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“There s a basement. There is for all the sick ones who can't move,”
he said. “They lay right there by the bascment™ So T went. Yoo had
to walk about 4 block ar Iwo blocks until 1 seen people laying down
there s0 I lay down with them. My uncle says o me, “T'll be back a
little iater” He says, “I'm geing to look amound, maybe T can see
somebody from our family or friend. Maybe T find somebody from
our mishipacha [family], and T'll see you later”” It was in the morning
around 9:00 or 9:30, [n the meantime somebody came up, some
American, and he started telling us that we’ll have to siy here until they
can make room in the hospitals. The hospitals are filled up with German
prisoners. They ve got to avacuate it o make room for us. . .,
Around 4:00-4:30 in the evening ambulances started driving up and
they started taking us 10 the hospital and it was in Wiedergelingen by
Landsberg am Lech’, and then as they put me on that stretcher and they
took me o the first time even for a shower and that wasn't for a shower
like they call it in the gas chamber—that was a real shower. I'll never
forget it, Two American MPs were standing with puns, Two high
Germans—they were colonels or whatever, in Getman uniforms—and
[the Americans] were watching them. I was laying all undressed, a
skeleton, that's all T was. First of all, they wake me up, they put me
on the scale, but I couldn't move. And it weighed exactly fifty pounds
and ] didn't believe it. And then they took me and they started scrubbing
me and washing me, and for the first time in five years I had a shower.
Aficr the shower was done, ther they put me in a hospital bed.

After spending two years in a hospitel, Gondon was taken to a camp for
displaced persons at Bad Worishofen, when: he mel and married a Polish
survivot, Genya (Jean) Lelonick. In March, 1049, the Gorduns immnigtated
to the United Swies and settled on 8 mink farm belonging to Harry's uncle
al Bear Lake, Pennsylvania, After several momths, the coupls moved 1o Mew
York City, wher: Gordos found work a5 a garment cutter, Dissatisfied with
lif in New York, the Gordots moved w0 Madison, Wiseonzing in 1951 and
had three children befors divercing in 1969, Humry Gordon held a numtber of
jJubs Before becoming a self-employed scrap metal dealer; he retired in 1992,
Gorgdon has puhlished an aceount of his Holocaust experiences, The Shadow
of Beaih: The Hofooause in Lirecrie (Lexinglon, Kemucky, 1992), and he
continnes to speak abowot the Holocaust at schls,
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Lucy Rothstein Baras
Lury Bihstein was born on August 15, 1913, in Skalat, a half-Polish, halt-
Ukrainian town that was pan of Pnland uniil 1939 but is now in Ukraine.
Her family consisted of her fathor, Wolf, an orthadox Jowish teather
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merchant: her mother. Gus@a: and two younger brothers, Joo (b, 1989 and
Mila {b. 1927). After gradoaing from high swhool in nearby Ternopol. she
attended lzw school in Lvov, [n 1933 3 law banning Jews from twe lepal
profession forced her to abandon her schooling, and she learncd the

wiloring trade, seturming to Skalat 1 epen her own shop,

If vou went north of that marketplace [in Skalat], that was the nice street,
the nice neighborhood, and they called it the Corso, When evening came,
you know what young boys and girls did for entertainment? They put
on their better clothes after supper and they went for 2 walk. And they
walked on that Corso from one end to another, sometimes ten and twenty
times during the evening. If you were a little courageous, you walked
out a little farther to the north, where there was no more sidewalks,
and these couples who went a little bit more, they were almeady suspicions.
People talked about them because they left the sidewalk and went out
ta the narth. Of course, it was that kind of gity where people didn't have
much 10 do and developed lots of talk. Gossip was 4 great part of
entertainment. {f somebody saw i girl with a boy once, they said, “*Oh,
they probably date.”” And if they went off the sidewalk to the north, they
probably have kissed already. And s0 on and 50 on. You can imagine.
That was the kind of life that people lived in those days, and that was
entertainment.

Pid you arrend symagogue on a regwlar basis?

Not the kids, but my father went every Friday evening, every Saturday
gvening, Tf he could, he would go on a wegkday, but most of the time
he prayed at home because he didn’t have {ime to spend time on the
weekday, had to go to the siore. Women dida’t ge to services much, My
mother went only on High Holidays.

Did vou keep the traditions in the home?

Kosher, ves. Everything was kosher—two separale dishes, and [we]
celebrated every holiday and every semiholiday like Chanukah and my
mother cooked and baked the traditional dishes for the holidays. . . .
[n fact. in those days there were very few people who did not keep kosher.
Among the 3,000 Jews that lived in Skalat, T doubt ever there were more
than tcn families who didn’t keep kosher, and there were very few who
would use a carriage on Saturday, who would drive on Saturday. There
were very fow cars, No Jow had a car before the war. There wers some
gentiles who had cars bur very few also.
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Rothstein family, Skalar, Poland, 1925: (l. to r.) Wolf, Joe,
Rifke Feige (grandmother), Lucy, Milo, and Gusta.

Were any members of your family nonreligious?

No. They were all religious—in fact, very religious. . . . The younger
generation did not wear beards but they all kept kosher homes and had
kosher meats. It was a very, very rare Jew in Poland—not only in Skalat,
in Poland—who did not buy kosher meat.

You attended a Hebrew school?

I started Hebrew school when I was five years old. 1 started it before
I started public school. But the Jewish community was so poor they could
not keep a teacher all the time. So whenever they brought a teacher he
would stay like one year and he'd leave because they didn't have money
to pay him. A year later they brought another teacher, or two years later.
So | had started at Hebrew school many times. Every time there was
a teacher my parents never failed to send me. But I had to start from
the beginning because every teacher who changed started a new class.
. . . Once 1 started high school, I couldn’t go to Hebrew school because
[ didn't have the time. When I was in high school, 1 had to teach other
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children from my same classroom so [ get paid because tuition was very
high and my father couldn’t afford to pay all that. 5o [ couldn’t go te
Hebrew school.

Were most af veur friends Jewish?

Yes, yes, delinilcly. The groups were very divided and in grade schoel,
if we sometimes had non-Jewish friends, we had 1o bribe them so that
they don't tell the boys to hitus, The girls and bays had separate schools
in grade school, but it was in the same building. As I told you, Poland
was poor and they didn’t build schools. So it was a grade school probably
a hundred years old. The first floor was for boys and upstairs was for
girls. And if some girls didnt like some [other girls] they would 1ell
the boys, “Beat up this girl,” S0 very often we had to bribe the gentile
girls, and we were not close with them.

In Scpteraber, 1939, the Russians occupied Skalat and the condition of Jewy
im the city improved. Rothstein acquired a position as a credit officer in a
bunk. But cirgumstances changed rapidly after June 22, 1941, when
Germany declared wer on Russia and moved troops castward. In July, 194],
Mazi forces overran Skalat and mwrdercd about 400 men, including
Rothztein'y father

[The Germans] came in the middle of the night, Friday to Saturday. In
the morning my father got up, and he put on his Sabbath clothes—he
wants 1o 2o 10 synagogue, In order to go to synagogue, he has to ctoss
through the marketplace, and we had a gentile frnend—he was a customer
of ours, he used to buy a lot in the store. He was a shoemaker, and he
used to buy a lot of leather. And he was a véry nice man, real premiom,
And early in the morniog he knocked on the door 2nd said to my father,
“Don’t dare to go anywhere.” My father and my brother, Milo—Joc was
at that ime in the Russian army—they wete going 0 go O services,
And be told us the story. He said the Germans came in the middle of
the night and this morning they killed already a few Jews in the city,
amang them a boy who was cighteen years old, had just graduated from
high school, from the Hebvew high school in Lvov, and was the only
soh of a widowed mother, a very good-locking young boy. So he said,
“Stay home and hide, because they are running from house to house
and taking Jews to work™ So my father and brother took off their Sabbath
clothes and we put them in the basement. That basement had a trap door
from the hall, and we closed the door. What else could we do? Mother
and I were upstairs, were in the house.
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And then the German seldiers started to come in with young Ukrainian
boys, because the Germans didn't know where the Jews lived. Don't
forget that they don't speak seme language, the Germans and the
Ukrainians. The Ukrainian knew only the word Jude [Jew], so they
showed themn with a finger where a Jude lived, and of course they broke
into our house and there were no men. They didn't 2sk questions, they
just opened the basement and hanled cut the two men. And the shoemaker
came and teld us that they take men to work, so my father and brother
put vn strong clothes, and we also heard about concentration camps,
50 we thought maybe they take them into concentration camps, so they
put on good, strong clothes. My brother, T remember, wore riding pants
and good, new riding boots and a new shint and & suit coat, And nry
father was dressed about like that, too. And my father didn'’t wear riding
boots, but good clothes. And that was in the moming, Saturday morning.

In the afternoon they were not back, and we talked to all the neighbors,
They had taken all the men from them gnd nobody was home, 50 women
started 13 run aronnd the marketplace and look for the men, And of course
there were already all kinds of rumors that many Jews were killed and
some are working hard. Oh, about four oclock in the afterncon my
brother came back in his pants and berefoot. So what happened? Where
is father? “I don't know,” he said. “Right away they separated us.” My
brother worked washing cars and trucks, so the Germans ook off all
his clothes, left hitn only his punts. They said a Jew didn’t need such
good clothes, and then onc German told him he may go homme, sent him
home. But he said not everybody was sent home. That was Saturday.
My father didn’t come back.

Sunday morning, we heard thst there were bodies in the basement
of one of the towers [of an old castle on the outskicts of the city]. And
one young boy came out and told the story. They put in a few hundred
men—statistics later showed it was 400—they pushed all these men inside
and threw a few hand grenades. And that boy was not {dead]. He came
oul in the morning. Nothing hir him. He just lay sbout among those
dead bodies the whole night—he was afraid to move, In the morning
when day broke, he saw it was quiet, 30 he crawled out, of course ail
bloody, but he wasn't even injured, and he told how it happened. . . .
At that time my father didn't come back, but they started to bring every
day, the Germans would catch a group of Jewish men to dig graves and
hury those, and at the end of the day they shot these. That was going
on for a few weeks until finally they formed a fudenrat [Jewish Council,
the Nazi-appointed gaverning body of the Jewish community, responsible
for enforeing Nazi orders, including rations, labor, and deportations].
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Lucy Rothstein, Ternopol,
Poland, 1932.
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German persecution of Jews increased, and a ghetto was established in
Skalat. Nazi troops would periodically sweep through the ghetto and
forcibly removed people. Fearing for their lives, many people, including the
Rothsieins, constructed hiding places in their houses. The Rothsieins
constructed a bunker under a false outhouwse attached to their residence.
Upon hearing that the Nazis were rounding up Jews in Skalat, the
Rothsteins and a neighbor boy named David entered the bunker.

Milo was the last one [in] and he put the board on top of the hole from
the bottom, put the pail back on, and closed that side board, and we
sat there for two days and two nights. Mother had prepared water and
bread and a candle and matches there. They were always in there. And
we heard upstairs, they had broken into the house and they broke dishes
and there was jingling and clattering and everything else and then we
heard screaming. Where our basement was, on the other side of the wall
was the basement of David’s family, and they were taken out and we
heard them scream. Imagine what was going on. And of course [we]
covered the boy’s mouth so he doesn’t scream because he heard all that.
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That started in the moming. So the first day and night and other day.
The second night it was quiet. Early in the moring the same man who
tecommended ns who should build the bunker came. It was also
preartranged. He knew where the bunker is, in which part of the kitchen.
It was under the kitchen. He started t0 stand with his feet on the floor
and started to yell, “Mrs. Rothstein, yvou may come out. It's over”* And
we came out. And then we found out that 2 ()00 Jews were taken out
on that day.

A labor carp was established in Skalat in carly 1943, Lucy Rothsicin was
appointed personal seamstress to the local MNawi overseer; ber hushband-ig-be,
Edward Dams, wuas the overvesr’s farm pdministrator Several months later,
Lucy. her mother, and her brother, Milo, fled the camp and hid in & ncarby
forest because of rumors that the camp way W0 be liguidaed.

Milo and I and roother started to walk toward the forest; where should
we go? The forest was very, very close to the village and was also great
danger because it was close, First we stopped in the house of the forester.
There was a tiny house, a very small house where & very poor forester
lived and was right next 1o the quarry whers the Jews worked. And he
was known that he used 1o help the Jews., Was a very nice, very poor
man but & very good man, and he would heip the people who worked
on the quarry. 1 don't know how he helped them, but somehow he did.
He had a good name. We peeked into his window and saw a candle and
his wife was feeding the baby, but we figured she would pot let us in
because every Jew would go to him. There are se many working on
the quarry he koew all of them. How could he hide all the Jews?
S0 we opened the door to the barn and there was a cow. And it was
at least warmn. [t was sommer, but it was & very cold night. 5o we huddled
down next to the cow, and we spent the rest of the night there, In the
morning the forester came in and he was very scared. He said, [ cannot
keep you here.” He said, “T have already Jews in my attic. 1 can't [keep
you, and it's too dangercus] here in the open barm.” So he ook us to
the forest and showed us a cave that we should get in there. We still
had a litle money that Milo hadn't lost. The money was in a different
place than the jewelry, and it was not very much anyway, so we gave
hitn whatever we had, to the last penny. We stayed three weeks, and
he would bring us a bottle of water and a half leaf of bread, about onge
a week, sometimes once in five days, so after we had stayed therc a
faw days, Isaid, *You know what? I'll go and see where Eddie is. Maybe
he can help us™ I didn’t know that he was not on the estate anymore.
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I wore that farmer dress still—I didn’t have anything else, so [ wore that
outfit, and I said, *You know, in the evening, 1 will go.” And we were
not supposed to be outside when it was dark becaose there were militia—
Ukrainian militia—and the TTkrainians were very had toward Jews, most
often much worse than the Poles. The undergovernment belonged to
them—the Poles didn't have anything 1o say.

S0 I cross a linle bridge and 1 see an old man with a cane walking,
and I give him the Christian greeting. They say Jzsus is great, or
something like that—I can’t translate it exactly from the Ukrainian
language. Aml he answered me in his own language, so I figured
somchow, with my glasses, he is not suspicions at all. But he was old,
with a cane, he thought that T am one of the village. And 1 went to Eddie's
honse, and the fratt hall—to the right was his door, and sttaight ahead
the gardener lived, And thete 15 a padlock haoging on this door, So T
thought, “What should T do?" If I go inta the gardener, ics like [
mentioned before, He can right away go 10 the village and bring the
police. But we are 50 terribly hongry that [ figured 1 have to do it, 1
went in. They alked very niccly to me. They said, “Baras is pone. He
had to go in hiding. . . . [The Germans] put a price on his head, and
we don't know where he is” I didn't say 1I'm hungry, but he gave me
bread. T didn’t t2ll him that we are hungry, T told him that Mother and
I are in a cave. I didn’t t2]] him where. I said we are in the forzst, but
he knew that every Jew is hungry, 50 he gave me a half a loaf of bread.

And I po back with that half a loaf of bread under my arm, and here
I see the militia, and they are right in front of me, and they recognize
me [as a Jew] right away. . . . [They said,] “‘Let's take her to the office.”
And I started to bargain with them. I kept on saying, “Please tell me,
what will come out for you, what will you gain from that.” And you
know that I persuaded them. We bargained like that maybe t2n minutes,
and one of them said, “Let her po”

So I came back to the forest, I couldn’t find my cave. I remembered
I bent in a little tiny tree that [ know where the entrance is—I couldn™
find, absolutely. I had ta wait until daylight. And of course, my mother
and Milo worried inside that I will oot come back. . . . Most people
when they left did not come back. More not than yes. In the morming
my mother crawls out. [t was still dark but then I knew where it wus.
So we had food for another day or two.

Afwer about twe wetks in the fonést. Lucy's mother retwrmed (o bwn W
disposc of some of the Rothstcing' goods so that they could buy food, She
mever returned. Laser the foresier told Lucy and Mile thet their mother had
been captured by the Naeis,
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Then that forester said to us [that] he supply cannot feed us. He was
a very poor man, I knew that, 50 he said, “T'll show you where Jews
live in the forest.” He took us one night and drove us directly to the
Jewish group. Many people knew where the Jews lived, but probably
very few were willing to show it. . . . [That forester] took us to another
forest, quite far from the city, which was much better. And there was
another forester, whe knew about us, Without the help of cutsiders and
gentile people, nobody in the forest would have survived. You had 1o
eat—that was the main problem. S he brought us @ the group, with
which we stayed o the end. Of course, we had to change places very
often; there was danger in the forest, oo

How many peoaple were there ther in that gronp in the woods?

A different number of people all the time. When I came to that Zroup,
there were maybe ten people. And we also kept on changing our way
of living. Like with that first group you would sleep daytime and live
nighttitne because these people thoughs that at night when you cook they
don't see the smoke in the village. Then we moved to ancther group,
there was just the opposite. They said, yes, you can see smake, s0 we
changed to normal life. Most of the time T would say the groups were
shout seventeen, twenty people, twenty-five were some groups. Ther
were a few proups, not many, a few groups in each forest. There wers
groups there were anly six, seven peopie. Werc all sizes. There was
danger.

Like summertime we just lived among the trees. At one time we had
built from brush, from wood, like 2 linle tent, but you covldn’t do it
often becanse we didn’t want to break the trees. The more tress you broke,
the more bushes you broke, the tnore footsieps you left, the mote danger
it was. . . . When you went out you wanted to carry as much as possible
s you don’t have to go ofien, because every footstep was a danger. Like
unc group was once discovered because they carried straw from
somewhere. I don't know if it was stolen or maybe some farmer gave
it te them, They wanted (o slegp on straw. So the straw gave them away.
They left marks somewhere. You had to be very careful how vou lived.

What kind of daity routine did you have?

Eating was the whole routine. See, when thers was a group of twenty,
twenty-two, vou had 10 cook, We were a lucky gronp, We were
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eomparatively the richest groap in the forest becanse there was one family
with us who supplied the food. They were quite wealthy and they had
connections in the city. They would buy a whole sack of potatoes, these
small salad potatoes, . . . and the farmer would bring it to the forest.
Of course, every one of us would go once in 2 blue moon—even I went,
my brother and I went, 10 the city where we had stuff hidden away from
the farmers, at the gentile houses. I once tnied 10 go to [a family friend]
also, never found the place. I didn’t go alone, 1 went with another man
who said he knew the place, but we never found it

8o there were many peaple who knew that you were hiding but did not
frn you in?

Yes, There were four gentile farmers on the edge of the city, four brothers
had four cottages. The rich ones never let us in, never sold us anything,
not never gave, never sold us anything. But the poorest one of them would
always supply, and if one of us didn't have encugh money or poods 1o
pay, he said o forget about it. But none of them gave us away. That
was besides the forester.

Why did you take that risk?

We had to take the chence. There was no doubt about it. We had o take
the chance, yes. When we went to the city, we took a terrible chance,
because many of them were killed going to the city. But what ¢lse can
you do—starve yoursell? There was one in another group, bot in the
same forest, who was afraid to go out for food. He only ate what
sumebody gave hint. People had pity on him z2nd gave him something.
Fioally, everybody was starving., People didn’t want (o share with
somebody who wouldn't go. So finally he decided he will go. The minute
he weat out of the forest he was killed. One Germman and one local man,
a gentile, were going hunting. They had the guns with them, and they
saw him and they killed him. So it's luck. He never went out; that was
the first time he went out. 50 everybody who went out scarching for
food risked his life. But still, we considered instead of starving it's still
better to die a different death than starving is the worst death. The slowest
and the worst.
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Were you able o get any additional clothing o help you get through
Hie winier?

Clothing, yes. 1 went to another farmer, another man, another shoemalker
who used to be our customer and also nsed to help us and T knew that
my father’s clothes was there. Lots of my father’s clothes was there.
S0 Mile and [ went t him and he gave us some. So the rest of the war
1 wore my father's panis and my father's shirts and so did Milo. We went
to him and he gave us some clothes,

Did everyone in the group have adequate clothing?

Oh yes, everybody had something in the city, and if [what you were
weating] wore out completely, you'd go and get it. But we all were in
rags. For instance, [ went te a few places where 1 had, and once I picked
up oy good black coat, woolen coat, and it was not the smaoth manerial,
it was wool. Tt had a knotty material, and we walked off into the branches.
When we walked in the woods we dido't go on the mein road. Of coiirse,
we tried through the thickest 1o po. We hid always only in young forest
becanse the clder forest have big trees and it's far from one to the other,
like a foot ot two. So we locked for those voung forests that hadn't been
thinned out yet. And yau tare your clothes terribly. Especially with that
coat that the materizl was not smooth. T had all kinds of colors of patches
ot that coat. Thad green patches and biue patches and everybody looked
like that, and you wore coats, 50 arcund the waistline you wanted to
have something tight. S0 you had a rope if you found one, or a string
or whatever. 1f you had a loose coat, you froze. So we ally looked
samething, believe me. And the feet, rags of course, Nabody had shoes
anymore. You had your eld shoes with open soles and vou wrapped them
around with rags and rags on top of rags. That's what you zll had. Nobody
had a decent pair of shoes.

Did you have any kind af religious life in the woods?

Yes. Somchow they always knew when the holiday was and they even
had a prayer book with them. I den't know how they got it, but there
was a praver book, and when the holiday came, [they prayed]. I don't
think Saturdays, not. Samurdays therz was nothing. But we were there
during the High Holidays, and they prayed, yes. That was only time
as far as [ remember, holidays. There was Rosh Hashanah, Yom Kippur,
und Sukkot.
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Pid you discuss how God could ke allowing this to happen?

No, this is funny, Let me see, I cannot remember. You know what the
main discusgsion was? If I had 2 wb of milk I would put myself nside,
something like that. And white rolls and milk or a cup of milk and a
cup of chocolate 2nd cake and something like that. But discussions about
God, no, there were none, Not in our group until alter the war, During
the war nobody mentioned God. The prayers were mechanical. But afier
the war there was an awful Lot of discussion, Suddenly he came to life,
and the peopie that I knew after the war kept on asking, “Where is God?”
That's all. Very few would say God punished us for that or God punished
us for this. They only asked where is God. Is he somewhere or isn't
be at all? That was constant. But during that Gime it seems like
unimportant. In fact it seems like nopexisting. Besides those mechanical
reading of the prayers onn High Holidays, I don't recall anything else.
It just seems like it decsn'e cxist. People only talked abow food, thar's
all, about shelter.

Did vou ialk about liberaiion or your positble fiture?

That was constant. The funny thing is, I wonldn't say everybody hoped.
There were always two poiots of view. There were some who kept on
saying, “We'll never survive, nobody will survive. Germans will kill
everyone to the last one.” And there was always from the opposite tent
who would say, “That's impossible. Somebady must survive and tell
it to the world.” 5o there were completely opposite.

I'll naver forget when [ went the first time out on a trip to the city
and I wouldn’t even say T was scared, not at all. Becausc I fipured there's
no difference, Most of the time Milo went, he never let me go. He went
with other boys. But there were quite a few girls in the group and cthers
went, to0, 8o finally I persvaded him, and I went with him once, only
the 1wo of us. That was my first trip, and [ Temember it was very tresome,
of course, and with those 1orn shaes to walk and your feet are cold,
wet, and when I saw finally, on the horizon, the black sutling of the
woadd, I'll never forget that feeling—"COh, I'l] be home soon, and I'1
be able to rest.” All we thoupht about was food, shelter, rest, get rid
of the lice, get rid of the vermin, get rid of the rags. That was all. Nobody
had serious discussions. About [the] future, of course, everybody hoped,
but not mamny believed. In fact, I myself did not beligve that I'l] survive.
1 think it was mare luck. Some people say the strong ones survive. Like
the saying— Nietzsche says anly the strong survive. That's not true. It's
not always true; its a matter of luck also.
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WHILIET/HARS 1M
Edward, Vicior, and Lucy Baras with their landlady
and her son, Bamberg, Germany, ca. 1948-1949

Lucy and Milo Rothstein hid in the woods until the winter of 1943, when
they were liberated by the Russians. Milo joined the Russian army and was
killed in March, 1945. Lucy returned to Skalat and married Eddie Baras on
April 7, 1944, The couple had a son, Victor, the following January, The
Baras family lefi Skalat in late 1945 and made their way to a displaced
persons camp in Bamberg, Germany, where they remained until May, 1949,

Whar did the camp look like?

It was barracks also. German soldiers used to live there. So like a family
didn't have a room. You always had to have somebody, another family
or at least a single person. We always had a single man, a stranger, in
the room. There were not enough rooms. But we didn’t stay there long
because people who had a child had priority to find an apartment in
the city. We never found an apartment—a room. So in fact when Joe

came back we didn’t live in the camp anymore. We had a room with
a private family.

How long did you stay in the camp?

[Until the] summer of 1946. Eddie was longer there because he was on
the police force of the camp. They had their own DP police, so he



LITHUANIA, POIANKD, AND UERAINE a3

went 2 work every other day—rwenty-four hours work and forty-eight
hours off. |t was like institutional life. You went down to the breakfast
in the dining room and then down for dioner. Frankly, I don't remember.
He probably would remember better. When we came in they would give
out clothes. There was a warehouse, and I think we had mostly dry feod,
because I think once a day we had enly cooked meal. 1n other words,
they would give us packages, those Red Cross packages, where there
was cheese and chocolate sometimes and crackers. Oh, now I remember,
I'm mistaken, because I remember that we got once a huge can of tomato
sauce, like restaurant size.

I had a stove in my room where [ could cook one pat. . . . I remember
that the baby would get every day breakfast, like in the dining room,
we cooked cereal and whole milk, Tean't recall exactly how it was, but
T know that [ was able to make something in the room, too. See, the
food was so funny. A family would get such a huge can of tmato sauce,
What would you do? It was not organized. You would get more chocolate
than the useful siwff. But I don't remember if it was cnly a supplement
to the meals. I can’t recall that.

What aboui religious life in the camp?

Oh, they had services. Mot many, . . . I think the Hungarians had the
very religions group. But at that time, as I told you, Jews weren't religious
anymore, at least not Folish Jews, | . . Most people can't get over i,
afizr all those losses that they suffered during the war. 5o [ don’t know
which God is better. I wouldn't say there is no God. But if there is, there’s
only one, o how can he—I keep on thinking, if that one prays on Friday
and this one on Saturday and that one Sunday, this one prays standing
and this one prays kneeling and this one prays doubled vp in half like
they're Muslims, what's the difference? You pray always to the same
God. And T think most survivors think like [ do. You can believe only
in one God, you cannot believe in many.

After leaving Germany, the Bams family spent nine months in New Yok
before moving to Sheboypen, Wisconsin, to join Eddie’s brother 2nd sister.
who had been semt there dircctly from Germany. The couple's daughter,
Ellen, was barn ip 1954, Eddie Baraz worked as 3 machinist at the Kohler
Company in Kohler, Wisconsin, from 1953 umeil 1974; Logy Bares worked
part-time &% & seamstress yntil her rdirement in 1987 Her son™s deadh from
leukemia in 977 devastared her, bue she has remained active in writers'
groups and has written hey memoirs and several articlzs on anti-Semitism,
Eddic Baras died on February 28, 1595
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Koplin fled Crechoslovakia in April, 1946, and worked for the American
Jewish Joim Distribution Commitiee while in a displaced persons camp in
Germany, He came to the United States the following year and enrolled at
the University of Wisconsin in Madison in September, 1947, receiving a
degree in pharmacy in 1951, After graduating, he moved 1o Milwaukee,
where he married Lorraine Eder in 1954; the couple subsequently had three
children. Koplin opened his own pharmacy in Milwaukee in 1957, operating
it until his retirement in 1992, Lorraine Koplin died in 1992,

Magda Moses Herzberger

Born in Cluj, Romania (Transylvania), on February 20, 1926, Magda Moses
was an only child. By 1940, Transylvania had a population of approximately
200000 Jews, more than 160000 of them in the northern part of the region,
which was annexed by Humgary on August 30, 1940. Life for Cluj's nearly
17000 Jews subsequently worsened, and the Moses family was forced to
move inte a small apartment. When Germany occupied Hungary in March,
1944, the status of Jews deteriorated even further. and by May of that yvear
the Jews of Cluj and outlying arcas were enclosed in a ghetto. Within a
month the ghetto was liquidated, and the Mozes family was sent to
Aunschwitz, Only a third of the ghettos inhabitants survived the war.

WHOIET/HZB/Z21
Magda Moses with her parents, Herman and Serena,
Cluj, Romania, ca. 1931,
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We realized in what circumstances we were when we were taken into
the cattle wagons, and there were huge lines, mamy people. It was like
& madhouse at the cattle wapons. Pushed into those wagons, so many
we could hardly move, . . . and they were dark mside. Then they closed
the door, that hard steel door, and they locked us from outside, We didn’t
get any food, we didn’t get any drink, nothing. I remember after they
locked the doors, my father said, ““We were fools™ He said, “We are
trapped.” And it was too late to escape. We realized and he realized
and everyone realized that we were trapped. The first dme that we had
no hope for better, because we did not receive humane treatment. And
can you imagine wheo somebody had to use the restroom? There was
ne restroom, we had to do everything there in that wagon, and the men
had t0 wro away, and you had o do everything. [The train ride lasted)
three days and three nights, [and during this time] they didn’t let us onr.
. . . We thonght that we are going to be taken and anathilated. Otherwise
why would you treat a person like that? Wi knew that we were not going
to go into the place where we were promised to go. . . .

I remember as we were going, riding the train, we were with 5o many
you had to sleep just like sardines, next to each other, and I was sleeping,
ari T could feel the icars, One thing which remains, that painful sensation
just like it would be now. I couid feel the tears, the warm tears, of my
father falling on me, and 1 was silent. He was a very proud, controlled
man, 2nd I was silent. But I could feel that pain, and he just said, “It's
oo late, iC's wo late for cverything” We were (rupped. He had a bad
premonition at that peint. He had a bad premonition when we parted.
When we werz in the train he talked o me as [if] he would know that
he might oet retern. He was hoping that the young people maybe pet
better treatment. But his trust was really shattered.

Then when we artived, it was hortible. Some were exhausted; others
eried. There was somebody having a nervous breakdown there. We were
uncombed and unkempt and dirty and feeling like a cattle. That's the
way we arrived to Auschwitz. First thing, I can never forget that feeling,
when the train stopped and everything was silent, and ir’s just like in
those moments you know semething is going to happen and you don't
know what exaetly it’s going to be. And then soon after, you hear the
vices of the German soldicrs and boom, fthe door of the wagon wast
opened with forve. Everything was |done] in a shocking way. Nothing
was done gently. But in the moment that [the doors] were opened, there
came in the violence. The monstet of hatred and violence was coming
after us. Then we heard the voices of the soldiers and they came in,
and they were really treating us brutally, pushing us, cotming with the
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short rubber sticks. We had to go fast. If you dido't get out fast from
that wagon, you got hit in the back, And we had to leave everything
inside, und then you got out of the wagon, and the first thing that struck
us {was] the huge flames belching from big chimneys. We could see
them back in the distance. But it was such a strange sickening odor of
burning flesh. We did not know what that was at that time. I had ne
idca that those were the furnaces, because no one could imagine such
a thing.

And then right there, you see the German officials and yon had o
form tows of five and then they look at you, they point you left, right,
left, right, and yon had horrible scenes. Children being snatched, babies
from their mothers, the mothers were running crazily after them and
then you see the mothers who run crazily after their children [being taken
ta the gas chambers with their children]. When the men were sepatated
from the women and families sepamated, there was a painful cry. People
weTe running, there were shots in the air, then people were beaten up.
1 was g0 shocked that in the first moment I could not imagine that this
is true. I thought [ must be dreaming, this cannot happen 1o me, And
you know in those few minutes things happened fast. Many of my family
members were pointed ta the left, all the litile children in our family.
All the uncles and aunts of my mother’s were pointed o the left. We
didn't know at that time where they go.

The ambulances came, with red cross, all the older people, all the
invalids or people who were sick were taken in. The guards were lying
o us, “They will be mken to the hospiwl.” Linle did they know that
they are gaing to be taken right to the gas chambers. So they looked
for help, they mounted those trucks, [and] you never have seen them
again. And then within minutes [ was all by mysclf. I can never forget
that moment. I looked and I was separated from rmy family. There [ was,
standing with strangers and I was looking for & familiar face, and I have
seen my father walking with my uncle. 1 looked back, there they were.
I never have secn them again, That was the last glimpse I had of them.
And then, what happened after that? After that, the trains left,

When we were separatad and already I was there by myself, [1 started
paying] attention to my surroundmgs, because in those few moments
[at the beginning] I couldn't even pay attention to my surroundings or
wherc [ was because there were so many painful things happening. Then
1 paid attention, and I bave seen the barbed-wire fence of Auschwitz.
There were posts connected with wire, and at the top of each post there
were huge lamps profected at you, like 2 big watching eye, peering at
you at all times. And then [ have seen people, women, coming to the
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fence, begging for food. They leoked insane. 1 thought that this was
the insane asylum, 1 really did. They were shaved, in rgs, looking
terrible; they looked like insape people, and 1 had no idea that within
a few minutes I would be there just like them. . . .

And then the first thing what we did we had to steip naked in the front
of the shaving room and we had o leave everything behind. T was eighteen
years old. I don't think anyone had seen me naked except my mother.
And [ remember the shame ] felt. I remember I was hiding my breasts.
We were naked and the German soldiers were lined up and laughing
at us. Can you imagine that? I was hiding between the other women,
I was covenng my breasts. [ can nevet forget that. ¥ felt so wernbly
humiliated. . . . Not enough you march naked, but they laugh at you.

And then, the shaving room, where they shaved you in all your places.
First they shaved our hcads, I had long hair, I had thick braids. I didn"t
cut my hair since the first clementary grade. And then I eculd see—I
can sec now even—I go back in time, [ go throuvgh terrible emotions
right now because I remember the 5§ woeman, the first time I have seen
an 88 woman. They were just as cruel and heartless as the men, and
she was there in the shaving room, courted by an 55 goard, and chey
were laughing und making jokes. But [ came there and then she put the
shears and [ was pleading, “Leave me please just a little hair” [ was
50 niaive, 5o young. And she was laughing with her boyfriend. There
[ stood naked, and they [were] lavghing, and she goes for the shears
and shaves my whole head. 1 was se horrified, I was in shock. Tn the
first hour in Auschwitz, T was in shock. 1 couldn’t cry, [ cauldn’t think
this through. T thought that I'm going throogh a nightrare and soon I
wiil wake up. . . . Finally, I could hear the little noise and 1 glimpsed
back—you were not even allowed (0 move this way or this way—and
I glitpsed back and 1 can never forget that my whole braid, my beautiful
long hair, was in one piece on the ground. 1 was shocked, like you pause
a moment, like you feel paralyzed. You don't even want to go. [t's like
a feeling that you don't want to go a step further.

And then I felt & brutal blow in my back, a guard hitting my bare
flesh with that lirtle mbber stick and pushing me 1oward the shower roam.
And then the shower room, pushed, fast, fasi, fast. {We were] brutally
treated. And then ouwt from the shower room, [we entered a dressing
room, whers they threw) you some rags, really. All the good things were
taken. I got a long, dark bluc, dress down to [my ankles], twice as big
[as needed]. No underwear, nothing, just that thing. It [looked] like &
sack, and then I got the wrong shoes, high shoes, [with an] orthepedic
[insert]. ) could hardly walk with it. And then from there they pushed
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you inko the paint room. . . . The back [of the dress] was painted with
a red stripe 50 that if you try 1o escape they can see you from far, the
red strip of pauint. And then they pushed you out from that room, and
I was so homified, I came out and T was still in a daze. . . .

And then finally we ot to the barracks, and I have seen the barracks
[and] my fellow prisoners eating grass. We were pushed in that huge
barrack, 500 people. We had nothing in the barracks. There were no
more bunks. Other barracks had just pieces of wood where many people
were lying. But we had nothing, just the barren floor of that huge barmck,
and I tell you we had 1o sleep crouched, like when you are an embryo.
That's the way we had 1o sleep through the night. And then five people
got one blanket. . . . Io that maement I think I have seen something that
really shook me as 2 person. People were fighting for the blanket.
Everyone wanted that same blanket. 1 still was not myself. We got no
food, nothing, until the moming, when we had black coffee. [At the
end of my first day in Auschwitz], I lay down [in my barrack], gradoally
it dawned on me that [2ll the 1errible experiences] were real. There were
hours and hours passing by. [Everything] was real. . . . I pinched myself
until it hurt. I hurt myself antil I felt 2 sharp pain, and I w0ld myself,
“[ feel pain. This is real. It's not imaginary. It's not a dream™ . . . 1
started crying and crying and crying. All this was coming out, out, out,
and finally T fell asleep. And when I fell aslesp I was at home, and ]
was combing my leng hair. Because that was a terrible shock. I was
dreaming with my hair.

I must have slept a while and then it was around four o'clock, when
suddenly out of thar dream I heard the word—it was dark in the barrack—I
heard “'Heraus, heraug! [Get ont, get out!)” and jost like 2 raid coming
in, like 2 madhouse, the guards coming in, the 88, with the little rubber
sticks, taking us out for Appeli [roll call], to count us, to see it everyone
is thers, if no one escaped, who is alive and who is dead. 5o we had
10 get out. Tt was cold, we had no underwear. That was my first morning
in Auschwitz, standing in line for hours and hours until they counted
us. After a while you really got tired, because you were zlready
emotionally exhausted. So some [people] started sluraping a little, There
carne the guard, hitting you in the face. You bad to stand np. You [slump]
twice, or three times, you are slapped, you are punished. Because two
people in our lines were slacking, three times we were punished and
we had to kneel in clay 2nd in stone for hours. There was a physician
next to me who during the night tore up 2 little piece from her blanket
because she was cold, and pot it around her breast. While we wers
kneeling one of the 85 women abserved that she is hiding something,
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and she took [the little piece of blanket from] her and she was slapping
and slapping and slapping her. And 1 remember her face was getting
ted and red amd she just had to stand [there getting slapped|. . . . After
& while she just couldn't'take it. She got up like in a frenzy, she started
beating the 35 woman. They took her away. We never have seen her.
[ realized what happens to you if you just show any protest. That was
my first momning in Auschwitz.

During her six weeks in Auschwily, Moses encounlered 3 young woman
whotn she had befriended years before in school.

When 1 was in the first grade, there were two girls in the classroom,
and they were really very poon It was customary there to bring something
at ien o'cloek, 4 little snack, and then we got milk in school. My mother
always prepared me a Hitle snack, because in the morning we usually
did not eat very much—I would only drink a hittle cofize and have a
grescent Jroll]. Then at ten o'clock the children had recess and then we
would eat. . . . One day T was just aboul biting into my little snack when
suddenly my eyes fell on these two girls, and I could see twi eyes stating
at me. They were looking [me intensely]. In that moment thar bite got
caught in my throat. T just couldn’t swallow it, and I thought, *“Well,
at home I'm going to get 2 good meal, and I'm not sure what these girls
arc going to get”” So I gave them my bread and I wonld have some
sandwich, some meat or something, cge in it, and then I would come
home and 1 would feel ravenous, T would eat everything. . . . That was
my little secret for 2 while. And then one day my mother came to me
and she said, “You have o 1]l me the truth. What do you do with your
snack?" And then | confessed it to her. My mother said, ““Why did you
have (o wait 50 long? From now on you will take [something] every day
for those girls." So she pecked [a snack] every single day for those girls.

Now, this time passed and [ was in the camps and a strange thing
happened. One of the girls was in Auschwitz, in the same barrack with
me, and I was very pleased to see her. . . . One night I woke up with
such a heavy feeling and a terrible depression descended vpon me, and
[for the] first time maybe [ was questianing if it's worthwhile really 1o
survive, if it's & possibility to escape and if it's worth to fight for. And
I thought, “Well, I'm going to find out it I go cut and look at the wire,
see if [ can touch it or not and end my life”” . . . [I left the barrack,)
and T was standing there and thinking—io wuch it or not to, [ really
was pondering with the question, to be or not 1o be. As I was thinking,
suddenly 1 heard somebody coming, footsteps, and somebody putting
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a hand on my shoulder. And who do you think it was? My friend. She
said, “Magda, what are you doing here? What kind of thoughts do you
have? I woke up and 1 have seen you crawling and 1 was worried for
you. Don't you know that you are the only child and what are you going
to do to your parents? What happened to you? Did you give up fighting?"
And she was standing [there]. Finally we ended up both crying. But
she never forgot that I helped her, and she had the possibility now to
help me. We went back together. That was the last time | was thinking
of doing something like that.

[ was taken to Bergen-Belsen then, and I never have seen her after
that, and 1 didn’t know what happened to her. And my mother said one
day she [was shopping] in Tel Aviv [after the war] . . . and she heard
somebody calling her name. [The girl] recognized her. She was grateful
to her. Something like that you don’t forget. And she was telling my
maother about this night. This is the mitzvah. I think that what you give,
you get it back.

WHI3 I8V HEZB /14

Magda and Eugene Herzberger at the time of their wedding,
Cluj, Romania, November, 1946,
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After six weaks in Auschwitz, Moses was moved to Bremen, Germany,
where she endured forced labor. In March, 1945, she and the other
surviving prisoners were marched about twenty miles to the Bergen-Belsen
concentration camp, where she was liberated by British troops three weeks
later. She returned to Cluj in late 1945 and was reunited with her mother. In
April, 1946, Magda Moses began medical school, where she met Eugene
Herzberger, whom she married in November of that year. The Herzbergers
and Magda's mother fled Romania in 1947 with 16,000 other Jews and lived
on the island of Cyprus and in Israel before immigrating to the United
States in 1957, The couple and their two children setled in Monroe,
Wisconsin, where Eugene Herzberger worked as a neurosurgeon. They
moved to Dubuque, lowa, in 1976 and retired to Arizona in 1994, Mapgda's
mother lived with the Herzbergers until her death in 1994, Magda
Herzberger has spoken extensively on her Holocaust experiences and has
published a memaoir, Evewimess to Holocaust (Mattoon, Illinois, 1985), and
a volume of Holocaust poetry, Baliz of the Shadows (New York, 1983). She
has also composed musical pieces on the subject.
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raticnale for mass deportations, Beginning in the summer of 1942, men,
women, and children were sent first o Westerbork and Voght,
cuncentration camps within the Netherlands; from there, they were
transferred to Auschwitz, Sobibar, and other camps in Eastern Evrope.
Of approximately 107,000 Dutch Jews who were deported, only 5,200
survived the war.

About 25000 Jews in the Netherlands—the most famous of them being
Anne Frank and her family—went into hiding with the aid of the Dutch
underground, which was quite active, Roughly two-thirds of the Jews
in hiding escaped detection and survived the war, among them Herb
DeLevie and his family and Floa Bader.

Herb Delevie
Born in Rheine (Westphalia), Germany, on May 7, 1934, Herb Delevie was
the second of two children bom to a German mother, Hertha, and a2 Dutch
father, Nathan, 2 prosperous cattle degler. The Delevie family, which had
roots in Hollund dating from the 1600s, moved to Stadskanazl, Holland, in
1936 0 cscape the growing parsacution of Jews i Cermeny.

Were your parents friendly with non-Jews?

Yes, you would almost have o be. The Jewish community was very small,
and our synagogue, which was relatively small, could seat maybe a
hundred people in the High Helidays. They would come in from all
surrounding towns, small towns, very much like a small village does
here in the States. In oor town, like I said, we were only three Jewish
families, or four.

What was the popwlation of Stadskanaal?

About 8000, So the entire Jewish community, gathering about seven
small iowns of cqual size, would fill the synagogue, bor that would be
about it.

Pis there anti-Semitism before the war?

Not until about mid-1940s. The Germans invaded Holland in 1940, They
did not really start making their presence known in all parts uohl the
middle 1940s. The very first thing I remernber 15 my mothet ¢rying and
my father saying that he would have 10 make prepacations 3 go into
hiding because he felt that the Jews were going to be gathered like in
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Herb and Edith DeLevie ice skating,
Stadskanaal, Holland, 1940,
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Germany and there was no way out. And in the 19405 is when I
remember—thal exactly [ don't recall. [ was what, six, seven.

Did your schoolmuates tease you?

The Dutch, nat 31 all, no, not hefore the war. Before the war, in general,
the townspeople were very anti-German. Our friends were very pro-
Jewish. No, T never felt anything beifbre the war.

In late 1940, Natkan Delevie went into hiding; his wife and children joined
him siz months leter, For four years the family hid in one room of a small
farmbenise on the cutskirts of Stadskanaal together with an uncle, an aum,
three young cousins, an clderly couple, another eousin i his twenties, and
soveral people in transit, To keep oocupied, Herb skeiched his surrcundings
and read mote than 3000 books provided by the Duch nnderground,

What was it like wher you joined your father in hiding?

We arrived at night and we were very excited, and I remember minning
to say hello to my father and running through the place which was going
1 be our home, and we knew it was going to be, For how long, we
didn't know, but we knew we were going to be there for quite a while.
And this house was a very typical farmer’s helper-type house. It was
one boilding. We came in the back door; the [ront door, 1 guess. was
never used. I don’t ever remember it being opened. When you walked
out the back door, immediately 1o the right was the outhouse, which
was the only toilet in the place, and from there when you walked past,
if you made a ieft tuin you walked int a small barn, which contained
a horse pen, a pigpen, and two cattle stalls and an opening space large
enough to have a lirle bit of hay and one wagon.

It was a very small farmhouse. That particular barn was on one side
of the house, and then if you walked © the back door instead of arning
left you went straight ahcad you went into the main kitchen, which was
also the main living room. It was a combination kitchen and Lving room.
and it had two bedsteads in it. These were big closets that open up and
had the buili-in beds. From there you walked straight ahead and to the
left there was their formal living room, which also housed two bedsteads.
That was to be our room. And immediately o the right of that corridor
was another bedroom, which was used for the people who lived there.
It was a relatively small room. And that was the extent of the house.
There was no attic and there was no basement. There was ¢rawl space
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and the rafters were right up to the ceiling. There was nothing there,
just a little bypical Dutch farmhouse. Dirt floor in the kitchen and the
barn and the room we were in and the front room had a wooden fipor
with about & foot and a half, two feet of space undemneath it when we
gct there. We made a trep door into that room and made a big hiding
place underneath the floor, but that happened while we were there.

Wheo owned the farm?

A family by the name of Dienie, A man, wife, and two daughters. He
was a day laborer, very poor. He used 10 make his living off working
on farms for people, seasonal, and running a bagger |dredging] ship,
which is a flat boat that would mix up turf that you burn for fuel. . . .
When I say run, that means you load the boat and the man pulls it with
the rope, or you have a horse that pulls it and he drives the horse. You
pull this through the canals, which was quite common in Holland. So
the family was very poor, the house was a very poor house, very simple,
again, very low class, bottom of the scale Dutch type of living.

When did other peaple join you in hiding at the farmhouse?

My father’s brother was the first one to come. The timing, I puess, was
aboul two or three months where my father’s brother was in one place
and his family was semeplace else and they couldn’t stay where they
were. First, my father's brother’s underground contact came to find out
If he could be hidden with us, and I recall that being discussed, First
he came, and then within 2 very short lime therealler the rest of the
family joined by the wishes of my uncle. Again with the agreement that,
akay, a few more doesn’t make any difference, it isn't going to last very
long anyway. 50 his wife came with theee childeen. The kids were all
within one year of each other up and down. One was one year younger,
one was my age, and one was one year older. Two boys and one girl.
The girl was the oldest.

Who else joined vou?

After they had joined us was an older couple, Dalsines—they were like
a secand cousin to my dad—joined us. They were considerably older.
He had a very bad case of asthma, and he was in his middle fifties,
middle to late fifties, and they came and joined us and that was about
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two months after my uncle did. Then there was a family that lived with
us for about four menths. That was a temporary—they were only going
1o be there for a week. It was a8 man and wife and three children again,
and they stayed for abont four months before they were moved elsewhere.
Then a ceusin from my father, a single man, came and joined us. He
was about twenty-one, twenty-twa, and he stayed for the duration, This
pentleman took care of our education when he came. He had = college
education, and he was the one who taught us. He stayed for the duration.

Hew many children were in the house?

At one time there were eleven kids. 1t was a short time while the famtily
with the three kids were there, another family came in with two kids,
and then there were two kids by themselves that came, without parents,
for a shart period of time. They were there for six weeks, iwo months.

Did this become a common place for the underground to bring people?

Not really, considering the amount of people that had to be hidden. I'm
saying this all as if it happenad all at once; it really wasn't s0, For about
a year, it was just my father's brother and his family and us, Then after
about a little less than a year, the ald couple jeined us. Then for four
months then the single man joined us and just about the seme time the
family with three Kids were there for four months. For about two weeks
befyre they left, the two kids came and joined us by themselves, and
they were all removed again and put clsewhere. [ have no idea what
happened to them, just lost track. The nucleus of the group was for about
rwo years the adults, the older couple, the single man, my father’s brother
and his wife, my parents, and us five kids. Those were permanent
residents, 50 to spesk.

And all of these people were living in that one room?

That's right.

How did vou deal with so many people in such a small space?
First, it was oo problem, of course, even with all the people, beczose

everybody is fresh. Usually when you artive you have soine amount of
supplies of some kind, whether it be food, something to rad, these type
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af things, The biggest problem at first was the children, 1o keep them
quiet and from fighting, and you played games and you did odds and
ends t0 keep occupied. So the first five, six months were no problem.
Then the little bickering began. Each group as they arrived had a different
sonrce of the underground and depending what the source is vour supplies
would be different. So what everybody got would not necessarily be
the same as far as food and clothing or whatever the underground would
bring in or be able to bring in. The first six, seven, eight months weren't
too bad.

We were told to be absolutely quiet, the children were, My father
insisted I learn how w draw and he st00d behind me with a stick and
made me draw, copy things, whether it be 2 bird or a buiiding or a tree
or draw a cow or whatever it was. And we had sufficient games o amuse
ourselves with for the first peried of time. Alse the first months, not
knowing how long it was going 0 be and having been separated for some
tim, there was a lot © talk abont,

After a while, the talking ceascd and the nerves began to set in. The
food became more scarce, small illnesses began—small eolds—and you
couldn’t cough %0 you coughed in a cushion. And privacy bacame an
irritant—going on the potty in the room, people became a litde pickier.
Everybody became a litle more on each othet’s nerves. One of the main
sonrces of irritation was the older couple that joined us. The gentleman
had asthma. He'd be burming something in a little cop that would smell
up the whole place and be coughing like to clear your throat and his
asthma condition and that would be done in a tent because it had o be
kept quiet.

The biggest argument I remember was that after he'd been there about
§ix, seven months he got 4 couple ol eggs from one of his sources and
my father felt that the egps should be cooked—this happened a couple
of dmes—and they would eat the epg, this older couple, and us kids
wonld be watching. And mry (ather was kind of temperamental anyway,
so he lost his cool one time and said, “The least you can do is give
the kids the egg instead of eating it yourself” And that led to a big
argument with the result being that we got, in tum, first was the youngest,
which was my cousin, got a little top slice of the white, and he ate that,
and the next time thers was an egg we all had the rotation. It was this
type of a thing that became a very great irritant.

Also, the other kids became very bored. They were aot as self-
involved, I guess is the word, as I was. I did a lot of reading. There
weare always plenty of books, and if T'd read them once I'g start aver
again, and I was drawing and I enjoved it. None of the others did. This
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period was all before the single pentleman joined us. After about ning
months thet we were there, this younger man joined us.

Just before he urrived my aunt had a nervous breakdown and just about
the same time that she had & nervous breakdown, the 58 decided that
there should be a watch at the road that went past the place that we were
in hiding, and they set up a permanent watch to check everybody going
back and forth there because they decided there was smuggling going
on from Germany into Holland., 5o now we were faced with having two
Germans sitting by the back deor who often came in for colles in the
one room, and wher they were there, of course, we conldn't even as
much &s whisper. They would sit in the main room, which was the
kitchen/diningfliving toom for the people, and we were in the next room
over. It was visible if the door was open and you could see two doors
leading from the corrider. Luckily they never really went in because
the people we were hiding with were kind to them, s0 to speak. Also
the owner, the man, had gotten a job working For the Germans and the
older wirl was dating some of the Germans and worked as a secretary
for them and 1thcy were generally considered by them as being traitors
and heing supportive of the Germans and against the Duich. So they
were treated by the Germans as more or less special people, which made
it a little easier for us because they were not considered a risk anymore.

The first real illness was the nervous breakdown of my aunt, which
lasted for almost two of three weeks, [ rernember her having 10 be tied
10 the bed because she wanted to move around and wanted to get out
and my mother and her husband and my father putting a pillow over
her head so nobedy would hear her screaming and so an. Right after
that my sister had a nervous breakdown, wanted o get out, wanted to
kill herself, and while she was having that, the oldest gir! of my father's
brother ended up with the measles and that became the bigpest fear,
fear of the different sicknesses and how to trear it because there was
Just nobody you ¢ould call in 50 you did the best yvou can. Luckily things
worked out.

But these things added that much pressure 1o it at the same time the
food became scercer. It was harder and harder for the underground to
come in and supply oo 4 regular busis, and of course the people who
were hiding us could not go in and purchase sufficient food to feed that
many peaple without [people] asking questions. So we bagically at that
time started and contimued to have a steady diet of broswn beans with
no meat and water, and that lasted for just about the duration.
Occasionally we had a little piece ol spek, which is pork fat. And when
1 say little piece, it would be about a centimeter square and we'd work
on that little tidbit ar a time.
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After we were there about nine, ten months, just about when my sister
was 50 bad, this single pentleman joined us, and there was & lot of
discussion as to whether we wanted him or not and it was decided that
we would take him in because he was more edacated. He was 2 second
cousin of my father, and he would then educate us and keep us busier
with schoolwork, which is the way it worked out (o begin with. However,
at first he slept on the floor like averybody else, but he pot close to the
[Drentes’] oldest danghter and ended up sleeping with her. . . . After
he'd been there for ebout four months he started sleeping with her and
ning months kater she had a baby, which everybody said was an 55 babwy,
bot this caused some additional crises becanse now this young man was
living more or less with the family and eating better and sleeping hetter
than the rest of us. He was still teaching us, but now he was treated
maore or less as the husband of the older daughter. During that entire
thing, the discossions that went on about this, the arguments, the
discugsions or fights my father and his brother had with this fellow, Benmy,
were very severe from the standpoint of “*How can yvou do this at times
like this, number 1. Number 2, you're Jewish, she’s just a shiksa [non-
Jewish girt], how can yon? You lower yoursel £ You know, ““What about
your parents’ memories,” et cetera.

Just before the baby was born my mother came down with a nervous
breakdown, and that lasted for about thirty days, [n between that time
the Dalsines, the clder couple, were offended by the different problems
we would have and the older man was feeling kind of sickly but they
had gotten {o the point that they would just sit in a corner and hang
a sheet around them and dido't want anybody o appraach them. That
was their corner, they wouldn't talk with anybedy, they wouldn’t share
with anybody. They'd get books to read—they wouldn’t share. They got
very impatient with the kids and apparently we got on their nerves like
they did on evervbody else’s nerves, and they would bagin to hit out
at us and then my father would get back at them and it got to be a very
stilted free-for-all. That was the general atmaosphere, and it prenty well
continued. Every adult during those three years was ill and three of the
children. I myself stayed healthy and so did my oldest cousin.

Occasionally there were notifications, just about once a month, every
six weeks, of house-to-house searches and depending en how or wha
was conducting these, we would either hide underneath the floor in a
hiding place that we had dug cut or g0 out in the field at night and hide
out there and somelimes we wers out there for four or five days not
knowing when [we would be able to go back].
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DV the Drentes bring vou food at night?

No, there was ne way to do that because we had to sneak out when the
Germans were either being kept occupied or would not be there for a
short period of time and then they would reappear and we'd have to wait
unitil they leave. At one time we were oul there [ think for rwenty-twa
days. This was during the fall and we ate the corn that was there and
grass and whatever we could find, drank the water that was ruoning
through the little moats thst are very plentiful in Holland. Acnzlly, there
was never 4 house search at this place, se even though we took the
precautions, as it tumed out, the house was pever searched. Once
somebody came in and when they recogmzed that [Mr. Drente] was
working for the S5, they just said, *Well, how are you?" and had a cup
of ¢offee and left.

The day-to-day stories are pretty much a repeat of the generalization,
I can’t rermember all the Little fights and all the lidde things, but the general
atmosphers was one of this kind of fear, nerves being shattered, weakness
because of lack of food and lack of exercise, and a continuing feeling
of helplessness as dme went on and on.

How did you receive advance notification of these searches?

Because [Mr, Drente] worked for the 88 Since he worked for the
headquarters, which happened to be in our [old] house—they had
occopied the hause that we lived in as the S8 headquarters—since he
waorked there he would hear or see the bulletin or know that this was
going to oCeur.

IYd Mr. Drente ever bring you reading materinl?

No, no, he never brought anything. He was sort of illiterate, so his
daupghters would bring. But the underground, when they did ¢ome, would
come in with thirty, forty hooks at a time.

How would they bring books?

In the evenings by prior arrangement, by lzaving them on the boat that
this man had anchored in front of the house and this man then would
go out and bring them in. Oceasionally they would bring it in themselves.
A few times medicme had © be gotten and this man would know who
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to contact and somebody would bring it. It was never the same person;
it was always somebody different who would do this. On two or three
occasions I did actually see the person who brought something.

What type of reading marerial did you get?

You name it. I went through an entire library from children's stories
to philosophy, geography, you name it. [ must have read over 3,000 books
in that period of time, most of them twice. And to this day 1 can pick
up a book I haven't read, but it's an older book and T read it and I know
I've read it but [ just don’t remember where, the particulars of it. Yes,
anything that was printed, we read. Didn't make any difference.

Did reading serve as an escape for you?

[ would assume so. There is no doubt that—what was there to do? You
either sit and do nothing, you either get into an argument about who
was using what for that time, toys were being destroyed, you get sick
and tired of playing Monopoly. And besides my drawing, which I liked
because I was good at it, and the reading, there was nothing else to do.
And this was twenty-four hours a day. You can only sleep so much and
after a while you can't sleep, you can't move around, there's really no
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place to streich cut, yon can stand in the corner, there's not sufficiem
chairs to go around, what do you do? You do what you can.

Could yon get any exercise ai afl, even just pacing around?

How do you pace around a smail reom fiiled with that many people?
When we first were there, yes, we did some morning calisthenics and
50 on but after a while there's just no way. There's tor much stuff laying
around, your bunks, even though you rell them up and put them aside
during the day, you still—six, seven adults and five kids and a small
confined place and therz's just ne place o move,

Did vou have a daily routine with the tufor?

To some degree. We continued te get up when it got [to be] morning
because people got up, yon woke up, and you had te go 1o bed when
it got dark becuuse you couldn’t afford to have a light be seen from the
ountzide, S0 we had some flashlights and some candles but basically you
could not do much at dark. So the daytime hours was the only time to
do something. In the morning we had a washbasin, we washed ourselves.
The pail of water was brought in usoally, and then we had whatever
breakfast there was, whether it be a piece of bread or leftover boans
or whatever was there, and then we would study or read or whatever.
8o we had a couple of houts of what was called quiet time. The education,
because of the different ages, was very gencral, and this fellow was fairly
good in math and the languages but the other things didn’t amount 1o
that much. So what we ended up doing is discussing the books that we
read und whatever we got out of the library and this was done for a couple
of hours a day. At ficst it was much more intense, You'd do twe, three
hours in the mothing, two, three hours in the afiernoon. But the fellow
couldn't take it and vs kids couldn't take it and the parents couldn't take
it because they had to be quiet while we were doing this. They couldn’t
g0 anywhere either, and they got bored with it, and it got on their nerves,
%0 it became much more on a one-to-one basis where you could quietly
sit in the corner and do something. So that wey everybody got an hour,
two hours a day, but not at the same time,

Whar did you shedy?

Math was organized. We studied philosophy, discussed philozophy, and
that was based on the bools ther were available. Geography was an open
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discussion as to what everybody knew about the world. You played games
like naming the countries of the world and their capitals, the biggest
river, the biggest mountains, and these type of swff, and we had an atlas
and we leoked them up—these (ype of things. The physics and biclogy
were again—outside of the basics, were based on what we could
understard from the books that were coming in. Some of the concepts
were very far out and some of them were totally erroneous. A formal
line of education wasn't there aficr the first six menths, because basically
we had exhausted what he knew becanse of the concentration. [ mean
it was an ideal learning situation if you had the mental ability, and the
mental ability is very surprising, but the power of concentration is very,
very difficult. It seems to beeome less and less even though you have
nothing #lsz to occupy your mind. It seemed that vour mind is so cocupied
with your physical discomfort and the negative vibrations, [ yuess is
the modern word for it, that flpat around you that yon're constantly a
bundle of nerves. Every sentence you have to read twice and nothing
segms to stick, and thet was the case in almost all of us.

Bere you afraid because there were people constantly in the house?

That’s right, and it was a very small house. Everyihing could be heard,
like you could hear everything that happened in the kitchen and you never
knew who would be coming in. It was just established, You talked in
a whisper. If somebody was there you didn't talk at all.

Did you know if someone was in the kitchen?

You could hear them come in, yes, and like I say, you could hear almost

cverything. 8o, yes, we talked in a whisper. When I say whisper, it was
a whisper. You could not cry. I you were pumshcd and you cried, your
head was stuffed in a p]]]crw If you were in pain, if you had stomach
cramps or any kind of & pain, whether you're an adult or not, sound
was something that just could not be made. The mle was adhered to.

It was necessary.

Was there a semblance of a family situation? Did the parents stiff act
a5 parenis?

Well, your parents remained your parents. The problem was more [with]
the averriding what the other adults would say to the kids that were not
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theirs. My father and his brather wer2 very close all their lives, bot for
mv uncle to say something to me, that wis like waving a red flag in
front of the bull. Especially after 2 while, **How dare you pick on my
children! Look at vour own,” and vice versa. S0 everybody kind of did
their own thing and everybody was afrzid to go over a mark of criss-
erossing. You had to keep some kind of discipline. My father was fairly
well in charpe for most of the time because he was the strongest willed,
and that of conrse led 1o arguments also. But he still was the strongest
and he did lay down the rules and kept them enforved and that, too,
was necessary because without it we never would have made it either.
Everything kind of interlocks. You do what you have to. You face the
cireumstances and you must live within it or leave it. And if you're
leaving, all right. We didn’t because we felt the choice was not really
there.

Did vou mainmin any religious practices wihile in hiding?

Yes, we did. As a matter of fact, we daveried [prayed] every marning
[to have] something to do. Yes, we kept the holidays the best we could,
at least observed them by name. The religious practices, the davening,
morning, evening, doing Shabbas services, filled time, therefore they
were done. Religion wus discussed guite a bit, agein as a time filler.
The big problem was that nobody that was with us knew much from
anything because all of us, my parents and us Kids, were (oo young to
know much, and my parents were also educated by indoctrination. My
father could read [Hebiew], not well. He knew what to obsarve, what
was the proper thing 1o read, but pot a word was understood. He had
a conple of refiliot [prayers] that were translated in German and Duich
but everything was Hebrew to Hebrew so it was jusl a question of reading
and no way to understand what you read and recalling what it was about
because of their prior education. [t was quite limited. It was more a
dogmatic adherence to tradition, which we did.

What happened when vou heard abowt the Mormandy invasion?

By the time that we had the news of the Normandy invasion, they were
already in Belgiumi, and then the next news was they were already in
Holland, aod we figured that at this pace they’ll be there within a week.
Then they were stopped. but now there was hope, T mean, here was
freedom so it was like a resurgence of everything and no marter what
happened, we were going o make it.
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How did vou ger that news?

This came at first from the man who was hiding vs amd then an
underground person came in again. As a matter of fact, at one time,
when we heard that news we were already packing up ready to go and
we thought the Germans were leaving and then 1l turned oot that they
were reinforcing and mores Germans came in. So we had to go back
in, and that lasted another five and a half months. . . .

The actual liberation was that the Canadian tank division had arrived
in ong part of our town and they werc held up—our town was
predominantly made of canals and bridgcs—and the canal wher we were
in hiding was one of the major canals that went into the Stadskanaal
main fare and this had a big bridge on it. The bridge was blown, and
when we heard thar the Canadians were at chis bridge we figured that
it would only be a maner of moments. For three days they couldn’t cross
that bridge 2nd then again the man who was hiding us told us that the
Germans were packing up and leaving. That's when we packed up and
weni to the point where we felt we coold make contact with the
Canadians, and we were ready. We took the bicycles and lefi, all these
people [on] a couple of bicyeles, and we packed what little we had and
us kids were going to Tun out except we couldnt. And we were going
1o scream and we couldn't. ' We had to go about two kilometers up the
canal and we couldn't make it. We mer some people we knew about
the last quarter kilometer and they practicaily carried us 1o where the
Canadians were, but the bridge was gone and we could see the Canadian
tanks. So the Canadians had a raft and they came and one by one took
us to the other side and that was the actual liberation. [t teok another
fonr days before the Canadians actually were able to cross this particular
stretch of canals and secure our ¢ity and the rest of Holland.

Could vou communicate with the Canadians? Did you speak ary English?

No, no. What is there to communicate? You get a big hug and I remember
getting a candy bar. But then you dido't need to communicate. They
could see with their feces thet it was worth i to them, 2nd what we
felt, I can’t really des¢ribe.

Afer liberation, the DeLevie family retuened to their home, and Nathun

DeLevie resumed his cattle business. The femily immigrated to the United
Siztes in December, 1949, and senled in Madison, Wisconsin, whete Herb
DicLovie aticnded high schaal and énrolled in the Univetsity of Wiscunsin



