecht, where her father, Leo, was an accountant, and her
mother, Renee, was a housewife. The only thing that needed changing
was her story. From the moment she crossed our threshold, she became
our cousin from Rotterdam, whose parents had been bombed.

Despite this, we had to keep a constant watch over her. She couldn’t
go out into the street, and I had to ensure she didn’t draw too much
attention from my father’s patients because someone might have sus-
pected something. We had to change housekeepers several times because
they were too curious about Lya’s story and questioned her about her
previous life. My mother was quick to dismiss them. When liberation
came, Lya left our room with tears in her eyes. After two years together,
we had become like family. Fortunately, Lya’s sister, Elly, survived, hid-
den with our friends Wilhelmina and Jan. Leo and Renee died. Their
daughters had no memento of them. Only many years later, someone
unexpectedly gave the sisters a postcard their father had thrown out
from the transport to the camp. It was written in pencil, dated May
1944, and addressed to a neighbor in Utrecht.

PAULIEN REITSMA
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ama Lijai (Lya) paruo$é lovg atskirame kambaryje.

Masy namas buvo didelis — vietos visiems pakako,

tad noréjome, kad ji jaustysi laisvai ir galéty ramiai
i$simiegoti. Po vakarienés Lija nusiprausé ir nuéjo i savo kambarj,
taciau kai tévai uzéjo palinkeéti labos nakties, rado jg apsiasarojusia.
Ji bijojo miegoti viena - jautési labai vieni$a. Tuomet mama jg atvedé
i masy kambarj, ir nuo tada miegojome kartu. Nors buvau dar visai
maza, kazkur giliai pajutau, koks trapus yra gyvenimas. Lija, kaip ir
a$, turéjo tévus ir seserj, bet dabar buvo nuo jy atskirta. Dar visai ne-
seniai jy $eima gyveno ramy gyvenimg — kaip daugelis olandy, o $tai
dabar staiga virto nepageidaujamais savo paciy Salyje - zydais, kuriy
gyvybei grésé pavojus.

Tai buvo 1943-yjy balandis - nejprastai siltas ménuo, nes balandj pas
mus daznai dar baina zvarbu. Tuo metu gyvenome Amersforte (oland.
Amersfoort), dideliame name, kuriame tétis buvo jsirenges akiy gydy-
tojo kabineta. Mano tévas Hugo buvo okulistas, o mama Kati (Kathy)
- slaugytoja. Jie dirbo kartu, namuose, ir tai buvo labai patogu - ypac
mamai, nes be manes augino dar ir mano jaunesnigjg sesute Fransing
(Francine). Namuose visada sukiojosi zmonés — pacientai, svec¢iai, nuo
ryto iki vakaro vyravo $urmulys. Tévai buvo labai paslaugis. Nors tétis
specializavosi akiy ligose, prireikus suteikdavo ir pirmaja pagalba - juk
gydytojas turi i$manyti jvairius dalykus.

Vos prasidéjus karui, Nyderlandai paskelbé neutraliteta, taciau
1940-yjy geguze vokiediai vis tiek okupavo musy $alj. Nuo tada zydy
padétis émé sparciai blogéti. Antisemitizmo buta ir anksciau, bet
okupacijos metais jis jgavo visai kitg mastg. Mano tautos garbe bent i§
dalies isgelbéjo visuotinis streikas prie$ zydy deportacijas, kurj 1941-yjy
vasarj suorganizavo komunistai. Deja, daug naudos jis neatnes$é¢, bet
nuo tada daug kas pasikeité. Vokiec¢iai nuzudé streiko vadus, o olandy

policija ir zandarmerija émé aktyviai bendradarbiauti su okupantais.

Net ir musy mieste, Amersforte, buvo jkurta koncentracijos stovykla.
Tévai apie tai daznai kalbédavosi — net ir mums girdint. Matyt, né
nepagalvojo, kad a$, nors buvau dar visai vaikas, viska gerai supratau.

Ta jsiminting balandzio dieng dviraciais pas mus atvaziavo tévo
bic¢iuliai - Vilhelmina (Wilhelmina) ir Janas (Jan), atsivezdami Lijg. Tuo
metu daug zydy keité pavardes - jiems reikéjo suklastoty dokumenty,
o tai buvo ir rizikinga, ir brangu. Vaikams ypac sunkiai sekdavosi jsi-
minti naujus vardus, o Salyje knibzdéjo $nipy — pakako mazos klaidos
ir jie greitai juos iSaiskindavo. Taciau Lijai nereikéjo keisti vardo - ji
liko Lija. Be to, ji turéjo ,tinkamg“ i$vaizda, o misy mieste niekas jos
nepazinojo. Ji buvo gimusi ir augo Utrechte, kur jos tévas Leo dirbo
buhalteriu, 0o mama René (Renee) rapinosi namais. Vienintelis dalykas,
kurj teko pakeisti - jos istorija. Nuo tos dienos, kai ji perzengé misy
namy slenkstj, ji tapo muisy pussesere i§ Roterdamo, kurios tévai, kaip
buvo sakoma, zuvo per bombardavima.

Vis délto turéjome buti labai atsargus. Lija negaléjo eiti j lauka, o
a$ turéjau rupintis, kad ji pernelyg nekristy i akis té¢io pacientams —
niekada nezinojai, kas kg gali pastebéti ar jtarti. Ne kartg teko keisti
ir namy tvarkytojg — kai kurios jy pernelyg doméjosi Lijos praeitimi,
klausinéjo. Mama tokiy dalyky netoleravo — smalsios tarnaités buvo
nedelsiant atleidziamos.

Kai atéjo i§vadavimo diena, Lija su aSaromis akyse paliko musy
kambarj. Po dvejy kartu praleisty mety buvome tapusios kaip viena
$eima. Laimei, jos sesuo Eli (Elly) taip pat i$gyveno — ja slépé Vilhel-
minos ir Jano pazjstami. Taciau jy tévai — Leo ir René - zuvo. Dukros
neturéjo jokiy islikusiy daikty i$ savo $eimos. Tik po daugelio mety
kazkas netikétai perdavé seserims atviruka, kurj jy tévas buvo i$metes
i$ traukinio pakeliui i stovyklg. Jis buvo parasytas piestuku, datuotas

1944-yjy geguze, ir adresuotas jy kaimynui Utrechte.



N

THE BROES FAMILY TOOK LYA FRANK IN FOR TWO
YEARS, HIDING HER UNTIL THE LIBERATION OF

THE NETHERLANDS. LYA'S SISTER, ELLA, SURVIVED

THE HOLOCAUST, ALSO HIDDEN BY A DUTCH FAMILY
IN UTRECHT. BOTH GIRLS' PARENTS, LEO AND RENEE,
WERE MURDERED IN AUSCHWITZ IN 1944.

OF THE 140,000 DUTCH JEWS, 105,000 WERE DEPORTED
TO DEATH CAMPS. THEY WERE MAINLY MURDERED

IN AUSCHWITZ AND SOBIBOR.

PAULIEN REITSMA

Place of rescue of Jews:
Amersfoort/Utrecht,
Netherlands
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oman and Helena got married right after the war. They had
a real wedding this time. For two years, they had been in
a fictitious marriage. Helena had gotten false papers, and
as Roman’s wife, a Polish Catholic, she accompanied him to work in
a German factory in Radom. It was after our neighbors informed on us
for helping Jews and the Germans killed everyone—ten people in total.
Only Helena survived, spared only because she wasn’t home at the time.

The story of saving these people was the most poignant experience
in my life. My parents spoke very openly with us about the injustice
these individuals faced from the very outbreak of the war and the first
persecution of Jews. We never doubted that we had to help them. It was
also a way of fighting the occupier and their absurd new regulations,
which they had been introducing in Poland since September 1939.
At times, we even had the impression that the main task of the Germans
was to spread hatred of Jews. Warsaw fell very quickly, the front moved
east, and the Nazis began exterminating the population in occupied
Polish cities. My parents, who had survived World War I, had never
seen anything like this before—hatred, hatred, and more hatred. There
were two sides to all this. One felt unreal because it was hard to believe
that so much evil could exist in the human soul. The other was very
real because human lives were being annihilated.

My brother, Roman, had been smuggling food and other necessi-
ties into the Warsaw ghetto from the very moment it was established.
During one of his trips “behind the wall,” he met the Kac family. After
many wanderings, they had moved from L6dzZ to Warsaw, hoping that
the conditions in the capital’s ghetto would be better. I don’t know if he
fell in love with Helena Kac at that time, but he very quickly decided
to move the entire family “to the Aryan” side. They lived with us, of

course. Then Roman moved the Beatuses, Weinrebs, and Wolmans

MARIA GRZYBOWSKA

out of the ghetto. 1942 was a terrible year, as the Jews of Warsaw were
being murdered in Treblinka. The apartment became so crowded that
it was impossible to breathe.

My mother organized a division of duties, which worked very well
during the day. Those with false papers could go out, but not for long
and not too far. Some even managed to bring in food or hustle up some
money somewhere, because feeding such a crowd of people was not easy.
At home, everyone had something to do, because my parents believed
that idleness was the worst thing for the body and soul. So we took turns
peeling potatoes, doing laundry, and scrubbing floors. I must admit,
everyone did their best. My family pretended to the neighbors that we
had two or three cousins at home and on the outside we tried to live
normally. School, work, some small social gatherings continued but,
of course, never at our home. Helena found a job and, like us, went out
every morning to go about her business. On that terrible day in 1944,
neither we nor she were at home. The Gestapo, likely tipped oft by the
neighbors, burst into our apartment, dragged everyone outside, and
shot them in the street. After that, our family had to split up, each of
us living somewhere else so that the Germans wouldn’t find us. Roman
arranged for a marriage certificate for himself and Helena from a priest
he knew. As a married couple they volunteered for work in Radom.
We had to cover up all traces of ourselves, because otherwise the Ger-
mans would have murdered us too.

Helena and Roman were like one tree, like a single trunk—insepara-
ble. She was over 15 years older than him, exhausted by war, stress, and
mourning for her entire family. All this meant that she could not have
children, although she yearned to have them very much. That is why,
after the wedding, they decided to adopt a Jewish war orphan, Zosia, with
whom they created a new wonderful family, far from Europe, in America.
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omanas ir Helena susituokeé iskart po karo. Tai buvo tikros

vestuvés, nors fiktyvia santuoka jie jau gyveno dvejus metus.

Helena turéjo suklastotus dokumentus ir, kaip Romano
Zzmona - lenké kataliké, kartu su juo i§vyko dirbti j vokiec¢iy gamykla
Radome. Taip nutiko po to, kai kaimynai jskundé mus uz pagalba zy-
dams, o vokieciai nuzudé visus — desimt Zmoniy. I$sigelbéjo tik Helena,
nes tuo metu jos nebuvo namuose.

Siy zmoniy gelbéjimo istorija - skaudZiausia mano gyvenime. Nuo
pat karo pradzios, kai tik prasidéjo zydy persekiojimai, misy tévai
labai atvirai su mumis kalbéjosi apie neteisybe, kuri uzgriuvo $iuos
zmones. Niekada neabejojome, kad jiems batina padéti - tai buvo ir
musy pasiprieS§inimo okupantui forma, protestas prie$ absurdiskas
nacistinio rezimo taisykles, jvestas Lenkijoje nuo 1939-yjy rugséjo.
Kartais atrodydavo, kad vokieciy tikslas buvo vienas — zadinti nea-
pykantg zZydams.

Var$uva krito labai greitai, frontas pasislinko j rytus, o naciai
pradéjo sistemingai naikinti gyventojus okupuotuose Lenkijos mies-
tuose. Mano tévai, i§gyvene Pirmajj pasaulinj kara, niekada nebuvo
regéje nieko panasaus - tai buvo neapykanta, gryna neapykanta. Viskas
turéjo dvi puses: viena — beveik nejtikétina, sunkiai suvokiama, kad
zmogaus siela gali talpinti tiek blogio; kita — labai konkreti, nes realiai
buvo naikinami Zmonés.

Nuo pat Varsuvos geto jsteigimo mano brolis Romanas slapta nedavo
ten maistg ir kitus batiniausius daiktus. Vieno tokio apsilankymo ,,uz
sienos” metu jis susipazino su Kacy $eima, kuri po daugybés peripetijy
persikélé i§ Lodzés j Var$uvy, tikédamasi, kad ¢ia - sostinéje — geto
salygos bus Siek tiek geresnés. Nezinau, ar jau tada Romanas jsimyléjo
Heleng Kacaite (Helena Kac), bet netrukus apsisprendé: i$vesti visg jos
$eima j »arijy” puse. Jie apsigyveno, zinoma, pas mus. Véliau Romanas

i$vedé i geto ir Beatusy (Beatus), Veinreby (Weinreb) bei Volmany

(Wolman) $eimas. Tai buvo siaubingi 1942-ieji, kai Varsuvos zydai
masiskai buvo vezami j Treblinkg ir Zudomi.

Misy butas prisipildé Zzmoniy taip, kad beveik nebuvo kuo kvépuoti.
Mama paskirsté pareigas, ir dienomis viskas veiké gana sklandziai.
Tie, kurie turéjo suklastotus dokumentus, galéjo trumpam iSeiti i§
namy - bet ne per toli ir ne per ilgai. Kai kuriems net pavykdavo gauti
maisto produkty ar nelegaliai uzdirbti iek tiek pinigy - i$maitinti
tokj barj Zmoniy buvo nelengva. Namuose visi turéjo kg veikti - tévai
tvirtai tikéjo, kad blogiausia, kas gali i$tikti Zmoguy, - tai neveiklumas,
ardantis ir kiing, ir siela. Todél visi paeiliui skusdavo bulves, skalbdavo
drabuzius, $veisdavo grindis. Turiu pripazinti - visi nuosirdziai stengési.

Kad nekeltume jtarimy kaimynams, apsimetéme, jog pas mus gy-
vena du ar trys pusbroliai. ISoriskai stengémés gyventi kuo jprasciau
- lankéme mokykla, éjome j darba, kartais susitikdavome su draugais,
Zinoma, niekada - namuose. Helena taip pat jsidarbino ir, kaip ir mes,
kiekvieng ryta iSeidavo , tvarkyti savo reikaly.

Ta siaubingg 1944-yjy dieng nei misy, nei jos nebuvo namuose.
Gestapas, matyt, gaves prane$img i$ kaimynuy, jsiverzé j masy buta,
iStempé visus viduje buvusius zmones ir susaudé juos gatvéje. Misy
$eimai teko iSsiskirstyti — kiekvienas pasislépé kitoje vietoje, kad vokie-
¢iai misy nesurasty. Romanas per pazjstamg kuniga gavo santuokos
liudijimg sau ir Helenali, ir kaip sutuoktiniy pora jie uzsiregistravo
darbui Radome. Turéjome sunaikinti visus praeities pédsakus - kitaip
vokiediai buty nuzude ir mus.

Helena ir Romanas buvo neatskiriami - tarsi vienas medis, vienas
kamienas. Ji buvo daugiau nei penkiolika mety uz jj vyresné, i$sekinta
karo, streso ir netek¢iy — praradusi visg savo Seimg. Ji labai trosko vai-
ky, bet dél patirty i§gyvenimy jy turéti nebegaléjo. Todél po vestuviy
nusprendé jsivaikinti Zydy karo naslaite Zosig. Kartu jie sukairé nauja,

nuostabia Seima - toli nuo Europos, Amerikoje.
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THROUGH THEIR NUMEROUS EFFORTS,
THE GRZYBOWSKI FAMILY MANAGED TO SAVE OVER Place of rescue of Jews:
20 PEOPLE, INCLUDING MEMBERS OF Warsaw, Poland
THE KAC, WEINREB, BEATUS, AND WEIMAN
FAMILIES. UNFORTUNATELY, NOT EVERYONE WHOM
THE GRZYBOWSKI FAMILY SHELTERED SURVIVED
THE HOLOCAUST.
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t was autumn 2014, on a terribly rainy day, and I was home alone.

I had been a widow for a long time, and my children had built

their houses in other places. It was already late afternoon when
I heard voices in the yard. I opened the door, and I saw a strikingly
good-looking woman, she was very beautiful. She asked me, in slightly
broken Polish, if I was the daughter of Wincent and Katarzyna. When
I confirmed this, she came closer, hugged me tightly, and said: “Whether
you like it or not, we are your family! My name is Ania Kaplan. I am
Fania’s daughter.”

Fajga—known as Fania at home—was from the Dusiacki family.
She was confined to the Vilnius ghetto and, on February 13, 1943, sent
to Ponary for execution. Five family members were in the house: Gida,
Fania, Henio, and their parents. They ran a restaurant in Vilnius and
were our friends. Every year, they would come to us in Wojdaty for the
holidays. The mother and her two daughters were sent to the ghetto.
Their father disappeared somewhere outside the ghetto, and we never
found out how or where he died. Henio joined the partisans and later,
together with Anders’ army, reached Palestine and remained there.

It was very cold that day, and maybe that’s why Fania survived.
She stood over the pit with her mother and sister, wearing only her
underwear because the Germans ordered Jews to undress before shoot-
ing them. No one knows how the bullet missed Fania. On days when
there were not a large number of victims to execute, instead of shooting
with machine guns, they would line up as many executioners as there
were victims and shoot them with regular rifles. Maybe the German
who aimed at Fania that day was too drunk to shoot accurately. As her
mother and Gida fell into the pit, they pulled Fania down with them,
and the bodies of the other victims covered her. Because it was a very
cold day, the Germans did not bother checking whether anyone was
still alive in the pits. Later that evening, when it was completely dark,
Fania climbed out and began making her way through the forest toward
our house. She had always been very intelligent and had an excellent
sense of direction, even as a small child. That’s why, despite her extreme
exhaustion, she walked three kilometers and found our farmstead on

that February night, barefoot and dressed only in her underwear.

LEOKADJA KATARINA BUJEL-CHANINOVIC

That was the day my sister got married and we had a few guests
at home for the occasion. There was music, vodka, and some snacks.
Everyone was gathered in the room. I was preparing a pickle in the
kitchen when I saw Fania’s face in the window. She looked like a ghost.
I called my mother, who discreetly let her into the house and imme-
diately closed the kitchen door. Fortunately, the guests were already
drunk, and no one had noticed anything. One of my sisters boiled water,
washed Fania, and gave her some clothes. At that exact moment, we
heard a knock on the door, and some words spoken in German. I was
so scared I almost wet myself. I was shaking all over. But my mother
was strong and always managed to keep cool. She immediately placed
Fania on our bed on the stove—we had our own bed on top of the stove
in a special niche. She told me and my younger sister to lie on Fania,
covered us with duvets, and pulled the curtain over us. The Germans
first entered the room, where our father started to offer them vodka
so that they would toast the newlyweds. He also gave them some meat
and bacon. Eventually, they went into the kitchen, saying they were
looking for Jewish fugitives from Ponary. They started looking around
the corners. When they approached the stove, my mother, completely
calmly, not even taking her eyes off the pots, asked them to speak qui-
etly, because her two little daughters were sleeping behind the curtain.
One of the Germans pulled the material aside slightly and saw our two
heads. Then he turned around and walked away without any interest.

After the war, Fania and her husband first left for Poland and later
settled in Sweden. When the communist system collapsed, Fania
intensified her search for the Bujel family, with whom she had lost
contact. Unfortunately, she died in the meantime, leaving her daughter
Anna with only a note that said: Wincenty Bujel, Wojdaty. Anna spent
several months asking various old neighbors for the Bujel family’s new
address. She finally reached Leokadja in October 2014. “My mother
always spoke of you with the highest regard. She called you her family.
That is why I repeat: what you did for her is stronger than blood ties
because you risked your blood, your lives. These are bonds that can

never be broken.”
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ai nutiko 2014-yjy rudenj. Lauke siauté baisi dargana. Buvau

viena namuose - jau seniai naslé, vaikai gyveno atskirai, pa-

sistate namus kitur. Buvo vélyva popieté, kai kieme isgirdau
balsus. Atidariau duris ir pamaciau priesais stovinéia stotingg, labai
grazig moterj. Ji Siek tiek lauzyta lenky kalba paklausé, ar a§ - Vincento
(Wincenty) ir Katazinos (Katarzyna) dukté. Kai tai patvirtinau, ji priéjo
arciau, stipriai mane apkabino ir pasaké: — Norite jas to ar ne — mes
jusy Seima! A$ - Ania Kaplan (Ania Kaptan), Fanios dukra.

Fajga, misy namuose vadinta tiesiog Fania, buvo i§ Dusiackiy
(Dusiaccy) $eimos, uzdarytos Vilniaus gete. 1943 m. vasario 13-3ja
juos i$vezé i Panerius susaudyti. Jie buvo penkiese - Gida, Fania, Henis
(Henio) ir jy tévai. Seima turéjo restorang Vilniuje, buvo artimi misy
draugai ir kasmet vasarodavo pas mus Vaidotuose. ] geta pateko mo-
tina su dviem dukromis. Tévas dingo kazkur uz geto riby - niekada
nesuzinojome, nei kaip, nei kur zuvo. Henis prisijungé prie partizany,
o véliau, su Anderso armija pasieké Palesting ir ten pasiliko.

Ta vasario dieng buvo labai Salta — galbut todél Fania isliko gyva. Ji
stovéjo prie duobés kartu su motina ir seserimi, tik su apatiniais - vokie-
¢iailiepé Zydams prie§ egzekucija nusirengti. Nezinia, kaip tai nutiko,
bet kulka jos nepalieté. Kai pasmerktyjy budavo nedaug, vokieciai, uzuot
$aude i$ kulkosvaidziy, kiekvienai aukai paskirdavo atskirg egzekutoriy,
kuris $audydavo i§ paprasto Sautuvo. Galbat tg dieng vokietis, turéjes
nusauti Fanig, buvo pernelyg girtas, kad pataikyty. Motina ir Gida,
krisdamos j duobe, nusitempé Fanig kartu, o netrukus ja uzklojo kity
auky kanai. Kadangi buvo labai $alta, vokieciai nesivargino tikrinti, ar
kas nors dar gyvas. Tq patj vakara, jau visai sutemus, Fania i$siropsté
i§ duobés ir leidosi per miska miisy sodybos link. Ji visada buvo labai
sumani - net badama maza, puikiai orientavosi. Nors visiskai i§sekusi,
basomis, tik su kelnaitémis, per speiga jveiké tris kilometrus ir surado
musy sodyba.

Ta dieng maisy namuose kaip tik vyko mano sesers vestuvés — buvo
keletas sveciy, grojo muzika, ant stalo — degtiné, uzkandziai. Visi sé-
déjo svetainéje, o as virtuvéje gaminau uzpiltine. Pazvelgusi pro langa
i$vydau Fanios veidg - ji atrodé kaip vaiduoklis. Pasaukiau mama. Ji,
slapta nuo sveciy, jsileido Fanig ir iskart uzdaré virtuvés duris. Laimei,
sveciai jau buvo jkause ir niekas nieko nepastebéjo. Viena sesery uzkaité
vandens, nuprausé Fanig, davé drabuziy. Ir tada — beldimas j duris.
I$girdome vokieciy kalbg. AS taip i$sigandau, kad vos neprivariau j
kelnes. Drebéjau visa. Bet mama buvo stipri moteris, visada i$laikydavo
$alta prota. Ji greit paguldé Fania j masy guolj ant krosnies — nisoje, kur
miegodavome as ir jaunesnioji sesuo. Liepé mums atsigulti ant Fanios,
uzklojo pukinémis antklodémis ir uztrauké uzuolaida.

Vokieciai pirmiausia jéjo j svetaine. Tétis puolé juos vaisinti degtine,
pasialé iSgerti uz jaunavedzius, davé mésos ir lasiniy. Tik paskui jie
uzsuko i virtuve. Pasaké ieSkantys i§ Paneriy pabégusiy zydy ir émé
visur dairytis. Kai priéjo prie krosnies, mama, né nepakeldama akiy nuo
puody, visiskai ramiai paprasé kalbéti tyliau - esg uz uzuolaidos miega
jos dvi mazos dukrelés. Vienas vokietis $iek tiek atitrauké uzuolaida,
pamaté misy galvas ir, be didelio susidoméjimo, apsisuko ir nuéjo.

Po karo Fania su vyru i§vyko j Lenkija, véliau - j Svedija. Kai pradéjo
byréti komunistiné sistema, Fania atnaujino Bujeliy $eimos, su kuria
buvo praradusi rysj, paieskas. Deja, miré nespéjusi misy rasti. Dukrai
Anai paliko tik rastelj su uzrasu: ,Wincenty Bujel, Wojdaty (Vincentas
Bujelis, Vaidotai)“. Ana kelis ménesius klausinéjo senyjy kaimyny apie
nauja Bujeliy adresa, kol galiausiai, 2014-yjy spalj, pasieké mane.

- Mano mama visada kalbéjo apie jus paciais graziausiais Zodziais.
Ji vadino jus savo $eima. Todél ir a$ sakau: tai, kg dél jos padaréte, yra
stipriau nei kraujo ry$iai. Rizikavote savo gyvybe - ir tai yra saitai,

kuriy niekas negali nutraukti.



LEOKADJA KATARINA BUJEL-CHANINOVIC

FAJGA'S PARENTS: ANNA AND ALTER DUSIACKI SHADE
THE FATE OF MANY THOUSANDS OF VILNIUS JEWS
MURDERED DURING THE HOLOCAUST.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Wojdaty/Vilnius,
Lithuania
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uring the war, a few people hid in our house for various

reasons. Some were active in the underground; others

were soldiers of the underground army. My entire family
- including me, a skinny twelve-year-old—took part in various activities
related to the fight against the occupiers, both German and Soviet. My
father and older brother paid for these conspiratorial activities with their
lives. The NKVD killed Jurek in 1941, which we learned about 20 years
later through the Red Cross. My father was arrested by the Germans in
1943, after which he was sent to Auschwitz, where he was murdered.

Before that, in 1942, he became friends with Count Grocholski,
or Colonel Remigiusz, alias “Waligéra”. The colonel was active in the
underground, had many connections, and was also involved in helping
Jews. One day, he asked my parents if they would be willing to take care
of a Jewish baby. Without hesitation, my mother agreed, and my sister
Ela committed to taking this little creature out of the ghetto.

When the Germans separated the ghetto area from the rest of the
city, they left out the court building located between Leszno and Bi-
ala streets. A particular part of the building had been converted into
a hospital with entrances on both the “Aryan” and ghetto sides. In our
Polish-Jewish underground world, this building was very well known
because it was used for smuggling people.

Elzbieta entered the court building from Biata Street and exited
through the basement on Leszno Street. She carried an old dirty
backpack, similar to a military pack, made of thick denim. It was the
summer of 1942, and the deportations to Treblinka had begun, with
nearly three-quarters of the ghetto inhabitants murdered - about
300,000 people—in two months! None of us grasped the enormity of
these losses at that time, but we knew that lives could only be saved

outside the ghetto. “Waligdra” gave Ela very specific instructions about

LEON GODLEWSKI

where to go, whom to contact, and how to keep the little one quiet so
that it wouldn’t suddenly start crying during the escape. It was her first
visit to the ghetto, and while it was fortunately successful, it shook her
to the core.

When Ela got home, she placed a roll of rags on the kitchen table—
abit dirty, with Misia hidden inside. She was tiny, terribly sick, emaciated,
almost gray. Really, she was dying. Of course, we couldn’t officially go
to any doctor, but my mother found a way. She had a pre-war friend,
a Jewish woman, a doctor, who was hiding in Warsaw with false papers.
She came to us and saved the girl’s life.

Misia, because that’s what we called her, was meant to stay with us
for only a few days, maybe weeks, so that she could recover. But after
just a few days, Mom and Ela decided they wouldn’t give this little one
up to anyone. We knew nothing about her family, but they had likely
shared the fate of most people locked up in the ghetto. Misia got a new
birth certificate from a priest we knew, and from then on, she was called
“Irena Maria,” officially recorded as my distant cousin - a familiar story
in those times, crafted for neighbors who asked too many questions.

The only information we had about Misia, verbally, was her surname,
Borensztajn, which Ela received when the child was handed over in the
ghetto. We knew that in Konstancin near Warsaw, there was a family
of bakers with that surname. After the war, we started looking for
them, but in vain, unfortunately. It was only when Misia came of age
that her mother’s sister, who had also been in the Warsaw ghetto, was
found in the States. That was when Misia’s second life as Miriam began.
As an adult, she moved to Israel, started a family there, and worked
as a receptionist in a hotel. She wrote our Mom affectionate letters to
our mother until the end of her life, each beginning with, “the most

beloved, the only, the unforgettable Mom.”
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aro metais maisy namuose slépési keli Zzmonés - dél jvairiy

priezas¢iy. Vieni buvo pogrindzio veikéjai, kiti — po-

grindinés armijos kariai. Visa misy $eima, jskaitant ir
mane - liesg dvylikametj berniukg — buvo jsitraukusi j pasipriesinimo
veikla, nukreiptg prie§ okupantus - tiek vokiecius, tiek sovietus. Mano
tévas ir vyresnysis brolis Jurekas (Jurek) uz $ig konspiracine veikla
sumokéjo gyvybémis. Jurekas Zuvo nuo NKVD ranky dar 1941-ai-
siais — apie tai suzinojome tik po dvidesimties mety per Raudonajj
Kryziy. Téva 1943-iaisiais suémé vokieciai ir i$siunté i Ausvica, kur
jis buvo nuzudytas.

Dar iki $iy tragisky jvykiy, 1942-aisiais, tétis susidraugavo su grafu
Grocholskiu (Grocholski) — pulkininku Remigijumi (Remigiusz), slapy-
vardziu ,,Valigura® (Waligéra). Pulkininkas buvo aktyvus pogrindzio
veikéjas, turéjo platy rysiy tinklg ir taip pat dalyvavo gelbstint Zydus.
Vieng dieng jis paklausé mano tévy, ar $ie sutikty pasirtipinti zydy
kadikiu. Mama né akimirkos nesudvejojo: , Taip®, — atsaké ji, o sesuo
Elia (Ela, Elzbieta) jsipareigojo i$nesti tg mazg butybe is geto.

Kai vokieciai atskyré geta nuo likusio miesto, teismo pastatas, esantis
tarp Liesno (Leszno) ir Bialos (Biata) gatviy, nepateko i uzdara zona.
Jo dalj vokieciai paverté ligonine, o jéjimai vedé tiek i$ ,arijy pusés,
tiek i§ geto. Sis pastatas buvo gerai zinomas lenky ir zydy pogrindzio
pasaulyje - jis buvo naudojamas kontrabandai ir Zmoniy perkélimui.

Elzbieta jéjo i$ Bialos gatvés pusés, o per riisj iSéjo i Liesno gatve.
Ji nesési seng, purving, i$ storos drobés pasiita kuprine, primenan-
¢ig karine. Tai buvo 1942-yjy vasara — tuo metu prasidéjo masinés
deportacijos j Treblinka, kur per du ménesius buvo nuzudyta apie 300
takstanciy zmoniy - beveik trys ketvirtadaliai geto gyventojy! Tiksliy
masty tada dar nezinojome, bet jau supratome: vienintelé galimybé

isgyventi - istrakti uz geto riby.

Elia gavo i$ ,Valiguros® tikslias instrukcijas: kur eiti, j kg kreiptis ir
net kaip uzmigdyti kadikj, kad $is nepradéty verkti paciu pavojingiausiu
momentu. Tai buvo jos pirmasis apsilankymas gete — laimei, sékmingas.
Kuadikj pavyko i$nesti, bet §i patirtis ja labai sukrété.

Kai Elia grjzo namo, ant virtuveés stalo padéjo purving skudury
ry$ulélj - jame buvo Misia. Mazyté, labai ligota, i§sekusi, beveik pilksva
- tiksliau, mirstanti. Aisku, kreiptis  gydytoja oficialiai negaléjome,
bet mama ir $jkart rado i$eitj. Ji turéjo prieskario laiky drauge - zyde
gydytoja, kuri slapstési Varsuvoje su suklastotais dokumentais. Ji atéjo
pas mus ir i$gelbéjo mergaités gyvybe.

Misia - taip jg pavadinome - turéjo pas mus pabiti tik kelias dienas
ar savaites, kol sustiprés. Taciau jau po keliy dieny mama ir Elia nutaré:
$ios mazylés niekam neatiduos. Apie jos Seimg nezinojome nieko —
galéjome tik spéti, kad ji patyré tokj pat likima, kaip ir dauguma geto
gyventojy. Pazjstamas kunigas uZregistravo Misig nauju vardu - ji gavo
metrikg ir nuo tada oficialiai vadinosi Irena Marija. Ji buvo pristatoma
kaip mano tolima pusseseré - tipiSka to meto priedanga nuo pernelyg
smalsiy kaimyny klausimy.

Vienintelé informacija apie Misig buvo Zodiné - jos pavardé Bo-
renstein (Borensztajn), kurig Elia i$girdo i$ Zmogaus, perdavusio kadikj
gete. Zinojome, kad Konstancine (lenk. Konstancin), netoli Varsuvos,
gyveno kepéjy Seima $ia pavarde, ir po karo bandéme jy ieskoti — deja,
nesékmingai. Tik Misiai sulaukus pilnametystés atsirado jos motinos
sesuo, gyvenusi Amerikoje. Ji irgi buvo buvusi Varsuvos gete. Tuomet
Misios gyvenime prasidéjo antrasis skyrius - kaip Miriam.

Jau suaugusi Misia i$vyko j Izraelj, ten sukareé Seima ir dirbo viesbucio
registratiiroje. Iki pat misy mamos gyvenimo pabaigos ji rasydavo jai
$iltus, jautrius laiskus, kuriuos visada pradédavo tais paciais zodziais:

»Mylimiausia, vienintelé, nepamir§tama Mama®“.



LEON GODLEWSKI

THE GODLEWSKI FAMILY SAVED AN INFANT
WITH AN UNKNOWN NAME. ACCORDING TO Place of rescue of Jews:
ORAL TRADITION, THE GIRLS LAST NAME WAS Warsaw, Poland
BORENSZTAJN. THE GODLEWSKI FAMILY GAVE HER

Nlezka'e zvcle THE NAME MARIA, WHICH WAS LATER CHANGED

R LTI SUT i, TO MIRIAM.

Z GRUZI DO s0POTU
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hen the German gendarmes appeared on the street in
front of our house, my father had little time to think.
The day before, he had received a tip that some neighbors
were growing too curious about the little boy who had come to live with
us. Peter was four years old—a lively, funny kid who was hard to keep
an eye on. His father had disappeared somewhere on the Eastern Front,
and to this day, it is not known how or where he died. His mother, Gisela
Schlezinger, was hidden at the electrical plant where my father worked.

The gendarmes were making a lot of noise, shouting so terribly
it was impossible to miss their “visit.” Without hesitation, my father
wrapped Peter in a carpet lying on the floor. Together with my brother,
Gyula, he hoisted Peter onto his shoulders and headed down the stairs.
The Germans passed them, even made some stupid jokes, and ran
upstairs to us. I opened the door for them, but they paid no attention
to me. They just pushed me aside and started searching the apartment.
By this time, Peter was already safe in another hiding place.

Since information about where you can find shelter spreads like
wildfire by word of mouth in dangerous times, we soon had to organize
hiding places for more refugees. My father, together with his old Jewish
friend Endre Edinger, who had escaped from a labor camp, decided
to build something that could be called a suspended or false ceiling
above the production hall. The hall was huge, so it was easy to divide
it, and the roar of the machines drowned out the sounds of footsteps
and conversations coming from above.

This hiding place, which was built at lightning speed in just a few
nights, was 16 meters long and about 3 meters high. About 12 people
lived there permanently, including the family of the head of the plant,
Sandor Loewinger, who by that time had already been demoted and
was also hiding in Budapest with various friends.

BELA SANDOR ALMASY

Thanks to my father’s many acquaintances—he was an exceptionally
sociable and curious man—in addition to providing direct help, we were
able to develop the production of false documents, which we smug-
gled to people hidden in the former Jewish grammar school building.
Our daily responsibilities also included delivering food to various
hiding places scattered throughout the city and keeping the places
clean. We also carried laundry, and, if necessary, did it as well, took
out excrement, and delivered warm clothing. Apart from school, these
were our primary activities, which excluded any social life.

In December 1944, our father was conscripted into the army and
we also had to take over his duties. We practically stopped sleeping
altogether. That was when the Bloody Winter began—the siege and then
the capture of Budapest by the Soviet army. It was an unimaginable
massacre. Women were raped and killed, 80% of the city was destroyed,
and my brother and I, between bombs, murders and robberies, ran
through the city to spend at least a few minutes with those we took
care of. We gave them encouragement, brought them some food, and
sometimes moved them to another hiding place.

The fear that accompanied us all the time caused me to repress
many events from my memory. Only now, when I am 98, do various
images come back to me. These memories are not always the most tragic
moments, like wrapping little Peter in the carpet from our living room.
At the time, it may have seemed very dangerous, but compared to what
we had to experience later, it was really a trifle. Still, even that moment
had its good side: Right after delivering the child to the hideout, Gyula
had to beat the dust out of the carpet—for the first time in a few years.

There was a lot of dust.
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ai vokieciy zandarai pasirodé gatvéje priesais miisy nama,

tévas neturéjo daug laiko galvoti. Jau dieng pries tai jis buvo

gaves zinig, kad kai kurie kaimynai pernelyg domisi mazu
berniuku, kuris neseniai apsigyveno musy namuose. Peteriui tebuvo
ketveri — gyvybingas, linksmas vaikas, kurj buvo sunku suvaldyti. Jo
tévas buvo dinges kazkur Ryty fronte - iki $iol nezinoma, nei kur, nei
kaip jis zuvo. O motina, Gizela Slezinger (Gizela Schlezinger), slapstési
elektros gamykloje, kurioje dirbo mano tévas.

Zandarai visada kélé triuk$ma, baisiai réké - jy ,vizito“ tiesiog ne-
buvo jmanoma nepastebéti. Tévas, ilgai nedelses, suvyniojo Peterj j ant
grindy guléjusj kilimg ir kartu su mano broliu Diula (Gyula) uzsikélé
ji ant pec¢iy. Abu nuskubéjo zZemyn laiptais. Prasilenké su vokieciais,
kurie net dar spéjo mesteléti kokj kvailg juokelj ir uzléké aukstyn -
tiesiai  masy butg. A§ jiems atidariau duris, bet jie j mane nekreipé
démesio - tik stumteléjo i vidy ir émeési kratos. Tuo metu Peteris jau
buvo saugus - pasléptas naujoje sléptuvéje.

Pavojingose situacijose zinios apie saugias vietas sklisdavo zai-
biskai - i§ lapy j lapas. Todél netrukus teko ieskoti naujy sléptuviy
kitiems pabégéliams. Mano tévas, kartu su savo senu zydy bi¢iuliu
Endre Edingeriu, pabégusiu i§ darbo stovyklos, sumané jrengti tai, kg
buty galima pavadinti pakabinamomis arba netikromis lubomis - virs
gamybos cecho. Tai buvo didziulé erdvé - ja nesunku buvo padalyti, o
nuolatinis masiny Gzesys puikiai slopino virsuje sklindancius zingsniy
ar balsy garsus.

Sléptuvé buvo jrengta nejtikétinai greitai — vos per kelias naktis. Jos
ilgis sieké 16 metry, aukstis — apie 3 metrus. Joje nuolat gyveno apie

dvylika zmoniy, tarp jy - ir gamyklos direktoriaus Sandoro Lévingerio

(Sandor Loewinger) Seima. Tuo metu jis jau buvo pazemintas pareigose
ir slapstési pas pazjstamus visame Budapeste.

Tévas turéjo daugybe pazinciy - jis buvo labai bendraujantis, viskuo
besidomintis Zmogus. Dél to galéjome padéti ne tik praktiskai, bet ir
organizuoti suklastoty dokumenty gamyba. Juos slapta perduodavome
zmonéms, kurie slapstési buvusios Zydy gimnazijos pastate. Be to, kasdien
rapinomeés maisto tiekimu j jvairias po miestg i$sibarsciusias sléptuves,
tvarka ir higiena: ne§davome maistg, prireikus skalbdavome rabus, is-
nesdavome i$matas, pristatydavome $iltus riibus. Be mokyklos, tai buvo
pagrindine musy veikla - apie jprasta socialinj gyvenima nebuvo né kalbos.

1944-yjy gruodj, kai misy téva paémé j kariuomene, turéjome
perimti ir jo pareigas. IS esmés beveik visai nustojome miegoti. Tada
prasidéjo vadinamoji Kruvinoji ziema - Budapesto apgultis ir paskui
miesto uzémimas soviety Raudonosios armijos. Tai buvo nejsivaiz-
duojamy Zudyniy metas: moterys buvo prievartaujamos ir zudomos,
sunaikinta apie 80 % miesto. Tuo metu a$ su broliu, tarp bombuy, plésimy
ir smurto, lakstéme po miestg — kad bent kelioms minutéms aplanky-
tume musy globotinius, padragsintume, atne§tume truputj maisto ar,
prireikus, perkeltume j kitg vieta.

Baimé mus lydéjo nuolat - tiek, kad daugelj i$gyvenimy tarsi buvau
i$stimes i§ atminties. Tik dabar, sulaukes 98-eriy, jie ima sugrjzti —
ir ne visada patys tragiskiausi. Pavyzdziui, puikiai prisimenu, kaip
suvyniojome Peterj i svetainés kilimg. Tuo metu mums tai atrodé be
galo rizikinga, tac¢iau palyginti su tuo, kg teko patirti véliau, tai buvo
tik menka smulkmena. Beje, ta istorija turéjo ir §viesesne puse: vos
nugabene berniuka j sléptuve, Diula turéjo purtyti visg kilimg. Pirma
kartg po daugelio mety. Dulkiy buvo tikrai daug.



MORE THAN HALF OF HUNGARY'S 800,000 JEWS
WERE MURDERED AT AUSCHWITZ, THOUSANDS WERE
SHOT IN HUNGARY. THE ALMASY FAMILY MANAGED
TO SAVE TWELVE PEOPLE, INCLUDING: EDINGER
ENDRE, LAJTA LOWINGER GABOR, LAJTA LOWINGER
SANDOR, REISZ KAROLY, RICHTER ERZSEBET, SAGI
SCHLESINGER PETER, SARLOS GIZELLA ZOLTANNE.

BELA SANDOR ALMASY

Place of rescue of Jews:
Budapest, Hungary

143



ZOFIA TROJAN

BORN ON DECEMBER 16, 1929 IN POLAND, LIVES IN POLAND









f I were to describe what kind of a person Awraham Szus was,

whom we called Adam, I would have to use the word: a brawler.

It’s such an old-fashioned word, but it best describes his person-
ality. He was 21 when the war began, and I was a little 10-year-old-girl.
He was an adult with ten siblings — only one sister survived the war.
If it weren’t for these terrible, cruel circumstances, we could even call
his life adventurous.

In 1939, Adam was drafted into the Polish army and, unfortunately
for him, got wounded. The wound was severe enough that he had to
return to Brzostek, where there was no ghetto yet, but Jews had limited
rights. The property of his father, a very pious Hasid, had already been
either stolen or confiscated, and Adam had to work as a laborer on road
construction. Such a smart man, speaking so many languages, educated
and talented, ended up in a concentration camp—some say a “labor
camp,” but for me, these “labor camps” were simply concentration
camps or even extermination camps—in Lviv, on Janowska Street.

Adam had an “Aryan appearance” and spoke excellent Polish, so
he escaped from the camp because he knew that he would make it and
survive. Unfortunately, they caught him after a few weeks, but he didn’t
give up. Because he was very resourceful and always had his eyes and
ears open, he heard from someone that the Germans were planning
to murder all the Jews in the camp. That is why, at the beginning of
November, he decided to escape while returning from slave labor to
the barracks. Ithink he was desperate, didn’t care, and wanted to try,
at least to escape. On November 17, 1943, the Germans murdered all
the Jews, and he escaped; he succeeded.

Adam walked 300 km from Lviv to Brzostek to us. He slept some-

where in the forests, begged for food, and was afraid to use trains

or even roads. He preferred to choose forest paths, fields, and small
villages. It is easy to imagine what he looked like when he reached
us. I had seen him for the last time three years earlier, and when
I'looked at him, I had the impression that he had aged 20 years. Only
his eyes remained the same—so lively, mobile, deep—a reflection of
his soul. We were well acquainted with the Szuss family before the
war, so Adam was not afraid to knock on our door and ask for help.
Besides, he did not have to ask at all. When my father, Wojtek, saw
him, he immediately put him in a tub of hot water, cut off the tangled
locks of his hair, gave him fresh clothes and food, and put him to bed.
My mother and I ran around him to make sure that he had everything
but also so that he would not go anywhere because it would be too
dangerous. People from Brzostek knew him from before the war, and
it was best if they didn’t see him. We couldn’t make anyone believe
he was our distant cousin.

It was the same with Mrs. Sala Schonwetter and her two children,
Manieczek and Zosia. Her husband, Izrael, was the chairman of the
Jewish community in Brzostek, so the Germans kept taking him for
interrogations, harassing him terribly, until one day, he never came
home. Salcia ran away with the children. They hid for a short while
with someone in the suburbs, and then they voluntarily went to the
ghetto. I don’t know how it happened that my father committed him-
self to help them, but it worked. All three of them got out. They lived
for a while with us, for a while with other people, and for a while in
the forest. It lasted a few years, and during that time, one would say
that Manieczek and Zosia didn’t so much grow up as they quickly
became adults. It happened too fast. Children should be children for

as long as possible.

ZOFIA TROJAN
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ei reikéty apibadinti, koks zmogus buvo Avrahamas Susas

(Awraham Szus) - mums tiesiog Adamas, - pasaky¢iau, kad

jis buvo tikras nutrtktgalvis. Lenky zodis zawadiaka gal ir
senamadi$kas, bet tiksliausiai nusako jo buda. Kai prasidéjo karas, jam
buvo dvidesimt vieneri, o man - vos desimt. Jis — jau suauges vyras,
turéjes net deSimt broliy ir sesery, i$ kuriy gyva liko tik viena sesuté. Jei
ne tos siaubingos, nezmoniskos aplinkybés, jo gyvenima bity galima
vadinti nuotykiy kupinu.

1939 metais Adamas buvo pasauktas j Lenkijos kariuomene, bet,
savo nelaimei, sunkiai suzeistas. Teko grizti j Bzosteka (lenk. Brzostek).
Tuo metu getas dar nebuvo jkurtas, bet Zydy teisés jau buvo smarkiai
suvarzytos. Jo tévo, labai pamaldaus chasido, turtas buvo arba i§grobs-
tytas, arba konfiskuotas, tad Adamas turéjo imtis fizinio darbo - tiesti
kelius. Toks protingas, daugiakalbis, i$silavines ir talentingas zmogus
atsidiré koncentracijos stovykloje Lvive, Janovskos (lenk. Janowska)
gatvéje. Kai kas ja vadino ,,darbo stovykla®“, bet man tai buvo tikra
koncentracijos, o gal net naikinimo stovykla.

Adamas turéjo ,arijiska“ i$vaizda ir puikiai kalbéjo lenkiskai, todél
pabégo is stovyklos, tikédamasis, kad tai isgelbés jam gyvybe. Deja,
po keliy savai¢iy buvo suciuptas. Vis délto nepasidavé. Badamas itin
sumanus, nuolat budrus, jdémiai stebédamas aplinkg ir klausydamasis,
igirdo, kad vokieciai ketina i$zudyti visus stovyklos Zydus. Taigi vieng
diena, lapkricio pradzioje, grizdamas i$ vergisko darbo j barakus, jis
apsisprendé bégti. Manau, tai buvo desperacijos aktas — jam buvo vis
tiek, jis tiesiog noréjo bent pabandyti. Ir i§ tiesy — 1943 m. lapkricio 17

d. vokiediai i$zudé visus stovyklos kalinius. O jam pavyko - jis pabégo.

Adamas pésc¢iomis éjo i§ Lvivo pas mus j Bzosteka — apie 300 kilo-
metry. Nakvodavo miskuose, elgetaudavo maisto, vengé traukiniy ir net
pagrindiniy keliy. Rinkdavosi misko takus, laukus, atokius kaimelius.
Lengva jsivaizduoti, kaip jis atrodé¢, kai pagaliau pasieké masy namus.
Paskutinj kartg buvau ji maciusi pries trejus metus, o dabar, zitirédama
i ji, jauciau, kad jis paseno dvidesimcia mety. Tik akys liko tos pacios
- gyvos, judrios, gilios, tarsi atspindincios jo siela.

Prie§ karg mes gerai pazinojome Susy $eimg, todél Adamas drasiai
pasibeldé j misy duris ir paprasé pagalbos. Nors, tiesg sakant, jam né
nereikéjo prasyti. Vos tik jj pamates, mano tévas Voitekas (Wojtek)
iskart pasodino jj i kubila su karstu vandeniu, nukirpo susivélusius
plaukus, aprengé $variais drabuziais, pavalgydino ir paguldé j lova. A§
su mama vis sukiojomés aplink - kad jam nieko netrtkty, bet ir kad
nepalikty namy. Tai buty buve pernelyg pavojinga. BZzosteko zmoneés jj
pazinojo dar i$ prieSkariniy laiky, tad geriau, kad niekas jo nepamatyty.
Nebutume galéje niekam jrodyti, kad jis — esg muasy tolimas pusbrolis.

Panasi istorija buvo ir su ponia Sala Sonveter (Sala Schonwetter) bei
jos dviem vaikais — Manieku ir Zosia. Jos vyras Izraelis buvo Bzosteko
zydy bendruomenés pirmininkas, tad vokieciai jj nuolat tardé, ziauriai
kankindavo - kol viena dieng jis nebegrizo. Salcia su vaikais pabégo,
trumpai slapstési pas kazka priemiestyje, o véliau savo noru iséjo i geta.
Tiksliai nezinau, kaip mano tévas jsipareigojo jiems padéti, bet kazkaip
pavyko - visi trys i$ ten istritko. Kartais jie apsistodavo pas mus, kartais
pas kitus, o kartais glaudési miske. Taip tesési keletg mety. Per ta laika
Maniekas ir Zosia ne tiek paaugo, kiek tiesiog suaugo. Pernelyg greitai.

Vaikai turéty kuo ilgiau islikti vaikais.



THANKS TO THEIR EXTENSIVE AID ACTIVITIES,
WOJCIECH AND BRONISEAWA DZIEDZIC AND
THEIR DAUGHTER ZOFIA TROJAN MANAGED TO
SAVE SEVERAL PEOPLE FROM DEATH. RISKING
THEIR OWN LIVES, THEY GAVE SHELTER TO
MANY, INCLUDING SALA, MAREK AND ZOFIA
SCHONWETTER, AND AWRAHAM (ADAM) AND
LEJB SZUS. AFTER THE WAR, ZOFIA TROJAN AND
THE SCHONWETTER SIBLINGS GRADUATED FROM
THE SAME HIGH SCHOOL IN TARNOW. MAREK
EMIGRATED TO THE USA, ZOFIA MARRIED
HENRYK JOACHIMS, A SURVIVOR FROM KRAKOW,
AND TOGETHER THEY LEFT FOR ISRAEL. THE SZUS
FAMILY ALSO SETTLED IN ISRAEL. THE SURVIVORS
AND THE RIGHTEOUS DZIEDZIC-TROJAN
MAINTAINED AND STILL MAINTAIN

VERY CLOSE CONTACT.

ZOFIA TROJAN

Place of rescue of Jews:

Brzostek, Poland
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inters were the worst for the Jews because they hid

in our barn and in the forest, where they could only

warm themselves with some hay. At that time of year,
they also had no way to wash themselves, so they were infected with
scabies. When it got dark, they would come to us—because it would
be inhumane to leave them in that barn overnight in winter—and they
infected us. Luckily, my mother had a friend who had taken over a
pharmacy from Jews in Janéw. This friend gave us a special ointment
against the disease. So we all sat in the kitchen every evening, covered
in this cream. Our house was tiny; there were twelve of us—six Jews
and six of us, so we didn’t even have anywhere to lie down. That’s why
we all sat tightly together in a row in the kitchen by the stove. And that
was our life. We helped as much as we could.

We encountered another problem in winter: marks in the snow.
Some of the Jews would sometimes go to the forest, where we had built
a special dugout for them. It was understandable that they didn’t want
to sit all crammed together in the barn all the time. But they left traces
when fresh snow fell and they came from the forest to us through the
field. Dad would then harness our mare and go out to plow the marks.
One evening, a neighbor—someone we didn’t trust and we were a lit-
tle afraid he would report us—spied on him and asked why Dad was
plowing the snow. Dad was clever, so without thinking, he answered:
“You see, neighbor, the mare has just foaled, and I'm warming her up
a bit so that she doesn’t get stuck in my stable. And, at the same time,
the foal will watch how I work the plow.” And then the guy nodded,
left us alone, and didn’t come back.

I was born at the wrong time, and on top of that, our house stood near
a wide road where troops were passing and there were fights. When the
German troops entered our village, we were scared to death, especially
us children. This terror was unimaginable. We children understood

everything and were terribly afraid.

BRONISEAWA BAKUN

And the Germans were something to fear. I had one direct experience
with them. Our miller, Grzybowski, had escaped from forced labor
in Germany. He came to the village and started hiding, also with us,
because if necessary, he could escape through the forest—the same one
where the Jews were hiding. Once, he was in our barn when a German
came and started asking me in very fluent Polish about Grzybowski.
However, I could tell that he was not Polish. Then he took out a gun,
put it to my head, and said: “I will shoot you instead of this bandit.”
I didn’t say anything to him because I realized that if I gave Grzybowski
up, the Germans would hang him. And then I fainted from fear. To
this day I wonder how it was possible that I didn’t tell him anything.

And Grzybowski was a good man. At night, he gave us the key to
his mill, where my father could secretly make flour from rye and wheat.
Then, my mother would bake bread from it for the Jews. We cared for
adult men, so my mother baked six loaves of bread per person. It had
to suffice for a week. The Struczewskis, our beloved neighbors, did
the same. Julia Struczewska was a bit wealthier than us, so she would
sometimes cook broth and bring them eggs.

The people we helped were strangers to us; we didn’t know them
before the war. Our Jewish friends from before the war couldn’t be
saved. Two of them were saddlers who sewed bridles and harnesses
for horses. The Jewish mothers of some of my friends baked very good
cakes. My mother would give them eggs and flour, and they would give
her cakes. I liked lemon cake and sponge cake the most. There was also
the family of my mother’s seamstress, with whom we were very close
friends. There were two girls who were my friends. When we rode the
cart to church in Janéw, we would stop in their yard and leave the hors-
es there. After mass, we’d have tea with them, and I would play with
Halinka and Renia. Their mother was very talented, so they wore the
most beautiful dresses in town. I have to say that, generally speaking,
Paris would not have been ashamed of our Jewish tailors from Janow.

Unfortunately, everything was lost.
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ydams sunkiausia biidavo ziema. Jie slépési miisy darzinéje

ir migke, kur teturéjo tik Siek tiek $ieno, kad bent kiek su-

§ilty. Tuo mety laiku neturéjo kur nusiprausti, todél daznai
uzsikrésdavo niezais. Sutemus jie ateidavo  masy namus — palikti juos
ziema per naktj darzinéje buity buve nezmoniska. Taip ir mes uzsi-
krétéme. Laimei, mama turéjo drauge, kuri Jonavoje buvo perémusi
vaistine i$ zydy - ji davé mums specialaus tepalo nuo $ios ligos. Taigi
kiekvieng vakarg visi susirinkdavome virtuvéje, i$sitepe tuo kremu.
Misy namas buvo mazytis, o miisy visy — dvylika: $esi zydai ir Sesi
musy $eimos nariai. Neturéjome kur atsigulti, tad vakarais susésdavome
virtuvéje prie krosnies, vienas salia kito. Toks buvo miisy gyvenimas.
Padédavome, kaip galéjome.

Ziemg iskildavo dar viena problema - pédsakai sniege. Kai kurie
zydai kartais i$eidavo j miskg, kur buvome jrenge Zemine. Suprantama
- jie nenoréjo visg laikg sédéti susigrade darzinéje. Bet kai iSkrisdavo
$viezias sniegas, eidami i§ misko per laukus palikdavo baty pédsakus.
Tada tétis pakinkydavo musy kumelaite ir iSeidavo tuos pédsakus
uzarti. Vieng vakara jj pamaté kaimynas - tas, kuriuo nepasitikéjome
ir kurio Siek tiek bijojome, nes galéjo mus jskysti. Jis paklausé, kodél
tévas aria sniegg. Tétis, bidamas sumanus, né kiek nesutriko: ,,Matai,
kaimyne, kumelé neseniai atsivedé kumeliuka. Kad neuzsistovéty
arklidéje, pramankstinu ja. O kartu ir kumeliukas pasizitri, kaip dir-
bama su plagu.“ Vyriskis tik palingavo galva, bet mus paliko ramybéje
ir daugiau nebeklausinéjo.

Gimiau nepalankiu metu - be to, misy namas stovéjo prie plataus
vieskelio, pro kurj Zygiuodavo kariuomené, vyko masiai. Kai j kaima
jzengeé vokieciai, mus apémé mirtina baimé — ypac vaikus. Tas jausmas
buvo neapsakomas. Mes, vaikai, viska supratome ir labai bijojome.

O vokieciy tikrai buvo ko bijoti. Vieng kartg pati tuo jsitikinau. Miisy

malanininkas Gzybovskis (Grzybowski) buvo pabéges i$ priverstiniy

darby Vokietijoje. Grizes slapstési, kartais ir pas mus - i§ misy sody-
bos, prireikus, galéjo sprukti j miska, kuriame slépési ir zydai. Vieng
diena, kai jis buvo miisy darzinéje, pasirodé vokietis. Labai sklandzia
lenky kalba émé manes klausinéti apie GZybovskj. Suvokiau, kad jis
ne lenkas. Tuomet jis i$sitrauké pistoleta, prikiSo jji man prie galvos ir
taré: ,NuSausiu tave uz ta bandita.“ Nieko jam neatsakiau - Zinojau,
kad jei ji i8duosiu, Gzybovskj pakars. Tuoj pat nualpau i§ baimés. Iki
$iol stebiuosi, kaip man pavyko nieko nei$duoti. O Gzybovskis buvo
geras zmogus. Naktimis jis duodavo mums rakta nuo savo maliino, kad
tétis galéty slapta sumalti rugius ar kvie¢ius j miltus. I$ jy mama kep-
davo duong zydams. Kadangi dauguma miisy globotiniy buvo suauge
vyrai, kiekvienam kepdavo po $esis kepalus - turéjo uztekti savaitei.
Panagiai elgési ir miisy mylimi kaimynai - Strucevskiai (Struczewscy).
Julija Strucevska (Julia Struczewska) buvo siek tiek turtingesné uz mus,
todél kartais i§virdavo jiems sultinio ar atnesdavo kiausiniy.

Tie zmonés, kuriems padéjome, mums buvo visiskai svetimi - iki
karo jy nepazinojome. O artimy Zydy draugy, kuriuos pazinojome dar
pries karg, i$gelbéti nepavyko. Du i jy buvo balniai - siuvo pakinktus
ir kamanas arkliams. Kai kuriy mano draugiy zZydziy mamos kepdavo
labai gardzius pyragus. Mama joms duodavo kiausiniy ir milty, o jos
mainais - jau i$keptus kepinius. Labiausiai mégau citrininj pyraga ir
biskvitg.

Buvo ir mano mamos siuvéjos Seima, su kuria bendravome ypac
artimai. Jie turéjo dvi dukteris - jos buvo mano draugeés. Kai vaziuo-
davome j Jonavos bazny¢ig vezimu, sustodavome jy kieme, palikda-
vome arklius, o po mi$iy uzsukdavome pas juos arbatos. A$ zaisdavau
su Halinka ir Renia. Jy mama buvo labai gabi - jos dukterys dévéjo
graziausias sukneles visame miestelyje. Galiu drasiai pasakyti: masy
Jonavos zydy siuvéjy darbai nebiity sugéding net Paryziaus. Deja,

visa tai prazuvo.
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akun family and their neighbors Struczewskis mana-

ged to save six Jews from Janéw and Sokétka. 8,000 lace of rescue Jews:
Jews from the Sokétka ghetto were murdered in Janow and Sokélka,
the Treblinka extermination camp. Poland.

157




PROF. DR.
MAGDALENA-MARIA STROEL

BORN ON SEPTEMBER 13, 1925 IN HUNGARY (TODAY ROMANIA),
LIVES IN ROMANIA









y mother raised me in such a way so that I would

have friends from different social groups. We were

amixed Hungarian-Romanian family, which caused quite
a few conflicts, especially when Transylvania and our city of Cluj were
under the rule of Budapest. Nationalism was propagated in such an
unbearable form of social homogeneity. When I was 15, I attended the
Girls’ Reformed High School, where there were a lot of young people
of different faiths and nationalities. Despite this, there was a group of
Hungarian kids who bullied us terribly. It was very unpleasant. However,
it also strengthened the bond within our “gang.” My three best friends
were Jewish. We stuck together against the xenophobic attitudes of other
groups at school. This made our friendship last a lifetime.

Hanna, as a Jew, was able to enroll in our elite high school because
her father had fought in World War I and been awarded very important
decorations. We both took French lessons, so we spent more and more
time together. In Hungary, anti-Semitism was already rampant, and
universities had introduced the numerus clausus, and in some cases,
even a numerus nullus, for Jews. However, this cannot be compared in
any way to what began to happen in 1944, when the Germans occupied
our country, including Northern Transylvania. The Germans brought
with them the “Nuremberg Laws” and ordered Jews to wear a yellow
star. People were increasingly slandered until the greatest atrocities,
massacres, and murders of the Jewish population occurred.

I visited Hanna one evening while she was packing her suitcase,
preparing to go with other Jews to the old brickyard, according to the
new order. I couldn’t bear the thought of her ending up in some ghetto,

a camp, or simply being brutally murdered. At that moment, something

PROF. DR. MAGDALENA-MARIA STROE

in my soul broke, and I knew there was no price I wouldn’t pay to save
her. I took my school ID, and birth and baptismal certificates out of
my bag and handed them to Hanna. Back then, we had to always have
these three documents with us in case of a check on the street.

We left the house and went straight to the train station, where Hanna
bought a ticket and went to her mother, who was living in northern
Hungary with false documents at the time. With my heart in my mouth,
I returned home, praying that I wouldn’t encounter the police. Hanna,
on the other hand, sat on the train as if on hot coals. The policemen
checking her had no doubts about the authenticity of her documents,
so they didn’t ask any more questions and quickly moved on to the next
compartment. Only the elderly Hungarian conductor stayed with her.
He smiled at her and said that he knew who she was because he had
known her and her father by sight for years. She smiled at him shyly,
and he walked away without calling the police. Hanna arrived safely
at her mother’s.

On the other hand, I finished high school and passed my final exams
in a flash, then locked myself in the house and barely went outside.
Hanna could be arrested at any moment with my papers on her.
For many months, I lived in fear that this fraud would be discovered.
I was also afraid to walk the streets without my papers because I could
be arrested for that. In other words, I locked myself in prison to give
freedom to my friend. A friend with whom I would be close all my
life—until her death. Hanna married a very talented political scientist
and emigrated to Paris. I started working at a university in Bucharest.

After the war, we were no longer afraid of anything. We were free.
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ama mane aukléjo taip, kad turéciau draugy i jvairiy

socialiniy sluoksniy. Masy $eima buvo misri - vengry

ir rumuny kilmés, o tai Transilvanijoje, ypa¢ Kluze
(rumun. Clyj), tuo metu priklausiusiame Budapestui, neretai keldavo
jtampa. Tais laikais tvyrojo stiprus nacionalizmas, skatines socialinj
vienoduma - sunkiai pakeliamg homogenizmo forma.

Sulaukusi penkiolikos, jstojau j Reformaty mergaiciy licéjy, kur
mokeési jvairiy tautybiy ir tikéjimy jaunuolés. Vis délto net ir ten susi-
biiré vengry mergai¢iy grupé, kuri mus nuolat engé. Buvo nemalonu,
bet tai tik dar labiau sutvirtino muasy ,,chebra®. Trys mano artimiausios
draugeés buvo zydaités. Laikémeés drauge, prieSindamosi ksenofobiskoms
nuotaikoms mokykloje - tas bendrumas mus suvienijo visam gyvenimui.

Hana (Hanna), budama zydaité, galéjo mokytis muisy elitiniame
licéjuje, nes jos tévas buvo kovojes Pirmajame pasauliniame kare ir
pelnes svarbiy apdovanojimy. Abilankéme pranciizy kalbos pamokas,
tad vis daugiau laiko praleisdavome kartu.

Tuo metu Vengrijoje vis labiau plito antisemitizmas — universi-
tetuose buvo jvestas numerus clausus, o kai kur net numerus nullus
zydams. Taciau visa tai nublanko pries tai, kas prasidéjo 1944-aisiais,
kai vokieciai okupavo $alj, jskaitant ir Siaurés Transilvanija. Kartu su
jais atéjo Niurnbergo jstatymai, o Zydai buvo priversti nesioti geltonaja
zvaigzde. SmeiZtas ir jtarinéjimai netruko peraugti j atvira persekiojima,
o0 §is — { masines zydy zudynes.

Vieng vakara atéjau pas Hang, kai ji krovési lagaming - pagal naujg

jsakyma visi Zydai turéjo persikelti j senos plytinés teritorija. Negaléjau

pakesti minties, kad ji atsidurs gete, stovykloje, o gal bus tiesiog ziauriai
nuzudyta. Tg akimirkg manyje kazkas lazo - supratau, kad néra tokios
kainos, kurios nepasiryz¢iau sumoketi, kad ja iSgelbéciau. I rankinés
i$sitraukiau savo mokinés pazyméjimg, gimimo ir kriksto liudijimus
ir padaviau juos Hanai. Tuo metu $iuos tris dokumentus visada priva-
léjome turéti su savimi — bet kada galéjo jvykti patikrinimas.

Iséjome i§ namy ir patraukéme tiesiai j stotj. Hana nusipirko bilieta
ir i$vyko pas savo moting, kuri tuo metu gyveno Siaurés Vengrijoje su
padirbtais dokumentais. A, drebédama i$ baimés, grizau namo, visg
kelig melsdamasi, kad nesutik¢iau policijos. Tuo metu Hana sédéjo
traukinyje kaip ant Zarijy. Dokumentus tikring pareigiinai nesuabejojo
jy tikrumu, todél neuzdavé jokiy papildomy klausimy ir netrukus pe-
réjo i kita kupé. Su ja liko tik vyresnio amziaus vengry konduktorius.
Jis nusiSypsojo Hanai ir pasake, kad Zino, kas ji tokia, nes pazjsta ja ir
jos téva i§ matymo jau daugelj mety. Ji nedrasiai atsaké Sypsniu, o jis
tiesiog nuéjo — nepranes$é nieckam. Hana saugiai pasieké motina.

Tuo metu a$ skubiai baigiau licéjy, islaikiau brandos egzaming
ir... uzsidariau namuose. Beveik nei$eidavau j gatve. Hana bet kada
galéjo buti su¢iupta su mano dokumentais. Ménesiy ménesius gyvenau
nuolatinéje jtampoje - bijojau, kad $i apgaulé isaiskés. Bijojau net i$eiti
ilauka be asmens dokumenty - uz tai grésé arestas. Kitaip tariant, pati
jkalinau save, kad suteik¢iau laisve draugei. Draugei, su kuria likome
artimos visg gyvenima - iki pat jos mirties. Hana iStekéjo uz talen-
tingo politologo ir emigravo j Paryziy, o a$ pradéjau dirbti Bukaresto

universitete. Po karo baimé isnyko - buvome laisvos.
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SINCE SEPTEMBER 1940, CLU] HAD BEEN UNDER
HUNGARIAN CONTROL, AND THE HUNGARIAN
AUTHORITIES BEGAN REPRESSIONS AGAINST THE JEWS.
IN JULY 1941, GERMAN TROOPS DEPORTED SEVERAL
HUNDRED JEWS WHO DID NOT HAVE HUNGARIAN
CITIZENSHIP TO KAMIANETS-PODILSKYI, WHERE THEY
MURDERED THEM. IN MARCH 1944, THE GERMANS
OCCUPIED HUNGARY AND DEPORTED THE JEWS FROM
THE COUNTRY. ON MAY 3, 1944, THE HUNGARIAN
AUTHORITIES, WITH SS SUPPORT, GATHERED THE JEWS
OF CLUJ AND ESTABLISHED A GHETTO FOR ABOUT
18,000 PEOPLE. BETWEEN MAY 25 AND JUNE 9, 1944,
ALL THE JEWS WERE DEPORTED FROM THE GHETTO TO
THE AUSCHWITZ-BIRKENAU EXTERMINATION CAMP.
HANNA HAMBURG-KENDE SURVIVED THANKS TO HER
FRIEND MAGDALENA-MARIA STROE. AFTER THE WAR,
SHE SETTLED IN FRANCE.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Kolozsvar/Cluj-Napoca,
Transylvania, Romania
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ajbus Pintel appeared in our home as early as April 1942.

I don’t know exactly how he managed to escape, but I think

it was from a transport to Belzec. That spring, the Germans
killed about 2,500 people from Krasnik. The boy was small for his age.
He had spent two years in the ghetto, and was undernourished. It was
hard for him to develop normally in such conditions. My mother took
great care of him, gave him clean clothes, food, and a bed. He lived
in our house, but we knew it could be dangerous. That’s why, in the
meantime, I built a dugout in the forest near our cottage, where he had
to stay from time to time when the Germans were in the village, or the
neighbors were too interested in what was happening in our house.

About half a year later, another little boy knocked on our door:
thirteen-year-old Tuvia Wurman, whose family had lived in Trzydnik,
not far from us. My mother welcomed him warmly but said he could
only stay for one night. When it was getting dark in the evening, I took
Tuvia to the dugout. When I opened the lid and Lajbus’s head poked
out of the ground, both boys started crying and laughing in turn.
It turned out they were cousins. The Wurmans had believed that the
entire Pintel family had been murdered in the spring of that year.
The joy was so great that it infected us, and I think my mother even
considered it a miracle or some sign that the boys should stay together
and that they should not be separated.

There were only two of us: my mother Justyna and I. I don’t remember
my father very well. I didn’t have any siblings either. We weren’t rich
but had enough money for food and other needs. Of course, feeding
two additional people—boys with ravenous appetites—wasn’t easy,
but we managed. I had to carry food three times a day to the forest,
secretly, so that no one would notice me. I also worked on the farm and

went to school, yet I always found time to talk a little with the boys.

Tuvia’s mother and one of his brothers was murdered in the ghetto,
and Lajbus’s family died in Belzec. They talked a lot about life in the
ghetto, and one day, by word of mouth, we learned that Tuvia’s father,
Mosze, and his brother, Benjamin, had also managed to escape and
were hiding somewhere in the nearby forests. We consulted with my
mother and decided that if the boys could somehow contact the other
two, they could also take shelter in the dugout. It seemed to us that this
was how it should be, so that the family would be together, although
we knew that it would be an additional problem for us.

I can’t say how it happened that Mosze and Benjamin were found.
I think it was through contacts with the partisans. They always knew
what was happening in the forest and where, who was hiding where,
and so on. I only remember that one evening, when I was bringing
food to the boys, instead of two people, I found four in the dugout.
And that was how it was for the next few months. I won't hide the fact
that it was difficult—mainly the logistics of their washing, laundry, and
cleaning. On top of that, Mosze’s health began to fail; he was no longer
young. After his hard experiences in the ghetto, he had been locked in
the dugout for almost the entire day. We couldn’t call any doctor, so
we used all the remedies we knew to keep him alive.

In April 1944, Benjamin and Lajbus enlisted as partisans. Sick
Mosze and his younger son stayed with us. By that time, they were
already living in our house. His father’s condition was getting worse
day by day. Fortunately, he managed to live to see the liberation and
the defeat of the Germans, but he was not able to emigrate with his
sons to Israel. He found his last peace in Krasnik, in the cemetery on
Szewska, the same one where the Germans had shot several hundred
inhabitants of the ghetto.

LUCJAN SZMIT
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ajbusas Pintelis (Lajbus Pintel) miisy namuose atsirado 1942-

yjy balandj. Tiksliai nezinau, kaip jam pavyko pabégti, bet,
Ta pavasarj vokieciai Krasnike (lenk. Krasnik) nuzudé apie 2500 Zmoniy.
Berniukas atrodé daug jaunesnis nei jo amziaus vaikai — dveji metai
gete, be pakankamo maisto ir normaliy gyvenimo salygy, trukdé jam
augti ir vystytis kaip jprasta. Mama juo labai riipinosi: aprengé Svariais
drabuziais, maitino, partpino lova. Jis liko gyventi su mumis, nors
puikiai suvokéme, kokj pavojy tai kelia. Todél netoliese, miske, jrengiau
zemine - ten Lajbusas slépdavosi, kai kaime pasirodydavo vokieciai
arba kai kaimynai pernelyg domédavosi miisy reikalais.

Mazdaug po pusmecio j miisy duris pasibeldé dar vienas berniukas
- trylikametis Tuvija Vurmanas (Tuvia Wurman). Jo $eima anksc¢iau
gyveno netoliese, T$idnike (lenk. Trzydnik). Mama jj priémeé $iltai, bet
perspéjo, kad pasilikti galés tik vienai nak¢iai. Sutemus nuvedziau Tu-
vijg | zemine. Kai pakéliau dangtj ir i§ po Zemés i$niro Lajbuso galva,
abu berniukai staiga pravirko ir kartu émé juoktis — paaiskéjo, kad jie
pusbroliai. Vurmanai buvo jsitikine, kad visa Pinteliy Seima Zuvo dar
pavasarj. Dziaugsmas buvo toks didelis, kad persidavé ir mums. Mama,
regis, tai priémeé kaip Zenklg - tarsi stebukla, kad $iy vaiky negalima
isskirti, jie privalo likti kartu.

Tuo metu gyvenome tik dviese — a$ ir mama Justina (Justyna).
Tévo beveik neprisimenu, broliy ar sesery neturéjau. Gyvenome
kukliai, ta¢iau maistui ir kitoms reikméms visada uztekdavo. Aisku,
pamaitinti dar du augancius berniukus, kuriy apetitas buvo kaip
vilky, nebuvo lengva, bet susitvarkéme. Tris kartus per dieng slapta

nunesdavau jiems maisto j miska, stengdamasis, kad niekas nepa-

stebéty. Be to, dirbau tikyje, lankiau mokykla, bet vis tiek rasdavau
laiko su jais pabendrauti.

Tuvijos mama ir vienas brolis Zuvo gete, o Lajbuso $eima - Belzece.
Berniukai daug pasakodavo apie gyvenima gete. Karta vieno pokalbio
metu, nuo zodzio prie zodzio, i$siaiskinome, kad Tuvijos tévas Mosé
(Mosze) ir jo brolis Benjaminas taip pat iSgyveno ir slapstosi kazkur
netoliese, miskuose. Pasitare su mama nutaréme: jei berniukams pavyks
su jais susisiekti, ir jie galés prisiglausti masy zeminéje. Atrodé savaime
suprantama - $eima turi bati kartu, nors supratome, kad mums tai
reik$ dar daugiau rapeséiy.

Negaliu tiksliai pasakyti, kaip buvo surasti Mosé ir Benjaminas —
tikriausiai per partizanus, kurie gerai zinojo, kas dedasi miskuose, kas
ir kur slapstosi. Prisimenu tik tiek: vieng vakarg, kaip visada, nunesiau
berniukams maisto, o Zeminéje radau jau nebe du, o keturis Zmones.
Nuo tada visi jie ten ir pasiliko dar keliems ménesiams.

Neslépsiu - buvo labai sunku. Ypaé rtpintis jy higiena, skalbiniais,
palaikyti §varg ir tvarka. Be to, Mo§és sveikata émé sparciai prastéti —
jis buvo jau vyresnio amziaus, i§sekintas gyvenimo gete, o nuolatinis
buvimas po Zeme dar labiau jj silpnino. Gydytojo kviesti negaléjome, tad
slaugéme jj kaip i$manéme - naudojome visas mums zinomas priemones.

1944 mety balandj Benjaminas ir Lajbusas prisijungé prie partizany,
o ligotas Mosé liko su jaunesniuoju sinumi musy troboje - tada jau
jie gyveno kartu su mumis. Mosés btiklé kasdien vis labiau blogéjo.
Laimei, jis sulauké islaisvinimo ir vokie¢iy pralaiméjimo, taciau isvykti
i Izraelj kartu su sinumis, deja, jau nebepajégé. Amzinojo poilsio jis
atgulé Krasnike, kapinése prie Sevskos (Szewska) gatvés — toje pacioje

vietoje, kur vokieciai buvo nuzude kelis Simtus geto gyventojy.



ALREADY IN NOVEMBER 1939, THE GERMANS CARRIED
OUT THE FIRST EXECUTIONS OF JEWISH RESIDENTS

OF KRASNIK. A FEW MONTHS LATER, A GHETTO WAS
ESTABLISHED, WHERE OVER 6,000 PEOPLE WERE FORCED
TO LIVE. MORE THAN HALF OF THEM WERE MURDERED
IN 1942 IN MAJDANEK AND BELZEC. ABOUT 2,000

JEWS FROM KRASNIK WERE TRANSFERRED TO THE
LARGE CAMP IN BUDZYN AND THEN TO PLASZOW

AND MAUTHAUSEN, WHERE ALMOST ALL WERE
MURDERED. OF THE KRASNIK AND TRZYDNIK JEWS,
THE FOLLOWING MANAGED TO SAVE THEIR LIVES:
LAJBUS PINTEL, TUVIA WURMAN, HIS FATHER MOSZE
WURMAN, AND HIS BROTHER BENJAMIN.

LUCJAN SZMIT

Place of rescue of Jews:
Trzydnik/Krasnik, Poland
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oshe Koren and my brother Antanas were friends

long before the war. In the 1930s, such a mixed Chris-

tian-Jewish friendship in a small town was not unusual;
every second neighbor was of a different faith. In fact, it was only on
weekends and holidays that we lived separately, as we each attended
either synagogue on Saturday or church on Sunday, etc. We had no
major religious conflicts, just stupid pranks and teasing. Often, the
boys would get into trouble.

In fact, everything started to fall apart for the Jews after the Russians
came. Moshe’s father, Meir, lost his factory, which was nationalized,
and he began working there himself. My father, Cezaris, was very sorry
about this. My mother had died the year before, and Meir employed
him and my brothers in his factory for a really good salary so that we
could continue to survive. In our village of Vievis, the Soviets also
closed the Jewish school, so Moshe began working with Antanas to
produce asphalt. We didn’t realize then that the worst was yet to come.
Meir, as a businessman, had business contacts with Jewish companies
in Germany, so he knew what was going on there and that the outbreak
of the German-Bolshevik war would change everything. Yet, despite
everything, no one expected genocide.

From the very first days of the German occupation, pogroms began.
People were beaten, humiliated, and thrown out of their homes. One
day, it was announced that all Jews had to gather in the square because
they would be transported to Semeliskes, where a ghetto had been
created for the local Jewish population. A few days earlier, my father,
who could not come to terms with all this, took Liuba, the youngest
daughter of Meir and Fejga, to our house so that she would not have
to watch what was happening on the streets of the city. We had a small
farm near Vievis, where it was relatively peaceful. The Korens were put
in the ghetto. When they started deporting Jews to the forest to shoot
them, Meir, Moshe, his brother Benjamin, and their aunt Michla Levi

managed to hide in the basement. Fejga was unable to hide or run away.

DR. VERONIKA LUCIUNAITE

She was overcome by the terrible scenes on the streets. The enslavement,
contempt and dehumanization caused her to stop fighting. As she stood
there, she went to her death along with the others.

My father and several other factory workers appealed to the Germans
to free Meir from the ghetto, arguing that he was the only specialist
who could repair and maintain the factory machines. I don’t know how,
but it worked, and Meir ended up in our home. He appeared several
decades older and cried when talking about Fejga, with whom he was
very close. For weeks, Liuba couldn’t come to terms with the loss of
her mother. Slowly, day after day, my father smuggled more members
of the Koren family into our yard. In the evenings, everyone would
come out of hiding, which Antanas had arranged for them in the
stable. They would gather in the kitchen. They would cook, eat, talk
and so on until late at night. We were connected to Meir’s children by
an orphan’s fate, a lack of warmth only a mother can give. It’s a gap
that nothing can fill.

Unfortunately, one day, thieves broke into the barn and accidentally
discovered the Korens, forcing them to run away and hide in the forests.
They all walked quite a long way, about a hundred kilometers, until they
reached Kaunas, where they entered the ghetto. There, they no longer
had to run away all the time or sleep under trees. When things calmed
down a bit in our village again and the Germans stopped searching for
them, my father let the Korens know they could come back. We were
terribly afraid for them because it was 1943 and there was no trace left
of many ghettos as everyone had been murdered. In Kaunas at that time,
at the end of October, about ten thousand people were killed. Exactly
one month later, they managed to get the Korens out, and thanks to
a bribe, they were transported by truck to a friendly forester’s lodge.

After the war, the Korens left Lithuania. It wasn’t easy for them, nor
for us. The farewell was very painful. Then Meir and Liuba left for Israel,
while Benjamin and Moshe went to America. When communism end-

ed, Moshe was the first to find us. Fortunately, Antanas was still alive.
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o$é Korenas (Moshe Koren) ir mano brolis Antanas

bic¢iuliavosi dar gerokai prie§ kara. Ketvirtajame de-

§imtmetyje tokia midri — krik$c¢ioniy ir Zydy - drau-
gysté mazame miestelyje nebuvo jokia retenybé: kas antras kaimynas
priklausé kitai tikybai. I§ tikryjy gyvenome atskirai tik savaitgaliais ir
$venciy metu - vieni $e$tadieniais eidavo j sinagoga, kiti sekmadieniais
i baznycia. Pas mus, Vievyje, rimty religiniy kivir¢y nepasitaikydavo
- dazniausiai tai badavo vaikiskos pasaipos ar kvailoki i$siSokimai,
kartais kokie nors vaikiny pokstai.

Tiesg sakant, zydy gyvenimas pradéjo byréti dar atéjus sovietams.
Mosés tévui Meirui atémé fabrika - jis buvo nacionalizuotas, o pats
Meiras priverstas jame dirbti paprastu darbininku. Patyres versli-
ninkas staiga tapo eiliniu darbuotoju. Mano tévui Cezariui tai buvo
itin skaudu — metais anks¢iau miré miasy mama, ir kad i§gyventume,
Meiras buvo jdarbines tétj bei mano brolius savo fabrike - uz tikrai
padory atlyginima.

Sovietai uzdaré zydy mokykla Vievyje, tad Mogé kartu su Antanu
pradéjo dirbti prie asfalto gamybos. Tuo metu dar nesuvokéme, kad
blogiausia tik artéja. Kaip verslininkas, Meiras palaiké rysius su zydy
jmonémis Vokietijoje, todél Zinojo, kas ten vyksta, ir nujauté, kad
prasidéjus karui tarp vokieciy ir bolseviky padétis i§ esmés pasikeis.
Taciau niekas nejsivaizdavo, kad tai peraugs j genocida.

Vos tik vokieciai okupavo krasta, prasidéjo pogromai — Zmones
musé, zemino, varé i§ namy. Vieng dieng paskelbta, kad visi zydai
privalo susirinkti aikstéje — esq juos ves§ j Semeligkes, kur jkurtas getas
aplinkiniy vietoviy Zydams.

Kelios dienos prie§ tai mano tévas, nebegalédamas ramiai zitréti
j tai, kas vyksta, parsivedé j namus jauniausiag Meiro ir Feigos dukra
Liubg - kad mergaité nematyty siaubo, kuris déjosi miesto gatvése.
Turéjome nedidelj tkj netoli Vievio - ten dar buvo kiek ramiau.

Korenai buvo i$vezti j geta. Per viena i$ transporty j miska Meiras,

Mosé, jo brolis Benjaminas ir jy teta Michla Levi sugebéjo pasislépti

rusiuose. Feiga jau nebeturéjo nei jégy, nei valios bégti ar slapstytis.
Gatvése patirtas pazeminimas, prievarta ir nuzmoginimas palauzé
jos dvasig - ji tiesiog nustojo kovoti. Kaip stovéjo, taip ir nuéjo j mirtj
kartu su kitais.

Tévas kartu su keliais fabriko darbininkais kreipési j vokiecius -
prasé paleisti Meirg i$ geto, esa tik jis vienintelis moka remontuoti ir
priziaréti fabriko jrangg. Nezinau, kaip jiems tai pavyko, bet netrukus
Meiras jau buvo miisy namuose. Atrodé pasenes keliais desimtmeciais,
kalbédamas apie Feigg vis verkeé — jie buvo labai artimi. Liubai irgi dar
ilgai buvo sunku susitaikyti su motinos netektimi.

Pamazu, diena po dienos, tévas slapta pervezé ir kitus Koreny Seimos
narius j masy sodyba. Vakare jie i$ljsdavo i sléptuvés, kurig Antanas
buvo jrenges klojimo palépéje, susésdavo virtuvéje, gamindavo valgi,
vakarieniaudavo ir kalbédavosi iki vélumos. Mus ir Meiro vaikus siejo
bendras na$laic¢iy likimas - motinos ilumos stygius, ta tustuma, kurios
niekas negaléjo uzpildyti.

Deja, vieng dieng j klojimg jsilauzé vagys ir netycia aptiko Kore-
nus. Jie turéjo nedelsdami bégti ir sléptis miskuose. [veike apie $imtg
kilometry, pasieké Kauno getg - ten bent jau nebereikéjo nuolat bégti
ir miegoti po medziais.

Kai miisy kaime situacija kiek aprimo ir vokieciai nustojo ieskoti
pabégéliy, tévas prane$é Korenams, kad jie gali sugrjzti. Labai dél jy
nerimavome — buvo 1943-ieji, dauguma gety tuo metu jau buvo likvi-
duoti, jy gyventojai — nuzudyti. Spalio pabaigoje Kaune buvo nuzudyta
apie desimt ttikstanciy Zmoniy. Lygiai po ménesio, panaudojus kysj,
pavyko Korenus istraukti i$ geto ir sunkvezimiu nugabenti j pazjstama
girininkija.

Po karo Korenai paliko Lietuva. Nei jiems, nei mums i$siskirti ne-
buvo lengva - atsisveikinimas buvo labai skausmingas. Véliau Meiras
su Liuba i$vyko j Izraelj, o Benjaminas ir Mo$é - j Amerika. Kai baigési
komunizmas, Mo$é pirmasis mus surado. Laimei, tuo metu Antanas

dar buvo gyvas.



DR. VERONIKA LUCIUNAITE

IN VIEVIS, IN SOUTHERN LITHUANIA, THERE WERE
ABOUT 350 JEWS IN 1940, 40% OF THE TOWN'S
POPULATION. ON ROSH HASHANAH 1941,

THE GERMANS TRANSPORTED ALL THE JEWISH
RESIDENTS TO THE NEIGHBORING TOWN OF
SEMELISKES, WHERE THEY CARRIED OUT A MASS
EXECUTION TWO WEEKS LATER. ONLY A FEW PEOPLE
MANAGED TO SAVE THEIR LIVES BY HIDING IN NEARBY
VILLAGES AND FORESTS OR JOINING THE PARTISANS.
THE LUCIUNAS FAMILY SAVED MOSHE KOREN AND HIS
CHILDREN LIUBA, BENJAMIN, MAJER,

AND MICHLA LEVI FROM DEATH.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Vievis, Lithuania

175



HUGUETTE BLANCHIN

BORN JANUARY 27, 1925 IN FRANCE, LIVES IN FRANCE









y father, Albert Blanchin, was betrayed and imprisoned.

On December 21, 1943, the Gestapo entered our house

and took him to Montluc. It was an old prison that the
Germans had turned into a place of execution of many French people.
My father was shot on January 10, 1944, in retaliation for an attack
on German soldiers stationed in Lyon. There was no trial, only some
internal order and he was killed completely illegally.

Twelve days later, four Lanzenbergs, Jewish refugees from Marseille,
knocked on our door. They had been wandering through southern France
since January 1943, when a roundup of Jews took place in the Old Port,
organized by the Germans and French gendarmes. The executioners
took twenty thousand people, and about a thousand of them were sent
to concentration camps in Germany.

Janina Lanzenberg’s mother, Marthe Hensi, also endured her own
ordeal when she was arrested in her home in Dolomieu, a town about
a hundred kilometers away from our home in Thuellin. She was an
incredibly brave, bold, and tough woman. She managed to escape from
the transport, but she could not return to her old house, as the address
was known to the French gendarmes. Through our contacts with the
underground, she managed to join her family. And so, the Lanzenbergs
came to live with us for a few months.

It was a time filled with uncertainty, fear, and, above all, struggle.

It wasn’t about each of us fighting with a gun—this struggle had differ-

HUGUETTE BLANCHIN

ent forms. Women played a big role in it, taking care of everyday life.
My mother, Héléne Blanchin, despite having lost her husband, didn’t
hesitate for a moment to take the refugees into her home. She had to
cook, do laundry and care for an additional five people - it was a lot
of work. Janina became very close to my mother, and, together, they
cared for the house and all its residents.

We lived in constant fear—of each new day, of every carelessly
uttered word, of neighbors noticing that we were cooking more food,
doing more laundry, or hearing strange voices from our house. At that
time, everything seemed suspicious. Many people collaborated with
the occupiers and you had to be careful of every step. Eventually, a new
shelter had to be found for the Lanzenbergs, and my aunt and uncle,
Yvonne and Aristide Audi, decided to help us and take them in. They
lived there until the liberation. We tried to visit them and continued
to care for them. After the war, my father was posthumously decorat-
ed for his courage as a member of the resistance and in our town, the
main square bears his name. I think he and my mother would confirm
my opinion that we were not really doing anything special. We were
just trying to prevent a few people from dying. We were doing exactly
what every French woman and every Frenchman at that time should
have been doing: following our national motto of “liberté, égalité,
fraternité” and, despite the fear, acting. Not standing by. Not watching.
Acting to save lives.
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ano téva Albertg Blaneng (Albert Blanchin) iSdavé

ir suémé. Tai jvyko 1943 mety gruodzio 21 dieng —

i mlisy namus jsiverzé gestapas ir i§sivezé jj i Monliu-
ko (pranc. Montluc) kaléjima. Tai buvo sena jkalinimo jstaiga, kurig
vokieciai paverté daugelio pranciizy kankinimy ir egzekucijy vieta.
1944-yjy sausio 10 diena tévas buvo susaudytas — tapo kersto auka uz
pasikésinimg prie$ Lione (pranc. Lyon) dislokuotus vokieciy kareivius.
Egzekucija jvykdyta be teismo, remiantis kazkokiu vidiniu jsakymu -
visiskai neteisétai.

Praéjus dvylikai dieny po jo mirties, j masy duris pasibeldé keturi
Lanzenbergy (Lanzenberg) $eimos nariai - zydy pabégéliai i§ Marselio
(pranc. Marseille). Nuo 1943-yjy sausio jie klajojo po piety Prancuzija,
kai Vieux-Port rajone (Senojo uosto kvartale) jvyko didziulés zydy
gaudyneés, surengtos vokiediy ir pranciizy Zandary. Takart i budeliy
rankas pateko apie dvidesimt tiikstanc¢iy Zzmoniy, o mazdaug tkstantis
jy buvo i$vezti j koncentracijos stovyklas Vokietijoje.

Savo siaubg patyré ir Janinos Lanzenberg motina Marté Hensi
(Marthe Hensi). Ji buvo suimta savo namuose Dolmjé (pranc. Dolmieu)
miestelyje, esan¢iame mazdaug uz simto kilometry nuo misy Tiule-
no (pranc. Thuellin). Tai buvo bebaimé, ryztinga, tvirto charakterio
moteris. Jai pavyko pabégti i§ transporto, tac¢iau grizti j ankstesnius
namus, kuriy adresg Zinojo pranctzy Zandarai, ji nebegaléjo. Dél misy
nuolatiniy rysiy su pogrindziu jai pavyko susisiekti su artimaisiais ir vél
susijungti su Seima. Taip Lanzenbergai keliems ménesiams apsigyveno
musy namuose.

Tai buvo metas, kupinas nezinomybés ir baimés, bet kartu - ir kovos.

Sakydama ,kova®, turiu omenyje ne vien ginkluotg pasipriesinimg -

$i kova turéjo daugybe formy. Ypac svarby vaidmenj joje atliko mote-
rys, kurios rapinosi kasdieniu gyvenimu. Mano mama, Elen Blansen
(Helene Blanchin), kg tik netekusi vyro, né akimirkos nesudvejojo - i§
karto priémé pabégeélius j savo namus. Penki papildomi Zzmonés reigké
daugiau darbo: reikia gaminti maista, skalbti, rapintis jy buitimi. Tai
buvo milZiniskas kravis. Janina labai susibi¢iuliavo su mano mama —
kartu jos tvarké namus ir riipinosi visy poreikiais.

Mus nuolat lydéjo baimé - dél visko: dél kiekvienos naujos dienos,
dél neatsargiai i§tarto zodzio, dél to, kad kaimynai gali pastebéti, jog
gaminame daugiau maisto, skalbiame daugiau drabuziy, kad i§ muisy
namy sklinda nepazjstami balsai. Tuo metu bet kas galéjo sukelti
jtarimy. Daugybé Zmoniy bendradarbiavo su okupantais, tad reikéjo
bati atsargiems kiekviename zingsnyje.

Vienu metu tapo ai$ku, kad Lanzenbergams reikia naujos slép-
tuvés. Mano dédé ir teta — Ivona ir Aristidas Odi (Yvonne i Aristide
Audi) - sutiko juos priglausti. Jie ten gyveno iki pat i$laisvinimo, o mes
stengémés juos lankyti ir toliau rapintis jy reikmémis.

Po karo mano tévas buvo po mirties apdovanotas uz drasg kaip
pasipriesinimo judéjimo narys, o pagrindiné masy miestelio aiksté
pavadinta jo vardu. Manau, kad tiek jis, tiek mama pritarty mano
zodziams: mes i§ tiesy nedaréme nieko ypatingo. Tiesiog stengémeés
isgelbéti keliy Zmoniy gyvybes. Elgémés taip, kaip turéjo elgtis kie-
kvienas prancuzas ir kiekviena pranctizé — sekdami musy tautos $a-
kiu: liberté, egalité, fraternité (laisve, lygybé, brolybé). Ir, nepaisydami
baimés - veikti. Ne stovéti nuosalyje, ne tik stebéti — veikti. Kad bty

isgelbéta bent viena gyvybeé.
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PLACE
ALBERT BLANCHIN

FUSILLE LE 10-1-1944

THE BLANCHIN FAMILY, THANKS

TO THE COOPERATION OF Place of rescue of Jews:

THEIR RELATIVES, SAVED FROM Thuellin, Isere, France
DEATH SEVERAL MEMBERS OF
THE LANZENBERG AND HENSI
FAMILIES: HENSI MARTHE,
LANZENBERG ANNEMARIE,
LANZENBERG JANINE,
LANZENBERG LEON.
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ow many wise and famous people we had in Ztoczéw!

It was a city rich in talented people. I remember Jakub

Imber. He was a writer, a poet, a songwriter, and a trans-
lator. His uncle, also one of our citizens, wrote the national anthem of
Israel. The song is titled “Ha-Tikva,” meaning hope, because when Jews
have nothing else left, they still have hope—it is a kind of last resort.
I have been living in Israel for years, and it may sound strange, but this
anthem reminds me of Zloczéw. Every time I hear it, I imagine Rysio
Fajering and Jurek Szenker, two boys who escaped from the terrible
massacre of Jews in our town. I also see dozens of others for whom my
grandpa organized hiding places and to whom I brought food.

The first pogrom occurred right at the start of the German occu-
pation in 1941. During that time, the Germans and Ukrainians killed
a few thousand people. I don’t know exactly how many, maybe two,
maybe three thousand. Exactly one year later, the Germans deported
thousands more people to Betzec. My grandfather couldn’t get over
it. On the one hand, open hatred raged in the town. Some residents,
mainly Ukrainians, were merciless towards Jews. Yet, on the other
hand, there was indifference—a numbness. Even those who could
help did nothing.

For the first year and a half, the ghetto was not yet closed, but the
Jews no longer had anything of their own. Everything was taken from

them, and they were crowded into a separate part of the city, guarded
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by Ukrainian gendarmes. From the very beginning, Grandpa began
organizing help for our friends. I was small and agile—a little kid who
didn’t really stand out—so I smuggled in food and medicine. Some-
times, I carried a backpack; other times, I hid a “delivery” under my
dress. The gendarmes never checked me. Mom cooked for everyone,
baked bread, and sometimes made something better to make them
feel a little happier.

Rysiek and Jurek managed to escape this nightmare. I don’t know
exactly how and when they escaped, but probably during the march.
They came to us exhausted, frightened, hungry, and sick. I could go on
listing their ailments, but the most painful thing was their fear. Their
terror, which they carried in their eyes, in their gestures, and in the way
they spoke. They were prepared for the worst every second and were
afraid of everyone and everything. When they finally moved in with
us—in hiding, of course—they trembled at the sound of every rustle,
every strange voice coming from the street or the yard. For over a year,
my mom and grandpa took care of them as best they could. The hardest
part of taking care of them was hiding our fear from them because we
didn’t sleep at night either. I still have nightmares that the neighbors
were coming to us with axes to kill us all. We knew that we had to be
strong for Rysiek and Jurek; we had to save them and give them hope
for a future life. And we succeeded! And why? Because Hope comes

from Ztoczdow.
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iek daug iSmintingy ir jZymiy Zmoniy turéjome Zloc¢uve

(lenk. Ztoczow)! Miisy miestas buvo tikras talenty lobynas.

Prisimenu Joktbg Imberj (Jakub Imber) - rasytoja, poeta,
dainy kuréjg ir vertéja. Jo dédé, taip pat kiles i§ masy krasto, sukuré
Izraelio nacionalinj himng. Sis kiirinys vadinasi Ha-Tikwa, o tai rei$-
kia ,Viltis“. Zydams, kai nebelieka nieko kito, viltis tampa paskutiniu
gelbéjimosi Siaudu.

Jau daug mety gyvenu Izraelyje, bet — nors tai gali nuskambeéti
keistai — $is himnas man visada primena Zlo¢uva. Kiekvieng karta ji
i$girdusi, prie$ akis matau dviejy berniuky - Rysiaus Fajeringo (Rysio
Fajering) ir Jureko Senkerio (Jurek Szenker) — veidus. Jie pabégo nuo
siaubingy zydy zudyniy muasy miestelyje. Taip pat iSkyla desimtis kity,
kuriems mano senelis surado sléptuves, o a$ jiems nesdavau maistg.

Pirmasis pogromas jvyko iskart po vokie¢iy okupacijos pradzios
1941-aisiais. Takart vokiec¢iai nuzudé kelis tikstanc¢ius zmoniy - tiksliai
nezinau, gal du, gal tris takstancius. Lygiai po mety dar tikstancius jie
i§vezé j Belzeca (lenk. Belzec). Mano senelis negaléjo su tuo susitaikyti.
I§ vienos pusés — mieste siautéjo atvira neapykanta: kai kurie gyven-
tojai, ypa¢ ukrainieciai, zydams buvo negailestingi. I§ kitos - tvyrojo
abejingumas, sustingimas: net tie, kurie galéjo padéti, liko pasyvis.

Pirmuosius pusantry mety getas dar nebuvo uzdarytas, bet zydai
jau buvo neteke visko - jiems buvo atimtas visas turtas. Jie sugrasti i
atskirta miesto dalj, kurig saugojo ukrainieciy Zandarai. Nuo pat pradziy
senelis émeési organizuoti pagalbg misy draugams. Buvau maza ir vikri
- vaikas, j kurj niekas rimtai nekreipé démesio. Tad slapta nesiodavau
maistg ir vaistus: kartais kuprinéje, kartais paslépdavau ,,siuntinius®

po suknele. Zandarai manes niekada netikrino. Mama gamindavo

visiems: kepdavo duong, kartais paruosdavo kg nors skanesnio - kad
bent $iek tiek praskaidrinty jy nuotaika.

Baisiausias laikas atéjo 1942-yjy pabaigoje, kai vokieciai geta uzdareé.
Ten prasidéjo tikras pragaras — maciau tai savo akimis, nes turéjau savy
budy, kaip patekti j vidy ir kaip istrakti. ] miasy geta buvo suvaryta
zydy i$ aplinkiniy miesteliy ir kaimy - i§ viso apie devynis tikstancius
ligoty, isbadéjusiy, nukankinty Zmoniy, beveik be jokiy pragyvenimo
priemoniy. Maisto turéjau tik keliems — misy draugams. Man tai buvo
kosmaras: negaléjau padéti visiems, tik tiems iSrinktiesiems. Net ir jiems
pamazu émeé stigti vaisty, o ligos gete plito kaip lavina.

Po keliy ménesiy nuo geto uzdarymo vokieciai nusprendé sunai-
kinti visus likusius Zydus - i$varé juos j Jelchovica (lenk. Jethowica),
netoli Zlo¢uvo. Ten buvo susaudyta apie keturis takstancius zmoniy.

I$ $io ko$maro pavyko pabégti Rysiui ir Jurekui. Tiksliai nezinau,
kaip ir kada jie paspruko - grei¢iausiai per ta zygi. Jie atéjo pas mus —
i$varge, i$sigande, alkani, ligoti. Galé¢iau ilgai vardyti jy negalavimus,
bet baisiausia buvo jy baimeé. Ji slypéjo ju akyse, judesiuose, balse. Jie
kiekvieng akimirkg buvo pasiruo$e blogiausiam, bijojo visko ir visy.

Kai jie apsigyveno pas mus - Zinoma, slapta - krapc¢iodavo nuo
kiekvieno garso, $naresio ar svetimo balso, sklindancio i$ gatvés ar
kiemo. Daugiau nei metus mama ir senelis riipinosi jais, kaip tik galéjo.
Sunkiausia buvo paslépti savo paciy baime - nes ir mes patys nemie-
godavome naktimis. IKi Siol sapnuoju kosmarus, kad kaimynai ateina
su kirviais, norédami mus visus nuzudyti. Zinojome, kad turime biti
stipresni uz Rysiy ir Jureka — ne tik juos isgelbéti, bet ir suteikti viltj
gyventi toliau. Ir mums tai pavyko! Kodél? Todél, kad viltis — kilusi

i$ Zloc¢uvo.



THE GERMANS ESTABLISHED A GHETTO IN ZLOCZOW
IN THE SPRING OF 1942. IT HOUSED UP TO 9,000
PEOPLE WHO WERE DEPORTED TO THE DEATH CAMPS
IN BELZEC, LACKIE WIELKIE, AND THE GHETTO IN
LWOW. SEVERAL THOUSAND PEOPLE WERE KILLED
DURING POGROMS AS LATE AS 1941 AND IN MASS
EXECUTIONS. THE LEWICKI FAMILY—ALEKSANDER,
HIS DAUGHTER KATARZYNA, AND GRANDDAUGHTER
JAROSEAWA—MANAGED TO SAVE SEVERAL PEOPLE FROM
EXTERMINATION, INCLUDING RYSIO FAJERING, JUREK
SZENKER, ABRAHAM SZAPIRO, AND SEVERAL OTHERS
WHO WERE HIDING IN THE NEARBY FORESTS.

JAROSEAWA LEWICKI

Place of rescue of Jews:
Zloczéw, Poland (today
Ukraine)
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[RENA SENDERSKA-RZONCA

BORN ON FEBRUAR 21, 1931 IN POLAND (TODAY UKRAINE),
PASSED AWAY ON APRIL 20, 2025 IN POLAND









orystaw was a large city in those times, known for its large

oil industry, mines, and other industries. We were a fairly

poor family. Dad, Jozef, worked as a firefighter, while Mom,
Helena, took care of the house and us. With four children, there was
always plenty to do. In 1939, when the Russians attacked us, terror de-
scended on the city, mainly targeting the intellectual elite. They didn’t
pay much attention to my family; Dad’s job was important in both peace
and wartime, so we experienced relatively little trouble.

In the summer of 1941, the Germans entered the city, and a dark
period began for the Jews of Borystaw. Right at the beginning of July,
with the occupiers’ consent, both my compatriots and the Ukrainians
began a pogrom against the Jewish population. I don’t know how many
people were murdered then, but I believe it was in the hundreds. That
was the first time I truly understood the meaning of terror, fear, and
hatred. Soon after these events, a ghetto was established, locking up
around 13,000 people—about a third of Borystaw’s population at the
time. This was when the genocide began. It was a shock for us, as we
lost some friends or acquaintances every day. At that time, our be-
loved Dr. Elias Bander and his family also disappeared from our sight,
although I remember that we were aware that they were somewhere
outside the ghetto. He was an extraordinary man—good, helpful, and
an excellent doctor.

One day, an acquaintance of our father knocked on our door to
say he was moving to another city. I can’t remember the exact details,
but I suspect it was a forced move, perhaps a kind of escape due to his
participation in the underground or other conspiratorial activities.
When he came to say goodbye, we learned that, for nearly two years,
he had been hiding Dr. Bander, his wife Regina and their young son
Myron. Our joy at their survival was mixed with real fear. We were very
happy that the doctor was alive, but we also realized that it was now our

responsibility to provide him and his family with a safe hiding place.

IRENA SENDERSKA-RZONCA

My parents didn’t hesitate for a moment and immediately welcomed
them into our home.

Dad arranged a place for the Banders in the attic of a small storage
room that was in the yard and belonged to us. We kept pigeons and
a goat there, so it was not surprising that we had to go there every day.
The birds also made enough noise to mask human sounds. However,
sometimes someone needed to sneeze loudly, cough, or take a deep
breath that could be overheard and since we shared the yard with
neighbors, the fear that someone might hear or observe something
was really overwhelming.

After a short family meeting, we decided that I would be responsible
for looking after the Banderas. I was thirteen at the time, but the war
had already been going on for several years, and like many my age, I had
matured beyond my years. Each day, I would check on them, take out
the waste—but only at night—bring them food, and do their laundry.
Mrs. Regina was a very neat and clean woman, she liked order, yet she
had to live in such terrible conditions for several years. During the day,
they had to remain lying down, only daring to “stretch their legs” at night.

The hardest moments were when the Germans were already slowly
retreating, aware that the Russians would soon defeat them. By then
they had completely lost the last bit of control over themselves. They
were running out of supplies, so these young soldiers, constantly hun-
gry, would run into houses, yards, sheds, and barns to find something
to eat. For several weeks, we even had a few Germans staying with us.
During that time, we were really trembling with fear that they would
accidentally find the doctor and his family. I don’t think any of us
slept during those dozens of nights. We walked around in a state of
numbness, full of fear, and under the watchful eyes of the neighbors,
who began to take an interest in my frequent visits to the shed. When
they asked me questions, I always answered that I was visiting the goat

to keep it from feeling lonely.
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uo metu Boryslavas (ukr. bopucnas) buvo didelis miestas

- svarbus naftos pramonés centras, su kasyklomis ir ga-

myklomis. Misy Seima gyveno gana kukliai. Tévas Juzefas
(Jozef) dirbo ugniagesiu, o mama Helena rapinosi namais ir augino
mus, keturis vaikus - darbo jai tikrai netriiko.

Kai 1939-aisiais mus okupavo rusai, mieste prasidéjo teroras, dau-
giausia nukreiptas pries inteligentija. Miisy Seimos tai tiesiogiai nepa-
veiké — té¢io darbas buvo reikalingas tiek taikos, tiek karo metu, todél
gyvenome palyginti ramiai.

1941-yjy vasarg | miestg jzengé vokieciai, ir Boryslavo zydams
prasidéjo tikras siaubo laikotarpis. Jau liepos pradzioje, su okupanty
palaiminimu, mano tautie¢iai - vietos lenkai ir ukrainieciai - surengé
pogroma. Nezinau, kiek Zzmoniy tada zuvo, bet, manau, simtai. Tasyk
pirma kartg pajutau, ka reiskia teroras, baimé ir neapykanta.

Netrukus buvo jkurtas getas, j kurj uzdaré apie trylika tikstanciy
zmoniy - tre¢dalj visy Boryslavo gyventojy. Beveik i§ karto prasidéjo
sistemingas naikinimas. Mums tai buvo sukreciantis smiigis - kasdien
suzinodavome apie dingusius pazjstamus ar draugus. Tuo metu i§ misy
akiracio dingo ir masy labai mylimas gydytojas Banderis (Bander) su
$eima. Zinojome tik tiek, kad jie kazkur slepiasi uz geto riby. Tai buvo
ypatingas zmogus - puikus gydytojas, paslaugus ir Siltas.

Viena dieng pas mus uzsuko té¢io pazjstamas — prane$é, kad i$vyksta
j kitg miestq. Spéju, tai nebuvo paprastas persikraustymas - grei¢iausiai
jis bégo dél dalyvavimo pogrindyje ar kitoje nelegalioje veikloje. Atsi-
sveikindamas jis pasidalijo paslaptimi: beveik dvejus metus slépé daktarg
Elija Banderj (Elias Bander), jo zmona Reging ir jy mazajj siny Mirong
(Myron). Zinia, kad daktaras gyvas, mus labai pradziugino, bet kartu

sukeélé didelj nerimg - nuo $iol jy saugumas tapo muisy atsakomybe.

Mano tévai nedvejojo né akimirkos - i§ karto priglaudé Banderius
i savo namus. Tétis mazame kiemo sandéliuke, palépéje, jrengé jiems
sléptuve. Ten laikéme balandzius ir ozka, todél niekam nekilo jtarimy,
kodél kasdien ten uzeiname. Pauksciy keliamas triuk$mas uzgozdavo
bet kokius zmoniy skleidZiamus garsus - kartais juk uZtenka tik gar-
siau nusikoséti, nusi¢iaudéti ar net giliai jkvépti, kad kas nors isgirsty.
Kadangi kiemas buvo bendras su kaimynais, nuolat jautéme jtampa
- bijojome, kad kas nors kg nors i$girs ar pastebés.

Po trumpo $eimos pasitarimo nuspresta, kad a$ - trylikameté —
busiu atsakinga uz Banderiy priezitrg. Karas tesési jau kelerius metus,
tad, kaip ir dauguma mano bendraamziy, buvau priversta greitai
suaugti. Kasdien juos lankydavau, naktimis - tik tada — i$nesdavau
nesvarumus, neSdavau maista, skalbdavau jy drabuzius. Ponia Re-
gina buvo labai tvarkinga, $vara ir tvarkg mégstanti moteris, taciau
jai teko kelerius metus gyventi itin sunkiomis saglygomis. Dienomis
jie galéjo tik guléti, o Siek tiek pasivaikscéioti ar pajudéti leisdavo sau
tik naktimis.

Sunkiausias laikas atéjo, kai vokieciai, spaudziami rusy puolimo,
vis labiau prarasdavo savitvardg. Jy aprapinimas $lubavo, tad alkani
kareiviai braudavosi { namus, kiemus, darzZines, kluonus, ieskodami
maisto. Kelias savaites miisy namuose buvo apsistoje keli vokieciai. Tada
i$ tikryjy drebéjome - kasdien bijodami, kad jie nety¢ia aptiks daktarg
su Seima. Atrodo, né vienas i§ miisy tomis naktimis nesudéjo bluosto.
Vaiks¢iojome tarsi apsvaige — nuo nuolatinés jtampos. Visa tai vyko
po budriu kaimyny zvilgsniu - jie vis dazniau pradéjo dométis mano
daznais apsilankymais sandéliuke. | jy klausimus visada atsakydavau

ta patj: einu pas ozkg - esa palengvinti jos vienatve.



IRENA SENDERSKA-RZONCA

BEFORE THE WAR, BORYSEAW WAS ONE OF THE
LARGEST POLISH CITIES, A CENTER OF THE OIL
INDUSTRY. OVER 30 PERCENT OF THE INHABITANTS
WERE JEWS. THE GERMANS ESTABLISHED A GHETTO
IN BORYSEAWIEC IN THE SUMMER OF 1942, TO WHICH
THEY ALSO TRANSPORTED JEWS FROM NEARBY
TOWNS. A YEAR LATER, BETWEEN MAY 25 AND JUNE

2, 1943, THE GHETTO WAS LIQUIDATED. PEOPLE WERE
DEPORTED TO BELZEC, LABOR CAMPS (PEASZOW), AND
MASS EXECUTIONS WERE CARRIED OUT. THE LAST
TRANSPORT FROM BORYSLAWIEC, CONSISTING OF 350
PEOPLE, WAS SENT TO AUSCHWITZ-BIRKENAU ON JULY
21, 1944. JOZEF AND HELENA SENDERSKI, TOGETHER
WITH THEIR DAUGHTER IRENA, SAVED THE FAMILY OF
DOCTOR BANDER: ELIAS, HIS WIFE REGINA,

AND SON MYRON.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Boryslaw, Poland (today
Ukraine)
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BORN ON DECEMBER 08, 1938 IN POLAND,
PASSED AWAY ON MARCH 24, 2023 IN POLAND









n the middle of the day, someone came running to our farm-

stead, shouting that Janek, our father, had been killed by the

Germans in the forest. I remember that day well; it was cold, so
piercingly cold yet sunny. Dad loved the sun very much. Whenever it
was shining, he would even take the pigs out of the pigsty and into the
field. He always said they deserved a bit of joy out of life too.

Mom was crying, overcome with both grief and fear. She hugged us
tightly, her whole body trembling. It wasn’t until the evening that we
learned that the Fisz family had also been killed, all six of them, includ-
ing Henia’s granddaughter, Rdzia, little Rozyczka, just three years old.

For a long time afterward, I couldn’t stop wondering why they
hadn’t killed us all too. After all, they knew it was our father and that
we had all helped Jews. The Polish police were also present at the exe-
cution—they knew us, our house, our address, and our family. Wola
was a small village. To this day, I don’t know why we survived. Perhaps
they took pity on us, or maybe the policemen didn’t tell the Germans
who “Mr. Janek” was.

On December 8, 1942, exactly half a year earlier, Henia Fisz, along
with her daughters Bajla, Esterka, and Mila, her son Mosz, and her
granddaughter, had knocked on our door. The Fisz family were our
acquaintances, though it would be hard to say that our parents were
particularly close with them. They simply shared the kind of familiarity
common among people in small towns. We didn’t have much, and they
didn’t either, but we sometimes exchanged goods, services, favours,
and pleasantries. They had their world, and we had ours, yet we liked
each other very much. On Sundays, after church, we would visit them.
Since they only had Saturdays as a holiday, on Sundays, Henia, always
busy, was happy to get rid of her kids for a while as they ran out into
the fields with us.

They escaped just before the massacre, before the liquidation of the
ghetto, when the Germans were killing all the Jews. I don’t remember
how they managed to get out of that hell, but they came to us because
they had nowhere else to go. My parents didn’t hesitate for a moment.

They took them in right away, and my father very quickly arranged

a place for them in the barn. It was quite cozy and on the side of the
road because the barn wasn’t right next to the house. Mom, our father’s
beloved Bronka, immediately had to figure out how we were going to
feed an additional six people, what we were going to do with them,
how we were going to entertain the little one, wash their clothes, and
generally what our days would look like. We were a very pious family,
and we put our hope in prayer. Mom said: “It is what it is; with God’s
help we’ll manage.” And so, for several months, I would run to the
barn with the twins, pulling a gray cart filled with cans of milk and
carrying laundry. When it got cold, they would come to the house for
the night, because we felt sorry to leave them in that barn. They had
no way to warm themselves there, they couldn’t light a fire because the
neighbors would find out. I even enjoyed those evenings with them.
I could carry Rozia, pet her a little, rock her in the rocking chair, or
sit on the stove. But everything had to be done in secret. The windows
were always covered, and the doors bolted when the Fisz family came
down to visit us. And so we passed day after day in great fear, I don’t
deny it, until one day the news came that the Germans were searching
barns and houses for Jews who had managed to escape the liquidation.

Dad immediately got to work. He led the Fisz family out of the
barn into the forest, where he first built them a makeshift shelter from
sticks, like a small hut. A few days later, he dug them a dugout. He did
it all on his own, insulated it with straw, and covered it so it looked
like leaves were lying on the moss. My mother didn’t want us to go
into the forest. It wasn’t until later that I learned how close we were to
danger because both the Germans and the Poles were already sensing
something. Informers and blackmailers were starting to appear. But my
parents decided not to give up. They took the risk because they knew
that without us the Fisz family would surely die. And then one snowy
night came and this is what brought misfortune. The Germans and the
Polish police simply got a “tip” from someone and followed his tracks.
They shot everyone on the spot. My mother managed to persuade them
to leave my father’s body behind and she was able to bury him in the

cemetery. The Fisz family remained somewhere in the forest.

MARIA MIKRUT
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idury dienos kazkas atbégo j mtisy sodyba ir susuko, kad

vokieciai miske nuzudé musy téva Janeka. Gerai prisimenu

ta dieng — buvo skvarbiai $alta, bet sauléta. Tétis labai mégo
saule — net kiaules i$ tvarto i$vesdavo j lauka, kai tik ji pasirodydavo,
sakydamas, kad ir joms i§ gyvenimo $is tas priklauso.

Mama verkeé - tai buvo verksmas, persmelktas sielvarto ir baimés. Ji
stipriai glaudé mus prie saves, visa drebédama. Tik vakare suzinojome,
kad buvo nuzudyta ir visa Fisy (Fiszowie) $eima - visi $e$i: net Henios
aniukeélé Rozyté (Rozia), vos trejy metuky. Véliau, gerokai véliau, émiau
saves klausti: kodél tada nenuzudé ir masy? Juk jie Zinojo, kad musy
tévas, kaip ir visa $eima, padéjo zydams. Egzekucijoje dalyvavo ir lenky
policininkai - jie mus pazinojo, Zinojo, kur gyvename, kas mes tokie.
Volia (lenk. Wola) - mazas kaimas. Iki $iol nesuprantu, kodél likome
gyvi. Gal pasigailéjo. Gal policininkai vokie¢iams neatskleidé, kas i$
tikryjy buvo ,,ponas Janekas®.

Tai jvyko 1942 mety gruodzio 8 dieng. Lygiai prie$ pusmetj j masy
duris pasibeldé Henia Fi$ (Henia Fisz) su dukromis Bajla, Esterka ir Mila,
sinumi Mose (Mosze) ir mazgja anake. Fisai mums buvo pazjstami,
bet negaléciau pasakyti, kad $eimos artimai bendravo. Tai buvo tokia
tipiska mazamiesc¢io kaimyniska bi¢iulysté. Mes neturéjome daug,
jie irgi nebuvo pasiturintys, tad kartais apsikeisdavome prekémis,
paslaugomis ir paslaugélémis. Jie turéjo savo pasaulj, mes - savajj, bet
nuosirdziai vieni kitus mégome. Sekmadieniais po baznycios daznai
uzsukdavome pas juos. Jy $venta diena buvo Se$tadienis, tad sekma-
dieniais Henia, visada uzimta, dziaugdavosi, kad ,smulkmé“ gali su
mumis i$bégti j laukus.

Jie pabégo visai prie§ pat zudynes - prie§ geto likvidavima, kai
vokiec¢iai naikino visus likusius Zydus. Nepamenu, kaip jiems pavyko
istrukti i§ to pragaro, bet jie atéjo pas mus — neturéjo kur daugiau eiti.
Mano tévai né akimirkos nesuabejojo - tuoj pat juos priglaudé. Tétis
greitai jrengé sléptuve kluone. Ir net gana jaukia - $iek tiek nuosaliau,

nes kluonas stovéjo atokiau nuo namy.

Mama - miisy tévo mylima Bronka - turéjo skubiai sugalvoti, kaip
pamaitinsime $esis papildomus zmones, kaip viska sutvarkysime: kuo
uzimsime mazyle, kaip skalbsime jy drabuzius, kaip atrodys musy
naujoji kasdienybé. Masy $eima buvo labai pamaldi - visg viltj déjo-
me j maldg. Mama kartodavo: ,,Kaip yra, taip yra - su Dievo pagalba
susitvarkysime.”

Kelis ménesius bégiodavau j kluona — neS§davau puodus, molinj
asotj, pieno bidonus, skalbinius. Kai orai at$alo, Fi$ai nakvodavo misy
namuose — mums jy buvo gaila palikti $altyje. Kluone nebuvo jokios
galimybés pasisildyti, net ugnies jziebti negaléjo — kaimynai baty
pastebéje. Man net patikdavo tie vakarai su jais — galédavau panesioti
Rozyte, paglostyti, pasupti ja krésle ar pasédéti kartu ant krosnies. Ta¢iau
visa tai reikéjo daryti visiSkai slapta — langai visada buvo uzdangstyti,
durys uzsklestos, kai jie ateidavo. Taip slinko dienos - viena po Kkitos.
Nepasakysiu, kad be baimés.

Viena dieng pasklido kalbos, kad vokieciai pradéjo ieskoti Zydy po
kluonus ir namus - ty, kuriems pavyko pasprukti prie§ geto sunai-
kinimg. Tétis nedelsdamas émési veiksmy - i§vedé Fisus j miska. I$
pradziy surenté jiems pasitire i$ Saky - tarsi Siaudine lasnele. Po keliy
dieny - vienas pats - i$kasé Zemine. Viskg padaré savo rankomis: pats
kasé, apsiltino $iaudais, o uzdangg sumaniai uzmaskavo - is virSaus
viskas atrodé lyg paprastas lapy patalas ant samany.

] ta migkg mama misy jau nebeleido. Tik véliau suzinojau, kad visa
tai vyko ant gyvybés ir mirties ribos — ir vokieciai, ir kai kurie lenkai
jau kazka jtaré. Atsirado skundiky, $antazuotojy. Tac¢iau mano tévai
nepasidavé - jie zinojo, kad be miasy Fisai nei$gyvens.

O tada atéjo ta snieguota naktis. Batent tai, kad naktj pasnigo,
kitg dieng prazudé mano téva. Vokieciai su lenky policininkais gavo
zinig - kazkas jiems pranesé - ir jie paseké jo pédsakais. Visus nusové
vietoje. Mamai pavyko i$prasyti tik tévo kiang, kad galéty ji palaidoti

kapinése. Fisai liko kazkur ten, miske.



JAN AND BRONISEAWA JANTON, TOGETHER WITH
THEIR DAUGHTER MARIA, TRIED TO SAVE THE
LIVES OF HENIA FISZ, HER DAUGHTERS BAJLA,

ESTERKA, MILA, MOSZE'S SON, AND HENIA'S
GRANDDAUGHTER ROZA. AS A RESULT OF

THE DENUNCIATION, SIX JEWS, AS WELL AS JAN
JANTON, WERE MURDERED BY THE GERMANS
IN DECEMBER 1942.

MARIA MIKRUT

Place of rescue of Jews:
Wola Brzostecka/
Brzostek, Poland
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BORN ON APRIL 15, 1930 IN CZECHOSLOVAKIA (TODAY SLOVAKIA),
LIVES IN SLOVAKIA









y uncle, whom I loved very much, had the misfortune

of being mentally ill. The whole family took care of

him, and we were very close, living near one another.
We looked to religion for guidance in our everyday troubles. We lived
in a totalitarian state, under a dictatorship, within a complicated
social mix. In our area, most of the residents were German-speaking, so
I also had to learn German.

In 1938, anti-Jewish regulations were introduced, and a year later,
Jews lost the right to practice various professions. Doctors, for example,
could no longer work, and Jews were no longer accepted as patients in
hospitals. Before this, many of the shops in the nearby town, Kezmarok,
were owned by Jews, as there were practically no Jews in our village.
We often went there if we needed to see a tailor, a shoemaker, or a doctor.
My uncle loved these little trips because it was a change from every-
day life for him. But all of this came to an end with the establishment
of the First Slovak Republic and the onset of terror.

In May 1941, the first signals of brutality reached our village of
Mlynéeky from Kezmarok when a real pogrom was carried out there:
private houses where Jews lived were destroyed, and the Great Syna-
gogue was destroyed. We were worried about a few of our friends, the
Goldmann family, who fortunately survived these events unscathed.
But it was only for a while, as in 1942, deportations to death camps
began. Right at the beginning of March, women were sent to Auschwitz;
I don’t know how many, maybe a hundred women. At the time, we
didn’t fully understand what was happening; we heard rumors, but
we weren’t sure if they were true. It wasn’t until only a month later
that it became clear to everyone where the Jews were being taken:
to a place of no return. Several members of the Goldmann family
met this fate, but Maximilian, his wife Gisela, and their little son hid

with local peasants. When things calmed down a bit, they came to us.
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We were terribly afraid, but Maximilian said God must have inspired
him on Yom Kippur. He had some kind of premonition that he had to
escape. Because it was on their holiest holiday that the Germans took
away his parents and cousins, while he survived.

My father, Jan, had arranged a place for them in the barn. He built
a special wall that separated them from the cows, but he did it in such
a way anyone could think that there was nothing there. They were a
bit cramped, but safe. We couldn’t hide them in the house because of
my sick uncle, who couldn’t really control what he said and to whom.

The most terrible days we experienced came toward the end of
the war. The Germans were already retreating; there was some chaos.
They would burst into various houses, take food, and sometimes stay
for a few days. That was exactly what happened to us. One day, a few
Germans rode up on horseback, put their animals in the barn next
to our cows, and moved in with us. We were all paralyzed with fear.
We didn’t know how long they would stay or what might happen. In
order not to arouse suspicion, we almost never entered the barn, only
going in as usual to tend to the animals. The Goldmanns sat quietly,
like a mouse under a broom, and we had no contact with them. For
a few days, they were locked in there without food or water, with their
little son, who was not yet two years old at the time. I don’t know how
they managed to stay quiet with the hungry and dehydrated Moszek.
Later, after the soldiers had left, Gisela told us that she had heard my
uncle coming from behind the wall and talking to the animals. This
gave them hope because it meant that we were still alive, and my uncle’s
voice gave them hope for survival.

To this day, I thank God in my prayers that we managed to save at
least a few lives. Since then, I have also tried to understand the ambig-
uous fates and tasks that we have to face in life. Each of us is different

and has a different role to play, but we are all human.
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ano dédé, kurj labai myléjau, buvo paliestas psichikos

ligos. Visa $eima juo rapinosi — buvome labai artimi,

gyvenome netoli vieni kity. Tikéjimas mums padédavo
iStverti kasdienius sunkumus.

Gyvenome totalitarinéje valstybéje, diktatairos saglygomis, sudétin-
goje socialinéje aplinkoje. Masy apylinkése dauguma zmoniy kalbéjo
vokiskai, todél ir man teko mokytis vokieciy kalbos.

Jau 1938 m. buvo jvesti antisemitiniai jstatymai, o po mety Zydams
uzdrausta dirbti daugelyje profesijy — pavyzdziui, gydytojams nebe-
leista verstis praktika, o Zydy pacientai apskritai nebebuvo priimami
j ligonines.

Anksciau netoliese esan¢iame Kezmaroko miestelyje — nes misy
kaime, tiesg sakant, zydy beveik nebuvo - dauguma parduotuviy
priklausé Zydams. Daznai ten vykdavome - pas siuvéjus, batsiuvius,
gydytojus. Mano dédei Sios mazos i§vykos labai patikdavo - jos jam
buvo tarsi atokvépis nuo kasdienybés.

Visa tai baigési, kai buvo jkurta Pirmoji Slovakijos Respublika -
drauge su ja prasidéjo teroras.

Pirmieji Ziaurumo zenklai misy kaima, Mlynceky, pasieke i$ Kez-
maroko 1941-yjy geguze, kai ten buvo surengtas pogromas: niokoti
privatiis zydy namai, sunaikinta Didzioji sinagoga. Drebéjome dél
keliy savo pazjstamy - Goldmany Seimos, kuri, laimei, tuomet liko
nenukentéjusi. Taciau tik trumpam, nes 1942 m. prasidéjo deportacijos
j naikinimo stovyklas.

Jau kovo pradzioje { Ausvica buvo i§veztos moterys. Nezinau, kiek
tiksliai — gal apie $imta. Tuo metu mes dar nesuvokéme visos tiesos
- buvo kalby, bet nebuvo tikrumo, kad tai - realybé. Tik po ménesio
visiems tapo ai$ku, kur vezami zydai - i vieta, i$ kurios negrjztama.

Keletg Goldmany $eimos nariy istiko $i lemtis, bet Maksimilianas

(Maximilian) su Zmona Gisela ir jy mazuoju stneliu pasislépé pas

tkininkus. Kai padétis kiek aprimo, jie atéjo pas mus. Labai bijojome,
bet Maksimilianas pasaké, kad per Jom Kipuro $vente Dievas jam
davé nuojautg - paskatino bégti. Biitent tg dieng — per didziausig zydy
$vente — vokiediai i§vezé jo tévus ir pusbrolius, o jis pats i$sigelbéjo.

Mano tétis Janas (Jan) jrengé jiems sléptuve tvarte. Pastaté specialig
pertvarg, atskiriancig juos nuo karviy - taip, kad niekam nekilty jtarimy.
Vietos buvo labai mazai, bet uztat buvo saugu. Negaléjome jy slépti na-
muose - dél mano ligoto dédés, kuris nelabai kontroliavo, kg ir kam sako.

Baisiausios dienos atéjo karo pabaigoje. Vokieciai jau traukési,
tvyrojo chaosas - jie jsiverzdavo j namus, atimdavo maista, kartais
pasilikdavo kelioms dienoms. Taip nutiko ir pas mus: vieng dieng keli
vokieciai atjojo arkliais, tvarte $alia masy karviy sustaté savus gyvulius,
o patys jsikiré maisy namuose.

Visi buvome sukaustyti baimés. Nezinojome, kiek laiko jie pasiliks
ir kuo visa tai baigsis. Kad nesukeltume jtarimuy, j tvartg eidavome
tik tiek, kiek reikéjo pasirapinti gyvuliais. Goldmanai sédéjo tylas
kaip pelés po sluota - be jokio kontakto su mumis. Kelias dienas jie
praleido uzdaryti be maisto ir vandens — su mazu stineliu, kuriam dar
nebuvo dvejy.

Nezinau, kokiu stebuklu jiems pavyko islaikyti tylg su alkanu ir
istroskusiu mazyliu.

Véliau, kai kareiviai i§vyko, Gisela mums papasakojo, kad per pertva-
ra girdéjo, kaip mano dédé ateidavo pas gyvulius ir su jais kalbédavosi.
Tai jiems teiké vilties — reiské, kad mes dar gyvi, o dédés balsas jiems
buvo issigelbéjimo Zenklas.

Iki $iol savo maldose dékoju Dievui, kad mums pavyko isgelbéti
bent kelias gyvybes. Nuo tada stengiuosi suprasti ne visada akivaizdzius
gyvenimo kelius ir uzduotis, kurias mums tenka priimti. Kiekvienas
esame kitoks, kiekvienas turime savo vaidmenj $iame gyvenime - bet

visi esame Zmones.



FROM 1940 ON, KEZMAROK SERVED AS A MAJOR STATION
ON THE ESCAPE ROUTE OF JEWS FROM POLISH GHETTOS
TO HUNGARY; APPROXIMATELY 2,200 JEWISH REFUGEES
PASSED THROUGH AND RECEIVED ASSISTANCE FROM A
SPECIAL AGENCY THE JEWS OF THE CITY SET UP TO HELP
REFUGEES IN TRANSIT. DURING 1942, SOME 75% OF THE
JEWS OF KEZMAROK (1200 PEOPLE) AND ITS AREA WERE
DEPORTED TO DEATH CAMPS. ON ROSH HASHANAH
5705 (1944), THE GERMANS DISCOVERED A GROUP OF
JEWS HIDING IN THE CITY; THEY TOOK THEM OUT AND,
ON 22 SEPTEMBER, SHOT THEM ALL. LESS THAN 10% OF
JEWS IN THE CITY SURVIVED TO LIBERATION. AMONG
THEM WERE THOSE HIDDEN BY THE LEBDOVIC FAMILY:
GISELA, MAXIMILIAN AND THEIR SON

MOSHE GOLDMANN.

MARGITA LEBDOVICOVA

Place of rescue of Jews:

Mlynceky, Slovakia
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y father was shot exactly one day before liberation. It

was a terrible time. The front was approaching very

quickly, and we had to evacuate and go to our relatives in

Jurbarkas. It was about twenty-five kilometers from our village Stakiai;
most of it we traveled on foot, of course.

It was supposed to be safer for us there, but as it turned out, my

>«

father, Benediktas’s “fame” reached the village before us. My family, my
father and grandmother, were known throughout the area as “Jewish
helpers,” those who hid Jews or helped them escape. Back in Stakiai,
one autumn day, our house was searched. They were looking for Jews in
the cellar under the house and by the stream. At that time, the refugees
were hiding in the barn. A few days later, a policeman came and told
my father: “Benadas, we know for sure that you have Jews on your farm.
It’s only a matter of time that we find them. You know very well what
will happen to you then.” The Jews in the hideout heard everything.
After dark, my father went out and did reconnaissance, and our fellow
residents left the hideout shortly after. A few days later, the police chief
came with a few Germans and dogs. They found nothing but took Father
to Raseiniai and locked him in the school. Father and several other men
tied sheets together and escaped from the second floor. The guards saw
the escapees and opened fire, but Father returned home safely. The Jews
no longer hid in our yard but would come for food.

One of them, my age, was Freda Friedman and her friend Zelde
Kaduszin. They were hiding in a bunker in the forest with many other
Jews from various ghettos and small towns in Lithuania. There were

also the brothers Fajnsztajn, Iczchok and Herszel, who lived with us for
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some time. When the Germans and the Lithuanian police discovered
their hiding place, some of the people escaped, but unfortunately, most
were murdered. Freda was shot in the hand, but she managed to save
herself. Zelde was not in the bunker at the time. When she found out
what had happened, she buried herself in some thickets, where she lay
in fear for over two weeks without food or water. No one knew where
she was or whether she was still alive. The Germans and Lithuanians
searched the forests all the time. It was horrible. They were looking
for these innocent people just to kill them. They walked through the
woods with their dogs for days, dozens of them, to find a woman or
a small child hidden somewhere. I will never understand the hatred
they must have felt to do something like that. There were maybe thirty
Jews in our village, a small community, not particularly rich. Most of
them were women and children. Right at the beginning of the German
occupation, in August 1941, the Lithuanian police gathered them all
on the outskirts and ordered them to dig a hole and strip naked. They
were all humiliated like that before the execution. The Fajnsztajn
brothers had received a tip-off from someone at our mill a few hours
earlier and had hidden in a relatively safe place. When they heard the
burst of machine guns, they knew their loved ones were already dead.

When we reached Jurbarkas, the Lithuanian police reported us
to the German gendarmes. They said that my father was a bad man
because he had hidden Jews. That was enough to arrest him. When
the Germans were retreating, they executed him at the last moment.
We were given the right to bury my father—a “privilege” that millions

of people did not have at that time.
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ano téva susaudé likus lygiai vienai dienai iki i§va-

davimo. Tai buvo siaubingas metas. Frontui spar¢iai

artéjant, turéjome skubiai evakuotis pas giminaicius
j Jurbarkg. Nuo misy kaimo, Stakiy, iki ten buvo apie dvide$imt penki
kilometrai - didziajg kelio dalj jveikéme pésc¢iomis.

Jurbarke turéjo buti saugiau, bet, kaip netrukus paaiskéjo, mano tévo
Benedikto ,,$lové“ mus jau buvo aplenkusi. Visa apylinké Zinojo, kad
misy $eima — tévas ir mociuté - buvo vadinami ,,zydy pagalbininkais,
zmonémis, kurie slépé zZydus arba padéjo jiems pabégti. Dar gyvendami
Stakiuose, vieng rudens dieng sulaukéme kratos — ie$kojo Zydy rusyje
po namu ir prie upelio. Tuo metu pabégeéliai slépési darzinéje.

Po keliy dieny pas mus uzsuko policininkas. ,,Benediktai, - pasaké
jis tévui, — mes tiksliai Zinome, kad tavo tkyje slepiami zydai. Tai tik
laiko klausimas, kada juos surasime. Ir tu puikiai supranti, kas taves
tada laukia.“ Zydai, tuo metu buve sléptuvéje, viska girdéjo. Ta patj
vakara, sutemus, tévas i$é¢jo apsidairyti, o masy jnamiai netrukus
paliko sléptuve.

Dar po keliy dieny atvyko policijos komendantas su keliais vokie-
¢iais ir Sunimis. Nors nieko nerado, téva i§sivezé j Raseinius ir uzdaré
mokykloje. Ten, kartu su keliais kitais vyrais, jis susiriSo paklodes ir
pabégo pro antro auksto langa. Sargybiniai pastebéjo béglius ir émé
$audyti, bet tévui pavyko saugiai grizti namo. Po $io jvykio zydai misy
sodyboje nebesislépé, bet kartais dar uzsukdavo maisto.

Tarp jy buvo mano bendraamzé Freda Fridman (Freda Friedman)
ir jos draugé Zeldé Kadusin (Zelde Kaduszin). Jos glaudési miske
jrengtame bunkeryje kartu su daugeliu kity zydy i$ jvairiy Lietuvos

gety ir miesteliy. Tarp besislapstanciyjy buvo ir broliai Fainsteinai

(Fajnsztajn) — Icchokas (Icchok) ir Herselis (Herszel), kurie anksc¢iau
kurj laikg gyveno ir pas mus.

Kai vokieciai kartu su lietuviy policija aptiko jy sléptuve, daliai
zmoniy pavyko pabégti, bet dauguma zuvo. Freda buvo pasauta j plas-
taka, bet issigelbéjo. Zeldés tuo metu bunkeryje nebuvo. Suzinojusi,
kas jvyko, ji jsikasé j krimynus ir, apimta siaubo, i$guléjo ten daugiau
nei dvi savaites — be maisto ir vandens. Niekas nezinojo, kur ji dingusi
ir ar dar gyva.

Tuo metu vokieciai kartu su lietuviais nuolat Sukavo miskus. Tai
buvo siaubinga. Jie ieskojo ty nekalty Zzmoniy vien tam, kad juos nu-
zudyty. Dienomis po keliasdesimt vyry su Sunimis narSydavo miskus,
tikédamiesi aptikti kokig pasislépusia moterj ar mazg vaika. A§ iki $iol
nesuprantu ir, matyt, niekada nesuprasiu, kokia neapykanta juos valde,
kad galéjo taip elgtis.

Misy kaime gyveno apie trisdesimt Zydy - nedidelé, ne itin pa-
siturinti bendruomené, daugiausia moterys ir vaikai. Vos prasidéjus
vokieciy okupacijai, 1941-yjy rugpjiti, lietuviy policininkai visus juos
suvaré j kaimo pakrastj, liepé issikasti duobe ir nusirengti nuogai — dar
vienas Zeminantis veiksmas pries$ egzekucija.

Broliai Fainsteinai, likus kelioms valandoms iki Zudyniy, gavo Zinig i$
misy maliino apie gresiantj pavojy ir spéjo pasislépti gana saugioje vietoje.
Isgirde kulkosvaidziy serijas, jie suprato, kad jy artimyjy jau nebéra.

Atvykus j Jurbarka, lietuviy policininkai mus jskundé vokieciy
zandarams - esa mano tévas buves blogas zmogus, nes slépé zydus.
To pakako, kad ji suimty. Kai vokieciai traukeési, paskutine akimirka
jie jvykdé egzekucija. Mums buvo leista palaidoti tévg — ,,privilegija®

kurios tais laikais neturéjo milijonai Zmoniy.



ON FRIDAY, AUGUST 9, 1941, AT 5:00 A.M.,
LITHUANIAN GENDARMES SHOT ALMOST ALL
THE JEWISH RESIDENTS OF STAKIAL ONLY A
FEW ESCAPED DEATH, INCLUDING ICSZOK AND
HIRSZ FAJNSZTAJN, FREDA FRIEDMAN AND
ZELDE KADUSZIN, MOSHE VINIK, AND AJZIK
KREMER. THEY WERE HIDING WITH LOCAL
PEASANTS, IN THE FORESTS, AND IN A SPECIALLY
BUILT BUNKER, WHICH OTHER JEWISH ESCAPEES
ALSO REACHED. THE GERMANS DISCOVERED
THE BUNKER, AND ABOUT 15 PEOPLE WERE
KILLED ON THE SPOT. AMONG THE MURDERED
WERE MOSHE VINIK, AND SORE AND JONE
VINIK, WHO HAD ESCAPED FROM THE KAUNAS
GHETTO. AFTER THE WAR, FREDA FRIEDMAN
AND [CSZOK FAJNSZTAJN WERE MARRIED.

STASE MINELGIENE

Place of rescue of Jews:
Stakiai/Reseiniai,
Lithuania

211



VASYL NAZARENKO

BORN ON JUNI 15, 1931 IN POLAND (TODAY UKRAINE),
LIVES IN UKRAINE









iemiréw was about twenty kilometers from our village.

It was a sacred place for Jews just as Lavra was for us.

There was nothing more sacred. One rebbe was more
sacred than the other. One was wiser than the other. There were famous
schools there. And everything was lost. We managed to save poor Betja
just before the ghetto was liquidated. Betzec took so many human lives
that it is hard to comprehend.

Betja’s mother, Etja Jaduszilwer, came to our house from Zor-
niszcze, a small town where many Jews lived. There were neither Jew-
ish seamstresses nor tailors in our village, and Dad decided that we
needed coats for the winter. At home, there were three of us children:
Nadjezda, Jefrosina, and me. We would invite a seamstress to visit us
and she would sew everyone’s clothes for a week before moving on to
the next family. My father, Mojsej, went to the town at the beginning of
October to arrange a visit by the Jewish tailors. We had already heard
rumors that the Germans had created a ghetto there and that all Jews
had to live together, but things were different then than they are now.
There were no telephones. When someone died, a telegram was sent
to the village mayor of the particular village to announce the news
to the family living there. There was no communication like there is
today. We knew that there were repressions, and that the Germans
had introduced regulations, but we personally did not know any Jews,
except from the markets or through the services they provided. It was
only from Etja, when she was already staying with us, that I learned
what the Sabbath was.

Well, Dad went to Zorniszcze and found a seamstress. However,
according to the new German regulations, Jews were prohibited from
working for local residents. Father considered this to be complete
nonsense. He reached an agreement with Etja, put her on a cart, and
secretly brought her to us. I don’t remember exactly all the details, but

every day, someone brought more and more terrible news from the city.
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It was as if the Germans had nothing else to do but slander and abuse
Jews. Our Mom, Lukerja, seemed to instinctively give Etja more and
more work so that she wouldn’t have to return to the ghetto. Until one
day, the news broke about the pogrom in Zorniszcze—the corpses in
the street, the panic, the failed escapes. That’s when my parents im-
mediately decided that Etja would stay hidden with us. Somehow, we
convinced the neighbors that she had already left us. There were five
of us in the house, and adding an extra person wasn’t a problem at all.
Etja was very hard-working—she helped around the house, she was
a great cook, and she cooked dishes we didn’t know. She told us how
to keep a Jewish kitchen, a kosher one, what they did on Saturday, and
what they weren’t allowed to do. Somehow life went on, although fear
was constant, because the stress was terrible. Etja stayed at home all the
time because she couldn’t go anywhere without someone seeing her.

One night, Mom heard crying. At first, she thought it was one of
us, so she got out of bed and went first to my sisters’ room, then to my
stove, because I was sleeping by the stove. Finally, she realized that it
was Etja crying in her corner. Mom hugged her, and then she started
sobbing so much, so desperately that she woke us all up. It turned out
that all the time she was with us, she didn’t want to burden us with her
problems, even though she realized that probably none of her family
was alive anymore. That night, she had dreamed of her daughter, who
was locked up in the ghetto in Niemiréw, and all the emotions she had
been hiding from us exploded at once.

My sisters, aged seventeen and twenty, immediately decided to go
to Niemir6éw and find Betja. In the morning, they harnessed the horse
and left with Father in the cart. In November 1941, the Germans had
murdered over two thousand Jews in the Polish cemetery. They spared
only a handful of the strong and young, whom they needed for slave
labor. None of us knew if Betja was still alive, but despite this, the girls

gathered what we had for bribes and set off into the unknown.
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azdaug uz dvidesimties kilometry nuo misy kaimo

buvo Nemiruvas (lenk. Niemiréw). Zydams tai buvo

tokia pat §venta vieta, kaip mums - Lavra. Sventesnés
nebuvo. Vienas rebe $ventesnis uz kitg, vienas uz kitg iSmintingesnis.
Ten veiké mokyklos, garséjusios visame jy pasaulyje. Ir viskas prazuvo.
Mums bent jau pavyko iSgelbéti tg vargSe Betija (Betia) — visai prie$
pat geto likvidavima. BelZecas (lenk. Befzec) prarijo tiek gyvybiy, kad
protas sunkiai aprépia.

Betijos mama, Etija Jadusilver (Etja Jaduszilwer), pas mus atkeliavo
i Zornis¢iy (ukr. JKopruuse) — nedidelio miestelio, kuriame gyveno
daug zydy. Misy kaime jy nebuvo. Vieng dieng tétis nusprendé, kad
mums reikia Zieminiy palty. Namuose augome trys vaikai — Nadiezda,
Jefrosina ir a$. Tais laikais Zmonés pasikviesdavo siuvéja — ji per savaite
visus aprengdavo ir keliaudavo toliau, pas kitus. Spalio pradZioje mano
tévas, Moisiejus (Mojsej), nuvyko j miestelj tartis su zydy siuvéjais — kas
ir kada galéty atvykti. Jau tada buvome girdéje, kad vokieéiai jkiré geta
ir visi zZydai dabar priversti gyventi vienoje vietoje. Taciau anksc¢iau
viskas buvo kitaip. Net telefony nebuvo - jei kas mirdavo, siysdavo
telegramg kaimo senitinui, kad $is pranesty mirusiojo artimiesiems.
Tiesiog neegzistavo toks rysys, kokj turime $iandien. Zinojome apie
represijas, apie vokieciy jvesta rezima, bet asmeniskai né vieno zydo
nepazinojome - tik i$ turgy ar jvairiy paslaugy. Tik kai Etija jau gyveno
pas mus, pirmg kartg suzinojau, kas yra abas.

Taigi tétis nuvyko j Zorni$¢ius ir rado siuvéja. Taciau paaiskéjo,
kad pagal naujus vokieciy jstatymus Zydams nebeleidziama dirbti
aplinkiniams gyventojams. Tévui tai atrodé visiska nesagmone. Jis su-
sitaré su Etija, pasodino ja { vezimg ir slapcia parsivezé namo. Tiksliai
nebeatsimenu visy aplinkybiy, bet i§ miesto kasdien sklido vis baisesnés

naujienos — atrodé¢, lyg vokiec¢iams né nertipéty niekas Kkita, tik persekioti

ir Smeizti zydus. Miisy mama, Lukerija (Lukerja), kazkaip instinkty-
viai vis duodavo Etijai naujy darby - kad tik nereikéty jai grizti i geta.
Kol vieng dieng pasklido Zinia apie pogroma Zorni$¢iuose - lavonai
gatvése, panika, nesékmingi pabégimai. Tévai nedelsdami nusprendé:
Etija reikia slépti. Kaimynams kazkaip pavyko suvaidinti, kad ji jau
i$vykusi. Miisy $eimoje buvo penki Zmonés, dar ji - tikrai nebuvo pro-
blema. Etija buvo labai darbsti - padédavo namuose, puikiai gamino.
Patiekalai - tokie, kokiy niekad nebuvome ragave. Ji pasakojo, kaip
tvarkoma zydy virtuvé, kas yra ta kosering, ka jie veikia Se$tadieniais,
kas jiems draudziama. Taip ir gyvenome - zinoma, nuolatinéje baiméje,
nes rezimas buvo ziaurus. Etija visg laikg laikési namuose - neiseidavo
né zingsnio, kad tik kas nepamatyty.

Viena naktj mama isgirdo verksma. I§ pradziy pamané, kad verkia
vienas i§ musy. Atsikeélé i§ lovos, nuéjo i sesery kambarj, paskui - pas
mane, prie krosnies, kur miegodavau. Galiausiai suprato - verkia Etija.
I$ savo kampelio. Mama jg apkabino, ir tada Etija émé taip graudziai
raudoti, taip aimanuoti, kad pazadino mus visus. Paaiskéjo, kad visg
laika, kol gyveno pas mus, ji stengési mtisy neapkrauti savo skausmu -
nors puikiai suprato, jog greiciausiai niekas i§ jos Seimos jau nebegyvas.
Tq naktj ji susapnavo savo dukrg — uzdaryta Nemiruvo gete — ir visos
emocijos, kurias iki tol slépé, prasiverzé vienu kartu.

Mano seserys — septyniolikmeté ir dvideSimtmeté — nedvejodamos
nusprendé vykti j Nemiruva ieSkoti Betijos. Ryte pakinké arklj ir jos
kartu su tévu i§vyko vezimu. Dar 1941 m. lapkritj vokieciai lenky ka-
pinése buvo nuzude daugiau nei du titkstancius zydy. Paliko tik saujele
stipriy ir jauny - vergy darbams. Niekas i§ misy nezinojo, ar Betija
dar gyva, bet vis tiek merginos pasiémé viska, kg turéjome kysiams,

ir i8keliavo j neZinig.



DURING THE NAZI OCCUPATION, IN SEPTEMBER 1941,
THE GERMANS ESTABLISHED A GHETTO FOR JEWISH
RESIDENTS OF ZORNISZCZE. IT HOUSED ABOUT 500

PEOPLE. ON MAY 27, 1942, THE GERMANS LIQUIDATED

THE GHETTO AND DEPORTED THE JEWS TO THE
GHETTO IN ILINCE, AND THEN MURDERED THEM. THE
FAMILY NAZARENKO: MOISEI [ LUKERJA AND THEIR
CHILDREN JEFROSINIA, NADJEZDZA AND VAYL SAVED
THE LIFE OF BETJA AND ETJA JADUSZILWER.

VASYL NAZARENKO

Place of rescue of Jews:
Lipowec/Zorniszcze,
Niemirow, Ukraine
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EUGENIUSZ PARCZEWSKI

BORN ON JUNI 14, 1933 IN POLAND, LIVES IN POLAND






TADEUSZ PARCZEWSKI

BORN ON DECEMBER 19, 1935 IN POLAND -
PASSED AWAY ON DECEMBER 12, 2024 IN POLAND









Tadeusz Parczewski:

After the war, everyone at school called us ,kikes”...

Eugeniusz Parczewski:

... or called us Grynszpan, because that was the name of the Jews
we were hiding.

: Of course, it was very unpleasant, anti-Semitic, and disgusting. Still,
it strengthened me because, for several years, I had to fight with my
classmates every day. It empowers you for life.

: Infact, we needed strength most of all when the Grynszpans, Chaim
and his father Wawa, appeared in our house.

: It happened when we were planting potatoes. We had a piece of
land, so we had no shortage of vegetables and fruit, which was
very important, especially during the war. Of course, as children,
we had to work in the fields, and that day, we saw a large group of
Jews being driven out of the ghetto, along the road, along our field.
: They were all men who were being moved to other ghettos or forced
labor camps. It was often like a death sentence for them. For exam-
ple, in the ghetto in Lomazy, in the summer of 1942, everyone was
killed, including the Jews who were from us.

: Those marches were terrible. Jews often had no shoes, their feet were
injured, frozen. They were looking for every opportunity to escape.
: The Grynszpans saw us in the field. We happened to be near the
road. It was very early in the morning. It was March, so it was still
dark. Wawa and Chaim managed to jump to the side, straight into
our field, and lay down in the ditches.

: Without thinking, we quickly positioned ourselves somehow between
them, lying in those ditches, and the road, thus covering them with
our bodies.

: We were children, so the Germans took us for gawkers and shouted
something at us to stay away and move on. The Grynszpans lay there
for a while longer until we were sure that no one would see them
when they got up.

: Before it got light, we took them home, where our mother, Anna,

and the rest of our siblings were. Mom made a decision right away.

EUGENIUSZ PARCZEWSKI & TADEUSZ PARCZEWSKI

E: She was extraordinary - brave and kind. She took care of them right

away, and when Dad came home, they discussed it and organized

a shelter for them in our barn by the house.

: That was in 1942, and they stayed with us until liberation in 1944.

That was over two years, during which we took care of them and fed
them. They didn’t have much, but luckily, they had warm clothes.
The worst thing was that they couldn’t go outside—only sometimes

at night to stretch their legs a bit.

: Our closest neighbors were very hostile towards us. They somehow

sensed that there were Jews here. They also remembered that my
parents had a few Jewish friends before the war. They connected
all these threads. Maybe they were also spying on us a bit and were
certain that we were hiding people. They were anti-Semites who
told my father that it would be better for us to kill the Grynszpans.
Our father, of course, would not even hear of anything like that,

and then those neighbors sent the Germans after us.

: They stood on the threshold of our house with rifles and asked

my mother if we were hiding Jews. My mother looked the soldier
straight in the eye and said, without batting an eye: If you want,

look for them. She turned around and went to the kitchen.

: At that time, there were rumors in the area that Jews hiding in the

nearby forests and cottages had weapons. That’s why the Germans
who came to us were afraid to enter the barn because the first one to
the door would be dead. They just went around the barn, searched
the house, questioned our brother Romuald, walked around the

area and left.

: T have never been as scared as I was then. I remember that feeling

to this day. But I am not afraid. What we experienced during the

war and right after it killed my fear forever.

: Right after liberation, Chaim and Wawa returned to their home

on the market square. It wasn’t easy for them; they were constantly
being approached, and people were doing all sorts of nasty things
to them. So, to make sure they didn’t feel lonely, we visited them

every day.
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T: Unfortunately, one day we didn’t make it on time and some people

killed Wawa. It was a blow to Chaim, but also to us.

: After this tragedy, Chaim changed his name to Henryk and soon

left Poland for America.

. I remember that when he was leaving, when he said goodbye to us

and our parents, he pulled a frying pan out of some bag and gave

it to our mother. He was left alone in the world, without parents,

siblings, cousins, grandparents. They were all murdered. Everything
was taken from Chaim, and as a farewell he gave us this stupid
frying pan, because he didn’t have much else. My mother took it
and it served us for many years in the house, reminding us of the

Grynszpans.

Tadeusz Parczewski:

Po karo mokykloje visi vadino mus ,,zydeliais®..

Eugeniusz Parczewski:

...arba $aukeé ,,GrinSpanai® (Grynszpan), nes tokia buvo zydy, kuriuos

slépéme, pavardé.

: Zinoma, tai buvo labai nemalonu - antisemitiskas, slykstus elgesys.

Tac¢iau mane tai uzgriadino. Kelerius metus kasdien tekdavo kovoti

su klasiokais. Tos patirtys mane sutvirtino visam gyvenimui.

: Vis délto daugiausia stiprybés prireikeé tada, kai pas mus apsigyveno

Grin$panai - Chaimas ir jo tévas Vava (Wawa).

: Viskas nutiko taip: tadien sodinome bulves. Turéjome $iek tiek

zemeés, todél darzoviy ir vaisiy mums netritko - karo metais tai
buvo labai svarbu. Kaip ir kiti vaikai, privaléjome padéti tkyje, ir
butent ta dieng pamatéme didele zydy kolong, varoma i$ geto keliu

palei masy lauka.

: Tai buvo vien vyrai, vedami j kitus getus arba priverstinio darbo

stovyklas — o tai daznai rei$ké mirties nuosprendj. 1942-yjy vasara,
pavyzdziui, Lomazy (lenk. Lomazy) gete iszudé visus zydus, tarp

jy - ir musy apylinkiy Zmones.

. Tokie Zygiai biiddavo siaubingi. Zydai daznai neturédavo net baty,

ju kojos btidavo suzeistos, nusalusios - jie ieSkodavo bet kokios

progos pabeégti.

: GrinSpanai mus pastebéjo — kaip tik buvome netoli kelio. Buvo

ankstyvas rytas, dar kovo ménuo, todél vis dar tamsu. Vava ir

Chaimas i$$oko i§ kolonos tiesiai j miisy lauka ir atsigulé tarp vagy.

: Mes nedvejodami sustojome taip, kad stovétume tarp jy — gulinéiy

grioviuose - ir kelio, tarsi savo kiinais juos pridengdami.

: Buvome tik vaikai, todél vokieciai palaiké mus paprastais smalsuo-

liais. Kazka susuko, kad trauktumeés, ir nuéjo toliau. GrinSpanai
dar kurj laikg paguléjo, kol jsitikinome, kad niekas jy nepastebéjo

ir jie gali atsikelti.

: Kol dar nepradéjo $visti, greitai nuvedéme juos namo, kur muasy

lauké mama Ana (Anna) ir like broliai bei seserys. Mama i§ karto

priémeé sprendima.

: Ji buvo nepaprasta moteris — drasi ir nuogirdi. I karto émeési jais

rapintis. O griZus té¢iui, pasitare nutaré kluone, netoli namuy, jrengti

sléptuve.



: Taibuvo 1942-ieji. Nuo tada jie gyveno pas mus iki pat iglaisvinimo,
iki 1944 mety. Per daugiau nei dvejus metus slépéme juos, ripinomés,
maitinome. Laimé, jie turéjo $ilty drabuziy. Tac¢iau sunkiausia buvo
tai, kad negaléjo net kojos iskelti laukan. Tik kartais, naktimis - kad
Siek tiek prasijudinty.

: Musy artimiausi kaimynai buvo labai prie$iski — nujauté, kad pas
mus kazkas slepiasi. Be to, prisiminé, kad dar prie$ karg misy tévai
turéjo zydy draugy. Viska sudéje, o gal ir slapta mus seke, jie galiausiai
isitikino, kad slepiame zydus. Tai buvo ar$is antisemitai - jie tiesiai
$viesiai pasaké tévui, kad mums bty geriau juos nuzudyti. Tétis,
zinoma, net nenoréjo apie tai girdéti. Tada jie iskvieté vokiecius.

: Vokieciai atéjo prie masy namy su $autuvais ir paklausé mamos, ar
slepiame Zydus. Mama pazvelgé vienam tiesiai j akis ir be menkiau-
sio dvejojimo atsakeé: ,,Ieskokit, jei norit.“ Tada apsisuko ir nuéjo j
virtuve.

: Tuo metu sklido gandai, kad miskuose ar kaimo sodybose besis-
lapstantys zydai turi ginkly. Todél vokieciai bijojo pirmieji eiti
kluong - tas, kuris zengty pirmas, galéjo zuti. Jie tik apéjo kluong
i$ iSorés, atliko kratg namuose, apklausé misy brolj Romualdg, Siek

tiek pasivaiks¢iojo po apylinkes ir i§vaziavo.

EUGENIUSZ PARCZEWSKI & TADEUSZ PARCZEWSKI

: Tasyk buvau i$sigandes kaip niekada. Iki $iol prisimenu tg jausma.

Bet nuo to laiko nebejauciu baimés - tai, ka patyréme per karg ir

po jo, visam laikui ja i§musé i§ manes.

: I8kart po islaisvinimo Chaimas ir Vava griZo j savo namus, esancius

prie turgaus aikstés. Tac¢iau jiems buvo labai sunku - nuolat buvo
uzpuldinéjami, zmonés elgési su jais bjauriai. Kad nesijausty vienisi,

lankéme juos kasdien.

: Deja, vieng dieng nespéjome ateiti laiku - kazkas nuzudé Vava. Tai

buvo smigis ne tik Chaimui, bet ir mums.

: Po Sios tragedijos Chaimas pasikeité varda j Henrikg ir netrukus

iSvyko j Amerika.

: Prisimenu, kaip atsisveikino su mumis ir masy tévais - i$§ kazkokio

maiso istrauké keptuve ir padovanojo ja miisy mamai. Jam buvo
atimta viskas — tévai, broliai, seserys, pusbroliai, seneliai. Visi
nuzudyti. Jis liko visiSkai vienas. Taciau atsisveikindamas padova-
nojo mums tg kvailg keptuve - nes daugiau beveik nieko neturéjo.
Mama ja priémé, ir daugelj mety ji tarnavo miisy namuose - kaip

priminimas apie Grin§panus.
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ANNA AND DOMINIK PARCZEWSKI, ALONG WITH
THEIR CHILDREN, SAVED WAWA GRYNSZPAN AND
HIS SON CHAIM FROM DEATH. AFTER 1946, CHAIM
EMIGRATED TO THE UNITED STATES.

ABOUT 1,300 JEWS LIVED IN SEAWATYCZE. ALMOST
ALL WERE MURDERED DURING OPERATION
REINHARDT OR THROUGH FORCED LABOR.

Place of rescue of Jews:
Stawatycze, Poland
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BORN ON MARCH 20, 1924 IN POLAND, LIVES IN POLAND









iving a child away to strangers, even if it meant saving

its life, was always a very risky, and emotional decision.

Parents often gathered money from somewhere, which
was very difficult in the ghetto. They would get rid of wedding rings,
pack a silver spoon and a card with the name and surname in diapers,
and dispatch the prepared “bundle” via envoys to an unknown desti-
nation. In most cases, smuggled children ended up in foster families
who loved them, and this is how they survived the war. But it was not
always like that. Sometimes people took the child in, but after a few
days, due to fear or dishonesty, they returned the child to the ghetto.
Unfortunately, often without the money and valuables, which they kept
for themselves. Lack of financial resources and uncertainty about the
child’s fate prevented the parents from taking another risk, and these
little ones later died with them in Treblinka, Belzec, or simply starved
or died of disease in the ghetto.

One of these children who were sent back was Ruth Skowronska.
Her parents ran a small bakery in the ghetto, and their nephew, Moszka,
would take the cookies to town and sell them, all illegally, of course,
to my parents, Roman and Stanistawa. They not only gave him money,
but also flour, sugar and whatever else was needed. Dawid and Hanna
Skowronski sent their little Ruth to someone in our town so that she
would be safe, and they themselves fled towards Warsaw. Families
often split up so that, in case of an incident, someone could survive.
Unfortunately, those entrusted with caring for the children sometimes
returned them to the ghetto, even when the liquidation of the ghetto
began. The Germans and Ukrainians shot people as if they were ducks.
They dragged them out of hiding places, dragged them onto the streets,

and tormented them mercilessly before they killed them. Jews tried to

save themselves by escaping the ghetto. They fled to the forests. They
hid in the houses of different farmers. At that time, little Moszka took
Ruth and risked everything to get out of the ghetto and bring the little
one to us. My parents immediately took in the child, whom we called
Krysia from then on, and whom we loved with all our hearts. The ghetto
was gone, and even the Jewish labor camp had been liquidated by the
Germans. They went around the towns and villages looking for hidden
Jews. The fear was enormous. They shot both Jews and Poles, and even
killed small children, if they found them hidden somewhere in stables
or cemeteries. Some of our neighbors were also hostile towards people
like us, those who were helping. One day, Mom, in tears, brought us
an anonymous letter in which someone warned us that we had to get
rid of “this unnecessary furniture from the house” or else there would
be consequences. Dad activated all his contacts and managed to find
Hanna, who had false documents and was working in Chyliczki near
Warsaw. David, unfortunately, was no longer alive.

We fled our city under the cover of night and after a few days we
reached Hanna, with whom we lived in one room. It wasn’t very com-
fortable, but it was quite safe. We divided the duties among us; everyone
had something to do. We even joked that Hanna was now hiding us.
That’s how we lived to see liberation.

Afterward, we all returned to Sokoléw for a while, and Hanna,
along with her little one, left Poland. Years later, we learned that after
Moszek left Ruth with us, he returned to his own people in the ghetto.
Maybe he wanted to save someone else? Maybe he didn’t want to live
without his family? Maybe, maybe, maybe...all those murdered people

will never answer such questions.

ZOFIA BUBLIK

231



232

ZOFIA BUBLIK

tiduoti vaikg svetimiems Zzmonéms - net jei tai buvo vie-

nintelis budas isgelbéti jo gyvybe - visada reiské milziniska

rizikg ir buvo lydima neapsakomy emocijy. Tévai gete
kazkaip sugebédavo surasti pinigy - o tai buvo be galo sunku - atsi-
sveikindavo su vestuviniais ziedais, jvyniodavo i vystyklus sidabrinj
$aukstelj, pridédavo lapelj su vaiko vardu ir pavarde ir tokj ,,rySulélj“
per tarpininkus i$siysdavo j nezinig.

Tokiu badu perduoti vaikai dazniausiai patekdavo j mylinciy globéjy
$eimas ir i§gyvendavo kara. Taciau ne visada taip pasisekdavo. Kartais
zmonés priimdavo vaika, bet po keliy dieny, i$sigande ar vedini ne-
$variy ketinimy, grazindavo jj atgal i geta - deja, daznai jau be pinigy
ar brangenybiy, kurias pasilikdavo sau.

Dél 1ésy trikumo ir visi$kos nezinios apie vaiko likimg tévai daz-
niausiai nebegalédavo ryztis antram bandymui, tad $ie mazyliai véliau
ztdavo kartu su jais Treblinkoje, Belzece (lenk. Befzec) arba mirdavo
gete — nuo bado ar ligy.

Viena i§ tokiy grazinty vaiky buvo Ruta Skovronska (Ruth Skowroriska).
Jos tévai gete turéjo maza kepykléle, o jy sinénas Moska (Moszka) nes-
davo pyragaicius parduoti j miestelj - Zinoma, nelegaliai. Mano tévai,
Romanas (Roman) ir Stanislava (Stanistawa), ne tik sumokédavo uz
kepinius, bet ir duodavo milty, cukraus bei kity reikalingy produkty.

Davidas ir Hana Skovronskiai (Dawid i Hanna Skowronscy) i$siunté
mazgja Rutg kazkam miisy mieste, tikédamiesi, kad ja priglaus. Patys
tuo metu pabégo Varsuvos kryptimi. Seimos daznai sgmoningai i3si-
skirdavo - jei vienas patekty j pavojuy, kiti dar turéty $ansg i§gyventi.

Deja, zmonés, kuriems buvo patikéta Ruta, netrukus ja grazino - kaip
tik tuo metu, kai gete prasidéjo didzioji tragedija: geto likvidavimas.

Vokieciai ir ukrainie¢iai $audé | Zmones tarsi j antis, trauké juos i$

sléptuviy, vilko Zeme, Ziauriai kankindavo prie$ nuzudydami. Zydai
bandé bégti j miskus, slapstési pas akininkus.

Tuo metu tas mazasis Moska paémé mazyle Rutq ir, rizikuodamas
viskuo, i$trako i$ geto — atnesé ja pas mus. Mano tévai nedvejodami
priémé vaika. Nuo tada ja vadinome Krysia ir pamilome nuosirdzia
meile. Geto jau nebebuvo - vokieciai buvo likvidave net zydy darbo
stovykla. Jie vaik$ciojo po miestelius ir kaimus, ieSkodami pasislépusiy
zydy. Baimé buvo milzinigka, nes jie Saudé ne tik Zydus, bet ir lenkus
- zudé net mazus vaikus, rastus pasléptus tvartuose ar kapinése. Kai
kurie muisy kaimynai buvo priesiskai nusiteike tokiy Zmoniy kaip mes
- ty, kurie padéjo zydams - atzvilgiu.

Viena dieng mama, verkdama, parne$é anoniminj laiskg. Jame kazkas
ispéjo mus, kad turime atsikratyti ,,to nereikalingo baldo namuose®,
kitaip sulauksime pasekmiy. Tada tétis pasitelké visus turimus rysius
ir galiausiai pavyko surasti Hana (Hanna) - ji dirbo Chylickuose (lenk.
Chyliczki), netoli Var$uvos, naudodamasi suklastotais dokumentais.
Deja, Davido jau nebebuvo tarp gyvuyjy.

I$ masy miesto i§vykome nakties priedangoje. Po keliy dieny pasie-
kéme Hang ir apsigyvenome kartu su ja viename kambaryje. Tai nebuvo
patogu, bet pakankamai saugu. Pasidalijome pareigomis — kiekvienas
turéjome savo uzsiémimy. Kartais net pajuokaudavome, kad dabar tai
Hana mus slepia. Taip sulaukéme i$vadavimo.

Véliau visi trumpam grjzome i Sokoluva (lenk. Sokotéw), o Hana
sumazgja Ruta i$vyko i§ Lenkijos. Po daugelio mety suzinojome, kad
Moska, palikes Rutg pas mus, grizo j geta pas saviskius. Gal dar bandé
ka nors isgelbéti? O gal tiesiog nenoréjo gyventi be $eimos? Gal, gal,
gal... Visi tie nuzudyti Zmonés jau niekada nebeatsakys mums j tokius

klausimus.



THE SOKOLOW PODLASKI GHETTO WAS ESTABLISHED
ON JANUARY 24, 1941 FOR ABOUT 6,000 JEWS, MOST
OF WHOM DIED IN THE TREBLINKA EXTERMINATION
CAMP, SEVERAL THOUSAND PEOPLE WERE MURDERED
ON THE SPOT. RUTH SKOWRONSKA WAS SAVED
THANKS TO ZOFIA BUBLIK'S FAMILY.

ZOFIA BUBLIK

Place of rescue of Jews:
Sokotéw Podlaski, Poland
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