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Short biography of Solly Ganor, the author of Light One Candle

Solly Ganor was born on May 18, 1928 in Heydekrug, a small town near the
East Prussian border, where most of the inhabitants spoke German. He was
the youngest of three children of the Genkind family. His father Chaim
Genkind was from Minsk, white Russia, and his mother Rebecca Genkind-
Shtrom, came from a family that traces its origin in Lithuania to 1756. His
sister Fanny was fourteen years older than he, and his brother Herman
seven.

In 1933, when Hitler came to power, the Genkinds moved back to Kovno
(Kaunas), where they had a very large family. The family soon established
itself in a new business, and Solly had to adjust from his native German
tongue to Yiddish, Lithuanian and Hebrew, that most Jews in Kovno spoke.

In the introduction of his book, Solly described his youth:

“Kovno, Lithuania, 1s a little-known spot on the map for most Americans. It
looms large in my memory, however. It is where I spent the greater part of
my childhood, and where a large part of the story that follows takes place.

Kovno was a lovely city of nearly 120,000 people. More than thirty thousand
Jews lived and prospered in the town, my family among them. For many
years, Kovno was one of the few places in Europe where the Jews were able
to live nearly autonomously, and they built a strong community. Its Yeshivas
[Jewish religious schools] attracted students from all over Europe. Its
professionals and scholars and merchants played an important role in the
town’s economy. Its cultural life was diverse and sophisticated. There were
four Hebrew high schools and one in Yiddish in Kovno. Several Yiddish
newspapers and a Yiddish theater, was part of the Jewish culture. Most of
the Jews of Kovno were Zionist. I remember my childhood as a very happy

b

one.

On Hanukah 1939, Solly met by chance, the Japanese consul to Lithuania,
Chiune Sugihara. The Genkinds were among the first to receive a life saving
visa from Chiune Sugihara, but when the Soviets entered Lithuania their
Lithuanian passports became invalid. They were caught by the Nazi invasion
and spent three years in the Kovno ghetto, where most of the Jewish
inhabitants were killed in various Actions and deportations. Having survived
all the actions, they were deported to German concentration camps in the
spring of 1944, on the eve of the Soviet army reoccupying Kovno. Solly’s
mother and sister were sent to the Stutthof concentration camp near Danzig,
while he and his father were sent to a satellite camp of Dachau, known as
Lager X [Camp 10], near the German town of Utting.



Solly’s mother died in Stutthof of typhoid fever, while his sister Fanny
survived and was among the Jewish women who were shipped out by the
Nazis on boats to the Baltic Sea where they were going to be drowned. Solly
and his father worked in Lager X under the most appalling conditions.

Hard labor, starvation and beatings were their daily rations. Many died and
at the end of the war, the rest were sent on a death march from Dachau to
Tyrol.

Thus the remnants of the once glorious Lithuanian dJewry, died from
starvation, exhaustion and freezing weather and their bodies lay strewn
about where they fell and were shot. This tragedy took place at the end of
April 1945 on the picturesque roads of Bavaria.

Solly Ganor survived the death march, and was liberated by a unit of the
522nd Field Artillery Battalion of the US Army. The unit consisted of
Japanese American soldiers. Ironically, many of these soldiers volunteered
for military service from American relocation camps. The person who saved
him was Private Clarence Matsumura, who in 1992 was reunited with Solly
in Jerusalem.

After his liberation Solly spent some time with the American army where he
worked as an interpreter for a US Army intelligence unit that was identifying
and prosecuting Nazi collaborators hiding among the Displaced persons.

Solly’s father who survived the Death March, married a Canadian woman,
who was in charge of United Nations Relief Agency (UNNRA) in the Munich
area. Solly was supposed to have joined them in Canada.

On May 15, 1948, when the State of Israel was declared, Solly decided
instead of going to Canada, to join the Israeli Defense Forces and fought in
the war of Independence.

After the war, in 1949, he joined the fledgling Israeli merchant marine,
where he eventually reached the rank of captain.

In 1960, he was accepted by the London University, where he studied English
Literature and languages. In 1963, he returned to Israel where he married
his present wife Pola. They have two children, Daniel and Leora, and three
grand children. After returning from England Solly was offered a job to
manage a textile factory belonging to Pola’s family and in 1977, they moved
to La Jolla California.



By 1984, their daughter Leora became 18 and went back to Israel to serve
her two years in the army. The Ganor’s returned to Israel the same year.
Solly spends most of his time lecturing as a witness to the Holocaust
throughout the US, Germany, Japan and Israel.

The book Light One Candle has been translated into German and Japanese.
In Germany and Japan, Solly’s book has been widely circulated, and is now
recommended reading for high schools. In Japan, some high schools even
produced a play based on his book.

Recently Nobel Prize winner and Holocaust survivor Eli Wiesel recommended
Solly’s book Light One Candle as educational reading on the Holocaust. This
endorsement by Elie Wiesel, whom the survivors consider as their
spokesman, is very gratifying for Solly.

Recently, Solly reflected, “I feel I have finally fulfilled my promise to my
perished friends and family to tell their stories. I have finally lit ‘One Candle’
for them.”

Solly’s articles on the Holocaust and Israel has become widespread on the
Internet. His website can be visited at: solly ganor remembrance



Solly Ganor’s Diary

I was born in Heydekrug, Lithuania, on May 18, 1928, the youngest of three
children. My sister Fanny was fourteen years old when I was born, and my
brother Herman was seven.

For my eleventh birthday, my brother Herman brought me a present. It was
a diary. It was a handsome book embossed in gold and the cover simply said,
“Diary.”

“You are the writer in this family. Write down the events to come. Some day
it may be an important document.” He smiled when he said it, but his eyes
were very serious. It was September 1, 1939, the beginning of World War II.

His words were prophetic, yet it took me more than fifty years to bring myself
to publish my diary. It is called Light One Candle, and it was published in
1995.

During the dark hours of World War II, in the ghetto, in the concentration
camps, before our liberation, we prisoners often talked about the remote
chances of our survival. We made a pact among ourselves that those who
would survive the war would tell the truth about what happened. We knew
that the world had to be informed. When I survived the war, I knew I was
obligated to speak on behalf of the millions of people murdered, and
especially the million and a half Jewish children whose voices were silenced.

There are those who can’t understand why I waited so long; fifty years is,
after all, a very long time.

The answer lies, as with most Holocaust survivors, the fear, or rather the
abhorrence, to expose to the public the terrible things that were done to us,
by the Nazis and their European collaborators.

There were those who couldn’t understand our silence, and thought that it
implied shame.

Behind our backs they called it: ‘the silence of the sheep that went to the
slaughter’

It never occurred to them that what we went through was so terrible, so
utterly horrifying, that it made it psychologically impossible to deal with. We
simply went into denial. I was among those survivors who wanted to get on
with their lives.



When 1 enlisted in the Israeli army in 1948 to fight in its War of
Independence, I adopted a new identity. Since I came with a group of
Canadian volunteers, I registered as a Canadian.

A special event changed my silence. It completely changed my life and it
remained so to this day.

In April 1992, a man by the name of Eric Saul telephoned me from
Jerusalem. It was a fateful call. What happened next was what I consider
‘my second liberation’.

Eric Saul, a historian from San Francisco, came to Jerusalem with a group of
Japanese American army veterans of the famed 100th/442nd and 522nd Field
Artillery Battalion. Among them was a man who, at the end of World War 1II,
saved my life. This man was Clarence Matsumura.

He was the young soldier who found me at the end of World War Two lying in
the snow, barely alive.

It was May 2, 1945. I was with a group of Jewish prisoners on a death march
from Dachau to the Tyrol Mountains. With the American Army very near,
the Nazi guards led us to a forest clearing where we were to be shot. But
when they heard the American Army approaching, the guards ran away
leaving us to our fate. It snowed heavily that night and the snow covered the
half-dead marchers completely. It was there that Clarence Matsumura with
his three Japanese American friends found me. He saved my life by simply
getting me hot broth.

Our miraculous reunion after almost fifty years brought about a catharsis in
me. Our reunion in Jerusalem had almost a miraculous effect on me. When
we met face to face, I broke down. I cried for a very long time, with Clarence
and Eric Saul trying to comfort me.

I hadn’t cried since the day of my liberation in 1945.

The catharsis of meeting my liberator was like a second liberation. It changed
my life in more than one way. I began to lecture on the subject of the
Holocaust, in many countries, but most importantly, I finally published my
wartime diary and it has been translated into many languages.

I hope that my account of the Jews of Kovno will fulfill my promise to my
family and friends to tell what happened to us.



My Hero, Chiune Sugihara

There are times when we should speak not only of our enemies who wish to
destroy us, but also of those who risked their lives and careers to save our
people.

I want to tell you of a hero, the hero of my childhood; he was the Japanese
consul to Lithuania, Chiune Sugihara.

In the summer of 1940, he issued visas to thousands of Jewish refugees
against the express orders of his government. He is not only my hero, but is
the hero of forty thousand Jewish souls who are alive today because of his
selfless act to save them from the gas chambers of Auschwitz. I was a living
witness to that rescue event and I wish to share it with you.

Several years ago I was invited to celebrate the reunion of Jewish survivors
with the their rescuer’s wife, Yukiko Sugihara. The reunion took place in
New York’s Town Hall. That day the biggest storm of the year hit New York
and the rain came down in buckets, but the Town Hall was packed full with
Sugihara survivors. The storm was not going to keep them away from
meeting Yukiko Sugihara, who came all the way from Japan to meet us.
There were many emotional speeches that evening, including the one by
Yukiko herself, but the one that really touched us all was the short speech of
a thirteen year old boy.

He came to the stage with a bunch of flowers in his hand, kissed Yukiko on
both cheeks and said: “Mrs. Sugihara, Your husband saved my grandfather
and grandmother, and because of that I am here today and so are forty
thousand descendants of the people to whom your husband issued visas.
Thank you, Mrs. Yukiko Sugihara for granting us all our lives.”

The fifteen hundred people who attended the event stood up and gave the boy
a standing ovation.

Recently, I received an invitation to come to Hawaii where I would be
reunited with Mrs. Yukiko Sugihara. I can safely say that her husband is my
hero since I was as an eleven-year-old boy, when I first met him and he
declared himself to be my ‘uncle.’” Chiune, Sempo Sugihara was among the
first to be recognized by Yad Vashem, as a Righteous Gentile (Ish Hassid
Umot) for saving thousands of Jewish people from the gas chambers of
Auschwitz.

It was Chiune Sugihara who was among the few who risked his career to
save Jewish refugees, lining up at his door. The greatness of this man was



-10-

the fact that against the orders of his superiors he granted visas and he
didn’t turn away a single person who came to him for help.

Thousands of Jewish people besieged every day the foreign embassies trying
to obtain visas. They went to the Americans, the Canadians, the Australians
and more, but the overwhelming majority was turned away empty handed.
No one wanted to save the Jews from Hitler. Irony would have it that an ally
of the Nazis would risk his career to save Jews, whereas the West refused to
help them.

In July 1939, the Japanese consul Chiune Sugihara with his family arrived to
my hometown of Kovno, Lithuania. They took up residence in a house not far
from where we lived. It became the Japans consulate, an event that received
hardly any attention. One of my uncles actually expressed concern, as it was
well known that the Japanese were allies of the Nauzis.

“Nothing good can be expected from the Japanese,” he said to my father. How
wrong he was.

To go back in time and visit the world I knew as a child is easy. All I have to
do 1s close my eyes and I can see it clearly. Please, join me and I will take you
the world I knew as a child and only lives in the memory of the few survivors
still alive.

Kovno, Hanukah 1939

I know and love every nook and cranny of this town. Slowly its familiar
details emerge in my mind. The golden cupola of the Chor Shoul, our loveliest
synagogue, takes shape in the distance. Then Niemuno and Vilnius Streets,
and Rotushes Square, lined with its massive stone houses which had
probably seen Napoleon on his march to Moscow.

December 1939. It is Hanukah again, the Festival of Lights. I am eleven
years old. I collected quite a sum of money from my family as Hanukah gelt.
We have some refugees in our house, Mr. Rosenblat and his daughter Lea. I
had to give up my room for them, and sleep with my brother Hermann, an
1idea I wasn’t crazy about. My mother saw my resentment and made me feel
guilty. That was my undoing, because the same day several ladies showed up
asking for donations to help the refugees. On impulse, I gave them all my
gelt.

The next day, a new Laurel and Hardy movie were playing and I was dying to
see 1t, but my pockets were empty.
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I had only one hope left, my aunt Anushka. She ran an elegant shop of
imported gourmet foods for her rich clientele and she also catered to foreign
embassies.

It was cold when I sat out that afternoon, but I was dressed warmly. The
snow felt crisp under my boots and shimmered white in the afternoon sun. It
was Hanukah, and all along the streets menorahs shimmered in the windows
of the Jewish houses, and Christmas trees glowed in the homes of the
Christians. Aunt Anushka’s shop window was decorated with a string of
colored bulbs, and a contraption attached to the door played a merry tune
when you opened it. It was a gift from some inventor friend of hers.
Somewhere in Poland, World War Two had started, but here in Lithuania life
continued as if nothing had happened.

When I walked in, she was serving an elegantly dressed gentleman. “Ah, my
dear nephew is here for his Hanukah money, I bet.” She said in Russian,
smiling at me.

“Come here and meet his Excellency, the consul of Japan, Mr. Sugihara,” she
added. I suppose I was staring at him. He had the most interesting slanted
eyes. I approached him slowly and extended my hand.

“How do you do, Sir” I said politely.

He solemnly shook my hand, returning my open scrutiny, and then smiled.
There was humor and kindness in those strange eyes, and I immediately
warmed to him. As my aunt Anushka went to the cash register, Mr. Sugihara
took a shiny coin from his pocket. “Since this is Hanukah consider me your
uncle.” He said extending the coin. I hesitated for a minute. “You should
come to our Hanukkah party on Saturday.” I blurted out as I plucked the coin
from his hand. “The whole family will be there. Seeing as you are my uncle.” I
added. That Saturday, Chiune Sugihara and his wife Yukiko came to our
home to attend our party. It was at the party that Mr. Rosenblat, the refugee
who lived at our house, out of desperation approached Mr. Sugihara and
asked him whether he would grant him a visa.

Mr. Sugihara was puzzled by this request. Why would a Jewish person wish
to go Japan, knowing that the Japanese were allied with the Nazis.

At this party, the Sugiharas met many of my uncles and aunts and through
them other Jewish families. When Mr. Sugihara heard that I was collecting
stamps, he invited me to come to the consulate.
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I would go to the Japanese consulate quite often, to collect stamps and get
some tea and Japanese cookies from his wife, Yukiko. I would play with their
older son, Hiroki, even though he was much younger than I.

It was only six months later that we found out what a true humanitarian we
had for a friend, when he began giving out visas to anyone who came to his
consulate. We were among the first to receive the visas, but unfortunately we
couldn’t use it, because we were Lithuanian Citizens, and when the Soviets
occupied Lithuania, our passports became invalid.

Thus, we were caught in Hitler’s killing machine and most of my family
perished. But I always remembered my ‘uncle’ Chiune Sugihara. He was like
a lighthouse in the sea of darkness that surrounded us during those days in
Lithuania.
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George Kadish - Zvi (Hirsh) Kadushin — Photographer with a Hidden
Camera in the Kovno Ghetto

Photographing daily life in the Kovno Ghetto was an extremely risky
venture. The Germans strictly prohibited it. George Kadish took every
opportunity possible to document life in the ghetto. The result constitutes
one of the most significant photographic records of ghetto life during the
Holocaust.

George Kadish was born Zvi (Hirsh) Kadushin in Raseiniai, Lithuania, in
1910. After attending the local Hebrew school, he moved with his family to
Kovno. At the Aleksotas University, located in one of Kovno’s suburbs he
studied engineering in preparation for a teaching career and joined the
rightist Zionist movement. Before the war, he taught mathematics, science,
and electronics at a local Hebrew high school. His hobby, however, would
have the most significant impact on his and others’ lives. He developed an
interest in photography and even began building his own cameras. He
designed a hidden camera for use on his trouser belt.

Acquiring and developing film secretly outside the ghetto was as perilous as
using his hidden cameras inside. Kadish worked as an engineer repairing x-
ray machines for the German occupation forces in the city of Kovno. Once in
the city, he bartered for film and other photographic supplies. He developed
his precious negatives at the German military hospital, using the same
chemicals he used to develop x-ray film. He smuggled them out in sets of
crutches.

The subjects of Kadish’s photographic portraits were varied, but he seemed
especially interested in capturing the reality of the ghetto’s daily life.

In June 1941, witnessing the brutality of the initial Nazi actions, he
photographed the Yiddish word Nekoma (“Revenge”) found scrawled in blood
on the door of a murdered Jew’s apartment. Camera in hand, or whenever
necessary, placed just so to record subjects through a buttonhole of his
overcoat, he photographed Jews humiliated and tormented by Lithuanian
and German guards in search for smuggled food, Jews dragging their
belongings from one place to another on sleds or carts, Jews concentrated in
forced work brigades. Kadish also recorded activities at the ghetto’s food
gardens and in schools, orphanages, and workshops.

In addition to depicting the severe conditions of ghetto life, he had an artistic
eye for portraiture, the desolation of deserted streets, and the intimacy of
informal, improvised gatherings.



-14 -

Kadish’s last photographs taken inside the ghetto are those recording the
deportation of ghetto prisoners to slave labor camps in Estonia.

In July 1944, after escaping from the ghetto across the river, he
photographed the ghetto’s liquidation and burning.

Once the Germans fled, he returned to photograph the ghetto in ruins and
the small groups who had survived the final days in hiding.

Kadish recognized early on the danger of losing his precious collection. He
enlisted the assistance of Yehuda Zupowitz, a high-ranking officer in the
ghetto’s Jewish police, to help hide his negatives and prints. Zupowitz never
revealed his knowledge of Kadish’s work or the location of his collection, even
during the “Police Action” of March 27, 1944, when Zupowitz was tortured
and killed at the Fort IX prison. Kadish retrieved his collection of
photographic negatives upon his return to the destroyed ghetto.

After Germany’s surrender on May 8, 1945, Kadish left Lithuania for
Germany with his extraordinary photographs. In the American Occupation
Zone, he mounted exhibitions of his photographs for survivors residing in
displaced persons camps. Kadish later said that his photographs were his
revenge.

The photographs of the Kovno Ghetto that appear in this exhibition were
taken by George Kadish. Many of these images were printed directly from
Kadish’s original 35mm negatives. Kadish died in 1999 in Florida. His
photographs are a tribute to his heroism in telling the story of the Jews of
Kovno.
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Our Lithuanian Neighbors

Over breakfast Father held a family conference. We all agreed that it was
too dangerous to remain in Kaunas. As frightening as the Russian police
were, the Nazis were scarier. And no one had much confidence in the Soviet
forces. We had heard plenty about the German blitzkrieg, and seen the
Russian army for ourselves. In Kaunas, the Soviets’ lumbering pre-war
tanks had been dubbed “tanks of fifty.” It took one man to steer, we joked,
and forty-nine to push.

It was decided. We would make a run for the Russian border. The Soviets
had long since confiscated all private automobiles, so we would have to find
transportation, but even if we ended up in Siberia, it would surely be better
than life under the Nazis.

The phone was dead. Father and Herman went down the street to speak to
Uncle Itzhak. They returned with grim news. The Russian army was
evacuating the town full speed, jamming the outgoing trains. Even if we
managed to get on, the Germans were bombing the tracks, and the chances of
getting through were slim. There was no other public transport. We would
have to reach the border on foot.

There was even worse news—a new threat from an unexpected quarter.
Even with huge numbers of Soviet troops still in Kaunas, gangs of
Lithuanians armed with rifles and revolvers were roaming the streets. They
called themselves “Siauliai,” or “Patriots,” and although they occasionally
fought the Russians, for the most part they were robbing and beating up
Jews. Our neighbors had turned against us, and the Germans hadn’t even
arrived.

With this urgency upon us, we had a last, strange family meal at home.
Mother behaved very oddly, insisting upon her best china. She moved stiffly
about the room, setting the table and switching on the crystal chandelier.
The Rosenthal dishes gleamed under its sparkling lights. Father stopped his
protests when he saw my mother’s tucked in chin, a sure sign that nothing he
saild would move her. What was she thinking? We sat around the big
mahogany table in silence, Surrounded by the heavy blue drapes, the family
pictures and paintings, the knickknacks and embroidered pillows-all the
secure, familiar things that were part of our lives. It all felt eerily unreal to
me, and sad, like the last meal of the condemned. Mother even served wine.

I remember going to my room to take a last look at all I was leaving, and
slipping my beloved copy of The Mysterious Island into my knapsack.
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Schrecklichkeit (Terror)

Several of the Lithuanians disappeared and returned with some spades.
They handed them over to the Jewish men and told them to dig their graves.

Besides the wounded there were four men in the group. One of them, an
elderly man with glasses, froze in terror. The taller of the Germans went up
and put the barrel of his gun to his chest.

“Pick up that shovel and start digging,” he said coldly. When the man did not
respond, he shot him. The force of the bullet at such close range spun him
around. His wife let out a terrible wail and threw herself on his body. Their
five children stood around them, gaping in disbelief. It happened so fast.

My mother was so shocked that she cried out loud. Luckily the condemned
Jews cried out at the same time so no one heard her. She struggled to rise,
but Herman forced her down.

The other three men began hastily digging into the sandy soil as if their life
depended on it, which it did, if only for a few more minutes. The Lithuanians
were passing around a bottle of vodka and jeering at the Jews, who were
unused to menial work and awkward with the shovels. “Well, you lazy Jews,
you are finally doing an honest day’s work. Too bad it will be your last!” The
two Germans stood aside and smoked, quite aloof, and refused when the
Lithuanians offered them the bottle.

“Perhaps when you land in your Jewish paradise they will let you inside the
gates if you show them your fresh calluses,” another Lithuanian piped up,
and the others joined in laughter.

When they were satisfied that the grave was large enough, they told the Jews
to undress. Realizing that their last hour had arrived they began to cry,
some begging for mercy, some praying. A few loudly repeated the “Shma
Israel.” Then the taller German stepped up again and shot one of the diggers,
and the rest hastily removed their clothes. We could smell sweat, urine, and
feces. We were witnessing the ultimate distress of people who are about to
die a violent and shameful death.

When they were down to their underwear, the German told them to line up in
front of the pit, but the Lithuanians wanted them to strip, especially the

women.

“No. They will stay in their under-wear,” the tall German said.
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“Let the men have their fun. Theyve earned it,” the Lithuanian officer
persisted, smiling at the German. He spoke German quite well.

“I said no!” the German snapped. “I know what I'm doing. It’s
psychologically undesirable for the men to see them naked, especially the
children. Many good men simply lose their nerve. Better to leave these
untermenschlich in their ridiculous underwear. You understand me?”

The Lithuanian looked doubtful, but didn’t argue the point.

I will never forget the German’s little lecture. He had enunciated clearly, as
if giving a speech, and I heard every word. It gave me my first insight into
the Nazi killing machine.

They shot Rachel first. She was still seated at her husband’s side,
performing her strange ritual, bending down to her husband’s body, then
lifting her arms up to heaven in a silent cry.

The shorter German came up behind her, and at the exact moment she raised
her arms he deftly brought up his Luger and shot her in the neck. There
wasn’t a single wasted motion in the execution. The Lithuanians gave him a
respectful look.

Then the rest began shooting. I closed my eyes and covered my ears, but the
terrified screams of the victims, especially those of the children, still haunt
my nightmares. It was intolerable. I was about to bolt, but Herman held me
down, hissing in my ear not to make a sound. Mother had passed out
entirely.

When they were finished they hauled the trembling farmer from his house
and told him to cover the grave with earth. “Make sure they don’t walk
away,” the officer laughed. Then he added sternly, “Next time you try to hide
Jews we’ll bury you with them. Understand?”

“Yes sir, yes sir. I'll never hide Jews again as long as I live,” Kazys
answered, crossing himself several times.

After they left he fearfully approached the ditch and looked down at the
bloody bodies. We could see the shock spreading over his face. Then he put a
hand to his mouth and retched.

The massacre of these people at such close range, where we could see, hear,
and smell every minute of it, went through me like a branding iron. I was a
normal thirteen-year-old boy brought up in a sheltered environment, and
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suddenly I was plunged into a world where anyone who felt like it could hunt
me down and kill me.



-19-

Where books are burned in the end people will be burned, too.

- Heinrich Heine

I would like to tell the story of my hero, a man who during the Holocaust
sacrificed his life to save mine. This event is especially painful for me to
remember. To this day I still feel guilty, and feel responsible for his death. Too
long have we survivors been maligned as the sheep that went to the slaughter.
There were thousands of heroes who fought the Nazis, as partisans in the
woods, in uprisings, like the Warsaw ghetto uprising, even uprisings like the
one in the death camp of Sobibor. These people were fighting impossible odds,
against the brutal Nazi war machine. But there were also different kinds of
heroes, heroes of immense moral courage, like my math teacher, Shmuel
Edelstein.

Kadish for my Teacher

On February 18, 1942, the Germans ordered all books in the ghetto to be
turned over to the authorities. Anyone caught with books after the deadline
would be executed. The people of the book, as we Jews had been known
throughout the ages, were to be separated from our ancient companions.

Nearly everyone complied with the order and began delivering their precious
books to the assembly point. It snowed the night before the deadline, and the
ghetto was covered by a thick white blanket the next morning.

My mother had tears in her eyes as she helped me load her beloved books in
my home made sled. The load consisted of ten volumes of Russia’s best
authors, all bound in red leather with gold embossed lettering. Tolstoy,
Lermontov, Dostoevsky, Turgeneyev, Pushkin, Gogol--the thoughts, passions,
1deals, and feelings of literary giants were in those books. It was a wedding
gift from her brother Jochil. I felt deep compassion for my mother. She had
never quite recovered from my brother Herman’s death. Mother rarely smiled
these days. Like me, she escaped from her grief by reading. She would sit
almost motionless for hours, only moving two fingers to flip the pages. And
now they were even taking her books away. “ Keep them Mommy,” I wanted
to tell her. “We are all going to be killed anyway. You might as well enjoy
your books while you can.” But I kept my silence.

Mother found it difficult enough keeping in touch with our terrible reality.
But I never took the books to the assembly point. Cooky and I found an old
abandoned house with an attic at the outskirts of the ghetto, which was made



-20-

off limits to the ghetto inhabitants. When no one was around, we sneaked in
all our books and many books of our neighbors who were glad to get rid of
them.

We had several hundred books by now in Yiddish, Hebrew, Lithuanian,
Russian and Hebrew. I became obsessed. I wanted more and more books for
our library and the only place to get them was at the German assembly point
where the books were delivered. The assembly point was two-story house and
the man in charge was Mr. Grodnik, a friend of my father. He was only to
glad to accept us volunteers, as the delivered books had to be sorted out and
brought up to the upper floors for storage. At a later date, the Germans came
with lorries to pick them up.

We worked there for three days and managed to steal about five hundred
books. It was a risky business, but life wasn’t worth living without books. By
the time we were finished, we had about a thousand books, in various
languages. There were the classics of all the nations.

French, Russian, German, English, and American classical authors. We were
only fourteen years old, but we were avid readers and read a book a day.
Some of the books were hard to understand, but we soon got used to the
classics. I think that I got more than my education from these books.

For a while we managed to keep our library a secret, but soon it somehow got
out and boys came to us for exchange. It seemed that many youngsters had
the same idea and hid the family books.

Cooky and I both began attending trade school in carpentry. One day I was
approached by Mr. Edelstein who was officially a carpentry instructor, but on
the quiet, he also taught us mathematics and other subjects, which was
strictly forbidden by the Germans. He asked me point blank if I could get him
some textbooks, especially in mathematics. Strangely enough, I did steal
some textbooks and brought them to the attic. Cooky was furious with me for
doing it. “This is what I risked my neck for?” he yelled at me.

Mr. Edelstein was a kind man whom everyone liked. He was rather shy and
always smiled. He came from a small shtetl where his whole family with the
rest of the Jews was burned alive in a synagogue. Yet he taught us to believe
that the good will triumph over the evil, and we shall all return to our
beloved land of Israel. He was a true idealist and an ardent Zionist and tried
to impart these ideals to all of us. He had no relatives, and like nearly all
single men, he ‘adopted’ a family that had no working male at his head. Mr.
Edelstein lived with a family of five. He was especially fond of the twins, who
were eight years old and were always hungry. Like many others, he would
often trade with the Lithuanian guards, clothing for food.
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The next day I smuggled in the geometry book and gave it to him. He was so
delighted that he gave me a big hug. “ Do you know what a treasure this is?
Look! It is in Hebrew and was printed in Tel Aviv. Where on earth did you
get 1t?” He then put in a bag full of clothing he was carrying to trade with the
guard at the gate. That afternoon when we left school, I passed him at the
gate, where he stopped to trade with the guard. Suddenly I heard the guard
shout. He sounded drunk. “You want more food for the junk? What are that
you got hidden there, Jew boy. A book? I can shoot you for that! How would
you like that for extra food?”

I was about ten yards away and turned to see what was happening. A
German military car stopped at the gate and an SS officer stepped out and
wanted to know what was going on. I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach.

Mr. Edelstein stood ashen faced while the guard showed the book to the SS
officer. The German turned the pages slowly, then demanded to know where
Mr. Edelstein had gotten that book. I couldn’t hear Mr. Edelstein’s answer,
but the German slapped him a few times and shouted: “ Don’t lie to me, you
filthy Jew! And is in some kind of a code! Who is your contact? Where did you
get this book? Tell me or I will kill you!”

I stood frozen in horror as he and the Lithuanian began beating my teacher.
Any minute, I expected Mr. Edelstein to point a finger at me; but instead of
that, he made a barely perceptible gesture for me to go. With that I found my
feet and started running. I was turning into a side street when I heard a
shot. I looked back to see Mr. Edelstein fall to his knees. The German put his
pistol to his head and fired again, and Mr. Edelstein fell over and lay still.

I stayed home from school the next whole day. My teacher was murdered and
it was my fault. Finally Cooky came over and tried to cheer my up, but I was
inconsolable. Me and my stupid books! For the first time, I realized the
danger I exposed everyone to with my foolishness. I wouldn’t listen and now
my teacher was dead. To this day, I remember his feeble gesture waving me
away from there. All he had to do is point in my direction to save himself, but
he wouldn’t do it. He was buried in the ghetto cemetery, only a short distance
from where he was shot. Except for the family he lived with and a few of his
pupils, including Cook and myself, few attended his funeral. A violent death
was such a common occurrence in the ghetto that no one paid any attention.
There was no funeral, as all religious practices were forbidden by the
Germans. Only the twins, who saw in him a father, cried bitterly. Who would
provide for them now? I just stood there stunned, unable to utter a sound,
until sprinkles of rain and a blackening sky sent everyone scurrying for
shelter.
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For the next ten days, I didn’t go to the trade school. I didn’t care if they
threw me out. I spent most of the days crying, and in self-recrimination.
Cooky came several times trying to console me, and even brought me a book.
But I told him to take it back. I swore I will never read another book in my
life.” Take it back, these books are the cause of murder and destruction,” I
shouted at him.

The head master who knew of my distress, gave me some time, but told
Cooky that if I didn’t show up soon, he will have to report me, and I would be
sent to work at the air port, the worst possible working place in the ghetto.

I finally went back, and much to my surprise, neither the teachers nor the
pupils connected Edelstein’s death to the book I gave him. And if they did,
they didn’t say anything. Cooky and I spent more and more time up in our
attic hide out, reading or discussing what we read.

One day Cooky took out an old bible we had among the Hebrew books. “I
think we should say Kadish for Mr. Edelstein.” Cooky said after some
hesitation. I looked at him in astonishment. Cooky’s parents were both
agnostic and brought him up that way. “ I know what you are thinking, but
he did get killed because of our book. I think he would have wanted someone
to say Kadish for him.” Cooky explained with some embarrassment. And so I
wrote down the words of the Kadish on a slip of paper and the next day, after
school we stopped by the cemetery and said Kadish for him at his unmarked
grave. Strangely enough, I felt better for it, I continued to visit and tend
Edelstein’s grave in the months to come. When the weather warmed, I
planted some peas there. To my surprise they grew into bushes and
eventually bore fruit, which Cooky and I shared. I knew that Mr. Edelstein
wouldn’t mind.
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If I needed a reminder why many Holocaust survivors live in Israel and cling
to it with heart and soul, despite the endless wars and the suicide bombings,
this recent journey supplied us with the answer. The flight from Tel Aviv to
Munich lasts less than four hours, but my memory takes me back fifty seven
years, when I was a teenage slave laborer for the Nazis in one of the outer
camps of Dachau. Towards the end of the war, they were so desperately in
need of labor that the Nazis reluctantly gave up the idea of gassing all Jews,
irrespective of their gender or age.

They continued to gas women with children and old people, but those whom
they considered still capable of work, were temporarily spared. They even
coined a phrase for those of us: “Vernichtung durch Arbeit”--"Annihilation
through Work.” In fact, they starved us and made us work twelve hours a day
at hard labor, condemning us to a slow agonizing death.

Kadish for Zelig

There were in all eleven outer camps of Dachau, where in nine months more
than fifteen thousand Jewish slaves, out of a total of thirty thousand, died of
starvation, hard labor and beatings by the German supervisors and the SS
guards. I was in an outer camp of Dachau, known as Lager X (Camp 10), near
Utting, a picturesque little town by the Amersee. Before the war writers and
artists used to live there. I was told that the famous Kurt Weil lived there
before Hitler came to power.

In July 1944, with the Soviet troops approaching the Kovno ghetto where I
was imprisoned for three years, the Nazis transported us halfway across
Europe to Bavaria. There, near the medieval town of Landsberg and
surroundings, Hitler decided in the last phases of the war to build gigantic
underground factories where the jet fighter Messerschmidt ME262 was to be
built. This was Hitler’s promised secret weapon that would sweep the
American and British planes out of the German skies.

We, the half-starved Jews of Lithuania, Poland, and Hungary were to build
these gigantic factories, and perish while building it.

The construction sight was called Moll, named after the owner of the building
company, Leonard Moll. I will never forget the day when I first laid eyes on
it. We were driving from Utting in a truck, to deliver a load of potatoes. In
our camp, it was known that the Germans were building some kind of
underground factory, and we heard terrible stories about it. We traveled for
what seemed like an hour along a tree-lined dirt road. Darkness had fallen,
and in the distance we could hear the low grinding roar of heavy machinery.
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The din increased just before we emerged into a huge clearing lit by the glare
of floodlights. The road dropped into a vast excavation, and from it rose an
enormous concrete vault, bristling with vertical reinforcing rods so that it
looked like some monstrous hedgehog. Narrow railroad tracks curved
towards the opening.

The installation was a half-cylinder of concrete, 1,300 feet long and spanning
more than 275 feet at the base. It rose some 95 feet into the air at the top of
the arch. Under the glaring lights, cranes and bulldozers moved into and
around its mouth. Scores of tractors, trucks, and other heavy equipment
created an ear-shattering roar. Along the sides, scores of prisoners stood on
platforms handling huge flexible hoses that spewed wet cement into the
spiked grid work, while others moved about with shovels and buckets.
Everywhere we looked we saw what looked like thousands of men in striped
uniforms moving about the compound, carrying lumber, iron rods and sacks
of cement.

It was like an enormous, evil hive. Even as we watched, we heard inhuman
screams coming from above. The men who were maneuvering the huge hose
had lost their grip, and the pipe began writhing about, spewing concrete in
all directions. The men desperately tried to seize it, but it whipped and flailed
and knocked several men off their feet. One after another they fell screaming
onto the spikes, while the hose poured hundreds of pounds of concrete on top
of them. The scene I described took place towards the end of 1944.

The men I saw fall into the concrete are still entombed in its massive
construction to this day. Among the men who slaved on this project was my
childhood friends Uri Chanoch and Chaim Konwitz, Avraham Fein, Monchik
Levin, and many others. Fifty-eight years later we had returned to “Moll” to
say Kadish for these men.

One of the men entombed I knew personally. His name was Zelig. I never
found out his last name, but I knew he was from a small town in Lithuania.
He was one of the “human horses” who were engaged in pulling a food cart
from the village of Utting to a German worker’s kitchen. I too was a horse,
and in all we were four teenagers who were given that job.

The German kitchen was near the site where we were slaving at hard labor,
a place known as Dyckerhof and Wydman. (Dyckerhof and Wydman, by the
way, is one of the largest construction companies in Germany today.) At that
stage of the war, gasoline became a very precious commodity, and we the
Jewish slaves, were used as ‘horses’. Make no mistake, being a “horse” was a
coveted job in the camp, the alternative was to carry hundred pounds of
cement on your back, or iron rails to build tracks for the trolleys. There was
another advantage in being a “horse” the cart we were pulling was filled with
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food for the kitchen, and we always managed to scrounge a crust of bread or a
bowl of soup in Utting.

Zelig was an ardent Zionist and always talked about how he would work the
land of Israel if he ever survived the war. “If I will ever survive this hell and
get to the land of Israel, I will kiss every grain of sand, and work twenty four
hour a day to build it up,” he would say, and he would say it with so much
longing in his voice that it had an effect on all of us.

But his wish never came true. He fell into the roof of “Moll” and became
entombed with the others, by sheer mistake, and I was there to see him fall. I
will never forget his screams as he fell to his horrible death. Fifty-eight years
later we stood quietly reciting Kadish for the dead and I spoke to Zelig of the
land of Israel that he loved so much, and like Moses, never got to see it.

Yes, Zelig, I want to tell you of the true miracle of Israel, that puts to shame
the miracles of the Bible. Yes, Zelig, I survived and saw your beloved land. I
still remember the mountains of Carmel rising from the morning mist, as our
ship approached Haifa.

We were a ship full of penniless Holocaust survivors, and we all sang (what
was later to become our National Anthem) the Hatikvah (the Hope) with
tears in our eyes. No sooner had we landed on its shore, as we were called to
defend the newly proclaimed land of Israel. Five Arab armies descended on
us trying to strangle us at our birth.

I will never forget the moment when I was given a rifle and was told by my
commanding officer: “This is your land now, defend it with all you have got,
for you will never have another chance to have your own country.”

And defend it we did, Zelig. Many of us died, some of them the last sons of
once glorious Jewish families of Europe, but they died for the only cause
worth while fighting for. I was only sorry, Zelig, that you couldn’t be there by
my side fighting for the land you loved so much. With the onslaught of the
combined Arab armies, the world gave us a week to survive and what is
more, no one lifted a finger to help us. The Arabs were to finish what Hitler
had started.

So what else is new? But the world didn’t reckon with one small thing, Zelig.
We were not the defenseless Jews anymore. We were now back in our
homeland fighting for the resurrected State of Israel. Against all odds we won
the war, and set out to prepare the ground for another million penniless
refugees. Jews, who escaped with their lives from the Arabic countries, where
they were robbed of their properties, possessions and money.
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And soon another million arrived from all over the world, and another
million, from Poland and the Baltics.

From six hundred thousand in 1948, we grew into a population of two and
half million within a few years of the creation of the State. Ironically, when
the Jewish Agency asked for seventy-five thousands certificates to save some
Jews from Hitler's gas chambers, the British claimed that the country
couldn’t absorb such a vast number of Jews. That was the infamous White
Paper.

The fledgling state soon ran out of money to buy the basic needs for the
swelling population. We lived in tents and ate what the small agricultural
settlements could provide us with. It wasn’t enough, but we weren’t starving.

Very soon, we began to build a healthy democratic society, creating wealth by
our brains and hard work, as the country had no natural resources. Soon
Jews from over fifty countries full of enthusiasm came to help build the State
of Israel. Our population grew even more, and despite the predictions of
International experts, that no country can absorb so many millions without
an economical collapse, Israel continued to develop in every field. The Jews,
who hadn’t tilled the land for two thousands years became experts in
agriculture, achieving internationally unprecedented results.

Ironically, the stereotyped Jew, the merchant, the so-called money lender, the
usurer, went all over the world to teach agriculture and know-how in many
fields. What is even more ironic, we became experts in warfare. “The people
of the book,” as we were known for two thousand years, soft and cowardly, as
proclaimed by the anti-Semites, soon learned to become experts in that field
as well. The fact is that in 1967, we stunned the world by defeating the
combined Arab armies in six days.

The Arab countries, unwilling to accept their defeat in the battlefield, and
unwilling to accept us in their midst, launched war after war, trying to
eliminate the State of Israel. Every time they suffered crushing defeats,
despite their superior numbers and new-technology weapons the Soviets
supplied them with.

Today we are a modern society of six million people. The country that once
was a mosquito-infested swamp land, or dry desert land, blossomed into a
modern society of six million people. From nothing, we created a land that
not only boasts of the highest standards in every field of achievement, but
also developed one of the highest high-tech industries in the world. We export
per capita in dollars more than any other country in the world. And we did it
all with hard work, brains, and guts.
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Yes, Zelig, I always admired you for your love of that distant land called
Eretz Israel. I never believed that I could have such emotions for any land.
Today, after having fought for it in four bloody wars, and after spending a
lifetime in helping rebuild it, I can finally say that I do share your feelings for
the land of Israel. Yes, Zelig, you can be proud of us. We, the survivors of the
Holocaust, have risen from the ashes of Europe and helped create the miracle
of Israel.

Never again will they line us up defenseless before the gas chambers of
Europe!

Rest in peace, my friend Zelig, rest in peace.
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Purim in Dachau

They arrived from Auschwitz in several groups. Each group counted about
twenty people. Of course, they didn’t look like people. They looked more like
walking skeletons. They had triangular faces with pointed chins, and sunken
cheeks. Even the lips had shrunken to thin blue lines. The only prominent
feature were their eyes; they were unusually large and with a strange sheen,
almost luminous. They were known in concentration camp slang, as
‘Muselman’. That was usually the last stage before death. They spoke
Yiddish with an accent, which to us Lithuanian Jews sounded strange. They
told us that they came from the ghetto of Lodz through Auschwitz, before
they were sent to our camp.

Our camp was known as the ‘Outer camp of Dachau, number 10" and it was
situated near the picturesque town of Utting, by lake Amersee. Our camp
was in the middle of a small forest with surrounding green meadows and
beautiful landscapes. I remember the day when we were brought there, I
thought to myself, ‘How can anything bad happen to us among all this
beauty? 1 soon found out that the beauty was in the landscape only. The
Germans in charge of us were sadists and murderers. The Lodz people fell
into the same deceptive trap. They thought that after Auschwitz, our camp
looked like paradise. Most of them died soon after their arrival, from hard
labor, beatings and starvation, still they preferred to die here than in the gas
chambers of Auschwitz.

It was from this group that we heard the incredible stories of gas chambers,
and crematoriums, where thousands of our people were murdered every day.
Some of them told us that they were standing naked before the gas chambers
when they were suddenly ordered to get dressed and were sent here.

By March 1945, there were only a few of them still alive. One of them was
known as the ‘Chaim the Rabbi’. We never found out whether he was actually
a rabbi, but he always washed his hands and made a bracha (blessing) before
eating. He knew the dates of the Jewish calendar, and also knew all the
prayers by heart. From time to time when the Germans were not looking, he
would invite us to participate in the evening prayers. Our Jewish camp
leader, Burgin, heard about him and tried to get him easier jobs. Most people
died when they had to carry a hundred pounds of cement sacks on their
backs, or other chores of heavy labor. He wouldn’t have lasted a day on a job
like this. He once told me that if he would survive he would get married and
have at least a dozen children.

Around the middle of March, we were given a day off. It was a Sunday. The
camp was covered with snow, but here and there the first signs of spring was
in the air. We heard vague rumors of the American break through into
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Germany and a glimmer of hope was kindled in our hearts. After breakfast,
consisting of a slice of moldy bread, a tiny piece of margarine, and brown
water, known as ‘Ersatz Coffee’, we returned to our barrack to get some extra
sleep. Suddenly we noticed ‘Chaim the Rabbi’ standing in the snow and
shouting “ Hamman to the gallows! Hamman to the gallows!” On his head he
had a paper crown made of a cement sack, and he was draped in a blanket
which had cut out stars from the same paper attached to it.

We stood like petrified before this strange apparition, barely able to trust our
eyes, while he performed a dance in the snow, singing: “I am Achashwerosch,
Achashwerosch, the king of the Persians.” Then he stood still straightened
himself out, chin pointed to the sky, his right arm extended in an imperial
gesture and shouted: “Hamman to the gallows! Hamman to the gallows! And
when I say Hamman to the gallows, we all know which Hamman we are
talking about!”

We were sure that he has lost his wits, as so many did in these impossible
times. By now there were about fifty of us standing gaping at the “Rabbi,”
when he said: “Yiddn wos iz mit ajch! Haint is Purim, lomir shpilen a Purim
shpil!”” “Fellow Jews, what is the matter with you?! Today is Purim, let us
play a Purim Shpil (game)!”

Then it dawned on us that back home, a million years ago, this was the time
of the year when we children were dressing up for Purim, playing draidlach,
and eating ‘Hommen Taschen’.

It took the ‘Rabbi’ to remember the exact date by the Jewish calendar when
Purim was. We hardly knew what day it was. He then divided the roles of
Ester Hamalka, Mordechai, Vashti and Hamman among the onlookers. I was
honored to receive the role of Mordechai, and we all ended up dancing in the
snow. And so we had our Purim Shpil in Dachau. But that was not the end of
the story. The “Rabbi” promised us that we will get today our ‘Shalach
Manot,” and we thought that it was hardly likely to happen. But, miracle of
miracles, the same afternoon, a delegation of the International Red Cross,
came to the camp. It was the first time that they bothered about us. Still, we
welcomed them with open arms, because they brought us the “Shalach
Manot” the ‘Rabbi’ promised. Each one of us received a parcel, containing, a
tin of sweet condensed milk, a small bar of chocolate, a box of sugar cubes,
and a pack of cigarettes. It is impossible to describe our joy! Here we were
starving to death as suddenly on Purim, we received these heavenly gifts.
Since then, we never doubted the ‘Rabbi’ anymore. His prediction also came
true. Two months later ‘Hamman-Hitler’ went to the gallows, and shot
himself in Berlin, while we, those of us who were still alive, were rescued by
the American army, on May 2, 1945. I lost track of the ‘Rabbi’ on our ‘Death
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March’, from Dachau to Tyrol, but I hope that he survived and had many
children as he always wanted. I always remember him when Purim comes
around, for the unforgettable ‘Purim Shpil’ in Dachau.
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Premonition

December 25 [1944] was my father’s birthday. Christmas Day, for the
Germans. We got the day off and were permitted to stay in camp. It had
snowed all night, and in the morning the camp and the woods were covered
with a beautiful thick white blanket.

We received some extra coal and wood that day, and inside our underground
barracks it was nice and warm...

That afternoon most of the inmates took naps. I had been asleep for about an
hour when I was awakened by Father, who suddenly cried out in his sleep.
He bolted upright in the bunk and said, “Your mother just died.”

Then he began to weep. His face was ashen and he kept repeating “Rebecca.”
I tried to calm him and told him it was just a nightmare. He shook his head.

“You don’t understand. I was there standing by the bunk. I saw Fanny
applying a cold compress to her head. Then I heard Fanny cry out and I
knew that she was dead. My life’s companion, my sweet Rebecca is no more.”

By the expression on his face I saw that he actually believed this. My heart
filled with sorrow for him. I scarcely believed in such supernatural
phenomena, but I felt a certain uneasiness all the same.

Later, he told me that when he was young he was a traveling salesman for a
time. He was somewhere in East Prussia when he had a dream that his
father had died. He saw him lying on a large white pillow with the whole
family surrounding his bed. He even remembered where each of his brothers
and sisters was standing.

At that time he thought that it was just a dream, but when he returned
home, he found out that his father had died the same night he had the
dream, with his sisters and brothers around the bed just as he had seen
them.

“I was there. Don’t ask me how. And I was with your mother today.”

Then he said, “We might as well say Kaddish, son,” and started chanting the
ancient prayer for the dead.

“Ithgadal Veihitgadash ... Shmei Rabo - - .”

“Stop 1t! Stop it!” I shouted, aghast. “Don’t do it, Father! Don’t bury her
before she is dead! It was just a dream, for God’s sake!” I started crying and
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shaking him, but he paid no attention to me and continued his chanting.
Unable to bear it, I ran outside.

It was quiet outdoors. Very few inmates were about, but in the distance I
could hear the drunken voices of the guards singing Christmas carols. 1
looked up into the brilliant blue sky and I prayed once more to a cruel,
merciless God. Grant me only one request, I begged, and I will never bother
you again. Please, let Father’s dream be just a dream.

...I kept glancing over at Father. He had withdrawn deep inside himself, and
hardly answered me when I talked to him.

Finally he turned around and looked at me for a long time. His gaze was
clear and steady. “Don’t worry about me, son. No one in the world can take
away the wonderful years I spent with your mother. Nor the beauty of her
person. I know she is gone, but she will live within me forever. That is how
one has to look at it and that is how one can live with it,” he said quietly. I
was still bewildered by his conviction that Mother was dead, and now it
sounded to me like he was trying to rationalize something that couldn’t be
rationalized. But if that gave him strength to deal with the situation, who
was I to argue with him? Father was made of stronger stuff than I had
realized.

My mother died of typhoid fever in Stutthof on December 25, 1944. My sister
Fanny, who survived the war, was applying cold compresses to her brow
when she died.

I hate things that I can’t explain rationally. This remains one of the
unexplained mysteries of my life.
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Private Clarence Matsumura Remembers Liberation Day

‘Toward the end of the war, when we’d finally broken the Siegfried Line and
the Germans were in retreat, three of my buddies and I pulled into a German
village called Waakirchen. There was a hill there that was covered with
artificial trees. These things looked like they were made of two by fours.
They had painted ‘em green and laid them all out over this hill, which looked
like it was man-made, too. Grass was growing on it, but there were no
ravines or any natural markings like that. We went around and discovered a
tunnel with a great big wire fence across it. There were all kinds of people in
there, staring through the fence. We were staring at them, and they were
staring back at us, Orientals in U.S. Army uniforms. It took us a few
minutes to realize these were not German workers, but prisoners. Polish,
Hungarian, all different nationalities. Inside the tunnel there was a railroad
track, with bunk beds all lined up and down one side. Down the other side
piles of all kinds of machine parts were laid out. An assembly line ran on the
tracks, and it looked like they were putting together 88 millimeter artillery
pieces. Anti-aircraft pieces, famous for their deadly fire.

‘These people in the tunnel were afraid to come out at first. We couldn’t
really talk to them, because nobody seemed to speak English. We more or
less figured out what they were doing because we recognized the gun parts.
Finally we located a few doctors and lawyers who could speak English, and
they explained. The prisoners weren’t starving like those we found later, but
they were happy to come outside into the air. They had been in that tunnel
for so long.

‘We didn’t know anything about slave labor camps then. We didn’t know
what the hell was going on.

“There were four of us driving around in a weapons transport, mostly on
Hitler’s autobahns and at highway speeds. Sergeant Mas Fujimoto was
driving, and old man Tanaka, acting as observer, was up front, and then
there was David Sugimoto, the radio operator, and me. I was there as a
repairman. We were acting as forward observers. The Germans were
retreating so fast then that our infantry could hardly keep up.

“Later on we came to a really peaceful-looking town. It was called Dachau. I
had never heard of it before. Right in the middle of town was what looked
like a big factory, with a high fence all around and a big brick smokestack in
the middle. Before we ever reached it we noticed the odd smell. You just
can’t describe it, but you never forget it. The smell of decaying human flesh.
There were dead corpses all piled up everywhere in there. A lot of them in
striped uniforms, many of them naked. This thing is right in the middle of
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town, and there are dead bodies all over the doggone place. I was very shook
up. I kept trying to figure out what the heck is this doggone thing?

“We went out into the town, with some men from the battery who could speak
German, and started interrogating the townspeople. ‘Where are the
soldaten? The guards? Where did they go? Did you know there are all kinds
of dead people in there? Right in the middle of town, and the townspeople
claimed that they didn’t know anything about any of this. Then someone told
us the soldiers had marched a lot of prisoners out of town several days ago.
And that a day or two later the last of the soldiers came around and took all
the townspeople’s animals and bicycles, and just took off.

‘We took off after them, following the road the townspeople pointed out.
Farther along, toward some other villages, we started finding people along
the roadside. Almost all of them were weaving black and white striped
uniforms. I don’t know how any of them could stand on their feet. They were
nothing but skin and bones. They couldn’t speak. Most of them were lying
on the ground, many of them unconscious. We were supposed to be chasing
down the SS, but these people were starving. They were lying out on the cold
ground. We said let’s get them into someplace warm, get them some food.
We put them into Gasthauses, we put them into barns. We got them inside
and got them blankets, gave them water and food, but the rest of our guys
kept bringing in more and more people. They kept finding them along the
roads. Pretty soon we ran out of places. We went into the villages and got
the Germans out of their houses and brought these prisoners in. We put
them in their beds, on their sofas, wherever we could make them comfortable.
The Germans didn’t need the doggone houses. These people needed the
houses.

“The first thing we got them was water. But the thing was, a lot of them
couldn’t swallow. They were starving, but only the strong ones could eat or
drink, and many of them had lost their teeth from scurvy. The really weak
ones couldn’t even swallow water You could give it to them, but it didn’t do
any good because it just wouldn’t g-o down.

“We contacted our mess crew to find out if there was any way they could
make the mush they fed us in the morning. We took powdered eggs and
whipped them up with water and then added more water to make them
really soupy. But only the strong ones could eat it. Nothing we tried seemed
to work on the others.

“I remember holding these people up and trying to feed them broth. The
word came down that we shouldn’t try to feed them solid food because we
would only harm them. Give them broth, they said, let them drink if they
can, give them mush if they can eat it. We were doing that day and night for
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several days. We didn’t know what else to do. All we could do was clean
them up, give them blankets, try to get some broth down them, spoon by
spoon. The strange thing was, there were only men there. I don’t think I saw
any women. But unless you undressed and bathed them you couldn’t really
tell. They were so emaciated you couldn’t tell whether they were men or
women.

“Did I talk about it with my family, with the other Nisei ? No, I didn’t talk
about it. How could anyone understand who didn’t see it? It’s not that easy to
talk about. It affected all of us. It took us a long time to get over that
doggone thing. We couldn’t understand why people had to g-o and do things
like that to other human beings. You really can’t explain how it is, when
you’'ve got all these people, so many of them, and you’re trying to help them
and they’re dying, right there in your hands.’

- PFC Clarence Matsumura, 522nd Field Artillery Battalion
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Solly Remembers His Liberation

Finally the order came to stop at a small clump of woods. I found a spot
under a tall pine and wrapped myself in my wet blanket. I was alone now,
the last of my group. Out of all of those who were better and braver and
smarter than I, I was alive. Why me, God?

The snow continued to fall, covering everything, including me. I fell asleep.
During the night I could hear shots. The guards must have been firing at the
sleeping prisoners. No one had the strength to try to escape now. I was too
exhausted to care.

I awoke with a start. It was well past dawn, and the sun had emerged from
the clouds, glittering on the white fields around me. There was something
else, something strange that immediately alerted my senses. It was the
silence. There wasn’t a sound anywhere, no shouted orders or barking dogs.
It was as if I were the only one left in the world. Not a soul was in sight.

I must be free, I thought with mild surprise. Watch it, Solly, a voice in my
head replied. Don’t lose your sanity now.

Still nothing moved. I could see huddles of prisoners covered with snow all
around me, but nothing stirred.

Below me, on the road, a tank appeared. Then what looked like a jeep. I
closed my eyes, waiting for a bullet to put me out of my misery. Then I heard
someone speaking English. When I opened my eyes, four men in khaki
uniforms were approaching. They looked unshaven and tired. Their oriental
features astonished me. They looked like Sugihara and his family. I stared
at them, unable to grasp the situation. Japanese? I continued to sit and stir
my soup. My throat constricted. I dared not think, and could not speak.

One of the men came up and knelt in front of me. He gently touched me on
the shoulder and said, “You are free, boy. You're free now,” he said, and then
smiled. That smile has been with me ever since. It wreathed his whole face
and made his eyes nearly disappear.

When all I did was stare he removed a chocolate bar from his pocket. “That’s
for you,” he said kindly.

I was groping for my English, actually wanting only to fall on my knees and
kiss his feet. “Who ... are you?” I whispered.

Now he was surprised. “Hey,” he called back to the others, “he speaks
English.”
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“Who? .. .” I said again.

“Americans. Americans,” the angel said. “Nisei. Japanese Americans. My
name is Clarence,” he added. “What’s yours?”

I almost gave him my camp number, as I always did to the authorities. But I
am free now, I thought. The realization filled me with a kind of panic.

“Solly,” I managed to say, and took another swallow of soup. There was a big
chunk of tough horsemeat in it. I chewed on it. It felt good to chew. 1
continued to eat my soup, while somewhere inside me a small boy named
Solly from Kovno, Lithuania, was -slowly going insane with joy.

The soldiers had a smoke and patiently waited for me to finish. I put the
chocolate bar into the knapsack. You just don’t eat treasures.

“That’s good,” Clarence said. “You probably shouldn’t eat that yet. We'll take
you to our unit and they’ll take care of you there. Understand?”

The soldiers helped me to my feet and led me to the jeep. A sergeant named
Fujimoto was driving. Clarence sat beside me and kept smiling reassuringly.
“You'll be all right. You’'ll be all right. just hang on.”

Then we were in a camp, and there were American soldiers and MPs and
prisoners in striped uniforms. My legs turned to rubber as we headed for the
field kitchen. The men set me down, and Clarence brought me a bowl of
soup. “Better than horse soup,” he said.

Then he squatted beside me, lit a cigarette, and told me that he and his
buddies would be moving out soon. To Berchtesgaden. They were going after
Hitler.

I was taken to a barn and given a German army blanket. The soldiers kept
moving in and out, bringing in more and more prisoners from the road.

Toward evening Clarence appeared again and knelt down at my side. “We
have to go now,” he said, clasping both my hands in his.

“Thank you, thank you,” I whispered, clinging to his hands. Then he was
gone.
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This is my story of the first Passover Seder (ceremonial dinner) in Munich
after the collapse of the Nazi empire. I mentioned the Haggadah (Passover
prayer book) that was created and written by fellow survivors, especially for
this occasion.

1 still posses a copy of that original Haggadah, and a few years ago, my friend
professor Saul Touster of the Brandeis University, edited a fabulous new
edition of the Haggadah. It became known as the “ A Survivor’s Haggadah,”
and was published in a splendid new edition by the American Jewish Society
of New York. For years the ‘Survivors Haggadah’ stayed in the drawers of
those who attended the Seder, almost forgotten. None of us realized what a
unique document it was, until by pure chance, Professor Saul Touster
discovered it and realized its full value. It was he who rescued it from
obscurity, edited it, and had it published. Today, the Haggadah has become a
collector’s item, and rightfully so.

Here is the full story of that Haggadah and how it was created, written, and
reborn.

The Fabulous Survivor’s Passover Haggadah

The harsh winter of 1946 in Munich was coming to an end. Spring was in the
air and the Passover holiday was approaching. For us, Holocaust survivors, it
was of tremendous significance. It was our first Passover Seder after our
liberation. We were going to celebrate a double holiday of Freedom. One for
the exodus of the Jews from Egypt and the other, our Exodus from Hitler’s
concentration camps. Yet the two events were vastly different. Moses
managed to bring the whole Jewish people to freedom, whereas only a
fraction of European Jewry survived the Holocaust. What were we to do?
Spend the rest of our lives mourning for our nearest and dearest? The
calamity was so enormous that had we mourned for a thousand years, it
would not even make the tiniest dent in our grief. We also knew that those
who perished wouldn’t want us to do that. Their expressed wish was never to
forget them, but to go on with our lives, rebuild the Jewish nation from
scratch in our own homeland in Israel.

The debate of what should be the fate of the Sheerit Hapleta (the saved
remnant) was going on in the DP camps all over Germany. Most of us were
still in shock of the incredible liberation, when we were convinced that the
Nazis would finish us off before their end came. Most of us were in a forced
denial trying to shut out the gruesome experiences that no human being
should have ever been subjected to. We couldn’t function without that denial.
The black hole of the Holocaust trauma would have swallowed us alive. But
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there was one thing that the majority agreed upon, that there is no other
place for us, but Eretz Israel.

The project of the survivors Haggadah was born in Munich and the person
whose brainchild it was, was my father’s friend Sheinson. He had the idea
that we survivors should have our own Haggadah, different from the
traditional one. He was a fellow survivor from Lithuania, and he literally
became obsessed with the project. Some thought it was a way of trying to
forget what happened to him and his family. Not only did he write much of
the text, but was involved in all the phases of its complicated logistics. He
often consulted fellow Lithuanian Jews, among them my father, but he
always made his final decision what to include and what to exclude from the
Haggadah. I remember some of the arguments involving the text, as he
advocated Allyah to Israel as the only way remaining to us survivors.
Especially one sentence was objected by some: He wrote in Yiddish: “Nito
kein shlechter oder guter goles. Yeder goles firt zum untergang.” (There is no
such thing as a “bad” or ‘good’ exile. Every exile leads to extinction.) You
must understand, that there were those among us, who were tired, dispirited,
mourning after their nearest and dearest who perished in the Holocaust. The
idea of going to Israel to face strife, hard work and war, after what they went
through was impossible to accept. They simply couldn’t take it anymore.
Those of us who were determined to make Aliyah, could understand them.
They simply didn’t have it in them to continue to struggle indefinitely, as the
struggle in Eretz Israel seemed to indicate. Still, Sheinson included that
sentence, despite some protests.

The person who worked tirelessly to help us was U.S. Army chaplain Rabbi
Abraham Klausner. He played an important role in all phases of our
existence in Bavaria. From helping to establish the Central Committee of
Liberated Jews in Bavaria, to founding the first Yiddish newspaper (Unzer
Weg).

My father, who was one of the founders of the first Hebrew school in Munich
and a member of the Central Committee, couldn’t praise Rabbi Klausner
enough for all he did for us survivors.

It was Rabbi Klausner who helped with the logistics of having the Haggadah
printed. The printing of the Haggadah was done by a group that called itself
“Achida.” They were fellow survivors from Kovno Ghetto, who tried to avoid
getting involved in the politics of the Yishuv in Eretz Israel. Ironically, the
Haggadah was printed by a former Nazi printing house named Bruckman,
who published during the war Nazi propaganda.
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The two editors of Unzer Weg, Levi Shalit and Israel Kaplan, both fellow
Lithuanians, took the Haggadah to Rabbi Klausner who accepted it and had
it printed through army press facilities. There were some changes introduced
by Klausner. The new cover was emblazoned with the tricolor insignia, in the
middle of which there was a large white capital A, for the Third Army. (The
army of occupation of Bavaria.) There was a poetic two-page introduction in
English by Rabbi Klausner.

“And the khaki-clad sons of Israel commanded by Lt. General Trust gathered
together as was the custom in Israel, to celebrate the Passover Festival.”

Was the first sentence of the part of the Haggadah. The next page said in
small letters: “We were slaves to Hitler in Germany”

Following was a Hebrew version and a Yiddish version of the Haggadah.
Some of it was traditional text, but much was written by Sheinson’s
anguished soul, reflecting the anger of the horrors inflicted on us and hope
for a new life in Eretz Israel.

Here 1s a passage in the Haggadah that Sheinson wrote. It is full of
bitterness and irony towards the world.

“When the righteous among the nations of the world saw that Hitler had
decided to exterminate Israel, their great assembly came together and out of
their great sorrow decided to keep silent. And the righteous among them say:
How can we in our weakness save Israel from the hands of the evil man!
Perhaps this is the hand of G-d and who are we to interfere in the conduct of
this world. And the people see how Israel is swimming in their blood and they
pass by. And the children of Israel groaned and cried out but were not heard.
And they cried out to the Lord, the G-d of their fathers, who saw their
suffering and oppression, and their cry went up. And that man of evil, Hitler,
made instruments of destruction which he sent across the sea, killing many.
Babies were being killed and still no one knew what to do about it. Finally,
the enemies of that man of evil grew indignant, and they girded themselves
and unleashed against that man of evil and his people great wrath, rage and
fury, disaster, and a band of avenging angels, afflicting them with two
hundred and fifty plagues. And G-d hardened Hitler’'s heart. And
instruments of destruction, and eagles of iron and copper shower fire and
brimstone upon his garrison cities, killing man and beasts alike.

And a multitude of chariots, as plenty as the sands of the sea, sweep across
the land of the evil man, and destroy him, and the Holocaust survivors
(Sheerit Hapletah, the saved remnant) are rescued and redeemed.
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When peace came down on earth, the people of Israel were gathering. The
surviving remnants were coming out of the caves, out of forests, and out of
death camps, returning to the land of their exile. The people of those lands
greeted them and said: We thought you were no longer alive, and here you
are, so many of you. And they sent the survivors all sorts of messages, telling
them to leave the land, even killing them. And the people of Israel ran for
their lives; they were sneaking across borders only to be robbed of everything
they had. And they abandoned their homes, and they saved their lives, and
they went to Bavaria in order to go up to our Holy Land.”

Y.D. Sheinson

* * * * * *

This 1s but a small example of what is written in the Haggadah, we called
survivor’'s Haggadah, but some, rightfully, call it Sheinson’s Haggadah.

The full text of the Haggadah with an inspiring introduction by Professor
Saul Touster can be obtained from the American Jewish Historical Society, in
New York. ID # ISBN 0-911934-50-2

I would like to add that what makes the Haggadah even more unique are the
printings of the original woodcuts surrounding each page. It was supplied by
a superb artist and fellow survivor, Miklos Adler.
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Machal, The Forgotten Heroes

Machal were the volunteers from around the world, many of whom gave their
lives to defend this country in the WAR OF INDEPENDENCE.

Yesterday I received an invitation from World Machal to participate in the
‘Yom Hazikaron service’ to honor the memory of our 119 Fallen Comrades.
They came from all over the world to lay down their lives for the defense of
Israel. They didn’t have to come, yet they did, and they died to allow us to
live here as a free people in the state of Israel. Soon after World War II
ended, many volunteers came to help in the Ishuv. Many worked on ships
helping to smuggle in Jews from Europe, mostly Holocaust survivors.

After the British left on May 14, 1948 and the State of Israel was established.
Approximately 3,500 volunteers from the United States, Canada, Great
Britain, South Africa and from many countries around the world, began
arriving to help defend the fledgling State against the combined armies of the
Arab Countries Most of the volunteers were veterans from World War Two,
with considerable combat experience. Some were high-ranking officers in
various branches of the military, many of them experienced pilots who were
sorely needed in the newly established IDF.

What is not appreciated enough by Israeli military historians and the public
in general, is the fact that these experienced volunteers were in many fields
crucial for the defense of this country. They participated in all the battles and
their experience and expertise were often decisive in winning the battles.

I am a Holocaust survivor and at the time when Israel became a sovereign
state, I was serving with the US Army in Germany as an interpreter. I was
supposed to immigrate with my father to Canada, but decided instead, to
volunteer to join the IDF. There were those who couldn’t understand why I
would risk my life after four years of horrors in concentration camps. “ You
have done enough by just surviving, let others do the fighting.” “ It is a lost
cause anyway. Israel will not survive the onslaught of a hundred million
Arabs. Why do you want to die now when you have survived the worst
slaughter of our people?” They kept on saying.

I couldn’t give them a rational explanation. Perhaps it was an irrational
decision. All I knew was that I had to go.

It wasn’t until I met the Machal volunteers on the way to Israel, that I
understood why.
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After saying good bye to my father and friends, I left for France. Members of
the “Bricha,” mostly ex Palestinian soldiers of the Jewish Brigade, whom I
met in Germany, directed me to a camp near Marseilles, by name of Saint
Jerome. There, members of the Hagana were training volunteers for the
Israeli army. I decided to wear my American Army uniform and had no
problems crossing the border from Germany to France and continue by train
to Marseilles. From there, it was a short distance to the camp. Upon arrival
in Saint Jerome, because of my Canadian papers, I was assigned to a group of
English speaking volunteers. They came from all over the world, The United
States, Canada, Great Britain, South Africa, and other English speaking
countries. They were mostly older than I and they received me in their midst
with great warmth. They had many explanations of why they volunteered,
but deep down all of us had the same feeling: “We Had A Need” to come and
defend our ancient homeland. It was as if a call echoing through all the
generations of Jews came down to us from Mount Sinai. Most of us were not
religious people, but I heard that sentiment expressed by many of the
volunteers.

There was one of us who knew how to put into words: He was our military
Instructor and taught us how to handle weapons. He was a tough looking
man with a rugged face. He was much older than the rest of us, with graying
hair, and those who knew him called him Cappy. He was an American who
served with the Marines during World War II. I never did find out his name,
as he remained in the camp after we left for Israel. But before we embarked
on the SS “Pan York” he held a short speech, which I remember to this day.

“Those of us who fought in World War Two and helped defeat the Nazis, were
there for and additional purpose. We were being prepared by destiny for the
battle for Israel. After twenty centuries of Galuth, we have the unique
privilege to participate in the historical event of the resurrection of our
ancient homeland. There will be those of us who will have to make the
ultimate sacrifice in the coming battle, but never in the history of the Jewish
people was there a worthier cause to fight for. Good luck and God bless.”

Tomorrow, at the “Zicharon Service’ when the names of our fallen comrades
will be read, I will remember Cappy’s speech, and think of those who came
from around the world to ‘Make the ultimate sacrifice’, for this country. We
should never forget them.
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For twenty generations we were filled with the desire of returning to Zion, our
ancient homeland, and were praying to God for the rebirth of the State of
Israel. When it finally came and she was born, we needed a miracle to survive
the onslaught of our enemies, and many more miracles to get where we are
today. Given the fact that we started out as a pauper state, and trebled our
population with impoverished immigrants within four years, our
achievements were unprecedented in human history. Today, once more, we are
facing grave dangers, but there is no reason to despair. We should look back at
the dangers we had faced in the past and still managed to achieve something
that no other country in the world was able to do. And that despite of all the
wars that were forced on us and, what seemed at the time, insurmountable
obstacles. I was there from the beginning and was proud to be an active
witness to the miracle of Israel. Let me tell to about an episode in our humble
beginnings.

This essay is dedicated to those of us in Israel who think that life is too tough
and the situation intolerable.

The Miracle of Israel

After surviving the War of Independence in 1948, I decided to join the
fledgling Israeli merchant marine. Israel at that time possessed about ten
rickety ships, which belonged more to the scrap heap than floating on the
high seas. Yet, thousands upon thousands of new immigrants were brought
to Israel on these floating wrecks.

There were hundreds of young men who were determined to join the
merchant marine, waiting to be called to sign on, but there were very few
places available. I had registered like all the others, but as a Holocaust
survivor, I knew that unless I use my head, I would never get on a ship if |
waited for my turn.

I made myself available day and night, hanging around the harbor and the
Zim line offices. Sure enough, one day a sailor fell ill on a ship that was about
to sail, and I was there on the spot to take his place. The ship’s name was
‘Kommemiut.’

To my surprise and delight, it was the same ship that brought me from
Marseilles to Israel two years earlier. Except, in 1948, its name was Pan
York and she was bringing up to five thousand immigrants each trip.
Actually, it was a four thousand ton ancient cargo vessel that had no
business taking on cargo, let alone people. To bring five thousand people on
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that “luxurious passenger liner”, was a ‘Huzpa’, even by Israeli standards, yet
that is what they did.

When I came aboard with my meager possessions the chief mate, an old
Italian seaman, who was probably as old as the ship itself, signed me on and
the ship sailed from Haifa to Trieste. In the mean time, from an immigrant
ship she reverted to her original use as a cargo ship.

As soon as the vessel was on its way, I was called to the bridge to speak to
the captain. I was quite surprised that the captain would want to speak to a
new and ordinary seamen, but I soon found out the reason.

The captain was even older than the Italian chief mate and his name was
Captain Weil. He was a short man with a considerable belly, snowy white
hair and sharp gray eyes. He came straight to the point:

“The office tells me, that you speak German, English and Hebrew.” He
addressed me in German. “Aye, aye, Sir,” I answered in German, showing my
surprise. “Good. You will make yourself available whenever I need you. None
of these blasted crew members speak any civilized languages.”

I soon found out that the good captain was from Elsas-Lothringen, a part of
Europe that changed hands between Germany and France. The older
population still spoke German, while the younger once spoke French. Captain
Weil was old indeed. When we became better acquainted, he told me that he
was an officer in the Kaiser’s navy during World War 1.

He naturally, spoke German, but here and there he would exclaim in French,
“Naturelment!” He would address me as matrosse, which is means sailor in
German.

On our way to Trieste, he would often come to the bridge when I was on my
watch at the helm and he would talk to me. It was more of a monologue than
a conversation. He kept saying the same things over and over, always in an
agitated, loud voice. He would say, “we need a miracle, no thousands of
miracles!” until we began calling him Captain Miracle.

“It’s a damn miracle that we won this bloody war with the Arabs, and now,
how are we supposed to become a state? Just by declaring it? We have no
money, no raw material, no coal, no oil, no water, just Jaffa oranges! Ha,
Jaffa oranges! And look how many penniless beggars they are bringing in!
Just look at them! Worn out, bedraggled, and traumatized Holocaust
survivors, with a psychological problems the size of Mount Everest! And they
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are supposed to help build this country?! It is sure as hell that we will have to
support them for the rest of their lives.”

“If that is not enough, look what the fools are doing now! They are bringing in
equally bedraggled, poverty stricken Jews from the Arab countries. Most of
them have no money or a useful trade to speak of, as their money and
possessions were robbed by their Arab neighbors before they could escape.
Another endless bunch of mouths to feed. How are we going to feed them,
house them, cloth them, and provide them with the barest minimum to
sustain life? How many bloody miracles do they want from God?! Surely, the
miracles of the bible pales in comparison to the miracles we expect him to
perform now! Ha! The fools!”

“Why do you think that all countries have immigration quotas? For very good
reasons! It is because no country can afford to allow in more immigrants than
they can absorb without disrupting the economy, for God sake! And what are
these fools doing? They are flooding this pauper state with more paupers!
Millions of paupers! Have you ever heard of anything as ridiculous as that!”

“Don’t they know what it takes to build a new country from scratch, with no
money, and a bunch of penniless wretches, assembled from hell itself! If that
is not enough, hundreds of millions of hostile Arabs surrounding us from all
directions, just waiting for us to make a mistake. What are we doing?! We are
making hundreds of mistakes daily. Given the enormous problems we are
facing, the fools running this so called state of Israel, have brought us to the
brink of an abyss where we are teetering at the moment. The slightest push,
and we are in for a fall never to rise again. After two thousand years, we have
finally returned to our ancient home only to lose it once more for good. The
fools are taking insane risks. Unless a Miracle will happen, the biggest
miracle of them all, we will all be lost. Yes, may God grant us a miracle,
many, many miracles!”

I saw Captain Weil once more eight years later. I was signed on the new
passenger ship Zion and he came to visit us. I was a second mate by then,
preparing the bridge for departure to New York. He came with the captain,
who showed him the bridge and introduced him to the latest equipment.

He looked somewhat older, but not much. When the captain introduced me to
him, he smiled. His gray eyes were as sharp as ever “Well, matrosse, I see
you are an officer now, another bloody miracle, ha, ha.” We looked at each
other and we both laughed. “I know, I know, you guys called me Captain
Miracle. I was quite aware of that. Well, you tell me then, wasn’t it a miracle
that we got where we got, against the craziest odds? And I will tell you
another thing; we won’t need anymore miracles to survive here. We have
made it.”
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We looked out at the harbor that was bustling with dozens of new ships
flying the Israeli flag entering and leaving the port. I could see the pride in
his eyes and I was touched. He was a nice old man after all, even though he
tended to be somewhat pompous on occasion.

Before he left the bridge, we shook hands.

“Perhaps the miracles happened because we prayed to God, but it helped a lot
that we have brains. As for you personally, I wish you many fathoms under
the keel when you will be master of your own vessel.” While he was going out
the door, he turned around once more and said, and there was a smile in his
eyes: “As for Israel, all I can say is: ‘Damn the torpedoes, full speed ahead!”*
I thought it was an odd thing to say at the time, and attributed it to one of
the old man’s peculiarities.

Today, forty-five years later, I am still thinking of what Captain Weil said.

*Expressed by Admiral David Glasgow Farragut (1801-1870) US Navy.
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A thirteen-year-old Jewish boy, Jackson Klein, adopted Solly Ganor as his
hero for his Bar Mitzvah speech. This account was written by a woman who
attended the Friday night Bar Mitzvah. This story was widely circulated on
the Internet. It was later published in the book Chicken Soup for the
American Soul.

Solly Ganor’s Belated Bar Mitzvah

Friday night I attended a Bar Mitzvah service that would have been
inspirational at anytime, but for the three-hundred-plus who attended in the
aftermath of the events of Sept. 11th, 2001, it was an amazing, life-affirming
experience. I would like to share the story with you. I believe that many will
find comfort from the stories shared with our congregation by a 13-year-old
boy.

Like many, my husband and I felt the need to be with people this week and
planned to attend the Friday night Shabbat service at the Birmingham
Temple of Farmington Hills, Michigan. On the drive, I read from the Temple
bulletin that there would be a Bar Mitzvah celebrated. I was surprised and
hoped it would be postponed, hoping the focus of the evening would be on
making sense of the week’s events. Tragically, the adult son of a favorite
temple friend had been 94th floor of the WTC, and I knew it would be a sad
night. I could not have been more wrong.

We arrived to find the parking lot filled and Temple crowded. Many
apparently felt the need to come together. The service began with beautiful,
mournful music. Then Rabbi Sherwin Wine spoke at some length about the
horrors of the terrorists’ attack. He stated that we had two purposes tonight.
The first was to mourn the victims, including the son of Skip Rosenthal,
Joshua Rosenthal, a fine man who had grown up at the Temple and was well
known to many present.

The second purpose was to thwart the terrorists desire to demoralize us and
continue to celebrate “Life Cycle” events, such as a Bar Mitzvah, the “coming
of age” of a Jewish boy.

Next, family members of the Bar Mitzvah boy read passages about
milestones, family, dignity, power and peace. The congregation sang songs
about community, peace and love.

Then Rabbi Wine introduced Jackson Klein, the Bar Mitzvah boy. The Rabbi
stated that horrible experiences throughout history, from pogroms, to the
Holocaust, to Tuesday’s attacks have often provided us with heroes and
heroines. At our Humanistic Judaism temple, now in it’s 38th year, it is the
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custom of Bar Mitzvah boys and girls to spend the year prior to their 13th
birthday researching the life of a Jewish hero or heroine, and apply lessons
from their hero’s actions to their own life. Tonight, the Rabbi stated, Jackson
would be our teacher as he shared what he has learned.

Handsome, little Jackson Klein climbed the box placed behind the podium
and faced the packed room, grinning. Proudly he announced that he had
chosen to share the story of the life of Solly Ganor. Jackson had read his
book, “Light One Candle,” about how, as a 12-year-old boy in Germany, Solly
had endured unspeakable hardships to keep himself and his father alive
during the Nazi regime. Jackson had managed to locate Solly, now a 74 year-
old living in Israel, and began a yearlong e-mail correspondence.

Jackson told us how Solly, as a 12 year-old like himself, enjoyed sports and
hanging out with friends, when suddenly he was no longer free and he was in
danger because of his Jewish identity. Jackson told us how Solly’s family
missed a chance to leave the country, and after they were forced from their
home, hid briefly with five other families in a barn. In the middle of the
night, Solly’s father woke them and led them out of the barn, just as soldiers
arrived. The family watched in horror as everyone in hiding was forced out,
forced to dig their own grave, and shot, one by one.

Jackson shared stories about how the Ganor family lived for a period in a
ghetto, where Solly endured hunger and cold. Solly was bravely able to
retrieve food thrown over the ghetto wall by a boy who had been a friend
before the war, each risking his life to make a midnight run to the barbed-
wire fence when the guards were not looking. Boredom was another
hardship, as the Germans banned one of the Jews last remaining pleasures
by ordering the collection of all books. Knowing he risked his life, Solly and a
friend hid books in a forbidden part of the ghetto. Solly grieved when his
former math teacher was found with a book and shot. Solly attributes his
ability to stay alive in the ghetto to his friendships with two other teens, both
of whom later died in concentration camps.

Solly’s family was sent from the ghetto to a work camp, and then to a
concentration camp. It was here that he was separated from his mother, and
promised that he would keep his father alive. Jackson told us about Solly’s
heart-wrenching experiences at the camp, but also told us about how Solly
used his wits to keep himself and his father fed and clothed.

Finally, the Germans had an idea that the Jewish prisoners would build
them a fort, and sent them on a death march through miles of snow-covered
roads. Here Solly, in his fatigue, lost track of his father. Eventually, Solly
collapsed beside a tree, where he truly believed he would die. Apparently, he
fell asleep. He was awakened by a Japanese American soldier, who lifted him
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out of the snow and told him he was free. Solly was later reunited with his
father, who had been taken to a hospital. Just five years ago, Solly was
reunited with this very soldier in Israel. This reunion brought back many
memories that Solly had long suppressed, and that was when he began to
write his book. Jackson stated that he has committed himself to the telling of
Solly’s story of courage.

At this point, the entire congregation stood and loudly applauded Jackson’s
moving presentation. As the clapping finally slowed, Jackson announced he
had one more part to his Bar Mitzvah. He stated that, due to the closing of
the airports this week, none of the out-of-towners had been able to come in
for this night, except for one. That person is ....Solly Ganor! A gasp went
through the entire room. Jackson proceeded, “Since Mr. Ganor was not able
to celebrate his Bar Mitzvah when he was 13, I would like him to join me

2

now.

A white-haired man in the front row stood and slowly made his way up to the
podium next to Jackson. The crowd stood and applauded wildly. For several
minutes, Mr. Ganor stood with a hand over his eyes, struggling to regain his
composure. Then, Jackson and Mr. Ganor read together, first in Hebrew,
then in English.

Then Mr. Ganor addressed us, stating that he never expected that his
experiences would one day be an inspiration to a 13-year-old boy. He stated
that he was glad he had been able to make the journey from Israel, and meet
his e-mail pen pal.

Mr. Ganor’s story reminded us that evil in the world is not new, but that the
human spirit and will to survive is strong. At a time that many of us are
asking how can we bear the sadness of these last few days, we are reminded
of those who suffered for the years of Nazi cruelty, as well as people in
countries all over the world where terrorism is a way of life. We were
reminded by 13-year-old Jackson Klein that we must indeed continue to
celebrate life.

Our evening ended by standing together and singing Ayfo Oree. The words,
translated from Hebrew, are as follows:

Where is my light? My light is in me.

Where is my hope? My hope is in me.

Where is my strength? My strength is in me.
And in you.
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During the last few days I received dozens of e-mail letters from friends in the
States and even from Europe praising me for coming in these difficult days to
Jackson Klein’s bar mitzvah.

Hope in This Time of Despair
By Solly Ganor

It seems that an article was written by a lady who attended the bar mitzvah
celebration of Jackson Klein, at the Birmingham Temple of Farmington Hills,
Michigan. I played in it a certain role. I was very touched by her article that
describes so beautifully the bar mitzvah service. I don’t know her name, but I
wish to thank her for her moving letter of that memorable evening. It took
place on September 14, 2001, three days after the calamity in Manhattan. All
of us who attended the service were still in shock, many close to tears. In her
article, she describes a ‘white-haired man,” whom thirteen-year-old Jackson
called to the podium. I was the ‘white- haired man,” and it was the story of
my life that Jackson had chosen for his bar mitzvah speech.

How did I get there and what was my connection to Jackson’s bar mitzvah?

They say that sometimes life is stranger than fiction. It certainly is in my
case.

I was Jackson’s age when Hitler's armies invaded the Soviet Union
murdering in its wake millions of Jews. Lithuania, where I was born, was
first to be attacked. I was among the few lucky survivors, as most of the Jews
of Lithuania perished. After four years in the Kovno ghetto and the notorious
concentration camp of Dachau, I was liberated by the US Army on May 2,
1945.

After the war, I immigrated to Israel and fought in its War of Independence
in 1948. It is my home to this day.

During World War II, like Anna Frank, I kept a diary which fifty years later
was published under the title of ‘Light One Candle.” It was recently
translated into German and Japanese.

In 2000, I received an e-mail letter from Jackson Klein who told me that he
was very moved by my book and decided to make my life story the subject for
his bar mitzvah speech. I was intrigued by the idea because I, myself, was
never able to have a bar mitzvah because of the outbreak of the war. We
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started to exchange e-mail letters. In his letters, he asked many questions
and by the questions, I realized that he was an exceptionally bright boy.

After many letters, he very graciously invited me to come to his bar mitzvah.
At the time, I was a 73-year-old man who went through the Holocaust and
participated in five wars in Israel.

As you can imagine, these difficult years left its marks on me. Coming to
Detroit would not be an easy matter. I was about to refuse his invitation,
when I remembered an incident in my life that made me change my mind.

One of the reasons I accepted Jackson’s invitation to his bar mitzvah was the
memory of a great Japanese humanitarian, Chiune Sugihara, whom I had
met in Kovno. He accepted an invitation form me, an eleven-year-old boy, to
come to our family’s Hanukah party in 1939. Later, Consul Sugihara, defied
the orders of his government and issued thousands of visas to Polish refugees
in Lithuania, saving their lives. If Consul Sugihara could accept my
invitation, then I should accept the gracious invitation by a Jewish boy
named Jackson Klein of Detroit.

What I didn’t reckon with was the disaster in New York on September 11,
2001. My wife Pola and I were booked to fly from San Diego, California to
Detroit, on September 11. I returned the rented car at the San Diego airport,
when I noticed the man who was handling the papers, staring open mouthed
at the TV monitor above his head. I followed his gaze and couldn’t believe
what I saw. One of the twin towers was collapsing like a house of cards right
in front of our eyes. I will never forget that site, not only because of the
horror, but as a Holocaust survivor I instinctively realized that we are
entering a new and terrifying world with unprecedented brutality.

The San Diego airport was immediately closed to all traffic and there was no
way I could get to Detroit in time. It was then that I decided no matter what,
I had to get to Jackson’s bar mitzvah. Many feared to fly after September 11,
and my friends thought I was crazy to go to a bar mitzvah, especially when
the boy wasn’t even family. But I persisted. Somehow I felt, that I couldn’t let
Jackson down. And I didn’t. Miraculously, I was able to get a flight. It was
the only flight from San Diego to Detroit that day. I was the only guest who
arrived of all those who were supposed to fly in.

It was a Joy to meet Jackson and take part in his bar mitzvah. His speech
about my life was so vivid and detailed that it brought uncontrollable tears to
my eyes, and I don’t cry easily. Perhaps we all needed a good cry in the wake
of the terrible tragedy in Manhattan that touched the hearts of all peoples of
the civilized world.
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Jackson Klein’s Bar Mitzvah Speech about Solly Ganor

The week leading up to a Bar Mitzvah is a special week. A week that twelve-
year-olds spend eagerly anticipating the wonderful weekend that is
approaching. You would never expect something to go terribly wrong.
Unfortunately for me, something dreadful and inconceivable occurred that
forever changed my life.

My family and I belong to a Humanistic, untraditional temple. At the
Birmingham Temple, instead of the Bar Mitzvah reading out of the Torah, we
must write a speech on a Jewish hero and present it to the congregation. 1
chose a Holocaust survivor named Solly Ganor, whose story was absolutely
mind blowing. About nine months before the Bar Mitzvah, 1 started
researching my hero. I read Solly’s autobiography, which was a wonderfully
written tale of the gruesome horrors that he encountered through his years in
ghettos and concentration camps. This story had a very personal effect on me
because Solly was my age when he encountered the Nazi hell. The story
made me compare myself and my privileged life to a person who had to make
life and death decisions every day. When I finished the book, I began writing
my speech.  Luckily, I was able to obtain Solly’s email address, so via we
had some great discussions that helped shape my paper. I talked to him all
the time and he was a w.........

Monday, September 10, it was my birthday, and I was four days from the
service. I was so excited and even a bit nervous. Then all of the sudden the
very next day, a week of happiness took a dreadful turn. Tuesday September
11, three days away. I was sitting in my social studies class, when Mr.
Zangkas informed us that a terrible tragedy had occurred in New York. He
pushed the power button on the television screen, and what we saw seemed
like a dream. Images of the World Trade Center collapsing, people jumping
from hundreds of feet hitting the hard pavement. Watching made me sick.
Every airport in the country was shut down. This meant that none of my out
of town relatives would be able to fly into Detroit in time for Friday night. 1
was devastated. Not only had thousands of innocent people lost their lives
that day, but it seemed like my Bar Mitzvah was destined to fail. All hope of
having Solly witnessing my performance was lost. All of the people outside of
Michigan....

My decision basically came down to this; canceling a Bar Mitzvah would be
like a victory for the evil terrorists. I spent the next two days on the phone
with the airlines from when I got home from school at 3:30 until midnight. 1
refused to accept the fact that Solly wasn’t going to show up. I had to find a
way to find a way to book a flight out of San Diego (where Solly lived in the
summer). After two grueling nights of booking and canceling flights, it just
didn’t seem possible that my hero was coming to Detroit. It was late
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Thursday night, the day before my service. We had one last LONG shot of
getting a flight for Solly and his wife. There was only one flight out of San
Diego that left Friday morning, and my dad managed to get the last two
seats. It was Friday morning, the big day. I, not wanting to sit by the phone
all day decided to go to school for a couple of hours. I sat in school anxiously
waiting to hear my Bar Mitzvah’s destiny. At about 12:30 I got called ......

There was a dinner at my grandma’s house two hours before the service was
scheduled to start. All of the sudden a car that I have never seen before
pulled up into the driveway. Out of it walked Solly Ganor. I ran and gave
him the best hug I have ever given anyone. Even though we had never met
in person before there was an immediate bond between us.

That night, as I walked up to the podium to begin my speech, there was no
fear, just determination to make Solly happy that he had flown in all the way
from his summer home in California. I delivered my paper with a passion.
By the end, everyone in the audience was either teary eyed or flat out
bawling. Keep in mind none of them knew of the special guest that was in
attendance. After I was finished, I announced that I had one last part of my
speech. I said, There i1s only one out of town relative that was able to make it
because of the terrorist attacks. I would like to invite that person to come up
and share my Hebrew portion with me. And that person is Solly Ganor! A
gasp like you wouldn’t believe came from the crowd of over four hundred.
Many tears were shed as Solly struggled to maintain his composure as he
translated what I had just read into English. That night will forever remain
in my heart. At this moment a 72 year old Holocaust survivor from
Lithuania and a 13 year old boy...

Even though I have not seen Solly since last year, we still email each other to
keep in touch. He is maybe the greatest influence in my life. My Bar
Mitzvah taught me that you can make good out of even the very worst

situations. This event truly made me feel like an adult instead of a 13-year-
old.

December 4, 2002
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The Ship of Doom

by Solly Ganor, Dachau-Landsberg survivor

We sailed upon oceans of blood,

And the captain’s name was death,

The wind 1n our sails were the winds of hate,
And the world just couldn’t care less.

We called on each port to let us get off
We cried, we begged, we moaned,

But our cries and tears fell on deaf ears,
‘Cause their hearts were made of stone.

The crew of the vessel, they sang the Horst Wessel,
While we prayed to God in fear,

We called to the world to save our souls,

But the world just wouldn’t hear.

We sailed into darkness where time had no meaning,
We were murdered in millions without pity or feeling,
They worked us in pits where no one could last

And when we were finished we were to be gassed.

They didn’t use coal to stoke their fire,

The fat of our bodies forced the flames higher,
The sky in the darkness it glowed purple red,
The war was soon over but we were all dead.

When they finally knew that they lost the war
And Europe lay ruined from shore to shore
They were at least proud in having caused,
The death of our millions and the Holocaust.

But on the oceans of the eternal night,

There was Sempo Sugihara’s single light,

He gave out visas from morning till late,

To thousands of people who stood at his gate.

He was the man whose soul shone so bright,
Who lost his career to do what was right,
He never asked for praise or pay,

He did it all in his modest way.

We came to the land of the rising sun

To pay tribute to its illustrious son

To a man whose spirit was noble and kind,
And showed an example to all of mankind.
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Speech by Solly Ganor at Fuerstenfeldbruck, Germany, April 28, 1994

On the occasion of the dedication of a monument to the Jewish survivors of
the Dachau Death March

Ladies and gentlemen, dear friends.

To begin with, I would like to express my thanks to the Arbeitskreis
Mahnmal (Dachau Death March monument committee) that invited me to
this commemoration ceremony.

I can see among you several friends who were our guests in Israel. I am glad
to meet you once again and extend to you my greetings.

Those that do not know me: my name is Solly Ganor and I also speak on
behalf of our Israeli association of survivors of the Landsberg/Kaufering
concentration camp.

I was born in Heydekrug, a small town on the German Lithuanian border,
and I live presently in Herzelia in Israel.

The flight from Tel Aviv to Munich lasted only four hours, but psychologically
it lasted forty-nine years. It was not an easy journey to undertake.

I was barely seventeen when I marched these very same streets, 49 years
ago. I could hardly believe then that one day I would be standing in front of
you and speak to you in such a friendly manner. Then I had only one thing
on my mind, namely how to survive the day. That was the last period of the
war, the end of April 1945.

To survive to that period, I had to spend four terrifying years in the Nazi hell.
Behind me, I left dozens of family members who were murdered and the
ruins of my childhood home in Lithuania.

That nightmare began for me on June 22, 1941, when the German army, like
a deadly flood, invaded our lives. In one day I became, from a happy
thirteen-year-old, perhaps somewhat spoiled boy, a hunted animal. A hunt
was declared by the Nazis on Jews and no one needed even a license for that.
Anyone could murder us without suffering any consequences. In the first
days of the war, the Nazis and their Lithuanian helpers murdered three
quarters of the Jewish population in Lithuania. Those who lived in the small
towns suffered an especially gruesome death. They were locked up in the
synagogues and, men, women, children, babies, as if they were rats, were all
burned to death.
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Since that day in June 1941, till the day of my liberation, I was a prisoner in
the worst and most repugnant hell created by men, the Nazi concentration
camp; where the most abominable atrocities were committed by men against
men in the annals of human history.

Unfortunately, there hasn’t yet been created a language that could describe
our pain, the fear, the humiliation we suffered during those years. The
feeling of helplessness and the endless feeling of hunger as our stomachs
consumed our bodies, till there was nothing left of us but skin and bones.

And at the end of the war, there was the death march. That grotesque,
inhuman expression of cruelty of the Nazis. As their “thousand-year” empire
crumbled at their feet, they marched us out of Utting and Dachau on a
journey to nowhere. The last remnants of European Jewry marched through
rain and snow without food or shelter, in a thin striped prisoner’s uniform,
wooden shoes, a blanket and nothing else. We were like a column of ghosts
that shuffled through the snow barely able to continue. Many of the men
who were still marching were driven by their spirit alone because their
bodies were barely alive.

And so we marched many days; we had stopped counting them. The nights
we slept on the wet ground and in the morning there were hundreds of dead
bodies lying around everywhere. And so in the seven or eight days of the
march thousands of people died who couldn’t keep their bodies and soul
together. They were strewn about in the streets and roads of this beautiful
and picturesque country. What a cruel and inhuman end to so much
suffering!

Of the eight days of the march, I can recall only a few episodes. One: as we
arrived from Utting to the main camp of Dachau, we were brought to a
shower. My father pressed my hand so hard that it hurt. He was sure that
we were being taken to a gas chamber. And then I remember the terrible
weather. It rained and snowed as if the God himself wanted to have part in
our misery. And then I especially remember when we marched through
Koenigsdorf. I was at the end of my endurance and was ready to lie down
and give up the ghost as suddenly we walked by an old house. Through a
crack in the blackout curtain, I saw an old man sitting in a rocking chair. A
golden flame was flickering from a fireplace, casting shadows on the wall.
The scene was the closest thing to paradise I could imagine. I could almost
feel the coziness, and the warmth of the fire. It was a scene of painful
normalcy, all feelings that I had forgotten long ago. Yet at the same time it
brought me out of my thoughtless lethargy. From somewhere inside of me, a
source of untapped strength sprang forth, forcing my trembling legs to move
ahead.
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And so I continued. That was the last day before our liberation. That night
we were brought into a forest, where we, starved to death and exhausted,
simply fell to the ground. It snowed that night and the snow covered our
bodies. For some, the snow became their grave; for us who survived, the
snow was our means of survival, because the SS men who wanted to shoot us
couldn’t see us. The Americans were too close for them to start digging us
out one by one. During the night, they ran away and in the morning, we
were freed. My liberators were Japanese American soldiers of the 522nd Field
Artillery Battalion that found me half-dead in the snow and brought me to
Waakirchen.

How we survived the Holocaust 1s a miracle; how we survived it mentally i1s a
different story. No one who survived that hell could escape with his mental
health intact. Our minds, and even our souls, were wounded. We were
traumatized to such an extent that no human soul could tolerate. But in spite
of it, we are still here! From the burned down tree trunks that we were, we
grew new branches and buds. We built new families and turned the desert
into a fruitful land.

And now we stand close the end of the century. Once more, there are many
dangers before us. Dangers of fascism, anti-Semitism and the hatred of
foreigners. This time we shouldn’t stand on the sideline and we must explain
to the coming generations to what it can lead.

We together, the survivors from the camps and the Germans, who remember
our bloody past and are not willing ever to forget it, to you we stretch out our
hand in friendship, for the coming generations. May the world take an
example from us.

As the world-famous psychologist Victor E. Frankl said: “The world is in a
bad state, but everything will become still worse unless each of us does his
best.”

So, let us be alert--alert in a twofold sense. Since Auschwitz, we know what
man is capable of. And since Hiroshima, we know what is at stake.

Thank you.

And now I would like to surprise you, with two of the ex-soldiers of the
American Army, Clarence Matsumura and John Tsukano, who then, in May
1945, found me in the snow and saved my life. They are here with us. They
came from Los Angeles and Hawaii in order to be with us at this
commemoration ceremony.
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A third guest is the historian Eric Saul from San Francisco, who two years
ago in Jerusalem brought us together once more.
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Returning Home to Lithuania: First Part of the Journey

“T am going home to my childhood dreams, dreams that turned into a
nightmare.”

The flight from Tel Aviv to Vilnius lasts only four hours but my memory
takes me back more than sixty years when my life was violently disrupted by
the Nazi invasion of Lithuania on June 21, 1941.

One day I was a happy, spoiled thirteen year old boy, and over night I became
a hunted animal who could be sought out and killed by anyone who felt like
it. The Jews were not protected by the new laws, the murderers of the Jews
were.

Over night we were plunged into an abyss of hate, plunder, rape and murder.
Over night we found ourselves defenseless in a New World of savages. The
transition from normalcy to this world of horror was so sudden, so
unexpected, so unprecedented, and so violently brutal that we were simply
stunned by the sheer enormity of our calamity . The Nazis and their
Lithuanian helpers didn’t leave us much time to asses our new situation,
they immediately set about to murder as many Jews as they could lay their
hands on, especially in the smaller towns and shtetlach of Lithuania. Within
the first few months of the Nazi onslaught the majority of the glorious
Lithuanian Jewry was mercilessly slaughtered and buried in mass graves
that are dispersed all over Lithuania.

By the end of the war 94% of Lithuanian Jewry were murdered, more than
anywhere else in Europe, including Nazi Germany and Poland, where the
Nazis erected their murder factories. Small wonder then that the majority of
the Jewish survivors of Lithuania chose never to return to the land of their
birth. Considering the trauma I suffered there as a child, what made me
decide to return after sixty years of absence? Throughout the flight I was in a
panic and if I could have turned the plane around, I would have done it. But
it was too late for any regrets, I was Lithuania bound and there was nothing
I could do about it.

I tried to calm my fears; more than sixty years had passed since the war and
the Nazis were also long gone; I was just being childish and unreasonable.
But one can’t rationalize away emotions that stem from such horrifying
childhood traumas. I was glad that my wife Pola was with me for moral
support.

I tried to concentrate my thoughts on the positive aspects of our journey.
Besides visiting my childhood home, there was another reason for our
voyage. We had decided on a family gathering at the gravesite of our cousin
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professor Alexander Shtromas whose ashes were buried in a cemetery near
Kaunas. The Shtroms were a wide spread family in Lithuania. My first
ancestor on my mother’s side was Zelig Shtromas, who was registered in the
municipal archives, as far back as 1756. It shows how deep were our roots in
Lithuania.) Beside cousin Irena, my cousin Margaret Kagan-Shtrom, the
sister of Alexander Shtromas, was coming from England, with Violeta,
Alexander wife.

There were several other friends who were also going to attend the ceremony.
A well-known Lithuanian sculptor had sculpted the face image of Alexander
and we were going to attend the ceremony of placing the stone at the
graveside.

But there were other reasons, emerging from my distant memory. I tried to
think back to the years when I was surrounded by a loving family, uncles and
aunts, cousins and friends.

I also longed to see once more the places where I grew up, went to school,
played soccer with my friends, kissed a girl for the first time, swam in the
river Niemunas, and went for the summers to our Dacha in Kalautuva.
Perhaps in my declining years I just wanted to feel once more the sweet
innocence of my childhood, in its original surroundings. My heart was beating
fast as our plane approached Vilnius.

It was a sunny day, and in the distance I could see the dense green forests
and hundreds of lakes shimmering in the afternoon sun. I had never seen
Lithuania from the air and it seemed breathtakingly beautiful.

“How could so much evil exist among all that beauty,” I thought. I felt a stab
of envy when I thought of our Israel we had left behind. Dry and parched in
the harsh summer heat, stretches of yellow fields, and sand dunes, with its
single lake barely able to keep its level of water to sustain us from year to
year.

I couldn’t help thinking of how much blood, sweat and tears we had to shed to
bring it to what it is today, and how much work there is still ahead of us to
wring it from centuries of neglect and Arab hostility. Then I remembered
with what enthusiasm our sabra grand children described the beauty of
Israel while travelling from Dan to Eilat, visiting the national parks, the
ancient historical sites, Jerusalem, and many other to them familiar and
beloved places. It came to me that I was still a product of Lithuania and my
childhood impressions outweighed sixty years of living in Israel. A thought
occurred to me that perhaps Moses was right to keep the Jews for forty years
in the desert. The old generation had to die to wipe out any memories of
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Egypt they had left behind. Guess I too am a modern version of the desert
generation.

As we were landing at the small Vilnius airport I saw in the distance dozens
of church steeples and cathedrals with their crosses glistening in the
afternoon sun. Then I caught a site so familiar to me from the days of my
childhood. It was the tower of Gedimina’s castle, that every child in
Lithuanian schools before the war was taught to revere. The Poles had
occupied Vilnius between the two world wars, and the Lithuanians vowed
never to rest until Vilnius will be their capital again. That is why we never
went to Vilnius before the war, and the town was unfamiliar to me. Of course
everyone knew about the Gaon from Vilna. We also knew about the
numerous Jewish institutions, schools, theaters and newspapers. Before the
war it was known as Jerushalaim De Lita, and it was a serious rival to our
Jewish community in Kovno. We prided ourselves to have more Hebrew High
Schools than Vilna, and more members in Zionist movements. I didn’t know
how I would react when I took my first steps on Lithuanian soil, the soil 1
swore never to walk on as long as I live. Did I expect to be struck down by
lightening, or hear a stern voice speaking to me from heaven for breaking my
vow?

Nothing really happened as we were quickly cleared by immigration and
customs. Full of apprehension I stepped out to the waiting hall and to my
great relief saw among the small crowd waiting there the familiar face of my
cousin Irena. She just smiled and gave me a big hug and much of the
apprehension dissipated.

My cousin Professor Irena Weiseite, who was saved by a Lithuanian
Christian family and remained in Lithuania after the war, where she taught
at the University of Vilnius. It was hard for me to understand her decision to
remain in Lithuania after the Holocaust, but I was sure glad to see her at the
airport. She told us that she had rented for us an apartment in the center of
Vilnius.

“It was walking distance from the old town where once the Jews used to live,”
she told us.

Then I remembered that was the quarter that the Nazis on September 6,
1941 turned it into the Vilno Ghetto and on September 1943, the Ghetto was
liquidated. The majority of the Ghetto Jews were taken to Ponar where they
were shot and buried in mass graves. Some managed to escape to the forests
and fought with the partisans against the Nazis. The remaining few
thousand were transported by the Nazis to Estonia to slave labor camps
where most of them perished.
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As we drove through the streets, I couldn’t help thinking of the hundreds of
thousands of Jews who once lived here, prospered, made it into a world
famous center of Jewish culture, and religious and secular learning. Where
the Gaon from Vilna lived and taught Torah, and countless writers, poets,
musicians like Jasha Haifetz and many others lived and enriched the town
with its presence. Today the only traces left of them are in the local
museums.

I couldn’t help but think of what Hitler said in 1939:
“By 1945, the only Jew left alive in Europe will be in a museum.”

Hitler was not completely right in his predictions, he was only 96 percent
right, because that is the percentage of Jews murdered in Lithuania by the
Nazis and their Lithuanian helpers. No matter where I turned in this
country, it always brought me back to the Holocaust.

Of course, there are some Jews left today in Vilnius who are desperately
trying to revive some of the old glory of Jewish Vilna, but it is a pale sample
of what it once was.

One can not speak of the Holocaust in Vilna without mentioning the recently
published diary of Herman Krook who was a prisoner in Ghetto Vilna. It is a
stupendous book, both in size and its contents. Krook was among the small
group that was sent from the Ghetto to Estonia, after the majority of the
Vilno Jews were murdered at the killing fields of Ponar. Even as a salve
laborer in Estonia, he continued writing. His diary written in Yiddish was
lately translated into English and published by the Yivo Institute of Jewish
research under the title: “The Last Days Of The Jerusalem Of Lithuania.” It
took almost sixty years for the diary to be published and it is recognized as
one of the most important diaries of the Holocaust. We have Yivo to thank for
it.

Even though I was imprisoned in Ghetto Kovno myself, barely sixty
kilometers from Vilno, and I even wrote a Ghetto diary myself under the title
of "Light One Candle", nevertheless I was deeply shocked by Krook’s diary.
The diary contains 730 pages and it would be impossible for me to write
about its content. Still, I would like to relate Krook’s last poem before he
died.

I am quoting from the first page of Krook’s diary:

“Krook continued writing his chronicles-in the form of diaries, narratives and
poems-up to the last day. He was killed and burned with most of the
surviving Jews just hours before the Red Army liberated the area on
September 19,1944. The following poem, written in Yiddish in precise
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amphibrachic meter, was found among his writings from this last period and
1s presented here in a literal translation.

FOR FUTER GENERATIONS

Neighbors in Camp Klooga often ask me,

Why do you write in such hard times?

Why and for whom?..

... For we won’t live to see it anyway.

I know I am condemned and awaiting my turn,
Although deep inside me burrows a hope for a miracle.
Drunk on the pen trembling in my hand,

I record everything for future generations:

A day will come when someone will find

The leaves of horror I write and record.

People will tear their hair in anguish,

Eyes will plunge into the sky

Unwilling to believe the horrors of our times.
And then these line will be a consolation

For future generations, which I, a prisoner,
Kept in my sight, things

I recorded, fixed faithfully..

For me it is superfluous,

For future generations I leave it as a trace.
And let it remain though I must die here

And let it show what I could not live to tell.
And I answer my neighbors:

Maybe a miracle will liberate me.

But if I must die, it must not die with me-

The time of horrors I leave for future worlds.

I write because I must write- a consolation in my time of horror
For future generations I leave it as a trace.

-March 24, 1944

Perhaps Herman Krook’s story and his anguished poem does not belong here
in my journey to the past, yet I feel it belongs very much, because his story is
my story, and the miracle to be liberated he had hoped for, was granted to me
and I am deeply sorry that it was not granted to him as well. I am glad that I
didn’t read Herman Krook’s diary before my visit to Vilnius, because had I
done so, I wouldn’t have been able to walk in its streets and enjoy its beauty,
without seeing the shadows of horrors perpetrated against my people in these
ancient Jewish streets.
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End of the first part of my journey to Lithuania.
Herzelia Pituach,
October 17, 2003
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Returning Home to Lithuania: Second Part of the Journey

Vilnius, Lithuania
September 18, 2003

First day in Kaunas.

I didn’t sleep well at night. The following day we were going to Kaunas and I
was full of apprehension. Kaunas was the town were I spent my childhood,
dreamt of all the wonderful things that were going to happen to me in the
future, but my dreams soon turned into the nightmare of the Holocaust, with
all its horrors of rape, plunder and murder of our people. I tried to push
away the dark memories of the Holocaust and thought of the years before the
war when life was joy and gladness; when every passing day was filled
happiness.

At promptly 10 o'clock a young man from the Sugihara Museum in Kaunas
by the name of Mindaugas came to fetch us from our hotel. He spoke English
to some extent and informed us that it will take about an hour to get to
Kaunas. The director of the Sugihara Museum, Simonas Davidavitchius, had
rented an apartment for us downtown Kaunas. I corresponded with Simonas
through e-mail and he was all excited to meet me. He knew of my
acquaintance with the Sugihara family and promised to make our stay in
Kaunas a pleasant one.

It was bright and sunny when we left Vilnius, but as we were half way to
Kaunas clouds covered the sky and the day turned gray, which suited my
gloomy mood. I felt more and more agitated and I braced myself for the
emotional upheaval that I was sure e will come. I was coming back to the
town where my generation experienced a trauma that was unprecedented in
human history by its sheer cruelty and scope. In the back of my mind I
remembered what had happened to a friend of mine who has served with me
in the merchant marine. He too was a child during the Holocaust and when
he came back for the first time to his hometown, he suffered a massive heart
attack and died on the way to the hospital.

These thoughts kept going through my mind as we were entering the town.
The houses on both sides of the road looked shabby and neglected. The driver
told us that these were houses built soon after the end of World War Two,
during the Soviet occupation. But as soon as we began driving down the hill
on Savanoriu Prospectas, which was known to me as Ukmerges Plantas, 1
recognized most of the buildings. It seemed as if nothing much had changed
here since my childhood, as if time had not passed at all.
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At the corner of Savanorius Prospectas and Laisves Aleya, I glimpsed at the
distance the big Greek Orthodox church known to us as “Sobor”. I asked the
driver to stop for a minute. I wanted to have a closer look at the street that
was so familiar to me.

Standing on Laisves Aleja between the chestnut trees that lined the middle of
the boulevard, a flood of memories overwhelmed me. I felt as if sixty years
had disappeared and I was a little boy again.

The year was 1933. We had just moved from Heydekrug to Kaunas and my
parents gave my sister permission to take me for a walk and show me the
town. My sister loved Kaunas. She was raised and had many childhood
friends here. For many years she attended a Hebrew high school called
Schwabe. At the time she was very unhappy with my parents decision to
move to Heydekrug and when we moved back she was the happiest girl in the
world.

The first place she took me to was the main street of Kaunas. It was called
Laysves Aleya. To this day I can close my eyes and still see that street the
way I saw it the first time as a child, although later, we lived very near it and
I walked it many times.

It was a very wide street divided in two, with a walking promenade in the
middle where rows of tall chestnut trees were growing as far as my eyes
could see. On both sides of the street there were modern buildings with
elegant shops, and at the end of the street, shimmering in the sun, was the
huge golden cupola of a church, known as the “Sobor”

And the people! I have never seen so many people in one place! They were
milling about in a confusing kaleidoscope, men, women, children, all dressed
in a variety of colors, speaking loudly to each other, shouting, laughing.

I stood open mouthed holding onto my sister with all my strength. I was
afraid to be swept away and lost in that mob. When I later asked my sister if
Kaunas was the biggest city in the world, she laughed, and told me that there
were towns in the world many times the size of Kaunas, which at the time, I
could hardly believe.

After buying me a generous portion of ice cream, she took me to the banks of
the river Niemunas that passed through the town on its way to the Baltic
Sea. It was so wide that I could hardly see the other side of the bank, or at
least that’s how I remembered it when I saw it for the first time. From there
we went to the Town Garden, where the opera stood, and later in the
afternoon, we went to a movie house named Forum, where I saw my first full
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feature film, Laurel and Hardy. It was getting dark by the time we came out
of the movie house and my sister rushed us home.

Thus ended my first day in Kaunas.
It was an unforgettable day and it left an indelible impression on my mind.
My wife’s voice brought me back to the present.

“The driver said that he can’t park here. You will have plenty of time to see
the place once we have settled,” she said gently.

She saw the tears in my eyes and took my hand in hers and lead me back to
the car.

As we were driving towards the rented apartment, I saw many familiar
buildings.

Here was my aunt Mere’s milk store, and there was my father’s restaurant
on Luksho Street, and my uncle Isaak’s fruit business, and my God!

There was my School, “Yavneh Gymnzie” that I attended before the Russians
came! And there was the offices of the popular Yiddish news paper “Yiddishe
Shtime.”

And there was Daukshos Street with it hundreds of Jewish shops, that were
always full of Jewish people, coming and going with parcels in their hands,
speaking Yiddish to each other, telling jokes, laughing, children playing
hopscotch, babies crying, their mothers singing them a lullaby in Yiddish.
They were all gone, as if they had never existed. The street looked neglected,
the houses drab and colorless with peeling stucco. The place looked as if life
itself was drained out of it. Where are the, Chaimalach, the Yankelach, the
chanalach and the Leyalach from my childhood? Where are my uncles, aunts,
cousins, friends, teachers, rabbis? Five hundred yeas of existence were wiped
out in one frenzy of homicidal lust for Jewish blood. “Why, for God’s sake,
why? What have we ever done to them? If anything, we have only enriched
them with our presence in every aspect of the human field.”

The answer to my questions I actually got two years ago in Berlin from a
theologian named Professor Hofmann. At our meeting he said:

“Never in the history of man, has there been a more innocent people than the
Jews, who for centuries were deliberately vilified, maligned, falsely accused,
persecuted and finally sent to the gas chambers of Auschwitz, for no other
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reason than they were Jews. The participants in these dastardly deeds will
for ever bear the sign of Cain on their heads.”

It always came down to that. “And the reason they could do that to us” I
thought “was because we were always defenseless and thank God that we are
defenseless no more.”

Mindaugas stopped the car at the gate of an old building. It looked vaguely
familiar. Then I remembered! To my astonishment, he brought us to a house
that was about five houses away from were we used to live! I left the
suitcases standing and with my heart beating fast I rushed over to the house
on Kalviu 13, where I spent many years of my childhood. I didn’t know what I
had expected, but with a shock I realized that the house was not there
anymore. Instead, there was a new and unfamiliar building standing at the
place were our house used to be.

There was a part of me that was deeply disappointed that I wouldn’t be able
to see our home where I spent so many years of my childhood, but the other
part was relieved because I remembered the day when we had to leave our
home in order to escape the Nazis.

I will never forget that day as long as I live.

Memories...memories...deeply etched in my mind through the trauma I had
experienced here as a child.

22 of June, 1941

I barely fell asleep when the neighbor’s pigeon woke me up.

While I stood deep in thought it was growing lighter. The first rays of the
rising sun spilled on the Alexotas hills, painting them pink and orange. The

town began to stir from its slumber.

“Another night had passed and the Russians didn’t come for us.” I breathed a
sigh of relief.

A few days earlier we were warned to pack a few belongings as we were going
to be sent to Siberia as “Enemies of the Soviet Union.”

Suddenly I noticed something strange above the airport in Alexotas. A dozen
or more silvery dots, like some metallic butterflies were swirling in the sky,
as if performing an early morning mating dance. Black angry puffs of smoke
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were mushrooming all around them, and a few seconds later sharp cracking
sounds reached my ears. They sounded like anti aircraft guns.

All at once the dots dove one after another emitting shrill whistling sounds
that sounded like metal was being torn apart.

- German Stookas! - Was the first thought that came to my mind.

I recognized them by their spine chilling sound wave when they dove for
attack. They were shown often enough on newsreels when the Germans
attacked Poland. Deep rumbling explosions followed their dive. Again and
again the explosions sounded in the clear morning air rattling all the
windows in the house.

A thick column of black smoke rose over the airport, spreading slowly over
Alexotas.

“So it finally happened; the war has caught up with us,” I thought trying to
convince myself that I wasn’t having a nightmare. The whole scene seemed so
unreal. One minute I was watching the peaceful sunrise, the next, as if
someone pushed a button, the war was on.

- Another wave of planes screamed their way down in low dives, followed by
heavy explosions. Anti aircraft guns were now going full blast and some
shrapnel suddenly fell on our neighboring roofs, sending roof tiles flying in all
directions.

I hastily withdrew from the window in alarm. Suddenly the war became very
near and very real.

I quickly ran down to wake up the family.

It was June 22, 1941. The war between the Nazis and the Soviet Union had
begun.

When I came down to the living room the whole family was already
assembled. They stood around the radio listening to Molotov’s speech. He was
very indignant about the dastardly and unprovoked attack of the Nazis on a
friendly nation and promised to fight them till final victory.

Berlin gave very brief and factual reports of the German army’s rapid
advances into the heart of Lithuania on one side and into Belo-Russia on the
other. B.B.C. from London more or less confirmed the German version.
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During breakfast father held a family conference what action we should take
if any. We all agreed that it was too dangerous to remain and face the Nazis
and we should leave for Russia as fast as possible. Even if we land in Siberia
1t would still be better than remain under the Nazis.

But how were we to go? We had no car because the Soviets had confiscated all
cars. Therefore we could either leave by bus or train.

Father and Hermann went down to speak to uncle Isack who lived near us.
When they came back they were both pale. The Russians were evacuating the
town full speed and they were taking up all the places on the outgoing trains.
Even if any one could get on a train the chances of getting through were very
slim as German planes were bombing the railroad tracks ahead. There were
no buses or any other form of transport. That meant walking to the Russian
border with the hope that the Germans won’t get there ahead of us.

Father had a more frightening story to tell. Suddenly there was a new threat
from an unexpected quarter. Even while the Soviet army was still in full force
in Kaunas, gangs of Lithuanians armed with rifles and revolvers were
roaming the streets and there were reported clashes between them and the
Russians. The same gangs were beginning to rob and beat up Jews in the
streets. It was an ominous sign of things to come. Our neighbors with whom
we lived in peace for five hundred years turned against us and the Germans
weren’t even anywhere near Kaunas!

We realized that any further delay may be very dangerous. As we didn’t
know when we’d have our next hot meal we decided to finish any left over
food and have our last meal at home.

For some strange reason my mother insisted to serve the food in her best
china dishes. Father began to protest, but when he saw my mother’s tucked
in chin, a sure sign that nothing he would say would change her mind, he
gave in.

It was a sad meal. Mother behaved very strangely. She switched on the
candelabra cluster and the Rosenthal dishes were gleaming white in its
sparkling light. We felt like the condemned who are served their last favorite
meal before the execution. We even had some wine with it.

We ate in silence. Perhaps each one of us said in his heart a silent prayer. We
were not a religious family, but in times like these even irreligious people
tend to pray to an unknown God. I had an eerie feeling of the unreal as we
sat quietly at the table probably for the last time. Mother, by insisting that
we eat in such a formal atmosphere managed to slow us down. Of course,
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it was a delusion, but seeing all the fine things on the table , the dining room,
the furniture, the family pictures and paintings hanging on the wall, the
knickknacks and the embroidered pillows that my mother received as a gift
from her grand mother, the heavy blue curtains , all these familiar things
that we have known all our lives, somehow made us feel secure. For the last
time I went to my room and said goodbye to it. It was a pleasant room and it
contained everything I ever received as gifts or collected as a child. But what
really hurt me to leave behind was my collection of books I was so fond of.

Instinctively I reached for the book that my brother brought me when I was
in bed with the measles. I was probably seven years old at the time.

It was the first full novel that I read, and it introduced me to a new and
enchanted world in which I often dwell to this day. It was the “Mysterious
Island” by Jules Vern. I decided to take it along with me for the way.

We never made it to Russia. The German army cut us off before we were able
to reach the border. We spent three bloody years in Ghetto Kaunas where the
majority of the Jews were murdered in numerous actions. My brother was
killed in the beginning of the war, and my mother died on Christmas night in
1944 the concentration camp of Stutthof by Danzig. My father and I were
sent to one of the satellite camps of Dachau as slave laborers. We survived
the war and were liberated by the Us army on May 2, 1945.

My wife brought me back to reality again.

“The driver wants to show us the apartment and help with the luggage.”
Again the same soft understanding voice. I was glad to have her with me. I
wonder if I could have done it by my own.

From the outside the house looked neglected like all the other buildings in
the area, but the apartment was very modern. It was completely renovated a
short while ago. Shimon saw to it that the refrigerator was well stocked with
all kinds of food and there were even flowers on the table. Suddenly I was
dead tired. New impressions and old memories, a tiring combination. Before I
would be able to undertake any further stressful activities I needed a rest.

End of the first day in Kaunas
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Journey to the Past: My Visit to the Killing Grounds of the Ninth
Fort, in Kaunas, Lithuania.

Sunday, September 21, 2003

Shimon Davidovitsh, the director of the Sugihara Museum in Kaunas, came
to the apartment to fetch us. We were scheduled to go to the Ninth Fort
today.

I dreaded the idea of going there. The worst nightmares of my childhood were
connected with that dreadful place. During the four years of the Holocaust,
the Ninth Forth stands out in my mind like a beacon of the most terrible evil,
even worse than the place of horror, Dachau, where I spent the last nine-
month of the war. Yet I knew that I had to go there. I had to see with my own
eyes the horror that lurked there, the horror that my friend Kuki described
after escaping from there, the horror that caused so many of my nightmares.
I had to confront my childhood demons that connected me with the Ninth
Fort. I couldn’t back down now, not after I came all the way from Israel to see
the place.

We drove to the Fort in silence. He brought with him a very knowledgeable
guide by the name of Chaim, who spoke Hebrew and Yiddish.

On October 28, 1941, exactly sixty-two years ago, thirty thousand Jewish
inhabitants of the Slabodke Ghetto in Kaunas were waiting for the Nazis to
determine their fate, who would live and who would die. My family and I
were among the thirty thousand to be selected. The event became known as
the “Groisse Aktzie- The Big Selection.” I was thirteen years old at the time
and I remember it as if it happened today.

It was a cold morning and a few snow flakes came drifting down from a gray
sky. A few hours passed and nothing happened. We were cold and our feet
began to ache. All around us we could hear babies cry, and children begged
their parents for food. Many began to recite psalms and that melancholy
melody spread among the condemned standing on the field. Here and there
old people began to collapse and fell to the ground while their families were
trying to lift them up.

Around nine in the morning we suddenly heard a strange sound. It reminded
me of the wind moving through tops of trees in a forest. It was the sound that
escaped from thousands of mouths when they saw the German and
Lithuanian battalions surround the Demokratu place. They were armed with
machine guns and they looked grim. Many of them seemed drunk. Then two
figures resplendent in new uniforms and shinny black boots approached us.
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They were the ghetto Kommandant Jordan and the Gestapo man Rauka.
These two were to decide our fate.

Rauka placed himself in front of our column and without any further
ceremony began his bloody job.

The members of the Jewish Committee and the ghetto police were standing
in front of the column. They and their families were sent to the left, to a
specially assigned area. After them came all the departments of the ghetto
institutions. As we were filling past him he began to send the elderly, the ill,
women with small children, some of them boys my age, to the right side,
where they were assembled in a separate area. Families were torn apart, the
young and the healthy to the left while their elderly parents or small children
were sent to the right. The heart rending cries of the separated family
members filled the air, while those who tried to reunite would be knocked
down with rifle buts by the Lithuanian guards. It immediately became
obvious who were to live and who were going to die. A few showed him
Jordan Passes, but he only tore it out of their hands and threw it down into
the mud.

My heart began to beat wildly. Suddenly I felt awfully small. The precious
life certificate that I held in my trembling hands became worthless before my
very eyes. In a few minutes our turn would come and I could already feel the
cold breath of death on my neck. Neither father, or mother or sister Fanny
could do anything for me. “Within a few seconds my fate would be sealed,” I
thought wildly.

If T could stop the time and go back for a short time into the past.
If only.. there.. there is snowman’s hill behind grandfather’s house..

It 1s covered with pure white snow that glitters like a million candles
in the afternoon’s sun. Lena is laughing, her hazel eyes full of Joy.

“Where are the ch