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A Note from the Editors

I volunteered to do the editing, not a trivial job
given the length of the manuscript.
Different stories require different approaches
for editing. We wanted to maintain Hedy’s voice
with its evidence that the author is not a native
speaker of English. We needed to break up the
many very long paragrphs. And we felt that the
long story needed to be structured into parts with
their own titles, and the parts into segments
separated by larger line spacing.

Edw ard Goldstein, Co-editor
John and I received the manuscript of Hedy’s story
a few months ago.
We liked it a lot, but did not know what to do
with it. At more than 12,000 words it would overflow the sixteen pages of our regular issue. We did
not want to break it into several instalments; even
if we devoted four pages per issue, it would take
more than a year to publish it.
The idea of a single issue entirely devoted to
the story came to us, but we were not comfortable
with incurring the printing cost.
Then, Eureka! Why not publish it in electronic
form on our website? This is the result.

Once I began the editing I was pulled into the
horrific details of the story Hedy was telling, as I
believe you will be once you start reading.
The Hedy I began to know through her own
words was a young woman with an indominable
spirit, a strong will to live and incredible ingenuity.
I am sure you will feel the same.

Surviving Auschwitz
H edy Rosza
Even when I was imprisoned, I was obsessed with a strong will to tell the whole world
about those unparalleled atrocities we were
exposed to, and the criminal injuries forced on
us. But the time went by and I kept postponing
this duty-like task until now. Not accidentally,
your dear parents surprised us with a special
present “The Grandparents Memoirs” offering
us a last chance to open up and reveal our own
personal experiences of that tragic Episode. The
following true, shocking story could eloquently
bear the title “My Journey to Hell and Back”,
entrusted in
your hands, my precious Grandchildren, it will
remain a document after all.
Forty long years have elapsed since it all
happened; most of it is still very vivid in my
mind. The wounds are deep and permanent. I
know the moment I begin to dig into my horrible
memories, the pain will become again very
sharp and real. The passing of time has healed
the surface of the scars, the ever-present feeling of emptiness - losing my loved ones so untimely and under such cruel circumstances - is
deep and still unbearable. The injustice committed against us is unforgivable; I will rebel
against it as long as I live. It will stand out
forever as the great puzzle and paradox of world
history.
How was it possible that a highly civilized
nation turned into monstrous assassins, heated
by passionate hate against Jews who in fact
contributed always so abundantly to the development of every country of which they were

Hedy and George at NBOC
To my one and only son Tibi (Ted), To his darling wife, my new daughter Lynnie and to my
adored grandchildren Caroline, Tim and
Stephanie.
A long time ago I decided to put in writing the
saddest chapter of my life, the Holocaust of
World War II of which I was an active participant
and our deportation to the notorious extermination camp Auschwitz which goes down in
history as the most barbaric, inhuman endeavor
imposed from one nation - the Nazi Germans against the entire Jewish population of Europe.
You must know that your Grandma belongs to
that relatively small group of people called
“Survivors” of that very “Dark Age.”
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a part. I must assume however that the inclination must have been a strong existing factor,
like in a dormant volcano, a spark was enough
to erupt into such a mindless massacre. That
flicker came from an unknown and pitiful degenerate named Adolf Hitler – an obsessed
maniac, who instantly rose to dictatorial power,
adored and blindly obeyed by his subjects. They
embraced his demonic ideas very conveniently
by persecuting the indefensible Jews. The barriers came down so they could freely steal and
confiscate all their material goods while dragging them out of sight to those diabolically built
extermination camps. The physical pain they
caused could have been overcome, but the
mental and moral insult can never be forgiven,
most of all the fully planned disintegration of
families will permanently stand as a monument
of calamity and betrayal against the entire
human race.

We feared what the future might bring. We
did not have to wonder for too long because on
the 3rd of May 1944, two Hungarian Jandarms
and three civilian officials made their way into
our home, ordering us out immediately with
some personal necessities, some food supplies,
as much as we could carry in our hands and on
our backs. This happened in spite of my dear
father’s pleadings as a World War I hero fighting
for the country which now rewarded him in such
a brutal manner.
Together with the rest of our Jewish
neighbors, we were all lined up and ordered to
march to the outskirts of our native city to a
former brick manufacturing establishment.
There were all 16 thousand Jews from our city
plus two thousand more from the neighboring
villages in a few open barracks under the most
inhumane circumstances.
We were sleeping on the ground with very
little between us and Mother Earth. When it
rained, our pillows and blankets got so soaking
wet that we could never really dry them no
matter how hard we tried. My dear Mom, as all
the rest of the mothers in charge with providing
for their families, were cooking our meals on
open fires under the sky. Bathroom facilities
were the most dreadful of all with no privacy or
hygiene, and always waiting in line for our turn.
This dreadful place was the Ghetto.
Some semi-official rumors began to spread
that the Nazi authorities wanted to transport all
the Jews in groups of three thousand to another
part of Hungary called “Dunantul” where each
family would get a small cottage to live in and
everyone would work for the government.
This was the good part of the rumor. The
part which horrified me was that they also
wanted to gather all the young, unmarried girls
and send them to the Front as mistresses to the
soldiers. At the time, I was 18 years old and
raised under a most conservative fashion where
nothing came before honor and good reputation.
My awesome fear grew into terror and
hastily – in spite of my dear parents’ reluctant
approval – that I would marry my boyfriend Alex
Berger. I had met him many years ago. He was
a well-known lawyer with a good practice, 13
years older than I was, and handsome, protective and loving. I did like him, I was not in love
with him, but I always felt secure and comfortable in his company.
Ours was the first Ghetto wedding. The
Rabbi who performed the ceremony was my
Jewish history teacher way back in Grammar

Ghetto
Our own miseries started in early April 1944
when the German army was shamefully beaten
by the Red Army in Stalingrad and thereby
forced to retreat. Geographically, Hungary fell
into their path of withdrawal and wherever their
dirty boots reached the soil, ruin and destruction followed.
One early morning in April, we were
awakened by an impatiently sounding doorbell.
My dear father hurried to the front door to
confront - as we discovered - our personal destiny. Two German officers stood there, their
clothes still covered with dust from the Russian
battlefields, announcing that two of our rooms
would be occupied by them, leaving the five of
us with only one bedroom and access to the
kitchen and bathroom.
After this forceful abuse, many more tragic
events began to unfold in fast speed. It was
proclaimed that all Jews must wear a yellow
Star of David on our chest to be easily recognizable, and a strict curfew was imposed. Only
certain hours of the day could we leave the
house to provide for the absolute necessities.
Paradoxically enough, this kind of humiliation and slavery coincided with the celebration
of Passover, our symbolic holiday of freedom.
Needless to say, this was the saddest holiday we
have ever had and, as we discovered later on,
also the last one that we spent together as a
family. Quarantined to one small room, we all
sat around a round table, praying and crying at
the same time. That night, we did not need the
bitter spices, it was all around us in abundance.
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School. Soon, the unofficial whispers became
official and sure enough (as they had told us),
the Ghetto population was divided into five large
groups to be moved to our new headquarters
with the “firm promise” of better
conditions. So, everybody went voluntarily.

must take a bath, “they cannot allow men and
women to undress in the same facilities,” but
assured us that after the bath we will all be
reunited. That seemed logical and once again
calm was restored and obedience followed.
Now we formed two separate groups. As for
myself, deep down I felt that I should say
goodbye to my dear father, my two brothers
and to Alex.
My sorrow was so overwhelming that I burst
into tears and cried desperately. Not even my
dear Mom’s words of encouragement could give
me comfort. Who knows for how long we stood
in line waiting aimlessly for things to come.
What came next was the fatal selection! In
front of us was a high-ranking SS Officer - his
bloody name as we later found out was Dr.
Mengele - “The Angel of Death.” Surrounded
with his vicious SS bodyguards, Dr. Mengele
had such power never seen by anyone in a
finger and, a move to the right or left meant life
or death.
It was there and then that I saw my dear
Mother for the last time. We were pushed in two
different directions and there was no time for a
moment of tenderness, not even a goodbye
kiss. The truth is that we did not know what was
happening and could not suspect the final
tragedy. The only certain fact was what took
place in my heart: it broke, never to recover
completely. One part of me went with my loved
ones; it is still there.
So many times I tried to explain to myself
how could I overcome this sudden and fatal
blow? My answer was never satisfactory. It is
cynical related to feelings and somewhat more
sound related to science. When the human brain
is exposed to extreme torture and distress,
dizziness and numbness occurs. From then on,
the mechanical system takes charge and one
moves and exits as a sleepwalker.
We also know now that those sent to the left
were sent into the gas chambers, fed with
Zyklone gas but not before they were stripped
naked and left to die like rats in a cage. After
their death, they were shaved and the illustrious
German industry used the hair in upholstery.
The gold teeth were pulled out so nothing would
go to waste, and then the bodies were thrown
into the crematoria ovens. The melted fat was
used for soap and the ashes thrown into the
Vistula River.
All this was performed by the
“Sonderkommando,” inmates selected by the
SS Commandos who were present for supervision. My dear Mother’s and Father’s destiny was

Auschwitz
They had no difficulty taking us to the railroad
and shoving at least 60 people in one merchandise carrier wagon or cattle car because we
were hoping things would get better as they
could not be worse. God, how wrong we were in
assuming this! Deadly wrong! Instead of moving us to the Promised Land, we were deported
to the Calamity Land, to a god-forsaken place
on the border between Poland and Germany
(Silesia) now notoriously know as Auschwitz
Extermination Camp, the biggest death factory
the world has ever known. We traveled five days
and four nights, crowded like sardines with
practically no food, no water, no air, and no
room to move. The only wish we had was to get
off somewhere to stretch our tortured bodies.
When the doors slammed open, we suddenly felt that we had arrived to the last station
of our lives. The point of no return for most of
us. It was true.
The view shaping up before our eyes was
the most devastating picture of horror any
human mind is capable to conceive. It was the
most arid piece of land on the face of the Earth.
As far as one could see, barbed wire surrounding and dividing the camps, here and there red
brick buildings, huge smoking chimneys, all
combined with the grayish sunset, busy inmates
in striped uniforms under the watchful eyes of
SS Soldiers fully armed and holding in one hand
machine guns, in the other pulling on leashes
big German Shepherd dogs trained to kill. It
seemed that everybody was going in different
directions and that everybody was shouting,
screaming, crying at the same time creating an
internal confusion and a sense of helpless terror.
While we were pushed and shoved from
every direction, not knowing what was happening or why, we were rounded up for the fatal
selection. First step: men and women were
separated. The deep-rooted cruelty of this order
provoked a natural resistance and everybody
was clinging to each other, desperately hoping
for a reversal of this brutal command.
In order to calm the tormented crowd, the
SS Officers launched through loud speakers
their biggest lie yet, explaining that everyone
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on the left side in their early 50s, tortured and
killed by those bestial assassins.
As for the rest of us, we were condemned to
“life.” We were taken first into a huge room filled
with SS men and women and also many inmates
in stripped uniforms who performed the dirty
work. A SS Guard was always present to shout
the command and make sure of the execution.
The first order we had to obey was to undress completely and leave all our belongings on
the floor. Next, we were pushed into some cold
rooms with many shower faucets to wash ourselves. But as we discovered, the water was
very cold and there were no towels and we were
freezing and shaking.
What came next was the greatest humiliation a woman can be subjected to: they herded
us in a long line again for the degrading purpose
of being shaved, head and private parts of the
body. It is known that for a woman, her hair is
like a crown for a king. We felt cheated, robbed,
devastated. To add insult to injury, the procedure was extended by a bunch of incompetent
inmates with lots of brutality causing pain. At
the end, naked and bald, we must have looked
like we were ready for a mental asylum, the
closest friends had a hard time recognizing each
other.
By that time, my depression plunged to the
lowest grade of the scale, when all of a sudden
from nowhere a lady appeared in front of me,
clapping her hands together in total disbelief, “is
that you Hedike, I am your Aunt Bertus.” She
was indeed my Mom’s youngest sister in her
early 40s, never married but she always loved
me like her own and the feeling was mutual.
We had arrived in Auschwitz on the same
transport but were shoved into different wagons
and we had no idea of each other’s fate, so this
reunion was something to celebrate. We embraced, could not repress some tears of joy, and
she made a gracious promise to take care of me
like my Mom would. She knew that I had never
been away from my parents, and how much I
needed their love and protection. We were
holding hands, waiting for the next surprises.

covered that it was already daybreak, meaning
that we spent the whole night in our first torture
chambers, not knowing that the real challenge
was yet to come: the fight for survival!
That very morning we heard for the first
time the blasphemous two German words: “Zahl
Appel” meaning to line up for counting. After
that, every day, twice a day, this tortuous
procedure was repeated to make sure that
nobody escaped, although there was no way to
escape those threatening miles and miles of
barbed wire charged with high voltage electricity.
As we were standing there, a pitiful crowd of
misfortunates who were hungry, thirsty and
very tired, the command was given to begin our
march to our first domicile. The road was long
and unpaved and the clayish soil was very dry
and yellow. Not even accidentally could you see
a tree or a bush. When it rained, the whole
terrain turned into a sea of mud. We must have
walked a few kilometers - or so it seemed – all
within the borders of that huge and awesome
camp until we arrived at a tall gate, on the top of
which read the infamous inscription “Arbeit
Macht Frei,” meaning “Work Makes You Free.”
The SS guards opened the portals and we
all were counted again, each thousand were
squeezed in one wooden barrack. On both sides
there were three layers of wooden benches,
each layer planned for twelve people, six on one
side, six on the opposite side. One meager, thin
grey blanket was distributed for very six, underneath just the bare untreated wood. Each
barrack was called a Block and there were 32
blocks in each camp. My aunt and I got to be in
Lager C, Block 19.
Each Block had a Block Fuhrer, a senior
inmate just as criminally inclined as their masters, making our existence as miserable as
possible. They were prisoners, deported many
years before us, from Poland, Czechoslovakia
and the Ukraine overwhelmed with revengeful
hatred for us and saying that while we enjoyed
freedom, they were already suffering in camps
and refusing to accept the obvious fact that it
was pure geography whose turn was first. We
had nothing to do with the global tragedy, we
were all equal victims. They each had five or six
assistants to help them execute with greater
efficiency the daily routine.
The washrooms consisted of a wooden
barrack, three lanes of cement sinks on both
sides with rusty faucets and only dripping cold
water. The lavatory was built in the same style
with three lanes of cement blocks with many

We were now pushed into a large warehouse where clothing was distributed. The dress
that I received must have been the property of a
rather heavy, tall grandmother. It was dark blue
with tiny little white flowers and was hanging on
me so ridiculously, just adding to the horror of it
all.
After all these “spirit lifting” operations, we
were driven out of the building where we dis5

holes drilled closely, no separation, no privacy,
not a piece of paper - just another living proof of
total human degradation.
The kitchen was at a distance from the rest
of the barracks, where only the very lucky ones
had the good fortune to work. Food was by far
the greatest commodity. The possession or the
lack of it meant to survive or to perish. Those
few belonging to the Elite Group were unreachable. As for the rest of us in the crowd, our
fate was distinctly different.
The “soup” was the basic meal. Inmates
chosen from our ranks had to go with the SS
Officer to the kitchen to carry in large metal
kettles of that “delicacy” containing water,
barley, grass and here or there, a seed of bean.
The taste of it was just like dishwater; the distribution of it was even more dreadful. Everybody had to crowd up on their bunks while the
officials were filling two 3-liter pans with that
miserable liquid, throwing one of them for the
twelve inhabitants of each layer. No plates or
spoons or similar luxuries, one person after the
next had to drink from the same container. My
instinctive reaction was to refuse this subhuman
treatment and - if not for my dear aunt with her
mature wisdom - I overcame my disgust and
gave in to the harsh reality to avoid certain
starvation.
At night, we received a small piece of heavy
black bread with tiny pieces of margarine and a
few sips of a dark liquid called coffee, the taste
of which was awful but at least it was warm.

from human to dog barking, to whistle blowing
to car engines running. We suspected the worst
and were right. This time they did not let us out
from our barracks except only around midday the radical liquidation was always done secretly.
When we looked over the barbed wires to the
camp holding 12 thousand unfortunate prisoners just the day before, now totally empty - not
a soul, not a sound, a pure ghost town. The
procedure was to select the weak and skinny
ones, load them on trucks directly to the gas
chambers; the still able bodies were sent away
somewhere in Germany to forced labor.
Danger was our companion ever since we
entered the camp. With this last menacing
event, the fear became more acute and never
left us.
The next day, it was our turn. In a most unusual
midday hour, the German guards began to blow
their whistle, screaming “Alle heraus,” “everybody out,” line up and undress completely. The
same bloody murderers who selected us six
weeks earlier at our arrival were deciding again
on our destiny. This time they were looking
distinctly for healthy subjects and young in age.
Obviously, my dear aunt did not correspond to
the requirements and was sent back to the
barracks. She took a chance to run into the
well-guarded area where I was quarantined with
a few hundred other young women but, to my
everlasting grief, she was caught by the SS and
beaten severely.
I saw her a couple of times after this tragedy and I know that she survived all the atrocities of Birkenau until the very end. When the
day of Russian liberation approached, the SS
liquidated the majority of the camp and with all
my deep sorrow, she fell victim too.

Under these barbaric conditions, we were
simply vegetating from one day to the next,
most of the time envious of those who were sent
to die right at the beginning. We were kept idle,
the only camp activity being the twice-a-day
Zahl Appel. In the middle of the night, the
whistle blew signaling the first line-up of the
day. Five in a row, we had to stand there until
morning when the SS Officers come to count the
horde. For their own entertainment, they were
searching for someone whose face they did not
like submitting her to a brutal beating. Sometimes they claimed that people were missing
and the whole camp had to kneel for a few
hours. We were not spared from punishment
not even when it rained. On the contrary, it
added some spice to their amusement. Don’t
have to think too long to understand why the
name of the camp was Extermination Camp.
Six horrible weeks went by and one night
we overheard some internal screams from the
neighbor camp. The sounds were alternating

As for us who had to go on, we were guided out
the gates, through the camp roads to a place
where we finally were allowed to take a shower.
We even received a precious piece of soap and
were actually allowed to go in the warehouse – a
huge building – stuffed to the roof with clothes
and shoes belonging to those millions of misfortunates who had been forced through the
gates of death. We were permitted to pick and
choose some underwear, a dress, shoes and
even a sweater.
Everyone received a bread ration with a
small piece of cheap sausage and were guided
directly to the railroad tracks. Sitting there in
the hot sun waiting for the train, we were almost
hopeful again, perhaps for something better to
be.
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Our optimism did not last too long as a
young messenger boy came running to the SS
Officer in charge and handed him a paper roll
which he read and then blew his whistle angrily
commanding us back in the camp – in camp 32,
exactly the one from where just a little while ago
our predecessor were so cruelly decimated – the
former Czech Lager.
What had happened was that the Russians
advanced very successfully in the East, and the
Germans needed all the available trains to
evacuate their own civilians and soldiers. Naturally, we did not know anything about the
outside world. What we knew was that we were
the first settlers of the camp still populated with
ghosts, and the smell of death was suffocating.
That very day, I saw my dear Aunt in the
neighbor camp. What a relief it was to know that
she was alive, soothing somewhat the pain of
separation.
After a few days of new adjustments, I met
a very nice girl named Sonja, with whom I could
share some of my thoughts. We were the same
age, had the same background, began to take
care of each other, and became close friends.
One day at the usual roll call, the newly appointed camp commander solicited volunteers,
those who knew how to sew. Both of us, with at
least a hundred of the newcomers, raised our
hands and were accepted in the Elite level of
fully employed prisoners.

trace of hygiene, mercy anesthesia. After this
cruel intrusion was executed, our names were
inscribed in a huge journal accompanied by our
newly earned tattooed numbers. It resulted in
many severe infections, some fatal. My arm got
so swollen and very sore that as a miracle I
survived that too. The number on my left arm
ink ready to mark our arms for the rest of our
lives. The operation was very painful, each letter and number consisted of many punctures
deep in the flesh without the slightest is
A-12712.
Germany
Months went by and the weather turned colder.
We were in the middle of October wondering
how much longer we could resist the elements
and the subhuman treatment, the trademarks
of the extermination camp. One early afternoon
– as unexpectedly as everything else in that God
forsaken place – we were ordered out for selection. This time among the uniformed SS Officers, there were 3-4 German civilians and that
was definitely out of the ordinary. Every selection arose horror like fear and suspicion because
it always resulted in certain death for some of
us.
These civilians seemed to have plenty of
authority as we discovered later, as they were
mechanics from an ammunition factory wanting
urgent replacements for the regular laborers, all
drafted in the army to serve the “beloved Fatherland.” Even the younger German women
were called in for various patriotic services as
there was no one left to build the war machine
or to supply the crumbling fronts with gun
powder.
The picking and choosing went swiftly. They
wanted healthy looking individuals with specific
emphasis on strong hands, inspecting them
from every angle. Seemingly, I met the requirements together with the 300 other young
women. They carefully isolated us from the rest
of the camp population and promptly had us
undergo the same standard procedures of
showering, getting clean clothes, better shoes,
even a warm winter coat, a piece of bread, and
a thin slice of cheese for the road. Hurried again
to the railroad, but this time for real, the train
was already there, waiting for us to be boarded
quietly in wagons and miraculously the dream
became reality.
To leave behind that living inferno, its
menacing, constantly smoking crematoria
chimneys, offered a pale sign of hope. The
further the train was speeding away, the better

Sewing
We were moved into a separate barrack and as
an extra luxury, each received a blanket of our
own and was rewarded with a little better soup.
Also, twice a week at night, besides the regular
portion of bread and margarine or bread and a
tiny piece of sausage or other times a little
marmalade or cheese, we were distributed a
couple of cooked potatoes. God, what a delicacy
it seemed to be and we rediscovered the taste of
potatoes all over again. At least it did somewhat
quiet down, the constant loud rumble of our
empty stomachs.
The working place was just another barrack
within the same camp with some sewing machines. But the work consisted mainly of
patching and fixing up old clothes manually. The
workload was reasonable and not too demanding. Nobody had difficulty filling the jobs.
A few uneventful weeks went by and then
one early morning roll call we were surprised
again by the tattoo commando. We had to line
up and one by one approach a table where the
tattoo “experts” kept their syringes and black
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we began to feel. The wider the distance grew
the more relieved we were. Our destination was
unknown, their methods were always secretive
and confusing, and the end results were always
cruel. As an ultimate tribute to infamy, those
ruthless assassins let the camp orchestra plan
cheerful melodies while they line up their helpless victims for the gas chambers. Many times
we witnessed that.
This time, the signs were positive as they
desperately needed able bodies for their unscrupulous purposes to build the war machine
by extorting the little energy still existent after
so many months of starvation and depravation.
After two days of travel, we arrived in a
small town in Germany - Taucha bei Leipzig –
where we found our accommodations greatly
improved from what we left behind. There were
only about thirty girls to one room and only two
levels of wooden bunks, one separate bunk per
person with a straw mattress and a straw pillow,
and a grey thin blanket for each person. In the
middle of the medium size room was an iron
fireplace, insufficiently rationed firewood and
coal. The washrooms were available of course
only cold water, but at least in usable condition.
Even the latrines were built for more privacy. A
far cry from the English type WCs, more in the
Turkish style: a hole in the ground with two
stands for feet for a bend down position.
The food was much better too; the way it
was distributed seemed more like an army
camp. We stood in line to enter a large dining
room with wooden tables and benches, every
one received a white ceramic container and a
spoon, advancing one by one to a kitchen
trustee who splashed a liter of soup in every
plate. The soup was made of potatoes, some
cabbage, barley and even small pieces of unknown origin of meat. At night three people
received one piece of bread, prepared from dark
flour of third quality, a small piece of cheese or
marmalade or margarine or some smelly bologna.
All these “goodies” were not given away for
nothing. We were assigned to hard labor 12
hours with practically no rest. From 6 AM to 6
PM for two weeks, then from 6 PM to 6AM for the
following two weeks. Every two weeks, we were
rotated to very heavy and demanding work.
The factory was supplying the German
Army’s tanks with ammunition. I recall so well
the superhuman efforts we had to display especially at night work, not to fall asleep of
overwhelming fatigue. The SS and civilian
guards were supervising us constantly and if

somebody stopped for a second, the punishment and beating was swift and merciless. What
also contributed to our hardships was that we
had to march from the campsite to the factory a
long way away. It was bitter cold winter and
because our clothes were not warm enough,
many of us suffered frostbite.
My guardian angel sent in my way a nice
young man of Polish descent who with many
other of his group were prisoners of war as
former officers in the Polish Army, and were
assigned to the same factory to forced labor. He
simply felt sorry for me and because their rations were somewhat better than ours, whenever he could, he clandestinely dropped a slice
of bread, an onion, or a cigarette in my sack.
Although I was already a smoker, I withstood
the temptation and exchanged it with a kitchen
aide for bread and a pair of wooden boots, which
literally became my lifesaver, preventing my
feet from frostbite and ultimately from irreversible ganglions.
My good friend Sonja was not so lucky to
have a benefactor but I did share everything
with her. One dark day we discovered that we
were infested with lice. From then on, any little
free time we had, just like the monkeys, we
inspected each other and tried in vain to eliminate this plague. Although we washed and
cleaned ourselves the best we could, it proved
to be insufficient.
Under these difficult conditions, we managed to push one day after the next in a pretty
uneventful manner. In the month of March
1945, many times we saw hundreds of airplanes
flying thousands of feet high in the sky; in the
glare of the sun they looked like silver flies, so
magnificently beautiful and harmless looking.
To our joyous astonishment, within minutes we
heard a colossal noise, the bombardment of
Leipzig at a distance of ten kilometers, but the
intensity of that force was so powerful that our
barracks were shaken like paper toys. The
closed windows broke under pressure, the sky
darkened and it seemed like the end was near.
And yet, nobody was afraid, just the contrary,
the hope erupting in our hearts, blessing quietly
the Allied Forces for their heroic output, we felt
that our freedom could not be too far. We were
correct. The only crucial thing we could not
know was what a horrible price we would have
to pay for it.
More and more, our work at the factory was
interrupted by sirens urging us to take cover in
the underground bunkers against the persisting
8

and repeated air attacks; even the ground fire
must have been fierce not too far in the distance. The cannon detonations became ever
louder. We were praying and hoping to see and
touch our liberators any minute. But this was
not to be! Instead, we were to meet yet the
most trying episode of our entire deportation.

simply let me go.
Another event which convinced me even
more that someone “Up There” was watching
over me, was when Sonja, my good friend, and
myself ventured into a very daring endeavor.
We sneaked away from the group trying to get
close to the closest village houses to beg for
some food.
The SS guards were always on the lookout
for fugitives. After we succeeded to receive
some meager handouts, we wanted to get back
to our group. We knew that we could not hide or
escape anywhere, the villages were filled with
Nazi officials, native and refugees. Keep in mind
that we were located in the last small ring of
Nazi territory, most of Germany was already
occupied by the Allied troops.
As we were crossing the meadow, suddenly
we heard a terrible voice behind us yelling to
stop. We turned around to see the SS guards
from our unit with their loaded rifles directed
toward us. In a split second, my whole life was
projected before my eyes. I made peace with
my maker, as I was sure this was the end. We
were holding hands in terror, praying silently for
courage or mercy. They approached us with
their rifles aimed at us and asked what we were
doing on the forbidden land. We told them the
truth – that we were so very hungry that we
went to beg for food. How and why they did not
shoot us is something we will we will never know
for sure, but I truly believe that some divine
source intervened in all these immediate
life-threatening instances.
The only harm we suffered were a few
powerful slaps on the face, a few kicks in the
back, and orders to march in front of them.
We arrived at a fence at the outskirts of the
same village where we met three sisters from
our group, searching for the same goal as we
did. One of them was mortally wounded by a
gun shot from the same rifle aimed at us. It was
a sight I will never forget: that beautiful young
girl lying on the dusty ground, bleeding, lamenting, crying for another bullet to end her
suffering. These bestial criminals had deaf ears
for anything humane. Instead, they still wanted
to teach us a lesson.
Everything was decaying, falling apart
around them, their fatherland was in shambles.
That handful of assassins were still enjoying
themselves torturing the helpless, innocent
victims. They procured a small carriage from a
farmer, made us lift her into it and then pull her
back to where the group was stationed to
demonstrate to them what happens if you don’t

Death March
One day in early April 1945, we were called out
to the open campground and given the final and
almost fatal command: we had to abandon the
camp and “escape” quickly in the woods to
avoid “the subjugation by the enemy troops.”
Surrounded by the SS guards, the Death
March commenced. For the following three
nightmarish weeks, we were forced to march on
the roads without food and rest, exposed to the
rain, cold and wind but mainly fatigued. We
were dragged without any mercy, those who
could not stand on their feet any more, sitting
down for a moment of rest, were shot on the
spot, worse than dogs. This final abuse seemed
endless; the SS assassins were turning their
anger and frustration against us. Out of a few
hundreds, we remained just a few. How, I will
never know! To escape was impossible because
there were almost more guards than prisoners
watching every move we made. For the first
time in my life, I learned how to walk and sleep
at the same time, how to eat grass and leaves to
complete starvation, and how to make my bed
on the ground from fallen leaves using my old
coat as a blanket. We were filled with lice, there
was not the slightest possibility for any hygiene.
Only three or four times during the devastating
weeks of our forced march, the SS stopped us
close to a farm on the road and requisitioned
some cooked potatoes from the farmer to keep
us alive. That seemed to us as the greatest
feast! Obviously, a few potatoes could not quiet
down our chronic hunger and most of us tried a
second time to sneak in the line for a few more
life saving “delicacies.”
We had an SS guard, a young woman in her
early 20s, well known for her savage character.
For the slightest deviation, she would beat her
victim to unconsciousness. Even then, her sadistic appetite would not cease, kicking in the
stomach a couple more times. This monster was
in charge of the potato line. Although I was
always terrified of being beaten, this time my
painful hunger pushed me to break the rule. It
was another miraculous appearance of my
Guardian Angel. The murderess recognized my
face standing for a second helping but she
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obey. When we approached the girls surrounding us driven by curiosity, the SS never
found us. We all looked alike with our dirty rags
hanging on our unwashed tired bodies. That is
how we escaped further pursuit and punishment.

walk toward the other end of the bridge. In fast
steps, I sneaked under the bridge. My heartbeat
was so loud, I could hear it. I knew deep down
that I ventured into something very dangerous:
self-reliance and survival in the land of the
fiercest enemy. The pressure was so forceful,
fear could not stop me. The only guiding light I
had was to somehow calm down my painful
hunger.
I began my journey in the nearby forest,
watching with sharp senses for any danger sign
when all of a sudden, I heard a noise behind a
dense bush. I stopped and listened, suspecting
some kind of an animal, when a girl slowly stood
up and walked toward me. We immediately
recognized each other. She was from our unit, a
former head- capo of one of our working divisions. The joy was so overwhelming, we embraced and gave humble thanks, offering mutual companionship in our lonely dangerous
mission. The pledge of fidelity was sealed, no
matter where our destiny would take us, we
would stay together till the very end.
Then, we sat down to work out our most
immediate strategy. The ideas came to me
astonishingly fast. As we both spoke German
fluently, I thought to go to the mayor of the next
closet village and tell him that we were volunteers from Siebenburgen – that was really our
native province (Transylvania) – and that we
are of Sachsische (German) descent (truthfully,
they were in abundance in that part of the
world). We would tell him that we came by our
free will to help the best way we could the Third
Reich to win the war; that we did work in an
ammunition factory near Leipzig but because
the “enemy” approached the city, we had to
escape which is the reason we looked so pitiful;
that we were not looking for handouts but
wanted to work for our meals and shelter; and
that we did not expect any monetary compensation. This was a pretty outlandish story, reality interwoven with big lies. But we thought it
was a very good one and that it might work.
With reborn hope and confidence while at
the same time still suspicious and circumspect,
we directed our steps toward the closest little
rural settlement and proceeded according to our
plan. As we reached the first house in that village called Papendorf – eight kilometers from
Meissen famous for its porcelain factories - we
stopped and asked for directions to the mayor’s
place. An older woman came to the gate, inspecting us with mistrust but still she told us
hesitantly the exact route. We hurried as fast as
we could on the populated, winding dirt roads,

Escape
One day toward the end of the third dreadful
week of aimless marching, degraded to the
lowest level of existence, I told my friend Sonja
that it would be much wiser to somehow run
away rather than to accept who knows how
much longer of those subhuman conditions and
certain starvation. Every day we were weaker
and weaker. We had no information about what
was really happening on the battlefield. The only
thing we knew first hand was the constant
cannon detonations not too far away. The
hunger in my stomach was so excruciating, I
decided to somehow escape to fill me empty
stomach. She was afraid of being caught and
executed on the spot. As for myself, I preferred
this quick end to witnessing my own slow but
certain extinction.
That time we were stationed in a forest near
a bridge above a shallow river. The next
morning I decided to throw down all my
lice-infested rags and take a bath in the river.
When I invited Sonja to come along, she was
convinced that I went berserk. Keep in mind
that we were still in April and it was very cold
and windy. I went to the SS guard who appointed to watch the bridge, and asked for
permission to wash myself in the river. He could
have reacted with anger for such a request but
he seemed almost amused that someone would
be silly enough to step into that icy cold water.
He approved and I went down on a slippery
slope to the river, quickly undressed and
stepped into that terribly cold water while the
guard watched me from the bridge in disbelief.
Although my skin turned red and purple, the
touch of long time missed self-care still felt
good. As I was busy doing my chores, the salvation route appeared miraculously in front of
my eyes. Under the bridge, I saw a plateau - an
excellent hiding place - on the other side, another forest. If I could somehow get there, the
gate to freedom could open wide.
I took my time and slowly I got dressed,
and with the corner of my eyes was constantly
looking at the guard with the firm idea that at
the opportune moment I would sneak under the
bridge.
That break came when the guard began to
10

fearing to meet someone who could recognize
our prison identities.

dle-aged farmer. His wife was just as tall,
somewhat skinnier, and had two blond girls
about our age. The mayor did the talking and
recommended us with confidence. They were in
need of help and our modest conditions contributed also; they accepted us without any
difficulty. After the deal was in place, the mayor
shook our hands, wishing us well. And we did
thank him sincerely for his efforts, never allowing ourselves the luxury of speculating had
he known our true stories, what he would have
done.
There we were in a new home with a roof
above our heads, no more fear of starvation,
surrounded by regular civilians instead of the
vicious SS guards. What a blessed change in
such a short time!
First thing, they asked if we wanted
something to eat. We had just had our meal an
hour ago as the mayor’s house, still we could
not refuse another offer. The youngest girl was
cooking some pancakes topped with apricot jam
and it seemed so unreal that just a few hours
ago we inhabited the wilderness, the menacing
April skies above us, with an uncertain future;
and here we were now in a real house eating
such royal delicacies. Civilization did not vanish
from the face of the earth after all, we were just
deprived of it!
We were allowed to take a bath and scrub
the dirt off. In the mean time, the youngest girl,
Marian, gave us some of her old clothing to wear
so we could throw away our lice-infested rags.
With our stomachs filled, clean, and dressed in
better garments, we felt reborn and were very
content and deeply grateful.
But our biggest astonishment was yet to
come when Marian took us upstairs and showed
us our room. It was a small bedroom with two
beds, a tiny table, one chair and a dresser with
three drawers. The bed sheets, pillows and
warm feather comforters were snow white,
luxuries we left behind a year ago. We felt like
the gates to paradise had opened, and we were
invited to enjoy all its blessings.
Without delay, we were instructed about
our duties and house regulations. The main
characteristics of the Germans are: being very
clean, orderly and systematic: awakening time
at 5 AM, the chores to take care of the livestock.
They had a huge stable with twelve cows. We
had to change the straw around them, bring hay
and corn to feed them, and then milk them.

Finally, we arrived at a handsome looking house
and we knocked on the front door. A middle-aged woman nicely combed and dressed –
obviously the mayor’s wife – came to meet us.
We realized that for someone who has never
seen starved and tortured slaves, we must have
looked awful, so I told her immediately not to be
afraid as we were not vagabonds despite of our
poor looks, just displaced “Germans” in search
of employment. She reacted with much understanding and sympathy, inviting us into the
house. The truth is that in those days, toward
the end of the war, the roads were filled with
refugees, it seemed that much of the population
abandoned their homes looking for safety
somewhere else.
She knew that we were hungry so she offered us a wonderful lunch, simple things like
bread and milk and some potatoes with sour
cream, but it tasted better than anything before. For the first time – for such a long time –
we were sitting again in a clean house at a
dinner table, eating like human beings again. It
took us some effort to watch our table manners,
not to grab for the food on the table from which
we were deprived it seemed forever.
Shortly after we had our regal meal, the
mayor arrived home for lunch and was quite
surprised finding uninvited guests in the house.
We practically did not have a chance to repeat
our story to him, his wife did the talking: first
she introduced us by our first name as Hedy and
Rosy, telling with tears in her eyes about our
unfortunate destiny, intervening with ardor in
our behalf for a place to stay.
Farm Work
The mayor was a short, stocky, jovial looking
man in his fifties who seemed very impressed by
the “sacrifices” we made for the “Fatherland”
and expressed willingness to help us. It did not
take him too long to remember that the richest
farmer in the village needed workers on the
fields and more hands in the stable. Without
even finishing his lunch, he offered to take us
personally to this family to make sure that they
wouldn’t refuse us. We were obviously elated,
saying our thanks and goodbyes to his wife, and
followed the mayor’s lead to our next destination.
We must have walked for half an hour before we arrived at a very large house, beautifully kept with a pretty flower garden in the
front. The owner was a very tall, heavy, mid-

I did not have any previous experience with
such functions; I was a nice city girl, although
11

my grandfather had a dairy farm. I saw it many
times but other than patting the cows, I never
did anything else. Luckily, Rosy’s parents were
also farmers in a small rural town not too far
from my native city, so she felt very much at
home with these duties and coached me with
such skill that nobody noticed my incompetence.
After we finished the work in the stable, we
had a big house to clean. Scrub the wooden
floors, wash dishes, clean the oven, wash
clothes by hand, and sweep the yard. Backbreaking hard work until 8 PM with only time
allowed to eat three meals a day.
On the fields, we were taken only twice
because they had three other servants, two
Russian men and a woman from Ukraine. They
were just simply deported from their homeland
for work in Germany, wherever the need was.
And the need was everywhere, practically all
Germans from a young age were drafted in the
army, there were very few left to perform on the
domestic front. We never dared to reveal even
to them our real identities. They suspected the
truth but did not denounce us.
At meal time, we were all seated in a separate small dining room and the conversation
was minimal because everyone was too tired to
talk. The food was abundant and pretty good.
My friend and I always ate more than our feeble
stomachs could digest and we both got sick with
diarrhea. Every ten minutes, we had to run to
the bathroom, day and night. This severe illness
combined with the demanding workload almost
destroyed us. I remember so clearly that I was
praying with a loud voice for salvation, which
seemed more and more remote. Little did we
know that in reality, it was just around the
corner.

dued. The entire German family seemed petrified and scared to death, they hung in the attic
the white flag, symbol of peaceful surrender.
The other servants were sitting in the morning
sun, all waiting for a noisy parade when the
conquerors marched through the town. We cried
and laughed at the same time. Inside our
chests, the air was so tight that it almost exploded. What a joyous blessed day, the 9th of
May 1945, our Day of Independence!
Without any further fanfare, all of a sudden,
the front gate opened and two Russian soldiers
walked through - pretty plain looking fellows,
but they seemed to us like messengers from
Heaven. They first stopped and talked in great
length with our Russian colleagues, then they
turned to us and we showed them our tattoos
and said we are “haftlings” (prisoners) from
Auschwitz.
The echo of this infernal sound made them
react with warm sympathy. They invited us to
go with them and meet the rest of their Red
Army Unit in the center of the town but not
before they requisitioned the farmer’s carriage
with two horses and the girls’ bicycles.
After they helped us into the carriage, they
drove us to a huge market place, filled with
trucks, jeeps and lots of people, some civilians,
but mainly uniformed soldiers and officers of the
Red Army.
Going Home
Among others, we met a Jewish mayor. We
could hardly believe that some lucky Jews were
in a much better situation, instead of being
degraded to a subhuman level as we were. They
were upgraded to high ranks, fighting for the
noblest goal - the destruction of an unprecedented evil empire. He was delighted to meet us
and spoke perfect Yiddish (we spoke some).
Luckily, we understood each other very well.
After we told him in short our tragic stories,
he behaved like a true brother. He wanted to
know what our intentions were. Obviously, our
most ardent desire was to return to our homeland in the hope of finding our families.
He told us that we would have difficulties
finding means of transportation as the German
railroads were in total disarray. He said we
would need some food and clothing for the
journey. He gave the order to break open a big
textile factory and let us choose as many lovely
materials as we needed, and gave us half a
smoked pork with a small carriage in which to
pack it - finally some real good advice: To keep
a non-insulting distance from soldiers (some of

Red Army
On the tenth day of our arrival there, we went to
bed as usual but this time the awakening was
very unusual. Instead of the 5 AM alarm bell,
the youngest girl Marian came into our room
looking very disturbed and secretive, whispering with her finger on her mouth that we were in
“big trouble” since during the night, the Russians marched in to town. They knew well that
the day would come when they would have to
respond for all the calamities and atrocities
committed against innocent victims. Hallelujah
that great day was here! What was fear for them
meant salvation for us.
We dressed quickly and ran down stairs to
meet our liberators. The mood was very sub12

them were looking for “good times”) and if they
tried to molest us, we would tell them that we
were ill with venereal disease that was equal
with leprosy. The policy in the Russian Army
was the harshest punishment on those who
contracted venereal diseases.
Also from him, we got the most joyful news
that on that very day - the 9th of May 1945 - the
unconditional surrender of the entire German
Army was announced. What a glorious day for
the whole human race!

ing on the streets, we met two former camp
people, very nice girls who were searching for
the same transit goals: shelter and food. Now,
we could form a larger group, offering each
other more safety. We were all very happy indeed with this new arrangement. Together we
walked toward the center of the city where we
met many Russians. The first favor we asked
them was to find us a place where we could
stay. The tattoos on our arms proved eloquently
our tragic identities and the Russians always
reacted favorably to our needs.
Two tall fellows in Russian uniforms volunteered to take us to a pension nearby. We knew
that we were in good hands because their fierce
brute appearance would convince in no time any
cowardly scared German that the moment was
here to share all their earthly possessions with
those whom they humiliated and left destitute
themselves. The Russians had also suffered a
great deal during the war. They too had tasted
first-hand all its miseries so they felt a lot of
compassion for us.
We came to a two-storied building. The
front sign indicated “Pension” for guests in need
of room and board. As we entered, on the lower
level was a good-sized restaurant and the second floor contained the rooms for rent.
Our Russian companions demanded to see
the landlord. A middle-aged woman claimed the
ownership. She got the message loud and clear
that we needed two rooms and she had to serve
us meals for as long as we wanted to stay. At
first she said that there was no vacancy but
quickly she changed her mind and made the
necessary accommodations.
For the second time now since were dispersed from our homes, we were enjoying again
the luxuries of civilization: a clean room, a nice
bed, ready-meals close to home-cooking served
in the restaurant with her regular guests.
We met a young man from Bucharest,
Romania who was a student there. When he
discovered that we spoke perfect Romanian, he
became very friendly with us and by a totally
unforeseen event, he saved our lives.
We were so hopelessly hungry that we ate
more than we were supposed to. The food was
very fatty and abundant so we got sick again
with diarrhea. For days, we could hardly move
and became terribly weak. Things were still
disorganized and medical service was nonexistent. We stayed in bed, could not eat or drink,
and with no remedy in sight.
One day, our Romanian friend realized in
dismay that if something wasn’t done, we would

We said goodbye to our benefactor but not before we expressed our heartfelt thanks for
everything. Shortly after, we were on our way
toward our eventful journey back home. It took
us a day or two until we handcrafted a few
necessary pieces of clothing from the fine fabrics we picked up from the textile depot. The
rest of it we packed in the small carriage which
had a long handle, along with the pork meat and
some bread. We grabbed on to each side of the
handle of our carriage containing all our earthly
treasures, and we were again on our own confronting a new world still unsettled with many
dangers. But inside, we were overwhelmed with
our newly regained freedom.
We traveled the road close to the railroad
tracks for two good reasons: first, we were
hopeful to see a train on which we could climb;
second, it was a good guiding light toward our
destination and we knew that sooner or later we
would come to a railroad station where we could
rest. We tried to do the walking during the day
and stop at night in stations. We did not dare to
sleep, only in turns, being afraid of all kinds of
strange-looking characters with dubious intentions. Keep in mind that we were only twenty
years old and even if all the glare was gone from
what we went through, the age itself was the
peril.
One morning - it must have been on the third
day of our journey - as we were getting ready to
continue our endless march, we heard that a
locomotive would leave the station in the same
direction we had to pursue. We ran to the
conductor, a short little guy in his late 50s and
with all the skill we had, we tried to convince
him to take us along. At first, he was very reluctant but later he agreed to take us to Freiburg.
This was a fairly small city in East Germany,
not terribly devastated by the war, in sharp
contrast with larger cities like we saw such as
Leipzig, Breslau, and Dresden which were
completely reduced to ruins. As we were walk13

get weaker and weaker, dehydrated to the point
of no return. So he decided to cook for us a soup
with many spices he had learned to prepare
from his mother. It was called “ciorba.” What
other ingredients he added we will never know
but this soup miraculously restored us to our
feet. Our appetites returned and along with
them, our strength.
With each passing day, we became stronger
until we felt that we were again ready to continue our interrupted journey. All in all, we spent
ten or twelve days in Freiberg, and we were all
very anxious to get home as fast as possible. So
our first move after illness was to the Railroad
Station to find out if the trains were moving by
now with more frequency. To our great relief,
we did find out that a loaded freight train would
pull out to Katowice, Poland in the morning
hours.

blown up by the SS to remove evidence. There
we were standing facing the open ovens in
horror and dismay where millions of innocent
people were burned to ashes, victims of the
“final solution.” Overcome with pain and tears,
we said a silent prayer. Wounded and depressed, we walked back to the train, which was
all set to continue its course.
We arrived in Katowice the next morning where
in so many previous instances, we were looking
for the protection of our Russian friends, this
time with much less success. They herded many
of us in one large group into a former elementary school. Everything was regimented and our
personal freedom was severely impaired. Only
at certain hours were we allowed to visit the city
under the watchful eyes of a guardian.
Although we did not like the way we were
treated - the strict discipline imposed again - we
did not suspect any foul play. We trusted them
completely. None of us had such a diabolic
imagination to see what was behind the surface,
not until one day when we met in town a group
of young men from our native country. They
were there on a voluntary mission, mainly in
Poland and Germany, to search for the survivors
of the disastrous Holocaust, and help them return home. When we told them about the conditions in that Russian camp, they knew immediately that we were trapped. To our horror,
they revealed under discreet whispers the cruel
intent of the “benefactors” - that we were all
sentenced to hard labor somewhere in Russia to
help rebuild their country ravaged during the
war. Never in our wildest dreams could we
imagine that they would impose such hardship
on those who were in their sight. It was our first
shocking disappointment concerning our Russian “friends” but not our last.
In any case, now that we were informed
about the painful truth, we were in a hurry to
work out a strategy of escape from our tragic
fate. When you are in a squeeze, it is amazing
how fast your brain works. We cooked up a plan
that the young men from our native country
would come the next day to the camp for a visit
as our former boyfriends. They would take with
them most of our meager but precious belongings and then the following day, they would ask
permission from the commandant to take us for
a walk on the campsite’s surrounding meadow,
parking their truck away from view so that we
could still easily reach it. I assume that because
justice was on our side, everything went well
and to our great relief, we were on our merry

We rushed back, packed our belongings and
hurried to the station again not to miss this rare
occasion. We climbed on one of those freight
carrier wagons. By that time, nobody asked for
permission as an unwritten rule was in effect refugees and dislocated people could travel free
wherever they had good luck to catch a train.
The rail tracks were in very bad shape as a
result of the many blessed bombardments by
the Allied Troops. Sometimes, the trains had to
stop for days in certain locations until the repairs were done. That is how we had a chance to
see a few larger cities like Dresden and Breslau
which were in complete ruins. We could not see
one standing building as everything was destroyed.
Finally, after a few days of stop and go, we arrived to a location extremely familiar to us. It
was our former damned extermination camp,
Auschwitz!
This time, the view was quite different.
Looking in from outside, seeing the barracks
and camp grounds filled with fractions of the
captured German army guarded by their victorious Russians, gave us a small amount of satisfaction realizing at the same time that no
matter how violent the revenge would be
against the deadly oppressor, the punishment
would never match the unprecedented crime. It
was for the first time this sad fact did strike us
so painfully.
Afterwards, we visited a few places that
were inaccessible to us while we were unfortunate residents - like the former SS headquarters, the gas chambers, and the one
standing crematorium. Most of them were
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the morning, the 21st of June 1945, we looked
out the window and saw the familiar Railroad
Station with the large inscription Cluj signaling
the end of our terrible adventurous journey. We
laughed and cried at the same time. It was just
a little over one year since we were expelled
from the same place. The intent of those responsible for our torture and sufferings was
never to let us return to what was rightfully
ours.

way to Krakow, Poland.
There we found rescue efforts at their best. Well
organized volunteers from our homeland
sponsored by those few Jewish survivors who
were dragged to forced labor camps within the
country - consequently (Jewish survivors) earlier liberated with their businesses and properties reclaimed and focusing on the most humane
goal: to reunite families scattered all over Europe.
Krakow is a large city that, at that time, was
an important distribution center for Jewish
refugees. We were sheltered in a large, old
school building and promised to stay there as
little as possible to allow them enough time to
form substantially large groups to be escorted
by them back home.
As we were waiting there with pounding
hearts, hopeful to see again our loved ones, I
was among the lucky ones to find out two very
happy news from the new arriving comrades:
my first big love George Rozsa was back home
minding the family business and my brother
Max had also survived the deadliest hardships.

Some officials from the newly formed Jewish
community were waiting for us at the station to
identify each survivor, distributing everyone to
transit homeless shelters or in some rare cases,
to reunite with families. My only desire was to
run fast to my former house and see without
any more delay who from my loved ones was
already there. As the distance from the station
was a block away, after asking for the officials’
consent to let me go, I was already galloping on
the empty street of my native town. In seconds,
I was standing in front of the large gate of our
large apartment building still locked.
It could not have been more than five
o’clock in the morning and I rang the bell. The
janitor’s sleepy wife came to the gate. When she
saw me, it was just like seeing a ghost and she
began to throw crosses all over her. They never
expected to see us again. I told her that I
wanted to inspect our apartment and that she
should come with me.
Reluctantly, she obeyed and, jumping two
stairs at a time to the second floor, there I was
facing our front door which in the past opened
so many times to offer safety. I rang the bell
again and a stranger came to open the door. I
told him who I was and that I wanted to see who
was inside.
Without waiting for a reply, I was in the
hallway, running through the rooms but everything looked and felt different. Like walking
along the ruins of a vanished world, I felt a
painful sting in my heart realizing that nothing
would be the same again. Although I was home,
I did not have a home.
Lonely and devastated, I went back to my
group at the Railroad Station as a fit candidate
for a collective shelter. Two modern twin
buildings were converted into dormitories for
the survivors. There I met my younger cousin
Eva Lebevits who now lived in Israel with her
son and grandchildren. This unexpected reunion
brought out a few happy tears. I remember the
first thing I told her was that she should come
with me to transmit a message and a letter to

Sweet Home
What happened next proved to be a turning
point of my life. With the latest arrivers, I met
George Rozsa’s cousin Piri who was deported
from Oradea to Auschwitz and later to a labor
camp. In spite of her mature age, she conquered the odds and was very happy to meet
me. We found such a wonderful common ground
to explore for her, the favorite cousin and for
me, my first true love. Going down memory
lane, we became quickly good friends. She
asked me to deliver a letter to George Rozsa
just as soon as I got back to my hometown. A
firm promise from my part closed the deal. I just
don’t remember if ever I was more anxious or
willing to keep a promise.
We spent some two weeks in Krakow until
the group was large enough to form a transport
until finally one afternoon we were informed
that the following day we would start the long
awaited sentimental journey home, “sweet
home.” There would not be any more stops, we
would travel in passenger cars attached to the
freight train with plenty to eat and drink if we
could just erase the horror of the recent past,
we could feel human again.
The train left the station and our joyful hope
rose high to be replaced quickly with fearful
sorrow of what was waiting for us at the end of
the line.
After three days of a slow ride, very early in
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George Rozsa. We washed up and put on our
Sunday best, and we were on our way to the
inevitable meeting with my future.

when we were deported. His larger companions
informed us that he was selected as a shoeshine
boy for SS Officers, a very enviable position. It
meant more and better food and certainly better
treatment - the best insurance policy of staying
alive because of this rare luck he survived
Auschwitz, then later Dachau. At the end of the
war in April 1945, the Germans evacuated the
camp, tossed the remaining prisoners in freight
wagons to move them to Theresienstadt. On
that fateful journey, an air bombardment occurred and everybody jumped out of the train
looking for cover. At the end of it, some returned to the train and some escaped. Nobody
has ever seen him dead or alive since that time.
For many, many years we wanted to believe
that he was alive somewhere and that he would
return to us. Unfortunately, after 40 years of
wishful dreams and prayers, it did not happen.
We loved him tenderly! He was seven years
younger than I, and ten years younger than my
brother Max. He was the best and most unselfish and generous among all. We will miss him
forever!
When my God of Mercy rewarded us with a
little boy after the 6th year of our marriage, the
obvious inevitable response took place, we
named him Tibor (Tibike) your beloved Father.
He became the embodiment of my treasured
past and the hopeful future. With humble
thanks I must confess that he fulfilled this noble
role, over and above expectations.

It is amazing how clearly I can recall that glorious event. The joy of seeing each other again
after the ravaging world destruction was so
overwhelming that we both knew at that very
moment that we were meant for each other,
and that we would spend the rest of our lives
together surmounting every existing obstacle.
The bond was very tight from the beginning.
We met as young teenagers at the 16th birthday
party of my best friend, Adrienne Matya. It was
that much romanticized “love at first sight.”
From then on, we spent much time together for
years to come and became close friends. Although circumstances carried us in different directions, that deep and magic link never really
vanished. I even married another man and
George had met many other girls. At the end of
the twisting turns of our routes, they collided
again. I truly believe that the Divine Providence
prearranged and blessed this happy reunion for
which I will be forever grateful.
The epilogue of the saddest chapter of my life is
as the typical Jewish character: one eye is
smiling, the other one is crying. The part of
losing my dear parents and my sweet younger
brother so untimely in such a macabre way is
something I can never overcome. They are still
my guiding light. I talk to them and pray for
them every day.
My baby brother, Tibike, was 14 years old
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