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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

rawie pot wieku po zakonczeniu wojny, juz po upadku komu-
nizmu, w domu moich rodzicéw zadzwonit telefon. Odebrat
go moj ojciec i po paru sekundach oddat mi stuchawke.
»1y porozmawiaj — wyjakal ze wzruszeniem. - Ja nie moge w to uwierzy¢.
To chyba jest Pawel.” Juz po pierwszych stowach rozpoznatam mojego
brata, matego Pawetka; wszystkie wspomnienia sprzed tylu lat wrocily.
Dwa tygodnie pdzniej Pawet przyjechat z Tel Avivu i stanal w naszych
drzwiach. Upadt na kolana i ztapal moja mame za nogi, plakalismy
wszyscy, jak bobry. Nikt nie wstydzil sie fez. Znowu bylismy rodzing,
razem, od tego momentu juz na zawsze.
Moj ojciec, Lech Maria, odkryl Doling Bedkowska przypadkiem
i natychmiast sie zakochal. Zakupil tam, w Szancu, w samym $rodku
doliny, ziemie za caly nasz majatek i zaczat samodzielnie wznosi¢ dom.
Nasza rodzina byta liczna, do tego rodzice mieli smykatke do prac
spolecznych, co w rezultacie spowodowalo, Ze ojciec, tanim sposobem,
z gliny i patykow, wybudowal 20-pokojowy dom. Polowa byta dla nas,
potowa dla letnikéw, kurséw rolniczych, kétka gospodyn wiejskich
iinnych organizacji. Nasz dom byt znany nie tylko w calej okolicy, ale
réwniez w Krakowie, skad pochodzili i gdzie studiowali moi rodzice.
Stamtad przyjezdzali do nas cze¢sto letnicy. Sytuacja zmienila sie dia-
metralnie, kiedy Hans Frank zasiadl na Wawelu, a na ulicach miasta
zaczely powiewad ztowieszczo nazistowskie flagi. Pierwszymi Zydami,
ktoérzy pojawili sie w naszym domu byla rodzina zaprzyjaznionego
lekarza Brzezinskiego. Zaraz po nich przyjechali nastepni. Potem
utworzono getto, wprowadzono dla Zydéw zakaz swobodnego poru-
szania sie, a Niemcy rozpoczeli oblawy w naszej okolicy, zeby znalez¢
ukrywajacych sie ludzi.
Dolina Bedkowska jest zaglebiona pomiedzy skatami, pelna jaskin
ilasow. To bardzo ulatwialo chowanie ludzi. Podczas obtaw, nasz bur-

mistrz i inni mieszkancy, zatrzymywali Niemcow poczestunkiem na

poczatku doliny, wysylali na skréty informatoréw do naszego domu
i zanim okupanci pojawili sie u nas, mijato na tyle duzo czasu, ze Zydzi
zdazyli uciec i schowac si¢ w jaskiniach lub w lesie.

Pewnego dnia Niemcy przyjechali zbyt szybko i pieciu Zydéw
zostalo na pierwszym pietrze w naszym domu. Miedzy innymi Anna
Wagner i jej syn Pinchas, zwany przez nas Pawetkiem. Pawel bawit
sie ze mng na parterze, w naszym dzieciecym pokoju, kiedy Niemcy
pakowali jego matke na furmanke wraz z czterema innymi osobami.
Pamietam, jak jeden z Niemcéw wszedt do naszego pokoju i zapytal,
czy s3 tutaj jeszcze Zydzi, bo on ma liscie wigcej 0séb. Ja stanowczo
zaprzeczylam, wskazalam na Pawtla i dodalam, ze mdj brat tez nic nie
wie. Od tego czasu uczylismy méwic¢ chtopca Mamo i Tato do naszych
rodzicéw, ja zajmowatam mu calte dnie na zabawie, zZeby tylko nie
mys$lat o swojej rodzonej mamie, poniewaz moglo to przynies¢ na nas
wszystkich $miertelne niebezpieczenstwo. Z czasem zostat cztonkiem
naszej rodziny, a nawet pomagal nam w konspiracji, ukrywaniu innych
Zydéw i niesieniu pomocy partyzantom. Kochali$my go jak brata i syna.

Zaraz po wojnie rodzice dowiedzieli sie, ze Anna Wagner wraz
zinnymi Zydami zostata zamordowana przez Niemc6éw podczas drogi
do obozu, a ich zwloki zakopane w nieznanym miejscu. Pomimo licz-
nych poszukiwan nie udalo si¢ znalez¢ miejsca ich pochéwku. Mama
postanowita zatem przeprowadzi¢ oficjalng adopcje Pawta, ale poniewaz
byla bardzo prawg i obowiazkowa osoba, zglosita jego istnienie do
Czerwonego Krzyza na wypadek, gdyby jacy$ krewni Pawta szukali
kogo$ z rodziny. Pare miesiecy po zakonczeniu wojny okazalo sie,
ze rodzony ojciec Pawta mieszka w Palestynie, do ktdrej wyjechat za
chlebem przed wrze$niem 1939 roku. Pawet stal si¢ na nowo Pinchasem
i musial opus$ci¢ Doline Bedkowskg. Pozegnanie bylo petne rozpaczy,

zaréwno ze strony moich rodzicéw, jak i chlopca.



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

amietam, ze Malka z dzie¢mi pojawila si¢ u nas, kiedy jeszcze

byto bardzo cieplo, ale juz latalo babie lato. Ona pare tygodni

wczesniej stracila meza i najstarszego syna, byla wybiedzona
iprzerazona. Ale to byla silna kobieta, bardzo silna i miata tylko jeden
cel: uratowa¢ swoje dzieci od $mierci. Uciekla z getta w Kudirkos,
gdzie rozeszta si¢ wie$¢, ze Niemcy za kilka dni zamordujg kobiety
i dzieci. Takie informacje rozchodzity sie szybko, tylko nie kazdy wtedy
jeszcze w nie wierzyl, nie kazdy mogt uwierzy¢ w co$ tak strasznego.
To wtedy jeszcze wydawalo si¢ nieprawdopodobne, ze mozna w ciggu
kilku dni w lesie zastrzeli¢ 650 kobiet i dzieci i wrzuci¢ ich wszystkich
do rowow. Niestety wiekszo$¢ tych, ktérzy zdawali sobie sprawe z nie-
bezpieczenstwa i tak nie miata dokad uciekaé. Malka miala szcze$cie,
bo zaprzyjazniony rolnik zaryzykowat i pomoégt jej i jej dzieciom uciec
z getta. Nasza rodzina wraz z Malka podjela decyzje o rozdzieleniu
rodzenstwa i ukryciu ich u réznych zaprzyjaznionych rodzin.

Kopel i Mina zostali z nami. Szybko zmieniliémy im imiona na
brzmigce po litewsku, odpowiednio Januté i Petras. Chociaz oni byli
strasi ode mnie, to ja wlasciwie si¢ nimi zajmowatam. Dorostam w ciggu
jednego dnia. Malke i1 jej dwoje dzieci moj tata zawiozt do przyjaciol,
Poniskaitis. Tam u nich byla straszna bieda, siedmioro dzieci, ale na
szcze$cie mieli w rodzinie ksiedza, Antanasa, przeora Salezjanéw,
ktéry zabral ze sobg najmlodszego Glika, Izraela-Izera, do siebie do
klasztoru. Tam go ochrzcit i znalazt mu schronienie u nauczyciela,
Jonasa Sta$aitis. A my zyliSmy przez kilka lat z Januté i Petrasem.
On byt bardzo przystojnym mlodziencem, miat pickne wlosy, takie kru-
czoczarne, geste. Ona natomiast miata zywe radosne oczy, wszystkiego
byta ciekawa, o wszystko pytata. Od czasu do czasu musieli chowac sig

u innej rodziny, potem znowu wracali. Ja regularnie chodzitam po wsi

jako mata dziewczyna, na ktdra nikt nie zwracat szczegdlnej uwagi,
i stuchatam, co méwig ludzie. Dzieki temu zawsze za wczasu wiedzie-
lismy, kiedy przyjda Niemcy, kiedy bedzie przeszukanie albo kogo i o
co podejrzewa litewska policja. Bylam takim malym szpiegiem, ale tez
dostawcg pozywienia. Na wsi nikt nie zwracal wtedy uwagi na mate
dzieci. Ja moglam nosi¢ co$ w wezeltku, biega¢ tu i tam, wchodzi¢ do
lasu, gdzie tez czasem trzeba bylo schowac Januté i Petrasa i przynies¢
im jedzenie. Nawet nie pamietam, czy si¢ batam. Pewnie tak, bo bytam
bardzo ostrozna i wiedziatam, ze mozemy zosta¢ zamordowani za to,
ze pomagamy Zydom. Ale ja tak polubitam tych dwoje, oni byli jak
rodzina, jak kuzyni. Dla mnie nie mialo Zadnego znaczenia, czy s3
Zydami, czy nie. Moi rodzice przyijeli ich z wielkim sercem i otwartymi
ramiona, wiec i ja traktowalam ich najserdeczniej, jak umiatam. Moze
Petras to mi si¢ nawet troche podobat...

Niemcy zaczeli okupacje Kudirkos Naumiestis 22 czerwca 1941 roku,
a juz dwanascie dni p6zniej dokonali masakry na wszystkich zydow-
skich mezczyznach. Bylo to 150 oséb. Wérdd nich znajdowali si¢ Jankel
Glik i jego najstarszy syn Leib. Kobiety i dzieci zostaly zamordowane
16 wrzednia 1941 roku w lesie w Parazniai, oddalonym osiem kilome-
tréw od Kudirkos Naumiestis. W uratowanie Malki Glik i jej dzieci
Pese, Kopela, Miny i Izraela-Izera bylo zaangazowanych tacznie okoto
20 rodzin, ktére w rdzny sposéb niosty pomoc, wspotpracowaty miedzy
soba, udzielaly sobie wsparcia zaréwno duchowego, jak i materialnego.
Nie wszystkie ich nazwiska sa dzisiaj znane, poniewaz dzialania od-
bywaly si¢ w konspiracji, czesto bez podawania prawdziwego imienia
i miejsca zamieszkania, aby unikng¢ zdemaskowania w przypadku

jakiego$ niepowodzenia, ktére moglo zakonczy¢ si¢ $miercig.



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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asz sasiad, Pal Kohn, jako Zyd zostat zabrany do obozu

pracy w 1944 roku. Jego zona i dzieci zostaly w Buda-

peszcie. Wiosnag i latem tamtego roku odbywaty sie
transporty Zydéw do Auschwitz i zona, Erzsébet, bardzo si¢ bata, ze
taki sam los spotka takze jej rodzine. Ja i moi rodzice postanowilismy
im pomoc. Pojechatem z Erzsébet do obozu, gdzie byl Pal i odczekalem
do pdznego wieczoru, kiedy wigzniowie wracali z robét. Pal wiedzial,
ze po niego przyjedziemy, mieliSmy swoje sposoby, zeby go o tym
zawiadomi¢. Ja bylem tylko matym dzieckiem, nieduzym, chudym,
nikt nie zwracal na mnie uwagi. W uméwionym momencie chwycitem
Pala za reke 1 poszlismy w kierunku dworca. Zrobilismy to jako$ tak
naturalnie, jakby$my tylko przypadkiem zaplatali si¢ pomiedzy grupg
wieznidw. Szliémy pewnym krokiem, jak ojciec i syn. Po drodze Pél
oderwal ze swojego starego plaszcza z6ltg gwiazde. One byly mocno
przyszyte, nie dato ich sie od tak oderwac. Na szczescie nikt nie zwré-
cil na tg szamotanine uwagi. Wsiedli$émy w pociag i dojechalismy do
Budapesztu. Trudno dzisiaj w to uwierzy¢, ze poszlto nam tak gtadko,
ale wtedy nie mysleliémy o niczym, tylko o tym, zeby dotrze¢ do domu.
Drzacy oé$miolatek i wychudzony, wymeczony Zyd w starym ubraniu!
Nawet nie umiem powiedzie¢, jak bardzo si¢ batem. Chyba po prostu
caly bylem zbudowany ze strachu.

Moi rodzice przygotowali dla Kohenéw miejsce do mieszkania w
piwnicy naszej piekarni. Do dzisiaj stoi ten budynek, na Vaci at. 100
w XIII dzielnicy. W ukryciu mieszkali Pal, Erzsébet i ich cérka Marta.
Imré, ich syn, pomagal mojemu ojcu, Florianowi, w piekarni. Nie wiem,

jak moim rodzicom udalo si¢ to zatatwi¢, ale Imré otrzymat taki spe-

cjalny dokument, ktéry gwarantowal mu pozostanie w Budapeszcie jako
osobie niezbednej do utrzymania ciaglosci pracy piekarni. Moze jako$
za tapowki? Wszyscy jestesmy przekupni, wigc moze w ten sposéb to
sie udato. Niezaleznie od tego, Imré w miare normalnie mégt chodzi¢
po ulicy i pracowac razem z moim ojcem, kiedy jego rodzice i siostra
siedzieli kilka miesiecy w piwnicy.

Nasza dzielnica byla w miare spokojna, do nas czesto przychodzili
Niemcy, ale tak raczej towarzysko, po dobrg butke. Moja mama méwila
$wietnie po niemiecku, jej brat byl w wojsku, w Wehrmachcie. Dos¢
szybko zdezerterowal i tez si¢ ukrywal. Pamietam, Ze spaliliémy jego
mundur w piecu, zZeby nie pozostal zaden $lad. Jednak ci Niemcy, ktorzy
nas odwiedzali w piekarni, nie wiedzieli o tym i byli dla nas bardzo mili.

Ukrywali$my tez krotko jednego Zyda z Wloch. Pamietam go bardzo
dobrze, poniewaz ciggle $piewal, co mogto by¢ bardzo niebezpieczne,
wiec musieliSmy go ucisza¢. To byl biznesmen, po wojnie czesto go
spotykalem, mial zawsze tysigce spraw do zalatwienia. Pamietam, ze
kiedys$ splajtowal, bo obstawial hazardowo konie, potem znowu wyszedt
na prosta. Natomiast Imré po wojnie zostal policjantem i zakochat sie
w corce wlasciciela restauracji. Nic jednak z tej mifosci nie wyszlo,
poniewaz musiat ozenic si¢ z corka jakiego$ urzednika z Mongolii. To
byty czasy rzadéw Cedenbala, Mongolia byta wtedy bardzo modna. Jesli
chodzi o siostre Imré, to ona wyszla za maz za ksiegarza, ktéry niestety
zginal w Jugostawii w wypadku samochodowym. Dostal zawalu za
kierownicg. Na szcze$cie Mdrta przezyla ten wypadek i potem wyszla
jeszcze raz za maz. Z Mérta i dwdjka jej dzieci mielismy zawsze dobry

kontakt. To ona postanowila zglosi¢ nas do Yad Vashem.



 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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wunastego pazdziernika 1942 roku na rynku w Denko-
wie, dokladnie przed naszymi oknami, Niemcy zgro-
madzili wszystkich Zyddéw, ktorzy mieszkali jeszcze
w getcie, w miasteczku. Wérdd nich byli tez Frymlowie, rodzina,
z ktéra zylismy pod jednym dachem od poczatku 1940 roku do potowy
1941 roku. Icek wiedzial, ze nastepnego dnia wywioza ich wszystkich
do Treblinki, dlatego zanim poszed! na plac, uklgkt przed moja mama
izaczal jg blagad, zeby ratowata jego dwdch syndéw. Mama nie chciata,
zeby przed nia kleczal, miata tzy w oczach, ona czula, ze widza si¢ po
raz ostatni. Ja patrzylam na matg Blimke, ktéra byta wtulona w Sare,
jej matke. Nastepnego dnia nie bylo juz nikogo na rynku. Wszyscy
zostali zamordowani w Treblince. Matle dzieci, Blimka z piegknymi
warkoczami, kobiety i mezczyzni.
Bracia Blimki, Chaim i Mojzesz, w czasie likwidacji getta pracowali
w obozie pracy przymusowej w Bodzechowie. To bylo niedaleko od
nas. W lutym 1943 r., ucieklszy z transportu do Opatowa, zjawili sie
w Denkowie i zapukali do naszych drzwi. Rodzice byli wystraszeni,
mama nie wiedziala, co ma zrobi¢. Ja i moja siostra zacze¢ly$my ich
prosi¢, zeby ukryli braci w domu, pomimo niebezpieczenstwa kary
$mierci. Ja miatam wtedy czterna$cie lat i chciatam zy¢, ale chciatam
tez, zeby oni zyli. Gdyby$my ich nie przyjeli, czekataby ich pewna
smier¢. Rodzice zorganizowali im skrytke w mieszkaniu i tak zaczeto
sie nasze zycie pelne strachu i obaw, ktore trwalo dwa lata. Przestatam
chodzi¢ do szkoly, poniewaz nie mogtam si¢ na niczym skoncetrowac.
Kiedy wracalam ze sklepu zastanawiatam sie, czy oni wszyscy, ktorzy
zostali w domu, jeszcze zyja. Czy ktdrys z sasiadow na nas nie doniost?
Czy Niemcy nie zrobili oblawy? Za kazdym razem, kiedy opuszczalam
dom, zastanawialam si¢, czy po powrocie zobacze¢ jeszcze moja rodzi-
ne i Frymléw zywych. Towarzyszyt mi strach, ciagly strach. Czasem
tez w nocy, kiedy uslyszatam jaki§ dzwigk, budzitam si¢ i juz nie

moglam zasnac.

Rodzina Adamczykéw przed wojng mieszkata w zachodniej Polsce,
gdzie Jan, ojciec rodziny, byt urzednikiem panstwowym. Po rozpocze-
ciu wojny, Niemcy przesiedlili ponad 750 tysiecy Polakéw z terenéw
zachodniej Polski do Generalnej Guberni. Jedng z przesiedlonych
rodzin byli Adamczykowie, ktérzy znalezli si¢ w Denkowie, matym
miasteczku koto Ostrowca Swietokrzyskiego, w wiekszo$ci zamieszka-
lego przez Zydéw. Niemcy nie przygotowali dla wysiedlonych Polakéw
zadnych mieszkan, stad tysiace ludzi koczowalo w réznych miejscach
wschodniej Polski. Rodzing Adamczykéw, spotkang na rynku w Den-
kowie, przyjeli pod swdj dach Frymlowie, ktorzy zjamowali obszerne
mieszkanie w centrum.

Od razu poczuli$émy do siebie sympatie. Sara Frymel podzielila
sie z moja mama kuchnia, my zajeliSmy jeden pokdj, oni drugi, a taki
duzy $rodkowy byt wspdlny. Sara prowadzita koszerng kuchnie, wiec
musieliémy bardzo uwaza¢, zeby czego$ zle nie odstawic¢ albo uzy¢. Moj
mlodszy brat robit ciggle psoty Sarze. Kiedy$ do jej pesachowego garnka
wrzucit kielbase - bo my akurat mieliémy Wielkanoc, wiec mama sig¢
wystarala o kietbase - i ona juz nigdy wiecej tego garnka nie uzywata,
oddata go naszej mamie, ktérej bylo przykro z powodu tej psoty Janka.
Pamietam tez, ze zrobiliémy sobie wspolne Boze Narodzenie w 1940 roku.
Nawet zdjecie wtedy powstalo, kiedy wszyscy razem siedzimy przed
choinkg. Na innym zdjeciu jestem ja z Jadwiga, moja siostra, a obok
nas na kupie kamieni siedzg Mojzesz i Chajm. To bylo jeszcze przed
utworzeniem getta, wiosng w 1941 roku.

W styczniu 1945 r. do Denkowa wkroczyla Armia Czerwona
musieliSmy przemysle¢, jak najlepiej upozorowaé powrét Chajma
i Mojzesza do Denkowa, tak aby nikt z sasiadow nie dowiedzial sig, ze
byli ukrywani w naszym mieszkaniu.

Postanowilismy wspélnie, ze wyjda w nocy i wroca w potudnie do nas
na rynek. Tak bylo dla nas i dla nich najbezpieczniej. Nastepnego dnia

wszyscy widziel, jak Mojzesz i Chajm witaja si¢ z nami w drzwiach domu.



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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rosze to sobie wyobrazi¢: mdj naréd pozwolil na wymordo-

wanie sze$ciu miliondéw ludzi, ot tak, tylko dlatego, ze byli

Zydami. To zjawisko zajmuje mnie od wielu lat. To jest dla
mnie nieodgadniona zagadka. Jeden cztowiek moze by¢ szalony, ale
zeby szaleniec porwat za sobg ttum i zeby ten thum zgodzit sia na taka
zbrodnig, to jest niewyobrazalne. I tylko prosze mi nie méwi¢, ze nikt
nic nie wiedzial.

Ja pochodze z domu, w ktérym od samego poczatku jasno i
wyraznie moéwilo sie, co to jest nazizm i do czego on doprowadzi.
MJj ojciec byt w antynazistowskiej opozycji, we wrzeéniu 1939 trafit do
wiezienia i stamtad wyciagneli go dobrze postawieni przyjaciele. Mogt
opusci¢ wiezienie, ale tylko pod warunkiem, ze opusci tez Niemcy,
najlepiej jako urzednik, gdzie$ daleko, tak, zeby przestal rzucac sie w
oczy. I wtedy wystano moja rodzine do ,,Generalnej Guberni”, czyli do
poludniowo-wschodniej Polski. Najpierw do Opatowa, a pdzniej do
Zloczowa, gdzie ojciec zostal dyrektorem Departamentu Zaopatrzenia
i Rolnictwa. M¢j ojciec, Josef, byl §wietnie wyksztalconym agronomem
i przez wiele lat pracowal w administracji rolnej Turyngii i Bawarii,
ale zostal zmuszony do przejécia na emeryture w 1938 r., kiedy rezim
dowiedzial si¢ o jego antynazistowskich pogladach. Ta ,delegacja”
do okupowanej Polski byla swojego rodzaju zestaniem. Berlin byt
przekonany, ze w ten sposob pozbyt sie niewygodnej osoby. W tych
ich gtupich nazistowskich gtowach, nigdy nie pojawita sie mysl, ze
on bedzie dzialal dalej, a my razem z nim, tylko juz mniej oficjalnie,
po cichu, wykorzystujac pozycje ojca i jego mozliwosci.

Moj ojciec odpowiedzialny byt za zaopatrzenie réznych instytucji
w tamtym regionie: urzedéw publicznych, szpitali, wojska, strazy
pozarnej, pocztowcow i wielu wielu innych. On byt nie tylko bardzo
odwaznym cztowiekiem, ale réwniez niezwykle pomystowym. Kiedy
dotarlismy do Ztoczowa, szcze$liwym trafem, spotkat w piekarni czto-
wieka mowiacego po niemiecku, prawnika dr. Szlomo Altmana, ktory
jako Zyd zmuszony byl pracowaé jako pomocnik piekarza. Razem ze

Szlomo przygotowali trwajacy diugie miesiace spisek dotyczacy podziatu

zywnosci. Moj ojciec wymyslat nieistniejace instytucje, ktore dobrze
brzmiaty w sprawozdaniach wysytanych do Berlina, zeby méc rozdzie-
la¢ wigcej jedzenia dla getta. Réwniez Szpital Zydowski przemianowat
w dokumentach na Szpital Ogélny i dzigki temu zwigkszono racje zyw-
nosciowe. Pewnego dnia poszliémy razem do jednego z niemieckich
magazynow, gdzie trzymano kilkaset litrow oleju roslinnego. Ojciec,
pod pozorem kontroli jako$ci, obszed! z wlascicielem cale pomieszcze-
nie, a my podrzucili$my w tym czasie do kilku konwi zgnite resztki
jedzenia. W ktéryms momencie ojciec zainscenizowal teatralng wprost
scene zagladania do tych beczek i wyciagania tych brudnych resztek,
po czym zaczal krzycze¢: ,,Czy to trzymacie dla nas, Niemcow? Chce
nas pan otru¢? Precz z tym! Wyrzu¢ to Zydom!”. W ten sposéb getto
otrzymalo ponad 200 litréw oleju, i to akurat przed §wietem Pessach.
To bylo jeszcze w 1942 roku, bo nastepnego Pessachu juz mieszkancy
getta nie dozyli. Niemcy rozpoczgli akcje likwidacyjng na cztery dni
przed $wietem. Wtedy mdj tata wsadzil panig Nuszke Altman do sa-
mochodu, wczesniej zorganizowalismy dla niej falszywe dokumenty
na nazwisko Maria Rubiczenska, i zawiozt ja na dworzec we Lwowie.
Stamtad pojechata do Warszawy, gdzie nikt jej nie znatl i pracowala
jaki$ czas jako pomoc domowa. Szlomo udalo si¢ umie$ci¢ u znajomego
rolnika, gdzie dotrwal do wyzwolenia.

A jeszcze od stycznia 1942 roku mieszkal z nami ksiegowy, Jozef
Batiszka, ktdrego z siostrag uwielbialy$émy. Rodzice wyciagneli go razem
z zong i synem z getta, jako osobe niezbedng do prowadzenia finan-
sow. Mowity$my o nim ,,nasz Jozef”, bo byl niczym wujek, taki ciepty,
kochany cztowiek. Po zamordowaniu ludzi z getta, kiedy policja i SS
przeszukiwali domy w Ztoczowie w poszukiwaniu ukrytych Zydéw,
musieli$émy, niestety, cala rodzine Batiszka rozdzieli¢ i kazdego z nich
umiesci¢ w innym miejscu. Ich syn nie przezyl, prawdopodobnie za-
mordowany przez SS. On miat tylko roczek. Jakimz wariatem trzeba
by¢ myslac, ze moze nam zagrozi¢ roczne dziecko, i jakimz narodem
trzeba by¢, zeby takiemu wariatowi uwierzy¢. Do dzisiaj szukam

odpowiedzi.



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.

: InJuly 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.

: 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 :

Siedziatem sam w domu w Dudenai, sidstr nie bylo, patrzytem
przez okno i wtedy zobaczytem mame idacq przez nasze podwoérko.
Wydawalo mi si¢, Ze $nie. Pare dni wezeéniej mama i Kacowie byli
na liscie 0s6b do zabicia w Wilkomierzu. Mialem niecale czternascie
lat, a bytem juz dorostym czlowiekiem. Nie widzialem jej od szesciu

miesiecy. Zaczalem plakac.

Eglé-Maryté Bimbriene :

Leiba byl jedng z pierwszych ofiar zabitych przez Niemcow w Gie-
drai¢iai w pierwszych dniach lipca 1941 roku. Oni ustawiali Zydéw
w szeregi i strzelali do nich. Taka straszna masakra. Izrael upadi na
ziemig, lezal pod trupem wlasnego syna, kula go omineta. W tym

czasie Berta i Mira byly juz u nas. Potem przyszed! Izrael.

: My$my czesto jezdzili z mama do Giedraiciai na targ, gdzie sprze-

dawali$my owoce i warzywa. Byliémy sami, ojca juz nie bylo i mama
nie mogla nas utrzymac tylko z krawiectwa. Kacowie mieli tam
duzy sklep, z réznymi towarami. Czasem mogli$my zrobi¢ handel
wymienny: mama dawala im owoce, a oni mamie niezb¢dne do

szycia materialy. Czasem dostawali$my tez rzeczy na kredyt.

: Jabardzo lubitam Berte. Bawity$my si¢ czasem razem. Ona zawsze

byta taka energiczna, pelna zycia, radoéci. Kiedy one stanety w na-
szych drzwiach, tamtej strasznej nocy, kiedy stracily Leiba i myslaty,
ze Izrael tez nie zyje, wygladaty jak zjawy. Staly w korytarzu, trzesty
sie, nie wiedzialy, co maja ze sobg zrobi¢. Bylysmy prawdopodobnie

jedyna rodzing, ktéra mogta im pomaoc.

: Nasza mama si¢ wahala, czy je przyja¢, ze wzgledu na nasze bez-

pieczenstwo, ale ostatecznie ja uprosili$my, zeby Kacowie zostali
z nami. Gdyby si¢ nie zgodzita, na pewno zamordowano by je

jeszcze tej samej nocy.

: Mama powiedziata krétko: Co bedzie, to bedzie! I przytulita do

siebie dwie Kacéwny. Zaraz potem dotaczyl Izrael, jeszcze we krwi
syna Leiba. Najpierw myslelismy, ze zostang z nami na miesiac,

moze dwa. A mieszkaliSmy razem prawie trzy lata.

: Musieli$my ustali¢ wazne zasady naszej koegzystencji, a wlasciwie to

ich ukrywania si¢. Mieliémy nieduzy dom ale wyposazony w rdzne
takie malte pomieszczenia, komorki, spizarki. Byta tez wedzarnia,
naprawde malutka, i jak kto$ z nas zobaczyt jakie$ niebezpieczen-
stwo, to oni chowali si¢ do tej wedzarni i siedzieli, dopdki znowu

nie bylo spokojnie.



E: Niebezpieczenstwo czychalo wszedzie. Nie chodzito o Niemcow

albo policje. My balismy sie kazdego sasiada. Kazdy mogt zoba-
czy¢ co$ podejrzanego. Mieliémy trzy osoby wiecej w domu, a to
oznaczalo wiecej prania, wiecej jedzenia, rozmowy byly czasem
glosniejsze. Kiedys ludzie zyli blizej siebie, pranie robito sie nad
rzeka, nad stawem albo na podwoérku. Wszyscy wszystko widzieli,
nawet jaka bielizne pralysmy. Musieliémy uwaza¢ na wszystko.
Z gotowaniem tez nie bylo latwo, poniewaz trzeba bylo gotowa¢
dwa razy wiecej, niz normalnie. A zatem trzeba bylo tez mie¢ dwa
razy wiecej produktdw.

: Kacowie nie mogli wogole wychodzi¢ na zewnatrz. Kilka lat siedzieli
zamknieci w naszym domu. Taka sytuacja nie wplywa dobrze na
psychike ludzi. Do tego wszyscy mielisSmy caly czas poczucie za-
grozenia. Kazdej minuty balismy si¢ o zycie.

: Sasiedzi stawali si¢ coraz bardziej podejrzliwi. A my coraz bardziej
nerwowi. Méwilo si¢ juz o tym, ze Rosjanie zwyciezaja — i to sta-
walo sie naszg nadzieja. Niestety pewnego dnia przyjechali do wsi
litwescy policjanci i zaparkowali pod naszym domem. Kto$ musial
na nas donie$¢. Zaczeli przestuchiwac nasza najmlodszg siostre
i ona ze strachu przyznata, ze ukrywamy w domu Zydéw.

: Szczedcie w nieszczesciu bylo takie, Ze wszyscy wiedzieli, ze Rosjanie
wczesniej czy pozniej dotra i do nas, ze front przyjdzie i policjanci
nie czuli si¢ juz tak bezkarnie. Dlatego nie zabili nikogo z nas, tylko
zabrali mame i Kacow do wiezienia w Wilkomierzu, dzisiaj to jest

Ukmergé.
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: Brat mamy odchodzil od zmystéw. On jg tak kochal, byla jego

ukochang siostra. Poprzez znajomych szukat dla niej ratunku.
Ktéregos dnia wrocil z Wolimierza i powiedzial, ze mama i Kacowie
sg na liScie osob do stracenia. Widzial tg liste wywieszong na stupie

w miasteczku.

: Byliémy zdesperowani. Sprzedaliémy wszystko, co mieli$my, nawet

mamy maszyne do szycia. Zebraliémy pieniadze na tapowki, ktore
wreczylismy komu trzeba, ale ciggle nie mieliSmy pewnosci, czy

oni przezyja. Sze$¢ miesiecy takiej potwornej udreki.

: W lipcu 1944 zblizyl si¢ front rosyjski i w okolicznych wsiach zaczeli

pojawiac sie sowieci. Z jednej strony my$my sie bardzo cieszyli, ale
z drugiej baly$my sie¢ brutalnych gwaltéw, wiec ja i moja siostra
uciekly$my do lasu i tam si¢ schowalysmy. W pustym domu zostal
sam Kazimieras. Kiedy wrocitysmy zastaly$my go siedzacego razem

z nasza mama. [ wtedy poczutam szczgscie.

: Mama i Kacowie zostali uwolnieni i poszli do naszej kuzynki, ktora

mieszkata w Vaitkuskis. Kiedy przesunat sie front, zdobyta sie na

odwage i wrécita do domu.

: Nasza mama, Leokadja, byla wspanialg i madra kobieta. Chociaz

niejednokrotnie watpila w sukces tego calego przedsiewzigcia, to

my od niej czerpali$émy site w natrudniejszych momentach.

: Takie wydarzenia pozostawiaja w czlowieku pi¢etno na cale zycie.

Wojna tak mnie zahartowala, Ze moje morskie przygody jako ze-
glarza nigdy nie budzily we mnie strachu. Ja poznalem prawdziwy
strach, taki, ktéry towarzyszy ci sekunda po sekundzie przez lata.

Potem juz nic nie bylo straszne.
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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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ytam bardzo mtoda, kiedy wyszlam za maz. Dzisiaj to moze

sie wydawa¢ dziwne, ale wtedy po prostu tak bylo. Nie miatam

matury, wyuczytam sie zawodu i zostalam fryzjerka. Bardzo

lubitam swoj zawod, nigdy nie moglam narzekaé. Moi te$ciowie mieli
restauracje z duzg salg balowa, gdzie urzagdzano imprezy z tancami
i orkiestrg, wiec pracowatam réwniez u nich. Bylismy bardzo zgrang
iszczesliwa rodzing. Ja wysztam za maz w czasie wojny, to byly trudne
czasy; Raymond, mdj maz, byt w ruchu oporu, wiec wlasciwie go nie
widywatam. On musiat sie ukrywaé. W 1943 roku przybyli do nas Ma-
lignacowie. To byta rodzina polskich Zydéw, ktorzy jeszcze przed wojna
osiedlili si¢ w Paryzu. Max Malignac stracit swojego brata, ktéry zostat
deportowany z Paryza, a jego zona dwoch braci. Pozostanie w Paryzu
wigzalo si¢ dla rodziny Malignac ze $miertelnym niebezpieczenstwem.
Na samym poczatku swojej wedréwki trafili do Limoges, do rodziny,
ktdrej ojciec zostal skazany na §mier¢ za udzial w ruchu oporu. Pomimo
wielkiego niebezpieczenstwa ta rodzina przyjela ich pod swdj dach.
Jednak z czasem, kiedy podejrzenia Niemcow i sasiadéw donosicieli,
stawaly sie nie do zniesienia, Malignacs musieli przenies¢ sie dalej, do
naszej matej miejscowosci. I tak na poczatku 1943 roku trafili do nas.
U moich te$ciéw ukrywal si¢ juz Henri, jeden z braci Maxa. On byt
mezem Yvonne Roudier, katoliczki, bardzo dobrej kobiety, znajomej
moich te$ciéw. Ja i Raymond przygotowalismy dla niego specjalng
skrytke na strychu razem z do$¢ skomplikowang droga do ewakuacji,
w razie niebezpieczenstwa. Nasz dom i dom rodzicéw Raymonda
mialy jedng wspdlng $ciane, co powodowalo, ze mogliémy zrobi¢ na
strychu kilka sekretnych przej$¢, ktore niczym labirynt prowadzity
zich domu, najpierw do naszego, a nastepnie na ulice, ktéra znajdowata

sie za duzym ogrodem. W przypadku obtawy albo naglej inspekcji nikt
nie mégl podejrzewad, ze droga ucieczki prowadzi praktycznie na inng
ulice, nie tyle na tytach domdw, co wlasciwie jeszcze kawalek za naszymi
ogrodami. To nam dawatlo poczucie wielkiego komfortu psychicznego
i nigdy sie nie zdarzylo, zZeby kto$ zostat ztapany.

Podczas ukrywania Malignacéw bardzo wazng role odgrywaly
nasze bezpos$rednie kontakty z ruchem oporu. To dzigki nim oni mo-
gli otrzyma¢ falszywe dokumenty na nazwisko Lavaud oraz w miare
bezpiecznie, od czasu do czasu, poruszac si¢ po ulicach Limoges. Ruch
oporu byl réwniez dla nas ochrong przed donosicielami. Pamietam,
ze kiedy$ przyszed! taki wstretny typ do moich te$cidw i zagrozil, ze
doniesie na nas za pomaganie Zydom. Wtedy wystarczyto postraszy¢ go
ewentualnym odwetem ze strony ruchu oporu i ten okropny cztowiek
nigdy wiecej nas nie nachodzit.

Jedyne przed czym nikt nie moégl nas ochroni¢, to byt strach. Tak,
bali$my si¢. Balismy si¢ o siebie, ja batam si¢ 0 Raymonda i bali$my si¢
o ukrywajacych sie Zydéw. W Limoges i w okolicach byly klasztory,
ktore ukrywaty u siebie Zydowskie dzieci, gtéwnie zenskie klasztory.
Zawsze w chwilach strachu pocieszalam sie, ze siostry zakonne musiaty
bac¢ sie jeszcze bardziej od nas, a tez ich ryzyko i odpowiedzialnosé¢
byta inna. One ukrywaly dzieci, mate niewinne dzieci, ktére niczego
zlego nikomu nie zrobily. Musialy nauczy¢ je kltama¢, nauczy¢ no-
wych nawykéw, modlenia sie. To musialo by¢ bardzo trudne. Oprocz
strachu, ktory nam towarzyszyl, druga najgorsza rzecza bylo wlasnie
to klamanie. Trzeba bylo ktama¢, zeby przezy¢ i zeby inni przezyli.
A jabardzo nie lubi¢ ktama¢. Od czaséw wojny juz nigdy wiecej, nigdy

nie ktamatam.



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
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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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ytam dzieckiem, niezbyt wysoka, niezbyt tadna. Miatam
okoto 11-12 lat, kiedy zaczeto sie¢ najgorsze. To byto bardzo
gorace lato. Niemcy rozstrzeliwali w lasach Zydéw. Najpierw
zabierali mezczyzn, potem kobiety i dzieci. Raseiniai to malutka miej-
scowosé, w ktérej zyto okoto 2000 Zydéw. My mieszkalismy tuz obok.

Ukrywanie Zydow to byta przede wszystkim czysta logistyka. Kazdy
ruch, kazda sekunde trzeba byto mie¢ dopieta na ostatni guzik. I zawsze
trzeba bylo uwazac na to co si¢ méwi, do kogo, o czym. Z sasiadami
najlepiej bylo nie rozmawiac¢ za duzo. Gtéwnie dzieci trzeba bylo pil-
nowac, zeby nie palnely czegos niepotrzebnego.

To wszystko razem bylo bardzo trudne. Jesli kto§ ukrywat tylko
jedna osobe, to oczywiscie bylo mu na pewno tatwiej. Ale u nas do$¢
szybko zrobilo sie tlocznie. Poczatkowo pojawil si¢ u nas Nachum
uratowany z masakry w Raseiniai. Oprdcz nas jemu pomagaly tez dwie
inne rodziny: Gylys i Ramanauskases. On miat kontakty z Zydami
ukrywajacymi sie w lasach oraz z tymi, ktorzy byli jeszcze w gettach.
Przekonywat okolicznych gospodarzy, zeby przyjeli do siebie Zydéw.
Nachum byt zyczliwym dobrym czlowiekiem, lubiany przez wielu.
My znali$my go jeszcze sprzed wojny. Zawsze usmiechniety, przy-
stojny mezczyzna. Zaraz po wojnie ozenil sie z Sonig, ktora tez sie
ukrywala. Sonia uciekla z getta w Kownie. Ona byla gtéwnie chyba
u Ramanauskases. Tam Nachum znalazt dla niej miejsce. U nas w tym
czasie byli inni uciekinierzy z getta kowenskiego. Dobrze pamietam
Szmerla i Szimszona, dwoch braci, ktérzy byli u nas ze swoimi synami

Aronem i Berlem. Co to byly za rozrabiaki! Zywe srebro. Potem Nachum

przyprowadzil do nas jeszcze Fejwela, ktory byl szwagrem Szmerla
i Szimszona. Jako$ pdzniej, chyba w 1943 albo na poczatku 1944 roku
doszty kolejne osoby: Chana i Sara Vinkéwne z mama, Shalom i Dina,
potem jeszcze Hanoch. Mina Vink, mama tych dwdch sidstr, zostala
zamordowana w ostatnich dniach wojny. To byto wielkie nieszcze$cie.
Niemcy juz si¢ cofali, zyliSmy nadzieja na wyzwolenie i troche straci-
lismy czujno$é¢. Tak si¢ zdarzylo, ze Mina wyszta z domu, a niemieccy
zolnierze byli akurat we wsi. Zabili jg od razu. Strzelili do niej na drodze.
Musieli wiedzie¢, ze byta Zydéwka. Moze kto$ im to podpowiedzial?
Nie wiem, nie umiem powiedzie¢. Wtedy wszedzie bylo tyle zla, zycie
ludzkie dla wielu os6b nie bylo nic warte. Na tym tle nasza mama,
Anele, byt aniotem. Nasz tata nie zyl, zginal w gorzelni w wypadku.
Byla nas tréjka w domu: Stasys, ja i Helena. W czasie wojny wszyscy juz
bylismy doro$li, pracowali$my, pomagali$émy mamie, jak umieli§my.
Bylismy dosy¢ ubodzy, jak zreszta wigkszo$¢ naszych sgsiadéw. Mimo
to, mama pozwolita, zeby zamieszkalo z nami prawie 10 nowych oséb.
Ona nie wyobrazata sobie, ze moglaby im odméwi¢ pomocy. Ktérego$
razu mama rozmawiata z Nachumem, ktdry przyszedt do nas w nocy
od Ramanauskases i obiecala mu, ze wyprowadzi z getta cze$¢ jego
powinowatych. I ona to zrobila! Drobna kobieta, w chustce na glowie;
taka szara myszka. Tylko twarz miala $wietlista, zawsze pogodna, nawet,
kiedy byta zatroskana. Poszta do Kowna, do getta, z listem od Nachuma,
w ktérym byly dokladne instrukeje, co i jak majg zrobi¢, zeby dosta¢
sie do nas i do Ramanauskases. Jak my$my sie cieszyli, kiedy cata ta

akcja zakonczyla sie sukcesem. Mama byla nasza bohaterka.
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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

69



ANTONINA
CZERWIEN-DWOJAK

BORN ON JUNI 13 1941, IN POLAND (TODAY UKRAINE), LIVES IN POLAND









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.

73



74

ANTONINA CZERWIEN-DWOJAK

oim zdaniem uratowal nas §wiety Antoni. To znaczy

ten obrazek $wietego. Mam go do dzisiaj w domu.

Byl taki moment, ze nawet Abram si¢ do niego modlit.
W takim stresie zyli wtedy ludzie, ze szukali otuchy, gdzie sie dato.
A bylo czego si¢ ba¢. W naszym nieduzym gospodarstwie zamieszkalo
z nami na stale okoto 12 0séb. Nie mielismy za duzo miejsca, niektdre
osoby byly z nami w domu, niektdre w szopie. Tata zorganizowat tam
mile miejsce, oczywiscie relatywnie do warunkow.

Oprocz strachu gtéwnym problemem byla ciasnota. To wywoly-
walo rézne emocje, nie zawsze pozytywne. Musieliémy radzi¢ sobie
z klétniami, ztymi humorami, niedobrymi nastrojami. Mama uwazata,
ze nie ma nic lepszego na zazegnanie sprzeczki od $wiezego powietrza.
Problem polegat tylko na tym, ze ukrywajacy si¢ u nas Zydzi nie mogli
wychodzi¢ na zewnatrz, ani z domu, ani ze swojej kryjowki w szopie.
Na szczescie moi rodzice byli bardzo zaradni i pomystowi. Na naszym
podworku raz w tygodniu robilo si¢ wielkie pranie; zazwyczaj posciel
i bielizne stotowa. To byly zawsze wielkie plachty materialéw, biate
poszewki na pierzyny, obrusy, poszewki na poduszki. Dawniej poduszki
byty duzo wigksze niz sg dzisiaj, wiec i poszewki byly wieksze. Tata
pozaktadat na calym podworku sznurki na pranie, ale w taki sposob,
ze one byty jak pajeczyna. Dzigki czemu rozwieszone pranie, te wielkie
plachty zwisajace az do ziemi, byly niczym labirynt i wszystko zasta-
nialy. Wtedy te biedaki mogly wyjs¢ z ukrycia.

Ja bylam malutkim brzdacem. Urodzitam si¢ na kilka miesiecy
przed przyjéciem do nas Rézy z Hermanem, a potem reszty ludzi.
Oni byli u nas kilka lat i traktowalis$my siebie na wzajem jak rodzine.
Ja bytam pupilkiem ich wszystkich, jedyne takie mate dziecko w domu.

Poczatkowo byt z nami jeszcze czteroletni Dawidek, ale moja mama

zoragnizowala dla niego i jego matki Heleny miejsce w klasztorze.
Tam siostry prowadzily dom dziecka, wiec przyjety chtopca do grupy
sierot, a Helene ukryty za murami klasztoru. To bylo jedyne rozwigza-
nie, zeby$my mogli wszyscy przezy¢. Dawidek duzo ptakal, byt zywy
i energiczny, a to moglo sprowadzi¢ na nas nieszczgscie. On po prostu
nie mogl usiedzie¢ na miejscu. Helena nie chciala jednak odda¢ go
samego do sierocinca, wiec rozdzielili si¢ z Mosze, jej mezem, ktéry
zostal u nas do samego konica wojny. Wtasciwie to wszyscy procz Heleny
i Dawida zostali u nas na kilka lat.

Ja mialam niespeina dwa latka, kiedy bylam musztrowana przez
moja mame. Nie wolno mi bylo wchodzi¢ do szopy ani by¢ na podwor-
ku, kiedy ukrywajacy si¢ wychodzili ,,na spacer” pomiedzy praniem.
Wszyscy sie bali, ze palne co$ gtupiego przy sasiadach. Przez te zakazy,
ja tez zaczetam si¢ baé. Przede wszystkim balam sie ludzi, ale nie tych
ukrywajacych sie u nas, tylko sgsiadéw, policjantéw, zotnierzy, party-
zantow. W tych czasach zawsze kto$ przychodzit ,,z wizyta”, oczywiscie
bez zapowiedzi, wigc trzeba bylo by¢ zawsze czujnym. Najbardziej
bali$my si¢ Niemcdéw i Ukraincéw, policji Ukrainskiej. Oni robili
obtawy na niektére domy, czasem dlatego, ze kto$ donidst na sasia-
déw, a czasem dlatego, ze potrzebowali czegos do jedzenia, pieniedzy
albo wodki.

Mys$my wiedzieli, ze nasz tata bronitby Zydéw, ktérzy u nas mieszkali
do samego konca. Gdyby sie wydalo, Ze sg u nas, zabito by nas wszyst-
kich. Moi rodzice pokochali ich wszystkich, jak wlasna rodzing, a oni
odwdzigczyli sie tym samym uczuciem. Zaraz po wojnie wyjechalismy
z Ukrainy na Dolny Slask, gdzie korespondencyjnie znalal nas Abram,
ktory szukal nas az z Australii. Do konca zycia nazywal mojego tate

swoim ojcem.
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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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ednym z aspektéw ukrywania sie, jest przerwanie biografii.
W normalnych warunkach chodzimy do pracy albo do szkoty,
na uniwersytet, spotykamy przyjaciét, uprawiamy sport lub
ogrédek, odwiedzamy muzea, teatry, biblioteki. Po prostu zyjemy. Zydzi,
ktérzy musieli si¢ ukrywac podczas IIWW, nie mieli takich mozliwo-
$ci. Wilasciwie to nie mieli szansy na jakakolwiek z tych aktywnosci.
Musieli przerwac edukacje i, jesli przezyli, nie zawsze mieli mozliwos¢
kontynuacji nauki po wyzwoleniu. Czesto pozostali na $wiecie sami,
bez najblizszych, bez srodkéw do zycia oraz bez domu. Domy Zydéw
zostaly im odebrane w czasie wojny i nie mogli ich odzyskaé. Czesto
emigrowali, zaczynali szybko szuka¢ pracy, zaktadali nowe rodziny
i 0 nauce musieli zapomnie¢.
Dlatego méwie o przerwanych biografiach Ocalonych, o zabranych
im latach zycia, ktdre spedzili w uciemierzeniu, ponizeniu i niewyobra-
zalnym boélu. Znane sg relacje osob, ktore przezyty obozy koncentra-
cyjne lub zagtady, ze w ktérym$ momencie pojawiala si¢ tesknota za
ksigzka, za stowem pisanym. Moze kto$ zrobi¢ zarzut, Ze taka tesknota
jest czyms$ banalnym wobec ogromu nieszcze$¢ i $mierci Zydow, ale
ona byla, tkwila gleboko jako jedna z tesknot za zyciem.
Ja postanowitem zaja¢ czyms$ matg Hadassah, piecioletniag dziew-

czynke, ktorej matke z falszywymi dokumentami udalo sie ukry¢ gdzie

indziej, i czytalem jej ksigzki. Nie tylko takie dla dzieci; czytatem jej
wszystko, co bylo w domu. Byla pieckng dziewczynka, bardzo inte-
ligentna, o ciemnych wlosach i czarnych oczach - bardzo ja polubi-
tem. Kontakt utrzymujemy caly czas, tyle lat juz mineto. Ona zostala
profesorem historii, jest taka madra, a ja sie ciesze, ze nauczylem ja
pierwszych liter!

Czesto wracam wspomnieniami do tych dawnych czasow, kie-
dy dzielilem si¢ z Hadassah skromnymi racjami zywnos$ciowymi
i uczytem jg czytac i pisa¢. Musieli$my rowniez sprawi¢, zeby nasi
sasiedzi uwierzyli w sfabrykowang historie, w ktorej mala piecioletnia
Hadassah nie byta Zydéwka, ale chrzescijanisko-polska dziewczynka,
ktorej matka zostata wywieziona do Niemiec jako robotnica przy-
musowa. I to sie udato! Moze niektdrzy cos$ podejrzewali, ale dali
nam spokdj.

Nasz dom nie byl bogaty, tata zmarl wczesnie, zylismy wiec dosé
skromnie. Jednak nigdy nie poddawalismy w watpliwos¢, ze mu-
simy pomaga¢ innym. Kiedy mama powiedziata mi, Ze bedziemy
musieli ukrywaé u nas Zydéw, moja pozytywna odpowiedz byta na-
tychmiastowa. Moim zdaniem to jest taki ludzki odruch, zeby ko-
mus$ uratowaé zycie. Gdyby trzeba byto, zrobitbym to dzisiaj znowu.

I znowu, i znowu.



ANDRZE] SITKOWSKI

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

DR. MARIA IVANNE FARKAS ABONY]I

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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oja siostra miata na imie Zsuzsa i moja najlepsza przy-

jaciotka z liceum miata na imie Zsuzsa. To po hebrajsku

oznacza lilig, ale tego wtedy nie wiedzialam. Miatam
19 lat, kiedy zaczelo sie na Wegrzech piekto dla Zydéw. Wczeéniej
nie zwracalam uwagi na to, kto kim jest albo skad pochodzi. Wiele
rodzin to byly prawdziwe mieszanki narodowo$ciowe - to byto nasze
dziedzictwo po czasach cesarstwa austro-wegierskiego. Tylko do sa-
mej Przedlitawii, czyli czesci austriackiej nalezato prawie dwadzie$cia
krajow: Morawy, Czechy, Dalmacja, Galicja, Tyrol itd. W caltym CK
zylo jakies 20% Wegréw, a wiec tylko co piaty mieszkaniec. A i tak,
nawet ten co piaty, byl dobrze wymieszany. Do tego, zaraz przed wojna,
liczba Zydéw w Budapeszcie wynosila tez ponad 20%. Wiec jakby nie
liczy¢, Wegrow-Wegréw bylo niezbyt wielu. Dlatego nauczeni bylismy
nie dziwi¢ sie réznym domowym praktykom naszych przyjaciét, bo
kazdy z nich albo mial babcie z Czernowic a dziadka z Wiednia, albo
mame z Debreczyna a tate z Sarajewa. Stad wielkim szokiem byly dla
mojej rodziny antysemickie ustawy wprowadzone przez Miklosa Hor-
thy, ktory sam byl wezeéniej adiutantem cesarza Franciszka Jozefa. Na
szcze$cie przynajmniej sprzeciwial sie mordowaniu Zydéw i nigdy nie
przylozyl reki do tej masakry.

Niestety nadszed! jednak 19 marca, ta pamietna data z 1944 roku,
ktéra bedzie przesladowata mnie do $mierci. Ojciec Zsuzsy, Dr. Erné
Jakab, byt bardzo dobrym i znanym lekarzem w Budapeszcie, a po
wkroczeniu Niemcoéw na Wegry w ciggu jednego dnia zostal wystany
do Pécsmegyer, gdzie byto specjalne miejsce, w ktérym zgromadzono
zydowskich lekarzy. M¢j tata nalezal do wysokiej rangi urzednikéw,
pracowal w Urzedzie Podatkowym, co w tamtych czasach bylo bardzo
intratna i wazng pozycja. Co pare dni, w swoim nienagannym mundu-
rze, wybieral si¢ na ,,oficjalne” wizytacje do Pécsmegyer i przemycat
w ten sposdb jedzenie dla Erné i innych lekarzy. Ja i moja siostra bytysmy

w tym czasie zajete pomaganiem pani Jakab i Zsuzsannie, poniewaz

one musialy przenie$¢ si¢ do ,domu zydowskiego”, ktorego nie mogly
opuszczaé. Po naradzie z naszg mama, moja siostra oddata Zsuzsan-
nie swoja legitymacje szkolna, dzigki czemu ona mogla wychodzi¢ na
zewnatrz i zalatwia¢ rézne potrzebne sprawy. Jednak zawsze ktora$
z nas przy niej byla, poniewaz strasznie si¢ baty$my, ze cos sie jej stanie,
kto$ ja rozpozna albo doniesie. W miedzyczasie udato nam sie zatatwi¢
specjalne ,listy zelazne” z ambasady szwajcarskiej dla calej rodziny
Jakabéw i znowu mie¢ nadzieje, ze uda sie ich uratowaé. Niestety na
poczatku listopada Nyilasok (Pfeilkreuzler) zaatakowli caty budynek,
w ktérym mieszkali Zydzi i wystali ich na ,marsz §mierci” w strone
Niemiec. To bylo doktadnie tego dnia, kiedy udato si¢ wyciagnac¢ Erné
z Pédcsmegyer i przywiez¢ do jego rodziny. Jak bardzo plakalismy,
kiedy zabierano go wraz z Zsuzsanng. Bylismy przekonani, Ze tracimy
ich na zawsze. Panig Jakab udalo nam si¢ przeszmuglowac¢ i ukry¢
w naszym domu. Tak bardzo byto nam ciezko, po tylu miesigcach sta-
ran i nadziei. Do tego u nas ukrywaly sie jeszcze trzy inne osoby: Béla,
EtaiJendéné. Mielismy caly czas co$ do zrobienia, co$ do zalatwienia,
bylismy w cigglym ruchu. Z dzisiejszej perspektywy uwazam, ze ten
ciagly pospiech byt blogostawienstwem, poniewaz nie musieliémy mysle¢
o niebezpieczenstwie, po prostu nie bylo na to czasu.

Kiedy juz prawie traciliémy nadzieje, ze kiedykolwiek zobaczymy
Ernd i Zsuzsanng, doktadnie 10 dni po ataku Nyilasok, tych dwoje
stanelo przed naszymi drzwiami. Udalo si¢ im uciec dzieki temu, ze
pan Jakab byt lekarzem i nakazano mu zosta¢ w jednej wsi po drodze,
gdzie wybuchta jaka$ epidemia. Oczywiscie natychmiast skorzystali
z okazji i wrdcili do Budapesztu, prosto do nas. Znowu plakalismy,
ale tym razem ze szcze$cia. Wszyscy razem mieszkalismy do stycz-
nia 1945: nasza czwdrka, Jakabowie, Béla Molnar, Eta Obst i Jenéné
Schlésinger. Bylo ciasno, niewygodnie, wszyscy sie balismy o zycie,
ale ostatecznie udalo sie. Nie bytam z tego powodu dumna, bytam

po prostu szczesliwa.
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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.

JANINA GUTOWSKA-ROZECKA

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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ieszkaty$my w willi na Zoliborzu, w inteligenckiej

dzielnicy, gdzie niemal wszystkie rodziny zdazyty juz

straci¢ kogo$ bliskiego, poniewaz Rosjanie na wscho-
dzie, a Niemcy w Generalnej Guberni prowadzili od samego poczatku
wojny akcje mordowania polskiej inteligencji. Prawie kazdy sasiad
i sasiadka zaangazowani byli w dziatania konspiracyjne, antyokupacyjne,
pomocowe itd. Kazdy dom skrywal jakas tajemnice, kazdy kogos lub
co$ ukrywal. Ojca jako polskiego oficera, Rosjanie zamordowali po
wkroczeniu do Polski we wrzesniu. Zostaly$émy same, mama Leonia
i dwie nastolatki: Wanda i ja. Kiedy pojawil si¢ w naszym zyciu maty
Henryk wojna trwala juz na dobre.

Wiosng 1942 roku nasza gosposia przyprowadzifa do nas matzen-
stwo Teicheréw, Sare i Adolfa, z ich siedmioletnim synem Heniem.
Byli wyczerpani i pozbawieni nadziei. W oczach mieli strach. Cali
byli zbudowani ze strachu. Od miesiecy musieli zmienia¢ kryjowki ze
wzgledu na szmalcownikéw i niemieckie rewizje. Mama przyjela ich
bardzo serdecznie, a w Henryczku zakochaty$my si¢ wszystkie od pierw-
szego wejrzenia. Udalo nam si¢ zalatwi¢ mu dokumenty na nazwisko
Piotr Chrzanowski i tak zostal juz naszym Piotrusiem do konca zycia.

Trzy nowe osoby w domu oznaczaly duzo dodatkowej pracy, trzeba
byto wystarac sie o wiecej jedzenia, co bylo bardzo trudne, poniewaz
wszystko byto racjonowane, byly kartki na produkty spozywcze, a na
czarnym rynku ceny byly niebotyczne. Do tego my uczestniczylysmy
w konspiracji jako cztonkinie AK, w naszym domu byt ciggly ruch,
mieszkal u nas nielegalnie brytyjski kurier, przechowywaty$my skrzy-
nie z bronia. Szmalcownicy warszawscy bardzo aktywnie poszukiwali
ukrywajacych sie Zydéw. Naprawde dzialo sie bardzo wiele.

Pod koniec maja Teicherowie musieli zmieni¢ kryjowke. Ukrywanie
sie dorostych bez dziecka dawalo wiecej nadziei na sukces akgji. Niestety,

w tym przypadku tak sie nie stalo. Sara i Adolf zostali zamordowani

gdzie$ na Pradze. Piotrus zostal sierotg. Musial caly czas przebywac
w domu, zazwyczaj w sypialni naszej mamy, na jej 16zku, zeby nikt
nie zobaczyl go przez okno. Wieczorami siadaly$my we trzy na bal-
konie, blisko siebie, a Piotr wciskat si¢ miedzy nas niezauwazony, zeby
cho¢ troche moégl pooddycha¢ swiezym powietrzem. Nigdy nie pytat
o swoich rodzicéw i nic nie méwit o swojej rodzinie. Jedyng pamiatka,
ktéra mu zostata po mamie byt jej srebrny naparstek z ametystem. Miat
go zawsze przy sobie.

Troche szczedcia w tym nieszczesciu przyniosta nam Irenka Palenker,
Zydéwka, zona polskiego oficera, ktérej udato sie wydostaé z plongcego
warszawskiego getta. PrzyjelySmy ja pod swdéj dach, a ona na chwile
stala si¢ ,,ciocig” dla Piotrusia. Obydwoje utracili wszystko, musieli
zy¢ w ukryciu, chowac sie przed ludzmi, egzystowac¢ gdzie$ pomiedzy
zyciem a $miercig. Siostra Ireny, Jadwiga Pozner, zamordowana zostala
w Treblince razem z Korczakiem i ich sierotami.

W pazdzierniku 1944, po klesce Powstania Warszawskiego, Niemcy
nakazali wszystkim opusci¢ domy, a to oznaczalo, ze réwniez ukrywajacy
sie w nich Zydzi musieli wyj$¢. Irenka miata ,,dobry wyglad”, dokumenty
na nazwisko Teodozja Guza, ale nasz Piotrus... wygladal jak karykatura
Zyda z niemieckiej prasy. Nie byloby szansy, zeby przeprowadzi¢ go
niezauwazenie wérdd szpaleru rozstawionych niemieckich zolnierzy.
Po kroétkim namyséle, nasza mama pociela przescieradlo na dlugie pasy
i uzywajac ich jako bandazy, owinela cala glowe i twarz chtopca. Potem
posmarowala to jeszcze jaka$ czerwong mazia, ktora wygladala jak
krew. I z takim to oto przebieranicem, jako naszym matym kuzynem,
ktory mial mie¢ poparzong od wybuchu pocisku twarz, przebrnety-
$my przez niemieckie kontrole, dotartysmy do Pruszkowa, dalej pod
Krakow, gdzie doczekaliémy wszyscy wyzwolenia (malzenstwo Helpern
z dwoma synami wrdcili z Rosji i zabrali Henryka jako powinowatego.

W 1950 roku wszyscy wyjechali do Izraela).
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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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dyby méj maz urodzil si¢, na przyklad, w Ameryce, zo-

statby prawdopodobnie §wiatowej stawy malarzem. Jego

talent byl niezwykly, mial wspaniate wyczucie koloru
i $wiatta. Byt réwniez $wietnym rysownikiem. Szkicowal w swoim ka-
jecie nieustannie. Nasz syn ma jego szkice z czaséw obozu jenieckiego,
na zdobytych nie wiadomo gdzie skrawkach papieru. Te szkice majg
dzisiaj nie tylko wartos¢ artystyczna, ale sa tez $wiadectwem tamtych
wydarzen. Okropnych wydarzen z Winnicy.

Niemcy zajeli nasze miasto w 1941 roku. Zaczely sie wtedy dzia¢
rzeczy, ktorych nigdy na taka skale nie widzieliSmy. Przede wszystkim
zaczelo krolowaé okrucienstwo, ktére trudno sobie wyobrazi¢, a co
dopiero je przezy¢. Zaraz na poczatku okupacji Niemcy utworzyli
getto, gdzie miedzy innymi zamknieto naszych przyjaciol. Stworzono
dodatkowe obozy pracy i stalag, obdz dla radzieckich jencéw wojen-
nych, czyli zolnierzy.

Iwan Pietrow trafil do tego stalagu jako zwykly Zolnierz piechoty.
Panujace tam warunki byly okropne, Zotnierze umierali z glodu, wy-
cienczenia lub byli mordowani.

Iwanowi udato sie uciec i trafit do nas. Oczywiscie najpierw btakat
sie po parkach, lasach, spal, gdzie popadnie, poniewaz nikogo nie znat
w naszym mieécie. W tym czasie moj brat, Walentin, byl na wojnie i nie
mieli$my z nim zadnego kontaktu. Mysleliémy nawet, Ze nie zyje. Kiedy
Iwan stanal w naszych drzwiach to moi rodzice natychmiast przyjeli
go do siebie. Mysle, ze zrobili to w imi¢ Walentina, z nadzieja, ze on
tez gdzies spotka ludzi, ktérzy mu pomoga, jesli bedzie taka potrzeba.
Iwan byt wybiedzony, stanial si¢ na nogach i jego pro$ba o pomoc byla
aktem desperacji.

Moj ojciec przygotowal mu miejsce na strychu, wykapalismy go,
odzywili$my i on powoli dochodzit do siebie. My w tym czasie pro-

bowalismy jako$ pomdc naszym przyjaciotom zamknietym w getcie.

Szmuglowali$my im jedzenie, jakie$ drobne rzeczy, ktére mogtyby
im si¢ przyda¢. Niestety nadszedl kwiecien 1942 roku, a wraz z nim
ta okropna rzez, morderstwa popelniane na malutkich zydowskich
dzieciach na obrzerzach miasta. Odebrano je sila matkom i zabijano,
jedno po drugim. Leza do dzisiaj w zbiorowym grobie, kilkumiesieczne
i kilkuletnie dzieci. Do takich malenstw strzelano, tylko dlatego, ze byty
Zydami. My$my to okropnie przezywali w domu i wtedy Iwan, widzac
nasze zaangazowanie, otworzyt sie przed nami i przyznal, Ze sam tez
jest Zydem i nazywa sie Izaak Tartakowskij. W stalagu, w ktérym byt,
od ktérego$ momentu Niemcy zaczeli wéréd pojmanych szukaé Zydéw,
z czystej podiosci, bo jakiz inny pow6d mogli mie¢. Mezczyznom
trudniej jest ukry¢ fakt, ze s3 Zydami, z powodu obrzezania. I oni to
wykorzystywali.

ZaczeliSmy traktowad Izaaka jako cztonka rodziny, ale on moégt
przebywac tylko w naszym domu. Nie wolno mu bylo nigdzie wycho-
dzi¢, nawet na podworko. Kiedy wpadali do nas znajomi, a czasem takze
policja ukrainska, musiat ucieka¢ na strych i siedzie¢ tam w zamknieciu
nawet kilka godzin. Potwornie bali$émy si¢ sgsiadow. Okrucienstwo
ludzi osiggnelo apogeum, a od czasu, kiedy wiedzieli$émy, ze Iwan jest
Izaakiem, zagrozenie rowniez niebotycznie wzrosto. Przez caly ten czas
dodawali$my sobie nawzajem otuchy: zgineli nasi przyjaciele z getta,
nie wiedzieli$émy, co dzieje si¢ z Walentinem, Izaak nie mial pojecia,
gdzie znajduje si¢ jego rodzina i czy kto§ jeszcze zyje.

Wyzwolenie przyszto w marcu 1944 roku i Izaak znowu zaciggnat
si¢ do wojska. Zniknat nam z oczu. Ja zaczelam studia chemiczne
w Kijowie. Wiosna 1952 roku, stojac w kolejce na poczcie, zostatam
zaczepiona przez bardzo przystojnego mezczyzne. Spojrzeliémy sobie
prosto w oczy i po dwodch latach zostalismy malzenstwem, ja i Izaak,

spotkani na nowo. W nowym zyciu.



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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rzeciego pazdziernika 1944 roku, po upadku Powstania

Warszawskiego, Niemcy wyrzucali warszawiakow z domow.

Mama zaczela szybko pakowac najpotrzebniejsze rzeczy
oraz obrus Sledziéw. Obrus rodziny, ktérg odwiedzatysmy w getcie.

W okupowanej przez Niemcow Warszawie, na poczatku 1941 roku
mama wystarala si¢ o prace w urzedzie meldunkowym i natychmiast
rozpoczeta wykorzystywac swoja pozycje. Dzigki niej miata dostep do
duzej ilosci kart meldunkowych oraz nieograniczony wstep do getta.
Najpierw wyrobita kilka fikcyjnych meldunkéw, dzieki czemu otrzy-
mywaly$my wieksze przydzialy kartek Zywnosciowych na marmolade
i chleb. Te nadwyzki pakowatam do swojego tornistra i razem z mama
szly$my do getta, ona stuzbowo a ja, jako jej corka. W getcie z miesiaca
na miesigc panowaly coraz straszniejsze warunki. Na ulicach lezeli
zmarli ludzie przykryci papierem, malutkie dzieci zebraly o jedzenie,
panowaly choroby. Zydzi byli wycieiczeni warunkami w jakich kazano
im zy¢. Panowal smréd rozkladajacych sie ciat i fekaliow. W jednej
z ruder mieszkalo malzenstwo Sledziéw z siedmiorgiem dzieci, ktorym
przynositam jedzenie. Nikt z nich nie przezyl. Zadne z tych malych
zasmarkanych smykéw skaczacych z radosci na widok chleba, ktéry
byt okropny i drapal w jezyk ze wzgledu na plewy, ktérych bylo w nim
pelno. Tylko ten obrus po nich zostal. Mama chronita go jak skarb,
byl z nami zawsze, towarzyszyt nam w naszej tutaczce przez oboz
w Pruszkowie i dalej przez Malopolske i Gdansk. Potem wrécilysmy
z nim do Warszawy, gdzie pare lat po wojnie splongl nasz dom, a ten
obrus sie zachowal. To jest obrus szabatowy, kto$ by powiedzial, eh,
kawatlek szmaty, ale to jest obrus metafizyczny, bo on w swoich splo-
tach niesie historie tych zamordowanych maluchdéw. To jest ich calun
na wieki.

Do getta wchodzitam z mama wielokrotnie, ale ostatni raz na po-
czatku 1942 roku, zeby wyprowadzi¢ stamtad zydowska dziewczynke.
Moja mama, Janina, byta odwazna, inteligentna i przedsigebiorcza.
Rozwddka z dzieckiem w latach 30., ktéra sama zarabiata na utrzyma-
nie i piela sie po stopniach kariery, to byt wielki wyjatek. Ona nigdy
nie dawatla za wygrang. W getcie zwrdcit si¢ do niej o pomoc czlonek

Bundu, Hilary Alter, blekitnooki blondyn, ktéry zdecydowal si¢ zosta¢

za murami i poprosil mame, zeby zabrala tylko jego corke, Lilke. Scena
pozegnania Hilarego i Lilki rozdarla mi serce na cate zycie. Do dzisiaj,
po osiemdziesieciu latach, pamietam kazdg sekunde z tamtego zdarze-
nia. Ojciec Zegnajacy sie na zawsze ze swoim dzieckiem, dobrowolnie
zostajacy w getcie na pewng $mier¢. Podczas okupacji przytrafilo mi
sie wiele strasznych rzeczy, bralam udziat w wielu niebezpiecznych
akcjach, ale ten moment zmienil w moim zyciu wszystko. Lilka stata
sie mojg siostra, zamieszkala z nami i ukrywaty$my ja do 1945 roku,
prawie cztery lata. Mama, ktdra potrafita czyni¢ cuda, zatatwita dla
Lilki falszywe papiery na swoje panienskie nazwisko, Krysia Wojcik.
Lilka uwielbiata gotowac¢ z naszg babcia, ktora z nami mieszkala. Kiedy
jeszcze lezal $nieg chodzily$my na sanki, ale tylko popotudniami, kiedy
byto juz ciemno. Baty$my sie, bo Lilka nie byla podobna do swojego
ojca, ona wygladata jak stuprocentowa Zydéwka. Sgsiedzi na pewno
co$ podejrzewali, bo z calg pewnoscig nikt nam nie uwierzyl, ze Lilka
to Krysia i ze ona jest moja kuzynka od strony mamy. Ale nikt o nic nie
pytal. My préobowatysmy zy¢ w miare normalnie, prawie codziennie
wpadat do nas dawny znajomy, doktor Mikolaj Borensztajn, ktory miat
falszywe papiery i pracowal jako palacz w kottowni miejskiej. Jednak
zawsze trzeba bylo by¢ przygotowanym na najgorsze. Mialysmy plan
na wypadek niemieckich rewizji. Oni zazwyczaj przychodzili juz
po godzinie policyjnej i styszaty$my ich ciezkie buty na schodach.
W ciggu jednej minuty musiatam upchna¢ Lilke w matej $ciennej szaf-
ce w kuchni i zastawi¢ ja stoikami, a babcia szybko wkladala szlafrok
i wpuszczala wode do wanny, zeby upozorowac wieczorne normalne
zycie. Kiedy otwierata Niemcom drzwi robila niewinng mine, troche
zmeczong, troche znudzong, a w tym czasie Lilka umierata ze strachu
w swojej kryjowce. Raz tylko musiaty$émy ucieka¢ na dach, bo dostaty-
$my cynk, Ze tego dnia rewizje beda duzo doktadniejsze i Lilka moze
zosta¢ odkryta.

Potem wybuchto Powstanie Warszawskie, a po jego zakonczeniu
w czworke wyruszytysmy na przymusows kilkuletnig tutaczke po
Polsce. Sledziéw juz nie bylo na tym $wiecie, doktor Borensztajn wrécit
do leczenia ludzi, a Lilka odnalazta we Francji swoja ciotke. Pare lat

temu obrus ofiarowatam Muzeum Zydéw Polskich 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
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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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ejgele bardzo tesknila za mamg i bratem. Prawie wszyscy,

ktérych znala, zostali zamordowani w Treblince lub innych

obozach $mierci. Czula si¢ samotna w klasztorze, chociaz miata
tam dobrg opieke i przyzwoite warunki. Nie mogla jednak wytrzyma¢
odseparowania od Dudka i mamy, jedynych bliskich, ktérzy pozostali
przy zyciu. Uciekta i zaczeta szuka¢ brata.

Moj ojciec jako oficer Wojska Polskiego, zginat zaraz na poczatku
wojny. Moja mama, Zofia, zostala sama z trzema synami. Musiala nie
tylko pilnowac trzech nastolatkéw, ale takze zadbac o finanse rodziny.
W czasie wojny nie bylo to tatwe, ale mama nalezata do bardzo zarad-
nych i madrych oséb. Zalozyla sklep, a obowigzki domowe podzielita
miedzy naszg tréjke. Zylismy wtedy w Henrykowie pod Warszawa,
miejscowosci, ktdrej 1/3 mieszkancow stanowili Zydzi. Jednymi z nich
byla rodzina Inwentarz, nasi najblizsi sasiedzi i przyjaciele. W lutym
1940 roku Niemcy, w ramach zemsty za zamach na niemieckiego
burmistrza, zastrzelili w Palmirach 300 mieszkancéw Henrykowa,
w tym Symche Inwentarza, ktdry osierocit dwoje dzieci: Fejgele i Josefa,
zw. Dudkiem. Krétko po tych wydarzeniach Niemcy zalozyli getto
w Ludwisinie i przeniesli do niego Zydow z Henrykowa. Dla malej Fejgele
udato si¢ znalez¢ miejsce w domu dziecka w zakonie sidstr francisz-
kanek w Warszawie, a Dudka, za bardzo duzg zaplatg, umieszczono
w polskiej rodzinie na Pradze.

Kiedy w drzwiach mieszkania, gdzie ukrywano Dudka, pojawita si¢
jego siostra, wla$cicielka mieszkania wyrzucila ich oboje na ulice. Nie
chciata wiecej ryzyka, cho¢ dos¢ dobrze placono jej za przechowywa-
nie malego Inwentarza. Fejgele i Dudek szwendali si¢ po Warszawie,
az udalo im si¢ spotkac z matka, ukrywanga takze po ,aryjskiej” stronie.
Od tego momentu Bella musiata wiedzie¢, ze ich szanse na przezycie

spadly niemal do zera. Calkowicie zrezygnowana poszta z Fejgele do

getta, a Dudkowi kazata odejs¢ i szukac jakiego$ schronienia. Fejgele
i Bella zginely w kwietniu 1943 w czasie powstania w getcie.

Jesienig 1943 roku wracatem popotudniu do domu i wtedy z krzakéw
stojacych przy ulicy wylonilo si¢ jakie$ widmo, duch, cien czlowieka.
Stangt na mojej drodze i powiedzial cicho: Witku. Wtedy go rozpo-
znalem. To byt Dudek, ktéry przez kilka miesiecy chodzit nocami
po mazowieckich lasach i wioskach szukajac jedzenia i schronienia.
Od czasu do czasu spotykal zyczliwych ludzi, ktérzy dawali mu noc-
leg, co$ do jedzenia lub ubrania. Kompletnie wyczerpany, bez sil, ale
z resztkg nadziei, postanowit przyj$¢ do Henrykowa. Kiedy do niego
podszedlem, zeby go przywita¢, on zemdlal. Musialem wzig¢ go na rece
i zanie$¢ do naszego domu. Na szczescie bylo juz ciemno i po drodze
nikogo nie spotkatem.

Moja mama byla przerazona stanem Dudka. Balismy si¢, ze on umrze.
Nie moglismy wezwac lekarza, to byloby zbyt niebezpieczne. Postano-
wili$my go najpierw wykapa¢, porzadnie umy¢ i da¢ mu nowe ubranie.
Ciepta woda dobrze na Dudka podziatata. Jego cialo bylo wyzigbione
i wyczerpane. Powoli, z dnia na dzien, odbudowywal swoje sity. Na
poddaszu umeblowalismy mu maly pokoik, w ktérym musiat przebywa¢
cale dnie. Ja codziennie zdawalem mu relacje z tego, co dzieje si¢ ,na
wolnosci”. Mama prowadzita ,,otwarty dom”, ciggle bylo u nas duzo
ludzi, wiec Dudek musiat naprawde cicho siedzie¢ w swoim zamknieciu.

Wiosng1944 roku, mielismy w caltym tym wielkim nieszczesciu, tro-
che szczescia. Udalo sie znalez¢ prace dla Dudka jako pastucha na wisi.
W sierpniu wybuchlo powstanie i nasz dom sptong. Gdyby Dudek byt
u nas, nie mialby szans na przezycie, a tak, z moja metryka urodzenia
dotrwat na wsi do konca wojny jako Witold Lisowski. Po wyzwoleniu
odnalazfa sie takze ciotka Dudka, Dora, z ktdrg razem wyemigrowali

do Izraela.
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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.
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ama przygotowala dla Lyi 16zko w osobnym pokoju.

Mielismy duzy dom, w ktérym bylo wystarczajaco

miejsca dla wszystkich. Chcialy$my, zZeby Lya nie czuta
sie skrepowana i mogla wyspac. Kiedy zjedlismy kolacje, ona sie umyla
i poszta do swojego pokoju. Tuz przed snem moi rodzice weszli do niej,
zeby powiedzie¢ ,dobra noc” i zastali ja zaptakang. Nie chciata spa¢
sama, batla si¢ i czuta samotnie. Moja mama przyprowadzila jg do na-
szego pokoju i od tego momentu spaty$my juz razem. Chociaz bytam
malym dzieckiem poczutam podswiadomie kruchos¢ zycia. Lya, tak
jak ja, miata siostre i rodzicéw, z ktérymi zostata rozdzielona. Jeszcze
niedawno pedzili spokojna egzystencje jako Holendrzy i nagle stali sie
niechcianymi w ich wlasnym kraju Zydami, ktérych zycie byto zagrozone.

To byl kwiecien 1943 roku, byto bardzo cieplo. Pamietam to, bo
kwiecien u nas moze by¢ jeszcze bardzo zimny. Mieszkalismy wtedy
w Amersfoort, w duzym domu, w ktérym tata miat swoj gabinet lekarski.
Moj ojciec, Hugo, byt lekarzem okulistg a mama, Kathy, pielegniarka.
Pracowali razem, w domu, co bylo bardzo wygodne dla mamy, poniewaz
oprécz mnie byla jeszcze moja mata siostra Francine. Dom byt zawsze
peten ludzi, oczekujacych pacjentéw, gosci. Od rana do wieczora cos si¢
dzialo. Moi rodzice byli bardzo uczynni, a ojciec, cho¢ okulista, udzielat
tez pierwszej pomocy potrzebujacym, kiedy byta taka potrzeba. Lekarz
to lekarz, musiat sie zna¢ na wielu rzeczach.

Niderlandy, zaraz po rozpoczeciu wojny, oglosity neutralnos¢, ale
Niemcy mimo to rozpoczeli okupacje naszego kraju w maju 1940 roku.
Wtedy sytuacja Zydow pogorszyla si¢ diametralnie. Juz przed okupacja
antysemityzm zbierat swoje plony, ale oczywiscie nie w takim stopniu,
jak po 1940 roku. Honor mojemu narodowi uratowat strajk generalny
zwolany w lutym 1941 roku przez komunistéw przeciwko deportacjom
Zydéw. Niestety na niewiele to si¢ zdato. Od tego momentu zmienito sie

bardzo wiele. Niemcy zabili przywodcow strajku, a holenderska policja

i zandarmeria zaczeta bardzo aktywnie wspdtpracowac z okupantem.
Nawet u nas, w Amersfoort, byt obdz koncentracyjny. Moi rodzice wiele
o tym rozmawiali, przy nas, przy dzieciach, nie zdajac sobie sprawy, ze
ja, chociaz mala, naprawde bardzo wiele z tego rozumiatam.

Tamtego pamietnego kwietnia przyjechali do nas rowerami przy-
jaciele ojca, Wilhelmina i Jan, i przywiezli ze sobg Lyie. W tamtym
czasie wielu Zydow zmienialo nazwiska, trzeba bylo wyrabia¢ im
fatszywe papiery, co bylo i ryzykowne, i kosztowne. Czesto zydowskie
dzieci nie potrafity nauczy¢ sie swoich nowych imion, przez co fatwo
bylo je wykry¢, poniewaz szpicli bylo wszedzie pelno. Lya pozostala
jednak Lya. Nie trzeba bylo zmienia¢ jej imienia, urode¢ miata ,,dobrg”
i w naszym mieécie nikt jej nie znal. Ona urodzita si¢ i wychowywala
w Utrechcie, gdzie jej tata, Leo, byl ksiegowym, a mama, Renee, zaj-
mowala sie domem. Jedyne, co trzeba byto jej zmieni¢, to jej historia.
Od momentu, kiedy przekroczyla nasz prog, stala si¢ nasza kuzynka
z Rotterdamu, ktorej rodzice zgineli pod bombami.

Pomimo tego, musieli$my caly czas na nig uwazac. Nie mogta wy-
chodzi¢ na ulice, ja musiatam pilnowa¢, zeby za bardzo nie rzucala sie
W oczy pacjentom ojca, poniewaz nigdy nie bylo wiadomo, kto moze
sie czego$ domysle¢. Kilka razy musieliémy zmieni¢ gosposie, bo one
za bardzo interesowaly si¢ historig Lyi i wypytywaly ja o szczegoly jej
poprzedniego zZycia. Mama reagowata natychmiast i zwalniata takie osoby.

Kiedy nadeszto wyzwolenie Lya ze zami w oczach opuszczata nasz
pokoj. Po dwdch wspolnych latach byliémy juz rodzing. Na szcze$cie
siostra Lyi, Elly, ocalata, takze ukryta u znajomych Wilhelminy i Jana.
Leo i Renee zgineli, a ich cérki nie mialy po nich zadnej pamiatki.
Dopiero po wielu latach kto$ niespodziewanie przekazal siostrom
pocztowke, ktorg ich ojciec wyrzucit z transportu do obozu. Byla
napisana oléwkiem, datowana na maj 1944 roku i zaadresowana do

sasiada w Utrechcie.



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
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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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oman i Helena wzieli §lub zaraz po wojnie. Prawdziwy $lub,

bo fikcyjnym matzenstwem byli juz od dwdch lat. Helena

dostata falszywe papiery i jako zona Romana, Polka, kato-
liczka, wyjechala z nim do pracy, do niemieckiej fabryki, w Radomiu.
To bylo po tym, jak s3siedzi na nas doniesli, ze pomagamy Zydom
i Niemcy zabili wszystkich, dziesig¢ 0sb. Tylko Helena si¢ uratowata,
bo akurat nie bylo jej w domu.

Historia ratowania tych ludzi byta najbardziej dojmujaca w moim
zyciu. W naszym domu, od samego wybuchu wojny i pierwszych
przesladowan Zydéw, rodzice bardzo otwarcie rozmawiali z nami
o niesprawiedliwosci, ktéra dotyczy tych ludzi. Nigdy nie mielismy
zadnych watpliwoéci, ze nalezy im pomagacd, i ze to jest tez forma
walki z okupantem, z jego absurdalnymi nowymi regulacjami, ktore
wprowadzal od wrzesnia 1939 roku w Polsce. W ktéryms$ momencie
mieliémy nawet wrazenie, ze gléwnym zadaniem Niemcéw bylo szerzenie
nienawisci do Zydéw. Warszawa padta bardzo szybko, front przesunat
sie na wschod, a nazisci zaczeli zajmowac si¢ eksterminacja ludnosci
w okupowanych miastach Polski. Moi rodzice, ktérzy przezyli IWW,
nigdy nie widzieli czego$ takiego wczes$niej: nienawisci, nienawisci
ijeszcze raz nienawisci. To wszystko miato dwie strony: jedng, nierealna,
poniewaz trudno bylo uwierzy¢, ze tyle zta moze by¢ wludzkiej duszy,
i drugg, bardzo rzeczywista, poniewaz unicestwiano ludzkie zycia.

Moj brat, Roman, od czasu utworzenia getta warszawskiego, szmu-
glowat tam jedzenie i inne potrzebne rzeczy. Podczas jednego z poby-
tow ,,za murem” poznal rodzine Kacéw, ktéra, po wielu perypetiach,
przeniosta si¢ z Lodzi do Warszawy, z nadzieja, ze warunki w getcie,
w stolicy, beda lepsze. Nie wiem, czy juz wtedy zakochal si¢ w Helenie
Kac, ale bardzo szybko podjal decyzje o wyprowadzeniu catej rodziny
»ha aryjska” strone. Zamieszkali oczywiécie z nami. Nastepnie Roman

wyprowadzil z getta Beatuséw, Weinrebow i Wolmanéw. To byl ten
straszliwy rok, 1942, kiedy Zydéw z Warszawy mordowano w Treblince.
Mieszkanie tak sie zagescito, Ze nie mozna byto oddychac.

Mama zarzadzila podzial obowiazkéw, co bardzo dobrze sprawdzato
sie w ciagu dnia. Ci, ktérzy mieli falszywe papiery mogli wychodzi¢, ale
nie na dlugo i nie za daleko. Niektorzy nawet organizowali produkty
spozywcze, zarabiali gdzie$ ,na lewo” jakie$§ male pieniadze, bo wy-
zywienie takiej gromady ludzi nie bylo fatwe. W domu kazdy musiat
czymsS sie zajmowac, bo moi rodzice uwazali, ze najgorsza dla duszy
i ciala jest bezczynno$¢. Tak wiec na zmiane obierano ziemniaki, robio-
no pranie, szorowano podlogi. Musze przyznac, ze kazdy staral sie jak
mogtl. Moja rodzina przed sgsiadami udawata, Ze mamy jakis dwoch czy
trzech kuzynéw w domu i na zewnatrz staraliSmy sie¢ zy¢ normalnie.
Szkota, praca, jakie$ male spotkania towarzyskie, oczywiscie nigdy
u nas w domu. Helena dostala prace i tak jak my, wychodzita co rano
do swoich spraw. Tego potwornego dnia w 1944 nie bylo ani nas, ani
jej w domu. Gestapo, poinformowane prawdopodobnie przez sasiadow,
wpadlo do naszego mieszkania, wyciagnelo z niego wszystkich ludzi
i zastrzelifo na ulicy. Musieli$my sie jako rodzina rozdzieli¢, kazdy
zamieszkal gdzie indziej, tak Zeby Niemcy nas nie znalezli. Roman za-
tatwil u znajomego ksiedza metryke $lubu dla siebie i Heleny i jako para
zglosili si¢ do pracy w Radomiu. Musieli$my zatrze¢ za sobg wszystkie
$lady, poniewaz inaczej Niemcy i nas by zamordowali.

Helena i Roman byli jak jedno drzewo, jak jeden pien, nierozdzielni.
Ona byta od niego o ponad 15 lat starsza, wykoriczona wojna, stresem
i zaloba po calej rodzinie. To wszystko spowodowalo, ze nie mogla
mie¢ dzieci, ktérych bardzo pragneta. Dlatego po $lubie postanowili
adoptowa¢ zydowska wojenng sierote, Zosie, z ktdrg stworzyli nowa

cudowng rodzing, daleko od Europy, w Ameryce.



MARIA GRZYBOWSKA

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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o bylo jesienig 2014 roku, stota potworna byla na zewnatrz,

ja bytam sama w domu, od dawna juz bytam wdowa, dzieci

pobudowaty sobie domy w innych miejscach. Juz bylo pézne
popotudnie, kiedy ustyszatam czyje$ glosy na podwoérku. Otworzytam
drzwi, a przed nimi stata dorodna kobieta, bardzo piekna, troche tama-
ng polszczyzng zapytata mnie czy jestem cérkq Wincenta i Katarzyny,
a kiedy potwierdzitlam, ona podeszta blizej, objeta mnie z calych sit
i powiedziala: Czy chcecie, czy nie - my wasza rodzina! Nazywam sie¢
Ania Kaptan, jestem corka Fanii.

Fajga, zwana u nas w domu Fania, nalezata do rodziny Dusiackich,
zamknietych w wileniskim getcie, a 13 lutego 1943 roku wystanych do
Ponar na egzekucje. Ich bylo w domu piecioro: Gida, Fania, Henio i dwoje
rodzicéw. Prowadzili w Wilnie restauracje i byli naszymi przyjaciétmi.
Co roku przyjezdzali do nas do Wojdat na wakacje. Do getta trafita ich
mama z dwiema cérkami. Ojciec gdzie§ przepadl poza gettem, nigdy
sie nie dowiedzieliSmy w jaki sposob i gdzie zgingl. Henio zaciggnat
sie do partyzantki, potem razem z armig Andersa dotart do Palestyny
itam juz zostal.

Tego dnia bylo bardzo zimno i moze dlatego Fania przezyta. Stata
nad dofem ze swojg matkgq i siostrg, w samej bieliznie, bo Niemcy kazali
si¢ Zydom rozbiera¢ przed rozstrzelaniem. Nie wiadomo, jak to si¢
stao, ze kula nie dotkneta Fanii. Niemcy, kiedy nie mieli danego dnia
duzej liczby skazancéw, to zamiast strzela¢ z karabinéw maszynowych,
ustawiali tyle samo egzekutordéw, co skazanych i strzelali do nich ze
zwyklych karabinéw. Moze Niemiec, ktéry celowal w Fanig byl tego
dnia zbyt pijany, by trafi¢. Upadajace do dotu matka i Gida pociagnely ze
soba Fanieg, ktdra za chwile przykryty zwloki kolejnych ofiar. Poniewaz
to byt bardzo chlodny dzien, Niemcom nie chcialo sie sprawdza¢, czy
w dotach jeszcze ktos$ zyje i dzigki temu, pdzniejszym wieczorem, jak
juz byto zupelnie ciemno Fania wyszta na gore i zaczeta przedzieracd sig
przez las w strone naszego domu. Ona zawsze byla bardzo inteligentna
i miata $wietng orientacje w terenie. Nawet jako mate dziecko. Dlatego,
pomimo skrajnego wycienczenia, w lutowa noc, w samych majtkach,

na boso, przeszta trzy kilometry i znalazta naszg zagrode.

Akurat tego dnia moja siostra wzieta §lub i mieli$my kilkoro gosci
w domu z tej okazji. Byla muzyka, wodeczka, jakie$ przekaski. Wszyscy
siedzieli w izbie, ja przygotowywatam w kuchni zalewke, kiedy zoba-
czytam w oknie twarz Fanii. Wygladata jak zjawa. Zawolalam mame,
ktéra w tajemnicy przed gosémi, wpuscila kobiete do domu i od razu
zamkneta kuchenne drzwi. Na szczescie goscie byli juz pijani i nikt
niczego nie zauwazyl. Jedna z moich sidstr zagotowata wody, umyta
Fanie, data jej jakie$ ubranie i dokladnie w tym momencie ustyszeli-
$my pukanie do drzwi i jezyk niemiecki. Ja si¢ tak przestraszytam, ze
o malo, a bym sie posikata. Cata drzalam. Ale moja mama byla silna
i zawsze potrafita zachowa¢ zimng krew. Natychmiast potozyla Fanie
na naszym legowisku na piecu — mialy$my na gérze pieca, w specjalnej
wnece swoje tdzko - mi i mojej mtodszej siostrze kazala potozy¢ sie na
Fanii, przykryta nas pierzynami i zaslonila zastonke. Niemcy weszli
najpierw do izby, gdzie nasz Tata zaczal czestowac ich wodka, zeby wypili
za zdrowie nowozencow, dat im troche miesa i stoniny i oni dopiero
wtedy weszli do kuchni. Powiedzieli, ze szukaja zydowskich zbiegow
z Ponar i zaczeli rozgladac si¢ po katach. Kiedy podeszli do pieca, mama
zupelnie spokojnie, nawet nie odrywajac oczu od garnkéw, poprosita
ich, zeby méwili ciszej, bo tam za zastonkgq $pia jej dwie mate coreczki.
Jeden z Niemcéw odchylif lekko material i zobaczyt nasze dwie glowy,
wiec bez zainteresowania odwrdcil sie i odszedt.

Po wojnie Fania i jej maz najpierw wyjechali do Polski a nastepnie
do Szwecji. Kiedy system komunistyczny zaczat podupadac Fania
zintensyfikowata poszukiwania rodziny Bujeléw, z ktérymi stracita
kontakt. Niestety w miedzyczasie zmarla a swojej corce Annie zostawila
tylko kartke z napisem: Wincenty Bujel, Wojdaty. Anna kilka miesi¢cy
musiala wypytywac réznych starych sgsiadow o nowy adres Bujelow
az ostatecznie, w pazdzierniku 2014 roku, dotarla do Leokadji. ,,Moja
mama zawsze mowita o was w superlatywach. Nazywata was swoja
rodzing. Dlatego powtarzam: to, co dla niej zrobiliscie, jest silniejsze
niz wiezy krwi, bo ryzykowali$cie swojg krwia, swoim zyciem, to sg

stosunki nierozerwalne”.



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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naszym domu podczas wojny ukrywatlo sie pare

0s06Db, z réznych powodow. Byli tacy, ktdrzy dzialali

w konspiracji albo byli zolnierzami armii podziemne;j.
Moja cata rodzina, facznie ze mng, chudym dwunastolatkiem, zaanga-
zowana byla w rézne dzialania zwigzane z walka z okupantem. I tym
niemieckim, i tym radzieckim. M¢j ojciec i starszy brat przyptacili
swoim zyciem te konspiracyjne dziatania. Jurek zginagt z rak NKWD
jeszcze w 1941 roku, o czym dowiedzieli$my sie 20 lat péZniej poprzez
Czerwony Krzyz, a ojca aresztowali Niemcy w 1943 roku, po czym
wystano go do Auschwitz, gdzie zostal zamordowany. Ale zanim to
nastgpilo, w 1942 roku zaprzyjaznil si¢ z hrabig Grocholskim, czyli
putkownikiem Remigiuszem, ps. ,Waligéra”. Putkownik byt bardzo
aktywnym dziataczem podziemia, mial przerdzne kontakty i angazowat
sie tez w pomoc Zydom. Ktérego$ dnia zapytal moich rodzicéw, czy
zgodziliby si¢ zaopiekowa¢ zydowskim niemowlakiem. Moja matka
bez chwili wahania odpowiedziala tak, a siostra Ela zobowigzata si¢
do wyniesienia tej malej istoty z getta.

Kiedy Niemcy oddzielali teren getta od reszty miasta nie wlaczyli
do obszaru zamknigtego budynku sadu, ktory znajdowal si¢ pomiedzy
ulicami Leszno i Biala. Cze$¢ tych zabudowan byla przeksztalcona na
szpital, a wejécia znajdowaly si¢ zaréwno od strony ,aryjskiej”, jak i od
strony getta. W naszym polsko-zydowskim konspiracyjnym $wiatku ten
budynek byt bardzo dobrze znany, poniewaz stuzyt do szmuglowania
oraz przeprowadzania ludzi.

Elzbieta weszla do sagdu od strony ulicy Bialej i piwnica wyszta
na Leszno. Miala ze sobg taki stary brudny plecak, podobny troche
do wojskowego, z grubego drelichu. To byt 1942 rok, lato, zaczely sie
deportacje do Treblinki, gdzie zamordowano prawie % mieszkancow
getta — to bylo jakie$ 300 tysiecy osob, w dwa miesigce! Nikt z nas jeszcze

wtedy nie znal ogromu tych strat, ale wiedzieli$my, ze Zycie mozna ura-

towac tylko poza gettem. Ela dostata od ,Waligéry” bardzo konkretne
wskazowki, gdzie ma i$¢, o kogo pytac i jak uspi¢ tego malucha, zeby
nie zaczelo nagle, podczas ucieczki, ptakac. To byla jej pierwsza wizyta
w getcie, zakonczona na szczescie sukcesem wyniesienia dziecka, ktéra
wstrzasnela nig do glebi.

Kiedy dotarta do domu, potozyla na kuchennym stole zwoj szmat,
troche brudnych, ktére ukrywaty w swoim wnetrzu Misi¢. Malutka,
strasznie chorg, wychudzong, prawie szarg. Wiasciwie nalezatoby po-
wiedzie¢: umierajacg. Oczywiscie nie moglismy oficjalnie zwrdci¢ si¢ do
zadnego lekarza, ale mama i na to znalazta sposdb. Miata przedwojenna
kolezanke, Zydéwke, lekarke, ktéra ukrywata sie w Warszawie na falszy-
wych papierach. To ona przyszta do nas i uratowata zycie dziewczynki.

Misia, bo tak ja nazwali$my, miata u nas zosta¢ tyko na kilka dni,
moze tygodni, zeby mogtla dojs¢ do siebie. Ale juz po kilku dniach,
Mama i Ela zdecydowaly, ze nie oddadzg nikomu tego malenstwa.
O jej rodzinie nie wiedzieli$my nic, ale oni prawdopodobnie podzielili
los wigkszo$ci ludzi zamknietych w getcie. Misia dostata od znajomego
ksiedza nowg metryke i odtad nazywala si¢ Irena Maria i oficjalnie
byta moja dalekg kuzynka. Typowa opowiastka z tamtych czaséw dla
zadajacych zbyt duzo pytan sasiadow.

Jedyna informacje, ustng, jakg posiadali$my o Misi to byto jej na-
zwisko, ktore Ela otrzymata podczas przekazywania dziecka w getcie:
Borensztajn. Wiedzieliémy, ze w Konstancinie pod Warszawg, byla rodzina
piekarzy o tym nazwisku i po wojnie zaczelismy ich szukac, ale niestety
bez rezultatéw. Dopiero, kiedy Misia osiggneta petnoletnos¢, znalazta
sie w Ameryce siostra jej matki, ktdra tez byla w warszawskim getcie.
Wtedy zaczelo sie drugie zycie Misi jako Miriam. Juz jako dorosta osoba
wyjechata do Izraela, zalozyta tam rodzing i pracowata w hotelu, jako
recepcjonistka. Do naszej Mamy, do konca jej zycia, pisata czule listy,

zawsze z nagtéwkiem ,,najukochansza, jedyna, niezapomniana 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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iedy niemieccy zandarmi pojawili sie na ulicy przed nasza
kamienicg moj ojciec nie mial wiele czasu do namystu. Juz
dzien wczeéniej dostal ,,cynk”, ze niektdrzy sasiedzi za
bardzo interesujg si¢ malym chlopcem, ktéry u nas zamieszkal. Peter
miat cztery lata, byl Zywym zabawnym dzieciakiem, ktérego trudno
byto upilnowac. Jego Ojciec zaginat gdzie$ na froncie wschodnim, do
dzisiaj nie wiadomo jak i gdzie zginal, natomiast Matka, Gizela Schle-
zinger, zostala ukryta w zaktadach elektrycznych, gdzie pracowal moj
Tata. Zandarmi robili bardzo duzo halasu, strasznie krzyczeli, wiec
trudno bylo przeoczy¢ ich ,wizyte”. Tata niewiele my$lac zawinat
Petera w lezacy na podlodze dywan i razem z moim bratem, Gyula,
podzwigneli go na ramiona i zaczeli schodzi¢ po schodach. Niemcy
mineli ich, robili nawet jakie$ glupie zarty i pobiegli do nas na gore.
Ja otworzytem im drzwi, ale nawet nie zwrdcili na mnie uwagi, tylko
wepchneli mnie do $rodka i zaczeli przeszukiwa¢ mieszkanie. W tym
czasie Peter znajdowal si¢ juz bezpiecznie w kolejnej skrytce.
Poniewaz w sytuacjach zagrozenia informacja o tym, gdzie mozesz
uzyska¢ schronienie roznosi si¢ poczta pantoflowa z szybko$cig btyska-
wicy, w niedtugim czasie musieli$my zorganizowac kolejne skrytki dla
kolejnych uchodzcéw. Moj Tata, razem z uciekinierem z obozu pracy,
swoim dawnym zydowskim znajomym, Endre Edingerem, postanowili
podja¢ si¢ budowy czegos, co mozna nazwaé podwieszonym albo fal-
szywym sufitem, nad halg produkcyjng. To byla ogromna przestrzen,
wiec tatwo bylo ja podzieli¢, a huk maszyn zagtuszal dochodzace z gory
odgtlosy krokéw i rozméw. Ta skrytka, ktora powstata w ekspresowym
tempie w przeciggu zaledwie kilku nocy, miata 16 metréw diugosci
ijakie$ trzy metry wysoko$ci. Zamieszkato tam na stale okoto dwunastu
0s6b, w tym rodzina szefa zakladow, oczywiscie w tym czasie juz zde-
gradowanego i ukrywajacego sie w Budapeszcie u réznych znajomych,

Sandora Loewingera.

Dzieki réznym znajomos$ciom mojego Ojca - to byl wyjatkowo
towarzyski i ciekawy wszystkiego cztowiek - mogli$my, oprécz pomo-
cy bezposredniej, rozwingé tez produkeje fatszywych dokumentdw,
ktore szmuglowalismy do ukrytych w dawnym budynku gimnazjum
zydowskiego, ludzi. Oprocz tego, do naszych codziennych obowigzkow
nalezalo dostarczanie pozywienia do réznych skrytek rozrzuconych
po calym miescie oraz dbanie o czysto$¢. Nosilismy, a jak trzeba byto
to tez robili$my pranie, wynosilismy ekskrementy, dostarczalismy
cieple ubrania. Poza szkola byly to nasze podstawowe zajecia, ktdre
wykluczaly jakiekolwiek zycie towarzyskie. Kiedy w grudniu 1944
zabrano do wojska naszego ojca, musieli§my tez przejac jego obowigzki.
Wiasciwie przestalismy spa¢. Wtedy tez rozpoczela si¢ Krwawa zima,
czyli obleZenie a nastepnie zdobycie Budapesztu przez armie radziecka.
To byla niewyobrazalna rzez, kobiety byty gwalcone i zabijane, 80%
miasta przestato istnie¢ a ja i moj brat pomiedzy bombami, mordami
i rabunkami biegali$my po calym miescie, zeby cho¢by przez kilka
minut poby¢ z naszymi podopiecznymi, doda¢ im otuchy, przynies¢
troche jedzenia, czasem przenie$¢ w inne miejsce.

Strach, ktéry nam towarzyszyl przez caly czas spowodowal, ze
wyparlem wiele zdarzen ze swojej pamieé. Dopiero teraz, kiedy mam
98 lat, rézne obrazy wracaja do mnie. To nie zawsze s te najtragicz-
niejsze momenty, jak na przyklad zawijanie malego Petera w dywan
z naszego salonu. W tamtym momencie moglo nam si¢ wydawac, ze
to bylo bardzo niebezpieczne, ale wobec tego, co potem musielismy
przezy¢, to tak naprawde byta blahostka. Do tego taka akcja miala
swoja dobra strone: zaraz po dostarczeniu dzieciaka do kryjowki Gyula
musiala wytrzepaé caly dywan. Pierwszy raz od paru lat. Kurzu bylo

naprawde duzo.



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
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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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dybym miata opisa¢, jakim czlowiekiem byl Awraham

Szus, dla nas Adam, to musialabym uzy¢ stowa: zawadiaka.

To takie staromodne stowo, ale ono najlepiej oddaje jego
osobowos¢. Kiedy rozpoczeta sie wojna mial 21 lat, ja bytam wtedy matg
dziesigcioletnig dziewczynka, a on dorostym czlowiekiem, ktéry miat
dziesi¢cioro rodzenstwa, z ktérych wojne przezyta tylko jego jedna
siostrzyczka. Gdyby nie te straszne, okrutne okolicznosci, to jego zycie
mogliby$my wrecz nazwaé awanturniczym.

W 1939 roku Adam dostat powolanie do polskiej armii i na jego nie-
szczescie zostal ranny. Na tyle ciezko, ze musial wroci¢ do Brzostka, gdzie
jeszcze nie bylo getta, ale Zydzi nie mieli juz zbyt wielu praw. Majatek
jego ojca, bardzo poboznego chasyda, zostal juz albo rozkradziony, albo
zarekwirowany i Adam musial pracowa¢ fizycznie przy budowie drog.
Taki madry czlowiek, znajacy tyle jezykow, wyksztalcony i utalentowany
trafit do obozu koncentracyjnego - niektérzy méwia ,,obozu pracy”, ale
dla mnie to te ,obozy pracy” to po prostu byty obozy koncentracyjne
albo nawet obozy zagtady — we Lwowie, przy ul. Janowskiej. Adam miat
~wyglad aryjski” i $wietnie méwit po polsku, wiec zwial z tego obozu,
bo wiedzial, ze dzigki temu bedzie mu tatwiej przezy¢. Niestety po kilku
tygodniach zfapali go, ale on postanowil si¢ nie poddawa¢. Poniewaz byt
bardzo zaradny, mial zawsze oczy i uszy otwarte, to ustyszat od kogos,
ze Niemcy planujg wymordowanie wszystkich Zydéw znajdujacych sie
w tym obozie. Dlatego na poczatku listopada podjat decyzje o ucieczce
podczas powrotu z miejsca swojej niewolniczej pracy do barakow.
Mysle, ze byla to desperacja, ze byto mu wszystko jedno, ze chcial chociaz
sprobowac uciec. Faktycznie 17 listopada 1943 Niemcy zamordowali

wszystkich Zydow, a on zbiegl, jemu si¢ udato.

Adam szed! do nas ze Lwowa do Brzostka 300 km na piechote. Spat
gdzie$ po lasach, zebral o jedzenie, bal si¢ korzysta¢ z pociggdw albo
nawet drég. Wolal wybiera¢ lesne $ciezki, pola, mate wsie. Latwo sobie
wyobrazi¢, jak wygladal, kiedy do nas dotarl. Ja widziatam go ostatni
raz trzy lata wczeéniej, a jak na niego patrzylam, to miatam wrazenie,
ze on postarzal si¢ o 20 lat. Tylko te jego oczy zostaly te same, takie
zywe, ruchliwe, glebokie, obraz jego duszy. My$my sie dobrze znali
z Szusami przed wojng, wiec Adam nie bal sie do nas zapukac i poprosi¢
o pomoc. Zreszta w ogéle nie musial prosi¢. Jak méj ojciec, Wojtek,
go zobaczyl, to go zaraz wsadzil do bali z goracg wodg, obcigl mu
straki wlosow, dal §wieze ubranie, je$¢ i polozyt do 16zka. Ja i mama
biegalysmy kolo niego, zeby wszystko mial, ale tez, zeby nigdzie nie
wychodzil, bo to byloby zbyt niebezpieczne. Ludzie z Brzostka znali
go sprzed wojny i lepiej byto, zeby go nie widzieli u nas. Nie mogli$my
nikomu wmowi¢, ze to nasz daleki kuzyn. Tak samo byto z panig Salg
Schonwetter i jej dwojka dzieci: Manieczkiem i Zosig. Jej maz, Izrael, byt
przewodniczacym gminy zydowskiej w Brzostku, wiec Niemcy ciagle
zabierali go na przestuchania, strasznie go nekali, az ktdrego$ dnia nie
wrdcil juz do domu. Salcia uciekta z dzie¢mi, przechowali sie krétko
u kogos na przedmiesciach, a potem dobrowolnie poszli do getta. Nie
wiem, jak to si¢ stalo, ze méj ojciec zobowigzat sie do pomocy dla nich.
Ale udalo sig, wyszli calg trojka. Pomieszkiwali troche u nas, troche
u innych, troche w lesie. To trwalo kilka lat i przez ten czas Manieczek
i Zosia nie tyle uroéli, co stali sie doroéli. Za szybko. Dzieci powinny

by¢ dzie¢mi najdtuzej jak si¢ da.



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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ajgorzej byto Zydom zimg, poniewaz ukrywali si¢ u nas

w stodole i w lesie, gdzie do ogrzania bylo tylko troche

siana. O tej porze roku nie mieli si¢ tez jak umy¢ wiec
zapadali na $wierzb. Kiedy si¢ §ciemniato przychodzili do nas — bo
zimg zostawi¢ ich w tej stodole na noc, to byloby nieludzkie - to nas
zarazili. Na szcze$cie mama miata kolezanke, ktora przejeta apteke od
Zydéw w Janowie. Ta znajoma data nam specjalng ma$¢ na te chorobe.
Siedzieli$my wiec wszyscy co wieczér w kuchni, pokryci tym kremem.
Nasz dom byt malutki, byto nas wszystkich dwanascie 0séb: szescioro
Zydéw i szeécioro nas, wiec nie mielismy nawet gdzie sie potozy¢.
Dlatego wszyscy siedzieliémy w kuchni przy piecu, jeden obok drugiego.
I tak wygladalo nasze Zycie. Pomagalis$my, jak mogli$my.

Zima pojawial si¢ tez inny problem: §lady na $niegu. Cze$¢ Zydow
wychodzila czasem do lasu, bo tam zbudowali$my im specjalng zie-
mianke. To bylo zrozumiale, ze nie chcieli wszyscy razem siedzie¢ na
kupie przez caly czas w stodole. Kiedy spadl $wiezy $nieg a oni z lasu
szli do nas przez pole, to zostawiali odciski butow. Tata zaprzegat wtedy
naszg kobylke i wychodzil ora¢ te slady. Ktérego$ wieczoru podpatrzyt
go sasiad, taki, do ktdrego nie mieli$my zaufania i troche si¢ go balismy,
ze na nas doniesie, i spytal, po co ojciec orze $nieg. Tata byl bystry, wiec
baz zastanowienia odpowiedzial: ,Widzisz, sasiad, kobytka dopiero co
sie ozrebita i zeby mi si¢ w stajni nie zastata, to troche ja rozruszam,
a przy okazji Zrebak sobie popatrzy, jak si¢ z plugiem pracuje.” I wtedy
ten chlop pokiwat gtowg, ale dat nam spokoéj i wigcej nas nie nachodzit.

Urodzitam si¢ w ztym czasie, a na dodatek mieszkalismy w domu,
przed ktérym przechodzily wojska, toczyly sie walki, bo niedaleko nas
przebiegata duza szeroka droga. Kiedy wojska niemieckie wkroczyty
do naszej wsi, byliémy przerazeni na $mier¢, gtéwnie dzieci. Ten strach
byt niewyobrazalny. My dzieci wszystko rozumiaty$my i strasznie
sie balysmy.

A Niemcow trzeba bylo si¢ ba¢. Miatam z nimi jedno bezposrednie

doswiadczenie. Nasz mtynarz Grzybowski uciekt z Niemiec, gdzie byt

na robotach przymusowych. Przyjechat do wsi i zaczal si¢ ukrywac,
réwniez u nas, bo od nas mogl w razie czego uciec przez las, przez
ten sam las, w ktérym ukrywali si¢ Zydzi. Kiedy$ akurat byt w naszej
stodole, gdy przyszed! Niemiec i zaczal mnie bardzo ptynnie pyta¢ po
polsku o Grzybowskiego. Zrozumiatam jednak, Ze nie jest Polakiem,
a wtedy wyciagnal pistolet, przystawil mi go do glowy i powiedzial:
»ZLastrzele cie za tego bandyte”. Ja mu nic nie powiedziatam, bo zdalam
sobie sprawe, ze jesli wydam Grzybowskiego, Niemcy go powieszg.
A zaraz potem zemdlalem ze strachu. Do dzis si¢ zastanawiam, jak to
sie stalo, Ze nic mu nie powiedziatam.

A ten Grzybowski byl dobrym czlowiekiem, dawal nam w nocy
klucz do swojego mtyna, gdzie tata mogt robi¢ w tajemnicy make
z zytaipszenicy. Potem moja matka piekla z tego chleb dla Zydow. Pod
naszg opieka byli gtéwnie doroéli mezczyzni, wiec moja mama piekla
po 6 bochenkéw chleba na osobe. Musiato to im wystarczy¢ na tydzien.
Podobnie robili Struczewscy, nasi kochani sgsiedzi. Julia Struczewska
byla troche zamozniejsza od nas, wiec czasem gotowala im rosét
i przynosita jajka.

Ci ludzie, ktérym my pomagalismy byli dla nas obcy, nie znali$my
ich przed wojna. Naszych zydowskich przedwojennych przyjaciét nie
dato si¢ uratowa¢. Dwoch z nich bylo rymarzami: szyli uzdy i uprzeze
dla koni. Zydowskie mamy niektérych moich kolezanek piekty bardzo
dobre ciasta. Moja mama dawala im jajka i make, a one oddawaly jej
gotowe wypieki. Najbardziej lubitam ciasto cytrynowe i biszkopt. Byla
tez rodzina krawcowej mamy, z ktéra bylysmy bardzo zaprzyjaznione.
Ta rodzina miata dwie cérki, ktore byly moimi przyjaciétkami. Kiedy
jechaty$my wozem do kosciota w Janowie, zatrzymywalismy sie na
ich podworzu i zostawialiémy tam konie. Po mszy byliémy u nich na
herbacie a ja bawilam sie z Halinkg i Renig. Ich mama byta bardzo
zdolna, wiec one nosity najpiekniejsze sukienki w miasteczku. Musze
powiedzie¢, ze tak ogélnie, naszych janowskich zydowskich krawcow,

to by sie i Paryz nie powstydzil. Niestety, wszystko przepadto.



BRONISEAWA BAKUN

BAKUN FAMILY AND THEIR NEIGHBORS

STRUCZEWSKIS MANAGED TO SAVE SIX JEWS FROM Place of rescue Jews:
JANOW AND SOKOLKA. 8,000 JEWS FROM THE Janéw and Sokoélka,
SOKOEKA GHETTO WERE MURDERED IN Poland.

THE TREBLINKA EXTERMINATION CAMP.
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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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oja mama wychowywala mnie w ten sposéb, zebym

miata przyjaciét posrdod réznych grup spotecznych.

My bylismy mieszang wegiersko-rumunska rodzina,
co powodowato niemato konfliktéw z otoczeniem, géwnie w latach,
kiedy Transylwania i nasze miasto Cluj byto pod wladzg Budapesztu.
Propagowano nacjonalizm w takiej trudnej do zniesienia formie ho-
mogenizmu spolecznego. Kiedy miatam 15 lat posztam do Zenskiego
Liceum Reformowanego, w ktérym byto bardzo duzo mlodziezy
o réznych wyznaniach i narodowosciach, a mimo to, znalazta sie
w szkole grupa wegierskich dzieciakow, ktore strasznie nam dokuczaly.
To byto bardzo niemile, ale powodowato wzmocnienie wigzédw w naszej
»paczce”. Moimi trzema najlepszymi przyjaciétkami byty Zydéwki.
Trzymaty$my sie razem przeciwko ksenofobicznym nastrojom innych
grup w szkole. To spowodowalo, ze nasze przyjaznie pozostaty trwale
na cale zycie.

Hanna jako Zydéwka, mogta zapisa¢ si¢ do naszego elitarnego
liceum, poniewaz jej ojciec walczyl w I wojnie §wiatowej i otrzymat
bardzo wazne odznaczenia. Obje braty$my tez lekcje francuskiego,
wiec spedzaly$my coraz wigcej czasu wspdlnie. Na Wegrzech panowat
wtedy juz antysemityzm, na uniwersytetach wprowadzono numerus
clausus, a w niektérych przypadkach nawet numerus nullus dla Zydéw.
Jednak w zaden sposdb nie wolno tego poréwnywac, do rzeczy, ktdre
zaczely sie wydarzac od 1944 roku, kiedy Niemcy zajeli nasz kraj,
w tym Pélnocng Transylwanie. Niemcy przywiezli ze sobg ,,Prawa
Norymberskie” oraz nakazali Zydom noszenie zottej gwiazdy. Ludzie
byli coraz czesciej szkalowani az doszto do najwigkszych okrucienstw,
masakr i mordéw na ludnosci zydowskiej.

Ktoéregos wieczoru przysztam do Hanny, kiedy ona pakowata swo-

ja walizke, aby zgodnie z nowym nakazem, udac si¢ wraz z innymi

Zydami na teren starej cegielni. Nie moglam znie$¢ mysli, ze ona
wyladuje w jakims$ getcie, obozie albo po prostu zostanie bestialsko
zamordowana. W tym momencie w mojej duszy co$ peklo i wiedzia-
tam, ze nie ma ceny, ktdrej nie poniose, zeby ja uratowaé. Wyjelam
z torby moja legitymacje szkolna, akt urodzenia i chrztu i wreczylam je
Hannie. Wtedy musieli$my te trzy dokumenty zawsze mie¢ przy sobie
na wypadek kontroli na ulicy.

Wyszlysmy z domu i poszty$my prosto na dworzec, gdzie Hanna
kupita bilet i pojechata do swojej matki, ktora wtedy z fatszywymi
dokumentami mieszkata na pélnocy Wegier. Ja, z duszg na ramieniu,
wracatam do domu, modljc si¢, zeby nie spotka¢ policji. Natomiast
Hanna siedziata w pociagu jak na rozzarzonych weglach. Sprawdzajacy
ja policjanci nie mieli watpliwosci, co do oryginalnosci jej dokumentdw,
wiec nie zadawali dodatkowych pytan i szybko przeszli do nastepnego
przedzialu. Razem z nig zostal tylko starszy wegierski konduktor, ktory
us$miechnal sie do niej i powiedzial, ze wie, kim ona jest, bo zna ja i jej
ojca z widzenia od lat. Ona u$miechnela si¢ do niego niesmialo a on
odszedt i nie zawiadomil policji. Hanna dojechala szcze¢$liwie do matki.

Natomiast ja w tempie ekspresowym skonczytam liceum i zrobi-
tam mature po czym zamknetam sie w domu i prawie nie wychodzi-
tam na zewnatrz. Hanna mogla zosta¢ w kazdej chwili aresztowana
z moimi papierami przy sobie. Przez wiele miesiecy zZytam w strachu,
ze ten szwindel wyjdzie na jaw. Batam si¢ rowniez chodzi¢ po ulicy
bez dokumentdéw, bo za to grozito aresztowanie. Innymi stowy, sama
siebie zamknetam w wigzieniu, aby da¢ wolno$¢ mojej przyjaciolce.
Przyjacidlce, z ktora cale zycie bylam blisko zwigzana, az do jej $mierci.
Hanna wyszla za maz za bardzo zdolnego politologa i wyemigrowata do
Paryza, ja natomiast zaczetam prace na uniwersytecie w Bukareszcie.

Od czasu wojny niczego si¢ juz nie balysmy, byty$émy wolne.



PROF. DR. MAGDALENA-MARIA STROE

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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ajbus Pintel pojawit si¢ w naszym domu juz w kwietniu

1942 roku. Nie wiem dokladnie, jak zdotal uciec, ale wyda-

je mi sie, ze chyba z transportu do Belzca. Tamtej wiosny
Niemcy zabili jakie$ 2500 ludzi z Kra$nika. Chtopak byl maly jak na
swoj wiek, dwa lata spedzit w getcie, bez odpowiedniej ilosci jedzenia;
trudno, zeby w takich warunkach mogt si¢ normalnie rozwija¢. Mama
bardzo o niego dbata, dala mu czyste ubranie, jedzenie, 16zko. Mieszkat
u nas w domu, ale wiedzieli$émy, Ze to moze by¢ niebezpieczne. Dlatego
ja w miedzyczasie zbudowalem ziemianke w lesie, nieopodal naszej
chatupy, gdzie on od czasu do czasu musial pomieszkiwa¢, kiedy we
wsi byli Niemcy albo sgsiedzi za bardzo interesowali si¢ tym, co dzieje
sie w naszym domu.

Jakie$ pot roku pozniej do naszych drzwi zapukat kolejny maly
chlopak, trzynastoletni Tuvia Wurman, ktérego rodzina mieszkala
wezesniej w Trzydniku, niedaleko od nas. Mama przyjeta go ciepto,
ale powiedziala, ze moze zostac tylko jedng noc. Wieczorem, kiedy juz
sie §ciemniato zaprowadzitem Tuvig¢ do ziemianki. Kiedy otworzytem
pokrywe i wysunela sie z ziemi gtowa Lajbusa, obydwaj chlopcy zaczeli
ptakac i §mia¢ si¢ na zmianeg. Okazalo sig, ze sg kuzynami. Wurmano-
wie byli przekonani, ze cala rodzina Pintelow zostala zamordowana
wiosng tamtego roku. Rados$¢ byta tak wielka, ze i nam si¢ udzielita,
amoja Mama chyba nawet uznata to za cud, albo jakis znak, ze chlopcy
powinni zosta¢ razem i ze nie wolno ich rozdziela¢.

Mysmy zyli tylko we dwdjke, ja i moja Mama Justyna. Ojca za bardzo
nie pamietam, rodzenstwa tez wtedy nie mialem. Nie byliémy bogaci,
ale starczalo nam na jedzenie i inne potrzeby. Oczywiscie karmienie
dwoch dodatkowych oséb, chlopakéw z wilczymi apetytami, nie byto
takie latwe, ale dawalis$my rade. Ja musiatem nosi¢ to jedzenie trzy

razy dziennie do lasu, po kryjomu, tak, zeby nikt mnie nie zauwazyl.

Do tego pracowatem w gospodarstwie, chodzitem do szkoty, ale zawsze
znalaztem czas, zeby troche z chlopakami pogadaé. Mama i jeden
z braci Tuviego zostali zamordowani w getcie a rodzina Lajbusa zgineta
w Belzcu. Opowiadali duzo o Zyciu w getcie i ktérego$ dnia, od stowa
do stowa, okazalo sig, ze tata Tuviego, Mosze, i jego brat, Benjamin, tez
zdolali uciec i ukrywajg si¢ gdzie$ w okolicznych lasach. Naradziliémy
sie z mama i podjelismy decyzje, ze jezeli chtopakom uda si¢ jako$
skontaktowa¢ z tamtymi dwoma, to oni tez moga schroni¢ si¢ w zie-
miance. Wydawalo si¢ nam, ze tak powinno by¢, zeby ta rodzina byta
razem, cho¢ wiedzieli$my, Ze dla nas to bedzie dodatkowy problem.

Nie umiem powiedzie¢, jak to sie stalo, ze znaleziono Mosze
i Benjamina. Wydaje mi si¢, Ze to poprzez kontakty z partyzantami.
Oni zawsze wiedzieli, co i gdzie dzieje si¢ w lesie, kto sie gdzie ukrywa
i tak dalej. Ja tylko pamietam, ze ktdrego$ wieczoru, kiedy niostem
chtopakom jedzenie, zamiast dwdch oséb, zastalem w ziemiance juz
cztery. I tak juz zostalo na kilka kolejnych miesiecy. Nie ukrywam,
to byto uciazliwe, gtoéwnie logistyka ich mycia sie, prania, sprzatania.
Do tego Mosze zaczal podupadaé na zdrowiu, byl juz niemtody, po
ciezkich przejsciach w getcie, zamkniety prawie caly dzien pod ziemia.
Nie moglismy wezwa¢ do niego zadnego lekarza, wigc uzywalismy
wszystkich znanych nam $rodkéw zaradczych, zeby go utrzymac
przy zyciu.

W kwietniu 1944 roku, Benjamin i Lajbus zaciagneli si¢ do party-
zantki, a chory Mosze ze swoim miodszym synem zostali u nas. Wtedy
juz mieszkali z nami, w domu. Stan ojca pogarszat sie z dnia na dzien.
Na szcze$cie udalo mu si¢ dozy¢ wyzwolenia i kleski Niemcow, ale
nie zdofal juz wyemigrowac z synami do Izraela. Ostatni swdj spokoj
odnalazt w Kraéniku, na cmentarzu przy Szewskiej, na tym samym,

na ktérym Niemcy zastrzelili kilkuset mieszkancow getta.



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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BORN ON APRIL 17, 1935 IN LITHUANIA, LIVES IN LITHUANIA
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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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oshe Koren i moj brat Antanas byli przyjaciétmi na

dlugo przed wojna. W latach trzydziestych taka mie-

szana chrzescijansko-zydowska przyjazn w matym
miasteczku nie byla trudna, co drugi sgsiad byl innego wyznania i na
dobra sprawe tylko w wekendy i $wieta zyliémy osobno, bo kazdy z nas
mial albo synangoge w sobote albo koséciol w niedziele itd. U nas nie
bylo jakis wielkich religijnych zatargéw, raczej takie glupie wybryki,
zaczepki, czesto chlopaki co$ nabroity.

Tak naprawde dla Zydéw wszystko zaczelo sie wali¢ juz po przyj-
$ciu Rosjan. Ojciec Moshego, Meir, stracit swojg fabryke, ktora zostala
znacjonalizowana, i sam zaczal pracowa¢ w niej jako robotnik. Moje-
mu ojcu, Cezarisowi, byto z tego powodu bardzo przykro, poniewaz
rok wczesniej zmarta moja mama i zeby$my mieli z czego zy¢ Meir
zatrudnit go razem z moimi bra¢mi w swojej fabryce za naprawde
dobrg pensje. U nas w Vievis sowieci zamkneli tez zydowska szkote,
co spowodowalo, ze Moshe tez zaczal pracowa¢ razem z Antanasem
przy produkcji asfaltu. Jeszcze wtedy nie zdawalis$my sobie sprawy, ze
to najgorsze dopiero nadejdzie. Meir, jako biznesmen, mial kontakty
handlowe z zydowskimi firmami w Niemczech, wiec wiedzial, co tam
si¢ dzialo i ze wybuch wojny niemiecko-bolszewickiej sporo zmieni,
ale mimo wszystko, nikt nie spodziewat si¢ ludobojstwa.

Juz od pierwszych dni niemieckiej okupacji rozpoczely sie pogromy,
bicie ludzi, ponizanie, wyrzucanie z doméw. Ktorego$ dnia ogloszono, ze
wszyscy Zydzi majq sie stawi¢ na placu, poniewaz bedg odtransportowani
do Semeliskes, gdzie stworzono getto dla okolicznych Zydéw. Pare dni
wczeéniej, moj ojciec, ktory nie mogt sie z tym wszystkim pogodzié,
zabral do nas do domu najmlodsza corke Meira i Fejgi, Liube, zeby nie
musiata patrze¢, na to, co dzieje si¢ na ulicach miasta. My$my mieli
male gospodarstwo, niedaleko Vievis, gdzie byto w miare spokojnie.
Korenowie trafili do getta, a kiedy rozpoczela si¢ jedna z wywozek
do lasu na rozstrzelanie Meir, Moshe, jego brat Benjamin, ich ciotka

Michla Levi zdotali ukry¢ sie w piwnicach. Fejga nie byta w stanie ani

sie chowad, ani ucieka¢. Te straszliwe sceny na ulicach, zniewolenie,
pogarda i odczlowieczenie spowodowaly, ze przestata walczy¢. Tak jak
stala, poszta wraz z innymi na $mier¢.

MJj Ojciec oraz kilku innych pracownikéw fabrki zwrocilo si¢
do Niemcéw z prosba o uwolnienie Meira z getta jako jedynego spe-
cjalisty, ktory potrafi naprawia¢ i konserwowa¢ fabryczne maszyny.
Nie wiem jak, ale to si¢ udato i Meir trafit do nas do domu. Wydawat
sie by¢ starszy o kilkadziesiat lat, ptakal opowiadajgc o Fejdze, z ktora
byt bardzo zwigzany. Liuba diugie tygodnie nie mogta pogodzi¢ si¢ ze
stratg matki. Powoli, dzien po dniu, mdj ojciec szmuglowal kolejnych
Korendéw do naszej zagrody. Wieczorami wszyscy wychodzili z ukry-
cia, ktore zorganizowat dla nich Antanas w stajni, siadali w kuchni,
gotowali, jedli, rozmawiali i tak do p6znej nocy. Z dzie¢mi Meira faczyt
nas chyba sierocy los, brak ciepta, ktére moze da¢ tylko mama. To jest
taka luka, ktérej niczym nie da sie zapetnic.

Niestety ktorego$ dnia ztodzieje wlamali sie do stodoty i przypadkiem
odkryli tam Korendw, ktérzy natychmiast musieli uciekac i chowac sie
po lasach. Przewedrowali wszyscy kawat drogi, jakies sto kilometréw,
zeby dostac si¢ do Kowna, do getta, gdzie nie musieli juz caly czas ucieka¢
i spa¢ pod drzewami. Kiedy u nas we wsi znowu sie troche uspokoito
i Niemcy odpuscili dalsze poszukiwania, ojciec dat zna¢ Korenom, ze
moga wroci¢. My$my sie o nich strasznie bali, poniewaz to byl 1943 rok
ipo wielu gettach nie zostal juz zaden §lad, wymordowano wszystkich.
W Kownie w tym czasie, pod koniec pazdziernika, zabito jakies dziesie¢
tysiecy ludzi. Doktadnie miesigc p6zniej udato si¢ wyciagna¢ Korendw
i dzieki tapowce przewiez¢ ciezaréwka do zaprzyjaznionej lesniczowki.

Po wojnie Korenowie opuscili Litwe, nie bylo im z tym fatwo, nam
tez nie. Pozegnanie bylo bardzo bolesne. Nastepnie Meir z Liubg wy-
jechali do Izraela, a Benjamin i Moshe do Ameryki. Kiedy skonczyt sie
komunizm Moshe jako pierwszy nas odnalazl. Na szczes$cie Antanas

jeszcze zyl.



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
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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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06j Ojciec, Albert Blanchin, zostal zdradzony i uwigzio-

ny. To bylo 21 grudnia 1943 roku; Gestapo weszto do

naszego domu i zabrato go do Montluc. To bylo stare
wiezienie, ktére Niemcy zamienili w miejsce kazni wielu Francuzéw.
Mojego Ojca rozstrzelano 10 stycznia 1944 jako odwet za zamach na
niemieckich zolnierzach stacjonujacych w Lyonie. Zrobiono to bez sadu,
jakim$ wewnetrznym nakazem, zupelnie bezprawnie.

Dwanascie dni pdzniej do naszych drzwi zapukato czworo Lan-
zenbergow, zydowskich uciekinieréw z Marsylii. Oni tulali sie po
potudniowej Francji po tym, jak dokladnie rok wczesniej, w styczniu
1943, doszto w Starym Porcie do obtawy na Zydéw, ktora zorganizowali
Niemcy i zandarmi francuscy. Dwadzie$cia tysiecy ludzi trafito wtedy
w rece oprawcow, a okolo tysiac z nich wystano do obozéw koncentra-
cyjnych w Niemczech.

Swoja gehenne przeszla tez mama Janiny Lanzenberg, Marthe Hensi,
ktéra aresztowano w jej domu w Dolmieu. To jest miejscowo$¢ oddalona
od naszej Thuellin o okoto sto kilometréw. To byta nieprawdopodobnie
dzielna kobieta, bardzo odwazna, $miala, twarda. Udalo jej si¢ uciec
z transportu, ale oczywiscie nie mogta juz wréci¢ pod swoéj dawny
adres, ktdry znali francuscy zandarmi. Poprzez nasze state kontakty
z podziemiem udalo jej si¢ dotaczy¢ do rodziny. I tak to, Lanzenbergowie
zamieszkali z nami na kilka miesiecy.

To byt czas pelen niepewnosci, strachu, ale tez walki. Nie chodzi
o to, ze kazdy z nas walczyt z karabinem, walka miata rézne odcienie.

Wielka role odgrywaty w niej kobiety troszczac si¢ o codzienne zycie.

Moja Mama, Helene Blanchin, mimo iz dopiero co stracita me¢za, nawet
przez chwile nie wahata si¢ przyja¢ uciekinieréw do domu. Dodatkowe
pie¢ osob, dla ktdrych trzeba gotowad, praé, zajmowac si¢ nimi, trosz-
czy¢ sie - to byta wielka praca. Janina bardzo zzyta si¢ z moja Mama,
razem zajmowaly sie domem i wszystkimi potrzebami mieszkancow.
Towarzyszyl nam ciggly strach o wszystko, o kazdy kolejny dzien,
o kazde nieopatrznie rzucone gdzies$ stowo, o to, ze sgsiedzi zorientujg
sie, ze gotujemy wiecej jedzenia, robimy wiecej prania, ze z naszego
domu stycha¢ obce glosy. W tamtym okresie wszystko bylo podejrzane,
wielu ludzi kolaborowalo z okupantami i trzeba byto uwaza¢ na kaz-
dym kroku. Dlatego w ktéryms$ momencie trzeba bylo znalez¢ nowe
schronienie dla Lanzenbergdw i moje wujostwo, Yvonne and Aristide
Audi, zdecydowali si¢ nam pomoc i przyjac ich do siebie. Oni mieszkali
tam do czasu wyzwolenia, a my starali$émy sie ich odwiedza¢ i nadal
troszczy¢ o ich potrzeby.

Po wojnie mdj Ojciec zostal po$miertnie odznaczony za swoja
odwagg jako cztonek ruchu oporu, a w naszym miasteczku, gtéwny
plac nosi jego imie. Mysle, Ze On i moja Mama potwierdziliby moje
zdanie, ze tak naprawde nie robilismy niczego specjalnego, po prostu
staraliSmy si¢ zapobiec $mierci paru oséb. Robilismy doktadnie to,
co tak naprawde kazda Francuzka i kazdy Francuz w tamtym czasie
powinni byli robi¢: podaza¢ za naszym narodowym mottem ,liberté,
egalité, fraternité” i pomimo strachu, dziala¢, nie sta¢, nie przyglada¢

sie, tylko dziata¢, zeby ratowac ludzkie zycie.



HUGUETTE BLANCHIN

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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JAROSEAWA LEWICKI

BORN ON JANUARY 01, 1935 IN POLAND (TODAY UKRAINE), LIVES IN ISRAEL









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

JAROSEAWA LEWICKI

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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le my$my madrych i stawnych ludzi w Zloczowie mieli! To byto

miasto-kopalnia talentéw. Ja pamietam Jakuba Imbera, on byt

pisarzem, poets, piosenki pisal, ttumaczyl. Jego wujek, tez od nas,
hymn narodowy Izraela napisat. Ta piosenka nosi tytut ,,Ha-Tikwa”, to
jest nadzieja, bo Zydom jak juz nic innego nie zostanie, to jeszcze maja
nadzieje, to taka ostatnia deska ratunku. Ja od lat mieszkam w Izraelu,
i moze to zabrzmi dziwnie, ale ten hymn przypomina mi Zoczéw. Za
kazdym razem, kiedy go stysze, przed oczami stajg mi Rysio Fajering
i Jurek Szenker, dwdch chlopakéw, ktorzy uciekli ze strasznej masakry
Zydéw w naszym miasteczku. Widze tez dziesigtki innych, ktérym
Dziadek zorganizowal kryjoéwki, i ktérym nositam jedzenie.

Pierwszy pogrom mial miejsce zaraz na poczatku niemieckiej oku-
pacji w 1941 roku. Wtedy Niemcy zabili pare tysiecy oséb, nie wiem
doktladnie ile, moze dwa, moze trzy tysigce. Dokladnie rok pdzniej
Niemcy wywiezli do Betzca kolejne tysigce ludzi. Mdj Dziadek nie mogt
tego przebole¢. Z jednej strony szalata w miasteczku jawna nienawis¢,
niektdérzy mieszkaricy, gtéwnie Ukraincy, byli bezlitoéni dla Zydow,
a z drugiej strony panowala obojetnosé¢, odretwienie; nawet ci, ktorzy
mogliby poméc, byli bezczynni.

Przez pierwsze pottora roku getto nie bylo jeszcze zamkniete,
ale Zydzi i tak nie mieli juz nic swojego. Wszystko im zabrano i stlo-
czono ich w wydzielonej cze$ci miasta, ktorej pilnowali ukrainscy
zandarmi. Dziadek od pierwszych chwil zaczal organizowa¢ pomoc
dla naszych przyjaciol. Ja bylam mata i zwinna, taki brzdac, ktory
niespecjalnie rzucal si¢ w oczy, wiec szmuglowalam jedzenie i leki.
Czasem miatam plecak, czasem chowatam , dostawe” pod sukien-
ka. Zandarmi nie skontrolowali mnie nigdy. Mama gotowata dla
wszystkich, piekta chleby, czasem co$ lepszego zrobila, zeby im troche

razniej bylo.

Najgorszy moment przyszed! pod koniec 1942, kiedy Niemcy za-
mkneli getto. Tam sie dzialy dantejskie sceny; ja to wszystko widziatam,
bo tam chodzilam, mialam swoje sposoby, zeby tam si¢ dosta¢ a potem
stamtad wyj$¢. Do naszego getta przywieziono Zydéw z innych matych
okolicznych miasteczek i wiosek. Razem byto ich tam okoto dziewieciu
tysiecy, prawie bez $rodkéw do zycia, chorych ludzi, wymaltretowa-
nych, wychudzonych. Ja mialam jedzenie tylko dla kilku z nich; to byt
koszmar dla mnie, ze nie mogtam poméc innym, tylko tym wybranym,
naszym przyjaciolom. Nawet dla nich powoli zaczynato brakowac le-
karstw, a choroby w getcie szerzyly si¢ jak lawina. Po paru miesigcach
od zamknigcia Niemcy postanowili zamordowaé wszystkich Zydow
przepedzali ich do Jethowicy, to bylo obok Zloczowa, gdzie rozstrzelano
okoto cztery tysigce osob.

To wlasnie z tego koszmaru udalo si¢ uciec Rysiowi i Jurkowi. Nie
wiem dokladnie, jak i kiedy uciekli, ale prawdopodobnie podczas marszu.
Przyszli do nas, wymeczeni, zastraszeni, gtodni, chorzy - moglabym
dlugo wylicza¢ ich przypadtosci, ale najbardziej dotkliwy byt strach.
Ich strach, ktory nosili w oczach, w gestach, w sposobie méwienia. Oni
byli w kazdej sekundzie przygotowani na najgorsze i bali si¢ kazdego
i wszystkiego. Kiedy juz zamieszkali z nami - oczywiscie w ukryciu
- drzeli na dzwigk kazdego szmeru, kazdego obcego glosu dobiega-
jacego z ulicy lub podwoérka. Przez ponad rok moja Mama i Dziadek
opiekowali sie nimi najlepiej, jak potrafili. Najtrudniejsze w opiece byto
ukrywanie naszego strachu przed nimi. Bo my$my tez nie spali noca-
mi, ja do dzisiaj mam koszmary nocne, ze sasiedzi przychodza do nas
z siekierami, Zeby nas wszystkich zabi¢. Wiedzieli$my, ze my musimy
by¢ silniejsi od Ryska i Jurka, musimy nie tylko ich uratowac, ale tez
da¢ im nadzieje¢ na dalsze zycie. I to si¢ udato! A dlaczego? Dlatego,

ze Nadzieja pochodzi ze Zloczowa.



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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orystaw to bylo duze miasto jak na tamte czasy, wielkie

centrum naftowe, kopalnie, przemyst. My bylismy dosy¢

biedng rodzing, Tata, Jozef, pracowal jako strazak a Mama,
Helena, zajmowata sie domem i nami. Bylo nas czworo dzieci, wiec byto
co robi¢. Kiedy w 1939 roku zaatakowali nas Rosjanie, to w miescie
rozpoczal sie terror, gtéwnie dla elit intelektualnych. Mojej rodziny
sie specjalnie nie czepiali, Ojciec wykonywal zawod wazny i w czasach
pokoju i wojny, wiec mieliSmy wzgledny spokdj.

Latem 1941 roku do miasta wkroczyli Niemcy i rozpoczal sie czarny
okres dla Zydéw borystawskich. Zaraz na poczatku lipca, za przyzwo-
leniem okupantéw, zaréwno moi rodacy, jak i Ukraincy, rozpoczeli
pogrom Zydéw. Nie wiem, ilu ludzi wtedy zamordowano, ale mygle,
ze setki. Wtedy pierwszy raz zrozumiatam, co to znaczy terror, strach
i nienawi$¢. Zaraz po tych wydarzeniach utworzono getto, w ktérym
zamknieto jakie$ trzynascie tysiecy ludzi - to byta wtedy jedna trzecia
mieszkancow Borystawia - i rozpoczeto bardzo szybko ludobojstwo.
Dla nas to byt szok, poniewaz z dnia na dzien traciliémy jaki$ znajomych
lub przyjaciél. W tym czasie z pola naszego widzenia zaginal tez nasz
ukochany doktor Bander z rodzing, chociaz pamig¢tam, ze mielismy
$wiadomo$¢, Ze oni sg gdzies poza gettem. To byl niezwykly czlowiek,
dobry, uczynny, swietny lekarz.

Ktorego$ dnia zapukal do nas znajomy Ojca i powiedzial, ze sie
wyprowadza do innego miasta. Nie potrafi¢ sobie przypomnie¢, ale
przypuszczam, ze byta to jakiego$ rodzaju przymusowa wyprowadz-
ka, rodzaj ucieczki z powodu uczestnictwa w podziemiu lub innej
konspiracyjnej dziatalno$ci. Kiedy przyszedt sie pozegna¢, okazato
sie, ze od prawie dwoch lat ukrywal Eliasa Bandera, jego zong¢ Regine
iich malego syna Myrona. Nasza rado$¢ pomieszana byta z prawdziwg
trwoga. Bardzo si¢ ucieszylismy, ze doktor zyje, ale z drugiej strony

mieli$my $wiadomos$¢, Ze teraz na nas spada obowigzek zapewnienia

jemu ijego rodzinie bezpiecznej kryjowki. Moi rodzice nie zastanawiali
sie ani chwili i od razu przyjeli ich do swojego domu. Tata, na strychu
takiego malego skfadziku, ktory byl na podwoérku i nalezat do nas,
zorganizowal miejsce dla Banderéw. Trzymalismy tam gotebie i koze,
wiec nie bylo niczym dziwnym, ze codziennie trzeba bylo tam wchodzi¢,
ptaki robily tez troche hatasu, ktory zagluszal ludzkie odglosy. Cza-
sem przeciez kto§ musi gtosno kichna¢, zakaszle¢, oddetchna¢ glebiej,
a nasze podworko bylo wspolne z innymi sgsiadami, stad strach, ze kto$
moze co$ ustysze¢ albo zaobserwowac byl naprawde duzy.

Po krétkiej rodzinnej naradzie ustaliliémy, ze ja bede odpowie-
dzialna za opieke nad Banderami. Mialam wtedy trzynascie lat, ale
wojna trwala juz kilka lat, wiec ja, tak jak i inni moi réwie$nicy, zda-
zylismy dojrzec¢ ponad wiek. Tak wiec zagladatam do nich codziennie,
wynosilam nieczystoéci - ale te tylko noca — przynositam jedzenie,
robifam im pranie. Pani Regina byta bardzo zadbana i czysta kobieta,
lubita porzadek a pare lat przyszto jej zy¢ w tak strasznych warunkach.
Oni w ciggu dnia mogli tylko leze¢, dopiero nocg pozwalali sobie na
»rozprostowanie nog”.

Najtrudniejsze momenty byly wtedy, kiedy Niemcy juz si¢ powoli
wycofywali, juz wiedzieli, Ze Rosjanie ich pokonaja, i wtedy tracili
resztki kontroli nad sobg. Ich zaopatrzenie szwankowalo, wiec te mtode
chlopaki, ciggle glodne, wpadaty do doméw, na podworka, do szop
i stodol, zeby znalez¢ co$ do jedzenia. Przez pare tygodni mielismy
nawet paru zakwaterowanych u nas Niemcoéw. Wtedy naprawde drze-
liémy ze strachu, ze przypadkiem znajda lekarza i jego rodzine. Wydaje
mi sie, ze przez te kilkadziesigt nocy, nikt z nas nie spal. Chodzili$my
jak otepiali, pelni obaw do tego pod czujnym okiem sasiadéw, ktorzy
zaczeli interesowaé si¢ moimi czestymi wizytami w szopie. Na ich
pytania zawsze odpowiadalam, ze do kozy chodze, zeby jej troche

w samotnosci ulzy¢.



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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$rodku dnia kto$ przybiegt do nas do zagrody i wy-

krzyczal, ze Janka, naszego Ojca, zabili Niemcy w

lesie. Pamietam dobrze ten dzien; byto zimno, tak
przenikliwie, ale stonecznie. Tata bardzo lubit storice, nawet $winie
z chlewu na pole wyprowadzal, jak stonice $wiecito. Zawsze powtarzal,
ze 1im co$ si¢ z zycia nalezy.

Mama plakala, ale jakos tak i z zalu, i ze strachu. Przytulata nas
mocno, cala drzata. Dopiero wieczorem dostaliémy informacje, ze
Fiszow tez zabito, calg szdstke, nawet wnuczke Henii, Rozie, Rozyczke
mala, trzyletnig. Potem, dtugo potem, zastanawiatam si¢ nawet, czemu
nas wszystkich nie zabili. Przeciez wiedzieli, Ze to nasz Tata i Ze my
wszyscy Zydom pomagalismy. Przy egzekucji byta tez polska policja,
oni nas znali, nasz dom, nasz adres, naszg rodzing, Wola byta malg
wioska. Do dzisiaj nie wiem, czemu przezyliSmy, moze si¢ ulitowali
i policjanci nie powiedzieli Niemcom, kim byt ,,pan Janek”.

To bylo 6smego grudnia 1942 roku, a doktadnie p6t roku wezeséniej
Henia Fisz razem z cérkami Bajlg, Esterka, Mila, synem Moszem
i wnuczka zapukata do naszych drzwi. Fiszowie byli naszymi znajomy-
mi, ale trudno powiedzie¢, zeby rodzice jako$ specjalnie przyjaznili si¢
z nimi. Po prostu taka wiejsko-malomiasteczkowa zazylos¢. My$my za
duzo nie mieli, oni za duzo nie mieli i czasem wymienialimy towary,
ustugi, przystugi, grzeczno$ci. Oni mieli swoj §wiat, my swdj, ale bar-
dzo si¢ lubili$my, w niedziele po kosciele chodzilismy do nich, bo oni
tylko soboty mieli §wiete, wigc w niedziele Henia, zawsze zapracowana,
byla zadowolona, ze si¢ ,,drobnicy” z domu pozbedzie, ktéra z nami
na pole wybiegala.

Oni uciekli tuz przed masakra, przed likwidacja getta, kiedy Niemcy
wszystkich Zydéw zabijali. Nie pamigtam, jak im sie udato wydostaé
z tego piekta, ale przyszli do nas, bo nie mieli gdzie si¢ podzia¢. Moi
rodzice nawet chwili sie nie zastanawiali, od razu ich przyjeli i bardzo

szybko Tata zorganizowat dla nich miejsce w stodole, nawet dos¢

przytulne i takie na poboczu, bo stodota nie stata zaraz przy domu.
Mama, ukochana Bronka naszego Ojca, szybko musiata wymysle¢, jak
bedziemy karmi¢ dodatkowe sze$¢ 0sob, co bedziemy z nimi robi¢, jak
zabawia¢ malenstwo, pra¢ ich rzeczy i tak ogolnie, jak bedg teraz wy-
gladaty nasze dni. My$my byli bardzo pobozng rodzing i pokfadalismy
nadzieje w modlitwie. Mama mowila: jest jak jest, z Boza pomoca damy
rade. I tak przez kilka miesiecy biegatam z dwojaczkiem do stodoty,
z siwakiem, bannkami mleka, pranie nositam. Kiedy si¢ zrobifo zimno,
to oni na noc przychodzili do nas, bo nam ich szkoda byto w tej stodole
zostawi¢. Tam nie mieli si¢ jak ogrza¢, zadnego ognia nie mogli roz-
pali¢, bo by sie sasiedzi zorientowali. Ja to nawet lubilam te wieczory
z nimi, Rézi¢ mogtam ponosi¢, popiesci¢ troche, w bujance ja pohustac,
na zapiecku usias$¢. Tylko wszystko musialo by¢ robione w tajemnicy,
okna pozastaniane; drzwi byly zawsze zaryglowane jak Fiszowie do
nas schodzili. I tak nam mijat dzien po dniu, nie powiem, w duzym
strachu, az ktérego$ dnia gruchnela wiadomosé, ze Niemcy Zydéw po
stodotach i domach szukajg, ktorym sie przed likwidacjg udato uciec.

Tata natychmiast zaczal dziata¢, wyprowadzil Fiszow ze stodoty
do lasu i tam zorganizowal im najpierw jakie$ lokum z patykdw, takie
jak szalas, a po kilku dniach wybudowat im ziemianke. Sam jeden
kopal, stoma ocieplal, pokrywe zrobit taka, ze niby liscie lezaly na
mchu. Nas juz do tego lasu matka nie chciata wypuszczaé. Dopiero po
czasie dowiedzialam sie, ze te wszystkie dzialania byty na granicy zycia
i $mierci, bo i Niemcy, i Polacy juz co$ wyczuwali, jacy$ donosiciele sie
pojawiali, szantazy$ci. Ale moi rodzice postanowili nie odpuszczac,
zaryzykowli, poniewaz wiedzieli, ze bez nas Fiszowie zging. A potem
nastapila $niezna noc i to, nastepnego dnia, zgubito mojego ojca.
Niemcy z polska policja po prostu dostali od kogo$ ,,cynka” i poszli
po jego sladach. Zastrzelili wszsytkich na miejscu. Mamie tylko ciato
ojca dalo si¢ wyprosi¢ i mogla go na cmentarzu pochowaé. Fiszowie

zostali tam gdzie$ w lesie.



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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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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6j wujek, ktérego bardzo kochatam, miat to nieszczescie,
ze byl chory psychicznie. Cala rodzina dbala o niego,
byliémy bardzo zzyci, zylismy blisko siebie. Religia
bardzo pomagata nam w codziennych klopotach. Zylismy w panstwie
totalitarnym, pod dyktatura, w takiej trudnej mieszance spotecznej.
W naszej okolicy wigkszos¢ mieszkancéw byta niemieckojezyczna, ja
musialam tez uczy¢ si¢ niemieckiego. Juz w 1938 roku wprowadzono
antyzydowskie regulacje, rok pézniej Zydzi stracili prawo do wykony-
wania r6znych zawodéw, na przyklad lekarze nie mogli dalej pracowa¢
a Zydéw jako pacjentéw, w ogdle przestano przyjmowaé w szpitalach.
Wczeéniej bardzo duzo sklepéw w miasteczku obok, w Kezmarok,
bo w naszej wsi wlasciwie nie bylo Zydéw, nalezata do nich. My$my
tam czesto chodzili, do krawcéw, do szewcow i wlasnie do lekarzy.
Moj wujek uwielbial te malte wyprawy, bo byty dla niego odmiang od
codziennosci. To wszystko si¢ skonczylo wraz z powstaniem Pierwszej
Republiki Stowackiej i nastaniem terroru.
Pierwsze sygnaly o bestialstwie dotarly do naszej wsi Mlynceky
z Kezmarok w maju 1941 roku, kiedy tam dokonano prawdziwego pogro-
mu, niszczono prywatne domy, w ktérych mieszkali Zydzi, zniszczono
Wielka Synagoge. My$my drzeli o kilku naszych przyjaciol, rodzine
Goldmannoéw, ktdra szczesliwie wyszta z tych zdarzen bez szwanku.
Jednak tylko do czasu, poniewaz w 1942 roku rozpocze¢to deportacje
do obozéw zagtady. Zaraz na poczatku marca wystano do Auschwitz
kobiety, nie wiem, ile, moze ze sto kobiet. My$my wtedy jeszcze o tym
wszystkim nie do konica wiedzieli, co$ si¢ mowilo, ale bez pewnosci, ze
to moze by¢ prawda. Dopiero miesiac pdzniej dla wszystkich stalo sie
jasne, dokad Zydzi s3 wywozeni: do miejsca bez powrotu. Kilku czton-
koéw rodziny Goldmann spotkat ten los, ale Maximilian z zona Giselg
i ich matym synkiem ukryli si¢ u chlopéw, a jak troche sie uspokoito,
to przyszli do nas. My$my si¢ strasznie bali, ale Maximilian powiedzial,

ze chyba Bog go w Yom Kipur natchnal, bo jakies takie mial przeczucie,

ze musi uciekac¢. Bo wlasnie w ich najwigksze §wieto Niemcy wywiezli
jego rodzicoéw i kuzynoéw, a on sie uratowat.

Moj Tata, Jan, zagospodarowat dla nich miejsce w oborze. Wybu-
dowat specjalna $cianke, ktéra oddzielata ich od kréw, ale zrobit to
w taki sposéb, ze kazdy moglby pomysle¢, ze tam juz niczego nie ma.
Troche bylo im ciasno, ale za to bezpiecznie. Nie moglismy ich ukrywa¢
w domu ze wzgledu na chorego wujka, ktéry nie bardzo kontrolowat
co i komu moéwi.

Najstraszniejsze dni, jakie przezyliémy wydarzyty sie pod koniec
wojny. Niemcy juz si¢ wycofywali, bylo troche chaosu, oni wpadali do
roznych domoéw, zabierali jedzenie, czasem si¢ kwaterowali na kilka
dni. Tak bylo wlasnie w naszym przypadku. Ktérego$ dnia kilku
Niemcoéw zajechato konno, ustawili zwierzeta w oborze, obok naszych
kréw i zamieszkali u nas. ByliSmy wszyscy sparalizowani strachem.
Nie wiedzieli$my, jak dtugo zostang i co si¢ moze wydarzy¢. Zeby nie
wzbudzaé podejrzen prawie wogoéle nie wchodzilismy do obory, tylko tak
ZWyczajowo, Zeby zwierzeta dopatrzy¢. Goldmannowie siedzieli cicho,
jak mysz pod miotlg a my nie mieli$my z nimi zadnego kontaktu. Przez
pare dni byli tam zamknieci bez jedzenia i picia, z malym syneczkiem,
ktory nie miat wtedy jeszcze dwoch lat. Nie wiem jakim cudem udato
im si¢ zachowac¢ cisze¢ z glodnym i odwodnionym Moszkiem. Pézniej,
jak zotnierze odjechali, Gisela powiedziala nam, ze styszala zza $ciany,
jak moj wujek przychodzil do zwierzat i z nimi rozmawial. To dodawalo
im otuchy, bo $wiadczylto o tym, ze my jeszcze zyjemy, a gtos wujka byt
dla nich nadzieja na ocalenie.

Do dzisiaj w modlitwach dzigkuje Bogu, ze nam si¢ udato ocali¢
cho¢ pare ludzkich istnien. Od tamtego okresu staram si¢ tez zrozumie¢
nieoczywiste losy i zadania, z jakimi musimy zmierzy¢ si¢ w zyciu.
Kazdy z nas jest inny i ma inna role do wykonania, ale kazdy z nas

jest cztowiekiem.



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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ojego ojca rozstrzelano dokladnie dzien przed wy-
zwoleniem. To byt straszny czas. Front zblizat si¢ do
nas bardzo szybko i musieliémy si¢ ewakuowac do
krewnych w Jurbarkas. To bylo z naszej wsi, Stakiai, jakie§ dwadziescia
pie¢ kilometrow; wiekszos¢ z nich zrobilismy oczywiscie na piechote.
Tam mialo by¢ dla nas bezpieczniej, ale jak si¢ okazalo, ,,stawa”
mojego Ojca, Benediktasa, byta szybsza od nas. Moja rodzina, czyli
Tata i Babcia, znani byli w calej okolicy jako ,,zydowscy pomocnicy”,
czyli ci, ktorzy chowajg Zydow lub pomagaja im w ucieczkach. Jeszcze
w Stakiai pewnego jesiennego dnia w naszym domu przeprowadzono
rewizje. Szukali Zydoéw w piwnicy pod domem i przy strumieniu.
W tym czasie uciekinierzy ukrywali si¢ w stodole. Kilka dni pdzniej
przyszedt policjant i powiedzial mojemu ojcu: ,,Benadas, wiemy na
pewno, ze masz Zydéw na swojej farmie. To tylko kwestia czasu, za-
nim ich znajdziemy. Wiesz dobrze, co si¢ wtedy z toba stanie.” Zydzi
w kryjowce slyszeli wszystko. Po zmroku ojciec wyszed! na zwiady,
a nasi wspotmieszkancy wkrotce po tym opuscili kryjowke. Kilka dni
pdzniej przyszedt komendant policji z kilkoma Niemcami i psami. Nic
nie znalezli, ale zabrali ojca do Raseiniai i zamkneli go w szkole. Tata
i kilku innych mezczyzn zwigzalo przescieradta i ucieklo z drugiego
pietra. Straznicy zobaczyli uciekinieréw i otworzyli ogien, ale ojciec
bezpiecznie wrécil do domu. Zydzi juz wiecej nie ukrywali sie w naszej
zagrodzie, ale przychodzili po jedzenie.
Jedna z nich, moja réwiesniczka, byta Freda Friedman i jej przy-
jaciotka Zelde Kaduszin. One ukrywaly sie w bunkrze w lesie razem

z wieloma innymi Zydami, z réznych gett i miescinek litewskich. Byli

tam tez bracia Fajnsztajn, Iczchok i Herszel, ktérzy mieszkali u nas
przez jakis czas. Kiedy Niemcy razem z litewska policjg odkryli ich
skrytke, czes¢ ludzi uciekla, niestety wiekszos¢ zamordowano. Freda
zostata postrzelona w dlon, ale zdotata sie uratowa¢. Zelde nie bylo w
tym czasie w bunkrze. Gdy dowiedziala sie o tym, co zaszlo, zakopata
sie w jaki$ chaszczach, gdzie lezata ze strachu ponad dwa tygodnie bez
jedzenia i picia. Nikt nie wiedziat ani gdzie si¢ znajduje, ani czy jeszcze
zyje. Niemcy i Litwini przeszukliwali caly czas lasy. To bylo okropne.
Szukali tych niewinnych ludzi, tylko po to, Zeby ich zabi¢. Calymi dnia-
mi, razem z psami, chodzili po lasach, w kilkudziesi¢ciu, zeby znalez¢
gdzies schowang kobiete albo male dziecko. Nigdy nie zrozumiem jaka
nienawiscig musieli si¢ kierowac, zeby robi¢ co$ takiego. W naszej wsi
zylo moze trzydzie$cioro Zydéw, mata spoteczno$é, niespecjalnie bo-
gata. Wigkszo$¢ z nich, to bylty kobiety i dzieci. Litewska policja zaraz
na poczatku niemieckiej okupacji, w sierpniu 1941 roku zebrata ich
wszystkich na rogatkach, kazala wykopa¢ dét i rozebra¢ si¢ do naga.
Jeszcze ich wszystkich tak ponizy¢ przed egzekucja. Bracia Fajnsztajn
dostali pare godzin wczesniej cynk od kogo$ z naszego mtyna i ukryli
sie w miare bezpiecznym miejscu. Kiedy ustyszeli serie z karabinow
maszynowych wiedzieli, ze ich najblizsi juz nie zyja.

Kiedy dotarliémy do Jurbarkas litewscy policjanci doniesli na nas
niemieckim zandarmom. Twierdzili, Ze mdj ojciec to zly czlowiek,
poniewaz ukrywal Zydéw. To wystarczylo, aby go aresztowaé. Kiedy
Niemcy si¢ wycofywali w ostatniej chwili wykonali egzekucje. Otrzy-
mali$my prawo pochowania Ojca. ,,Przywilej”, ktérego w tamtych

czasach nie mialy miliony ludzi.



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
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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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akie$ dwadzie$cia kilometréw od naszej wsi znajdowat sie

Niemiréw. To bylo dla Zydéw takie miejsce jak dla nas Lawra.

Nie byto nic bardziej $wietego. Jeden rebe bardziej §wiety od
drugiego, jeden madrzejszy od drugiego. Tam byly szkoly stawne na
caly ich $wiat. I wszystko zginelo. Nam chociaz si¢ udato tg biedng
Betje uratowac i to tuz przed likwidacja getta. Betzec pochtonat tyle
ludzkich istnien, ze az trudno to obja¢ umyslem.

Mama Betji, Etja Jaduszilwer, trafita do nas do domu z Zorniszcz,
z takiej malej miesciny, w ktorej zyto duzo Zydéw. U nas we wsi nie
bylo Zydéw, a Tata uznal, ze my potrzebujemy ptaszczy na zime. Byto
nas troje dzieciakow w domu, Nadjezda, Jefrosina i ja. Kedy$ zapra-
szalo si¢ krawcowgq i ona obszywala wszystkich przez tydzien i szta do
nastepnych. M6j Ojciec, Mojsej, pojechal na poczatku pazdziernika
do miasteczka, zeby ugadac z krawcami zydowskimi, kto bedzie mogt
ikiedy przyjecha¢. Mys$my juz co$ styszeli, ze tam Niemcy getto zrobili,
ze wszyscy Zydzi muszg mieszka¢ razem, ale kiedys byto inaczej niz teraz.
Nie bylo nawet telefondw, a jak kto§ umart to sie telegram wysytalo do
soltysa w konkretnej wsi, zeby wiadomos¢ rodzinie tam mieszkajgcej
oglosil. Nie bylo takiej komunikacji, jak jest dzisiaj. Wiadomo bylo, ze
sg represje, Niemcy wprowadzajg rezim, ale my$Smy osobiécie zadnego
Zyda nie znali, tylko z targéw i tak ogélnie z ustug. Ja dopiero od Etji,
jak juz u nas byla, dowiedziatem sig, co to jest szabat.

No, ale Tata pojechat do Zorniszcz i znalazt krawcows, tyko sie
okazalo, ze zgodnie z niemieckimi nowymi przepisami, Zydzi maja
zakaz pracowania dla okolicznych mieszkancéow. Ojciec uznat to za
kompletng bzdure, dogadat si¢ z Etja, wsadzit ja na woz i potajemnie
przywiozl do nas. Dokladnie nie pamietam, jak to bylo, ale dzien po
dniu kto$ przywozil z miasta coraz okropniejsze nowiny, tak jakby

Niemcy nie mieli nic innego do roboty, tylko szkalowanie i zng¢canie

si¢ nad Zydami. Nasza Mama, Lukerja, chyba jako$ tak instynktownie
dawata Etji coraz to nowg prace, zeby ta nie musiata wraca¢ do getta.
Az ktorego$ dnia gruchneta wiadomos¢ o pogromie w Zorniszczach,
trupach na ulicy, poplochu, nieudanych ucieczkach. Wtedy rodzice od
razu podjeli decyzje, ze Etje trzeba u nas ukry¢. Jako$ przed sasiadami
udalo to sie tak zaaranzowa¢, ze niby ona juz od nas wyjechata. Nas
byt piatka, ona dodatkowo, to nie byl zaden problem. Etja byta bardzo
robotna, pomagata w domu, §wietnie gotowala i to takie potrawy, kto-
rych nie znaliémy, opowiadata nam, jak sie prowadzi kuchnie zydowska,
takq koszerng, co robig w sobote, a czego im nie wolno. Jako$ zylismy,
oczywiscie, ze w strachu, bo rygor byl okropny, a Etja siedziata caty
czas w domu, bo nigdzie nie mogta wyjs¢, zeby jej kto$ nie zobaczyt.

Ktorej$ nocy Mama ustyszata placz i najpierw myslala, Ze to ktores
z nas, wiec wstata z f6zka i poszta najpierw do pokoju sidstr, potem do
mnie do pieca, bo ja spatem przy piecu, az w koncu zrozumiala, ze to
placze ze swojego kacika Etje. Mama ja przytulila, a wtedy ona zaczela
tak szlochac, tak rozpacza¢, ze obudzila nas wszystkich. Okazato sie,
ze ona ten caly czas, kiedy u nas byla, nie chciata obarcza¢ nas swoimi
problemami, chociaz zdawata sobie sprawe, ze prawdopodobnie nikt
z jej rodziny juz nie zyje. Tej nocy przysnila sie jej corka, ktdra byla
zamknieta w getcie w Niemirowie i wszystkie emocje, ktore przed nami
skrywata, wybuchty w jednym momencie.

Moje siostry, siedemnastolatka i dwudziestolatka, od razu podjety
decyzje wyjazdu do Niemirowa i odnalezienia Betiji. Rano zaprzegnie-
to konia i pojechaly z Ojcem wozem. Jeszcze w listopadzie 1941 roku
Niemcy na polskim cmentarzu zamordowali ponad dwa tysigce Zydéw.
Zostawili tylko garstke silnych i mtodych, ktorych potrzebowali do
niewolniczej pracy. Nikt z nas nie wiedzial, czy Betja Zyje, ale mimo

to, dziewczyny wziety co mieliémy na tapowki i wyruszyly w nieznane.



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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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 wojnie wszyscy w szkole wyzywali nas od ,,Zydkow” ...

Eugeniusz Parczewski:

... lub wotali na nas Grynszpan, bo tak si¢ nazywali Zydzi, ktérych

ukrywalismy.

: To bylo oczywiscie bardzo nieprzyjemne, antysemickie i wstretne,

ale mnie to wzmocnilo, bo przeze kilka lat musialem codziennie

stacza¢ walke z kolegami z klasy. To daje sil¢ na cale zycie.

: Ale tak naprawde, najwiecej sity potrzebowali$my, kiedy pojawili

sie w naszym domu Grynszpanowie, Chaim i jego tata Wawa.

: To byto tak, ze akurat sadzili$my ziemniaki. Mieli$my troche ziemi,

dzigki czemu warzyw i owocodw nam nie brakowalo, co, szczegdlnie
podczas wojny, bylo bardzo wazne. Oczywiscie jako dzieci musieli-
$my pracowac w polu i akurat tego dnia zobaczyliémy duza grupe
Zydéw przepedzanych z getta, droga, wzdtuz naszego pola.

: To byli sami mezczyzni, ktérych przemieszczano do innych gett lub

obozdéw pracy przymusowej. Czesto bylo to jak wyrok $mierci dla
nich. Na przyklad w getcie w Lomazach, latem 1942 roku, zabito

wszystkich, tez tych Zydéw, ktérzy byli od nas.

. Te marsze byly okropne. Zydzi czesto nie mieli butéw, mieli pora-

nione stopy, zmarznigte. Szukali kazdej okazji, zeby uciec.

: Grynszpanowie zobaczyli nas na polu, akurat byliémy niedaleko

drogi, bylo bardzo wcze$nie rano, to byl marzec, wiec jeszcze byto
ciemno. Wawie i Chaimowi udalo sie odskoczy¢ w bok, prosto w nasze

pole i polozy¢ w redlinach.

: My niewiele myslac szybko ustawili$émy si¢ tak jako$ pomiedzy

nimi, lezacymi w tych rowkach, a droga, zastaniajac ich tym samym

naszymi cialami.

: Dzieciakami byli$my, wiec Niemcy nas za gapiow wzieli, co§ tam

do nas pokrzyczeli, zeby$my sie nie zblizali i przeszli dalej. Grynsz-
panowie polezeli jeszcze chwile, dopdki mielismy pewno$¢, ze jak

wstana, to nikt ich nie zobaczy.

: Zanim zajasnialo zaprowadziliémy ich do domu, gdzie byla nasza

matka, Anna i reszta naszego rodzenstwa. Mama od razu podjela

decyzje.

: Ona byla niezwykta. Odwazna i dobra. Zaraz si¢ nimi zaopieko-

wala, a kiedy tata wrdcit do domu to si¢ naradzili i zorganizowali

im schronienie w naszej stodole przy domu.



T: To byto w 1942 roku i oni zostali u nas do wyzwolenia, czyli 1944.

To bylo ponad dwa lata, kiedy dbalismy o nich, karmilismy ich. Oni
niewiele mieli, ale na szcze$cie mieli cieple ubrania. Najgorsze byto
tylko, ze nie mogli wychodzi¢ na zewnatrz. Czasem w nocy, zeby
troche rozprostowac kosci.

: Nasi najblizsi sgsiedzi byli bardzo wrogo do nas nastawieni. Oni
jako$ tak wyczuli, ze u nas sg Zydzi. Do tego pamietali, ze przed
wojng rodzice mieli kilku Zydowskich przyjaciot. Powiazali ze sobg te
wszystkie watki, moze tez nas troche podgladali i uzyskali pewnosc¢,
ze ukrywamy ludzi. To byli antysemici, ktorzy powiedzieli mojemu
ojcu, ze lepiej bedzie dla nas, jesli zabijemy Grynszpanéw. Nasz
tata oczywiscie o niczym takim nawet nie chcial slysze¢ i wtedy ci
sasiedzi nastali na nas Niemcow.

: Oni staneli w progu naszego domu z karabinami i zapytali mame,
czy chowamy Zydéw. Matka spojrzata zolnierzowi prosto w oczy
i bez zmruzenia oka powiedziata: Jak chcecie, to ich szukajcie.
Odwrdcila sie i poszta do kuchni.

: W tamtym czasie po okolicy chodzity plotki, ze Zydzi, ktérzy sie
ukrywaja w okolicznych lasach i chalupach, majg bron. Dlatego
Niemcy, ktérzy do nas przyszli, bali si¢ wejs¢ do stodoty, bo ten,
ktory bylby pierwszy w drzwiach, bytby martwy. Obeszli tylko
stodote, zrobili rewizje w domu, wypytali naszego brata Romualda,

potem pochodzili po okolicy i odjechali.

EUGENIUSZ PARCZEWSKI & TADEUSZ PARCZEWSKI

: Jajeszcze nigdy tak si¢ nie balem, jak wtedy. Do dzisiaj pamie¢tam

to uczucie. Ale strachu we mnie nie ma. To, co przezyliémy podczas

wojny i zaraz po niej zabilo we mnie strach na zawsze.

: Tuz po wyzwoleniu Chaim i Wawa wrocili do swojego domu przy

rynku. Nie bylo im tatwo, ciggle kto$ ich nachodzil, ludzie robili
im rézne $winstwa, wiec zeby nie czuli si¢ osamotnieni, codziennie
ich odwiedzalismy.

Niestety, ktdregos dnia nie zdazyliSmy przyjs¢ na czas i jacys ludzie

zabili Wawe. To byt cios dla Chaima, ale i dla nas.

: Po tej tragedii Chaim zmienit imie na Henryk i wkrotce opuscit

Polske dla Ameryki.

: Pamietam, ze kiedy wyjezdzal, przy pozegnaniu z nami i naszy-

mi rodzicami wyciagnal z jakiego$§ worka patelnie i dal ja naszej
mamie. On zostawal na $wiecie sam, bez rodzicéw, rodzenstwa,
kuzynostwa, dziadkéw. Wszyscy zostali wymordowani. Chaimowi
zabrano wszystko, a on na pozegnanie dat nam ta glupig patelnie,
bo niewiele wigcej mial. Mama ja wziela i dlugie lata stuzyta nam

w domu przypominajac o Grynszpanach.
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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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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
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ddanie dziecka obcym ludziom, nawet jesli to mialo ura-

towac jego zycie, bylo zawsze obtozone wielkim ryzykiem

i ogromnymi emocjami. Rodzice czgsto zdobywali gdzie$

pieniadze, co w getcie bylo bardzo trudne, pozbywali sie obraczek
$lubnych, pakowali w pieluchy srebrng tyzeczke i kartke z imieniem
i nazwiskiem, i tak przygotowane ,,zawiniatko” ekspediowali poprzez
wyslannikéw w nieznane. W ten sposob szmuglowane dzieci, w wiek-
szosci przypadkow, trafiaty do kochajacych je zastepczych rodzin
i przezywaly wojne. Ale nie zawsze tak byto. Czasem ludzie przyjmowali
dziecko, ale po paru dniach, w wyniku strachu albo nieuczciwo$ci, od-
dawali dzieciaka z powrotem do getta. Niestety czesto juz bez pieniedzy
i kosztownoéci, ktére zachowywali dla siebie. Brak $rodkéw finanso-
wych oraz niepewno$¢ co do losu dziecka, uniemozliwialy rodzicom
podjecie ponownego ryzyka i te maluchy ginely potem razem z nimi
w Treblince, Betzcu lub po porostu umieraty z glodu lub choréb w getcie.
Jednym z takich odestanych z powrotem dzieci byta Ruth Skow-
ronska. Jej rodzice prowadzili na terenie getta malg piekarenke, a ich
bratanek, Moszka, wynosit ciastka do miasteczka i tam sprzedawat je,
oczywiscie wszystko nielegalnie, moim rodzicom, Romanowi i Stani-
stawie, ktorzy dawali mu nie tylko pienigdze, ale tez make, cukier i co
tam bylo potrzebne. Dawid i Hanna Skowronscy wystali swoja mata
Ruth do kogo$ w naszym miescie na przechowanie, a sami uciekli
w strone Warszawy. Rodziny rozdzielaty si¢ niejednokrotnie, zeby,
w razie wpadki, kto§ mogl przezy¢. Niestety ci, ktorzy mieli zajac sie
dzieckiem, odestali je i to w momencie, kiedy tam rozpoczeto sie to
wielkie nieszczescie: likwidacja getta. Niemcy i Ukraincy strzelali

do ludzi, jak do kaczek, wyciagali ich z kryjowek, ciagneli po ziemi,

dreczyli przed $miercig niemitosiernie. Zydzi prébowali ratowac sig
ucieczkami, zbiegli do laséw, pochowali sie u réznych gospodarzy.
W tym czasie ten maty Moszka zabral Ruth i ryzykujac wszystko wydo-
stal sie z getta i przyniost matg do nas. Moi rodzice natychmiast przyjeli
dziecko, ktore od tej pory nazywali$my Krysia, i ktére pokochalismy
najszczersza mitoscig. Getta juz nie bylo, nawet zydowski obdz pracy
Niemcy zlikwidowali i krazyli po miasteczkach i wsiach w poszukiwaniu
pochowanych Zydéw. Strach byt ogromny, poniewaz oni strzelali i do
Zydéw i do Polakdw, zabijali nawet mate dzieci, ktore znalezli gdzies
ukryte w stajniach lub na cmentarzach. Niektorzy nasi sasiedzi tez
byli wrogo nastawieni do takich oséb, jak my, czyli pomagajacych.
Ktéregos$ dnia zaptakana Mama przyniosta nam anonimowy list,
w ktérym kto$ ostrzegal nas, ze mamy sie pozby¢ ,,tego niepotrzebnego
mebla z domu”, bo inaczej zostang wyciagniete konsekwencje. Wtedy
Tata uruchomil wszystkie swoje kontakty i udalo si¢ znalez¢ Hanne,
ktéra z falszywymi papierami pracowata w Chyliczkach pod Warszawsa.
Dawid niestety juz nie zyl.

Uciekali$my z naszego miasta pod ostong nocy i dotarlismy po kilku
dniach do Hanny, z ktérg zamieszkalismy w jednym pokoju. Nie byto
to zbyt komfortowe, ale w miare bezpieczne. Podzielilismy si¢ obowigz-
kami, kazdy mial jakie$ zajecie i nawet zesmy si¢ pod$émiewywali, Ze
teraz Hanna nas ukrywa. Tak doczekalismy wyzwolenia.

Potem wrociliémy wszyscy na troche do Sokolowa, a Hanna z matg
wyjechaly z Polski. Po latach dowiedzieli$my sie, ze Moszek, kiedy zostawit
nam Ruth, wrdcit do swoich, do getta. Moze chcial jeszcze kogos urato-
wacé? Moze nie chcial zy¢ bez rodziny? Moze, moze, moze... ci wszyscy

zamordowani ludzie juz nigdy nie odpowiedza nam na takie pytania.



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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