
“A hungry girl came to our house asking for food. Naturally, 
mother fed her. After having given her something to eat, she 
said, ‘Come tomorrow at the same time. You will get hot soup.’ 
She came the following day, but not alone; she brought four 
children. Mother had quite a bit of soup, [so] I poured it into 
bowls, they ate it and everyday these children would come to 
us for hot soup. However, after a while, they stopped coming. 
It turned out that the Germans were preparing a ghetto in the 
town.

By this time, it was already the year 1942. First, they 
transported all the elderly Jews, the cripples [and] the 
handicapped from the town and they killed them near a forest, 
outside the city. The rest, they herded into one part of town, 
put up fences, told them to wear the Star of David bands, put 
up guard posts and forbade them to leave the Ghetto....the 
first to flee the Ghetto were young boys, who would come to 
our house and ask father to help get them to the forest. They 
knew that that is where the Resistance was and they wanted to 
get there. Of course, father had the [appropriate] contacts. He 

“The Germans had posted announcements in town proclaiming 
a death sentence on anyone who would aid the Jews. I saw a 
young girl standing and asking for food, whereby a Polish 
woman approached her and gave her something to eat. At the 
same moment, I saw a German...[take] out his pistol, and shot 
both the child and the woman. I was horrified by that sight.”
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had friends in the Resistance Movement...they were led to the 
forest at night time, via safe roads, whereby the Resistance 
members would accept them, give them arms and, well, that 
was their fate. That is how they fought against the Germans. 

The one thing that I remember most is my meeting with Sarah 
[a Jewess] in that shed. When I entered to feed the chickens 
and saw her filthy all over with feces – she [had escaped] via 
the sewers – I was horrified. This has stuck in my mind the 
most: seeing her horrified, begging for help, for rescue since 
she had escaped the Ghetto and how quickly I ran home to 
relate what was going on, to relate that Sarah is in the shed. 
Father knew Sarah prior to the war. He only knew her surname, 
but he did not know her name. But, that did not make any 
difference to him, he said, ‘Let her stay there until the 
evening. Bring her water, let her wash up.’ I helped her 
undress, I helped her wash up [and] I took away all the dirty 
things. So, this is what I remember most clearly, this was 
something that has stuck in my mind.”
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