A Ben Eden Project

LIFEBOOK

16 of the oldest Czech Jews and their life stories
Exhibit opened December 10, 2002 at the Educational Centre of the Jewish Museum in Prague

The Charles Jordan Retirement Home, named after the former Executive Vice-Chairman of the JDC, 1s run

by the Prague Jewish Community. Currently, it houses 16 Jewish seniors, aged 76 to 98. Born across Central

Europe, all have survived the Holocaust in various ways and then lived through 40 years of communism. Some
of Prague’s oldest Jews, they are a time capsule of Jewish life in the Czech Republic in the past century.

The collection of photographs and stories will first appear in public in a series of travelling exhibitions.
Then it will be permanently exhibited at the Charles Jordan retirement home’s own memorial gallery.

The exhibit can also be viewed as a virtual gallery at the author’s website, BENEDEN.COM.

The Lifebook Project took place under the auspices of the Prague Jewish Community, with
the generous support from The American Jewish Joint Distribution Committee,
Central Europe Center for Research and Documentation and
Jewish Museum in Prague.






Elsa Ehrlichova
* October 19, 1909

“My husband Emil became seriously sick in
lerezin, from the bad food and stress. One morning
the news came that he was on the list. They selected
him for one of the last transports to Auschwitz.

There was nothing I could do to prevent this, in
spite of my good job in the camp self-administra-
tion. So I wanted to take my daughter and join him
— family members could volunteer for transports.
[ visited Emil at the sick-ward and told him.

His response was quick and firm: “I beg you,
don’t go of your own will! I'll know that you are
safe here.” With this decision he saved both me and
our daughter.

Of course, by that time we had heard about the
gas chambers, but one just didn’t want to believe
it. Me, for one, I had gone to German schools and
simply couldn’t imagine Germans to be able to do
such a thing.”

»Muj manzel Emil v Terezine vdziné onemoc-
nel ze Spatného jidla a stresu. Jedno rdno jsem se
dozvedela, Ze je na seznamu. Byl vybrdn do jednoho
z poslednich transportu do Osvétimi.

PrestoZe jsem méla dobrou prdci ve vnitrni
sprdve ghetta, nemohla jsem s tim nic udelat. Chtela
jsem vzit dceru a jet s nim, coZ clenové rodiny mohli.
Navstivila jsem tedy Emila na marodce a rekla mu
[0.

Jeho odpovéd byla rdznd a nepripoustéla odpor:

“Prosim te, nehlas se dobrovolne. Tady alespon vim,
jak Zijete a Ze jste tu v bezpeci.” Timto rozhodnutim
zachrdnil mne i nasi dceru.

Samozrejme, tou dobou jsme uZ vsichni slyseli
o plynovych komordch. Vedelo se o tom, ale clovek
tomu nechtel verit. Jd jsem napriklad chodila do
nemeckych skol a bylo pro mne proto tezké uverit, Ze
Nemci jsou vubec schopni néco takového udelat.






Gertruda Ernstova
* January 23, 1908

“On January 22, 1945, the Gross Rosen
Concentration Camp was being evacuated.
A selection took place. The Oberscharfiihrer — the
camp commander — did it himself, one by one:

“You come along, you come along..” To me, he
said: “You will stay.”

Myself and the other sick women in the medical
ward were to remain and be liquidated by shooting.
Three SS-men were assigned to stay behind with us
and do this. First, they wanted to dig up a grave, so
that there would be no trace.

It was freezing and the soldiers had a hard time
digging, so they put up fires to soften the earth. They
said they would do the liquidation in the morning.

During that night there was an air raid, we
could hear the Russian tanks coming close. And the
SS-men just got on their bicycles and left.

,22. ledna 1945 byl koncentracni tdbor
Gross Rosen evakuovdn. Predchdzela tomu selekce,
kterou provddel sdm Oberscharfiihrer, velitel
tdbora. ProhliZel si nds pekne jednu po druhé.

, 1y jdeS s sebou, ty jdes s sebou..” Mne rekl:
, Ty zustanes!

Jd a ostatni nemocné Zeny na marodce jsme mély
zustat a byt likvidovdny zastrelenim. Za tim iicelem
tam s ndmi zustali tri esesdci. Ti méli ale nejdrive
vykopat opoddl hrob, aby po nds nezustaly Zddné
stopy.

Byl tuhy mrdz a kopdni jim slo zteZka. Rozhodli
se proto zapdlit na tom misteé ohne. Ndm pak rekli,
Ze likvidaci provedou rdno.

V noci byl velky ndlet. Ruské tanky se bliZily, bylo
je uz slyset. Ti esesdci to vedeli. V noci sedli na svd
kola a zmizeli. Rdno jsme se probudily svobodné.*






Marie Gardova
* March 5, 1909

“I'was employed as the head nurse in the Jdger-
kaserne, one of the makeshift “hospitals” of the
Terezin Ghetto. It’s uncanny, but it was there where
I had the nicest birthday party of my life:

At the time, I was staying in an attic dorm
together with 64 other women. And, what a big
surprise, they were all celebrating with me.

The women had saved up from their rations — the
piece of margarine and little sack of sugar that we
were all receiving. They spread it on slices of bread.:
So we had cake. Many people kept a coffee bean or
two, some were still receiving parcels from home.
Everyone shared and there was coffee for all of us.

Kurt Meyer came with his accordion, someone
else was playing the violin. And I even received
little poems, written on all kinds of paper scraps.
I'was so busy I hardly knew anyone — but all Terezin
seemed to know me for the work I did.“

, Pracovala jsem jako vrchni sestra v Jdgerka-
serne, jedné z ubohych ,,nemocnic* terezinského
ghetta. Je to opravdu k nevite, ale prdve tam jsem
zaZila nejkrdsnejsi oslavu svych narozenin.

V tu dobu jsem bydlela s Sedesdti ctyrmi dalsimi
Zenami spolecne na jedné pude. Bylo pro me velké
prekvapeni, Ze je vSechny slavily se mnou.

KaZdd neco usetrila z kousku margarinu a sdcku
cukru, které jsme dostdvali. Margarin s cukrem na
chlebu — to byl pro nds tenkrdt dort. Spousta lidi si
schovdvalo zrnko-dve kdvy, néekteri jeste dostdvali
balicky z domova. Daly jsme to dohromady — a mely
jsme opravdové kafe.

Kurt Meyer prisel se svou harmonikou,
nekdo dalsi hrdl na housle. Dostala jsem dokonce
bdsnicky, napsané na nejruznéjsich zbytcich papiru.
Jd mela tenkrdt tolik prdce, Ze jsem nikoho neznala,
ale cely Terezin znal me. “
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Alzbeta Horovitzova
* February 10, 1904

“The last boat for Palestine was about to leave
Bratislava. Oto, my adoptive son, was eager to get
on it. Yet I was afraid to let him go away into the
unknown; after all he was only a 19-year old boy.
In addition, the trip was expensive for us. But Oto
had made up his mind.

He spent the whole night before the ship’s
departure sitting on my bed, and kept repeating: “All
my friends are going, I have to leave, the ground is
getting hot here.” Finally, I gave in.

But the ticket cost 6000 Crowns and I only had
2000 on hand. In the morning I scrambled to bor-
row part from my boss and the rest from my mother.

The boat my son took that afternoon was delayed
many times and finally capsized in Italy. As soon
as Oto reached Israel, he joined the British army.
He actually came back home from the other direc-
tion, through a beach in Normandy.”

,Posledni lod do Palestiny kotvila pFipravena
v bratislavském pristavu. Muj adoptivni syn Oto
s ni chtel odjet. Jd jsem se ale bdla ho jen tak
pustit do nezndma, vidyr'to byl jenom devatendctile-
1ty kluk. Navic byla pro nds cesta hodne drahd. Oto
se ale uz rozhodl a byl neoblomny.

Celou noc pred odplutim lode sedel u me na
posteli a prosil me, abych ho pustila. Stdle jen
opakoval: ,, Vsichni kamarddi jedou, musim zmizet,
je tady horkd puda.* Nakonec jsem souhlasila.

Lodni listek stdl 6000 korun a jd jsem mela doma
jen 2000. Rdno jsem si narychlo vypujcila penize od
Séfa v prdci a zbytek pak od své matky.

Syn odjel odpoledne.  Cesta byla dlouhd
a lod se ke vSemu v Itdlii potopila. Oto se ale do
[zraele nakonec dostal a vstoupil do Britské armddy.
Diky tomu se pak vrdtil domu z opacné strany, pres
normandské pobreZi.






Ruth Kleinova
* April 6, 1909

“On the deathmarch, we were spending the
night in a barn, packed as tight as sardines in a can.
Around midnight I heard Anka cry out in pain. [
crawled to her on all four across the sleeping girls.

“What now?” I'wondered when I got to her. The
barn was pitch black, I couldn’t even see my hands.
But I had to act. Using threats I pried a bottle of
vodka from someone and washed my hands. Some-
how a pair of rusty scissors surfaced, a blanket, then
one girl took off her shirt and gave it to us.

By dawn, I told Anka to start pressing. Once,
and I could see the head. Twice, and.. I grabbed
the baby by its armpits and pulled it out. We had no
water so we just wiped the little boy off and wrapped
it in the shirt.

[ kissed him and handed him to Anka. We were both
crying. Little Tomas — that’s the name we gave him
on the spot — is a grandfather himself, in America.”

,Jednu noc na pochodu smrti jsme nocovaly ve
stodole, namackané jako sardinky. Kolem pulnoci
me probudily Anciny steny. Vypravila jsem se k ni
po cCtyrech pres kousajict a skrdbajict holky.

,Co ted? “, Tekla jsem si, kdyZ jsem k ni dolezla.
Byla takovd tma, Ze jsem nevidela ani své ruce. Neco
se ale udelat muselo. Od jedné holky jsem vyhruZ-
kami dostala ldhev vodky. Pak se objevily rezavé
nuzky a dalsi z dévcat ndm prinesla deku. Dokonce
si sundala koSili a také ndm ji dala.

Kdy? zaclo svitat, rekla jsem Ance, af zacne tla-
cit. Zatlacila jednou a uZ jsem videla hlavicku. Po-
druhé a.. chytla jsem dite pod raminkama a vytdhla
je ven. Mimino nebylo kde umyt, tak jsme ho pekne
utrely a zabalily do koSile, kterou jsme dostaly.

Dala jsem mu pusu a predala ho Ance. Obema
ndm tekly slzy. A maly Tomds — jak jsme ho tenkrdt
pojmenovaly — je ted uz dédeckem, Zije v Americe.
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Sarlota Kralova
* March 11, 1921

“I arrived in Auschwitz from the Uzhorod
Ghetto. Right off the train, I got into a selection.
At that time we didn’t know what this was exactly
about. But anyway, we were all scared, cold and
frightened.

The long line moved fast. When my turn came,
the SS-man in charge pointed me towards the line
that kept growing with old and sick people. 1 obliged,
as resolutely as I could.

“Die ist ja noch Milch und Blut,”* a tall man
with a white gown over his black uniform shouted
jokingly. I turned around and the man waved me
back to the left line.

That one quip had saved my life. I later
learned that the man in the white was the infamous
Dr. Mengele himself.”

*She still got some flesh on those bones.

,Do Osvetimi jsem se dostala z UZhorodského
ghetta. Primo z vlaku nds seradili do selekce. To
jsme jeste presne nevedely, co to znamend. Vsech-
ny jsme ale byly zmatené, mely strach a byla ndm
uma.

Dlouhd rada se hybala rychle. KdyZ doslo na
me, esesdk, ktery rozhodoval, me poslal do rady
se starymi a nemocnymi. Vydala jsem se tam tak
odhodlane a pevne, jak to Slo.

“Die ist ja noch Milch und Blut,”* ndhle
rozverne kriknul vysoky muZ, ktery mel pres cernou
uniformu prehozeny bily pldst. Otocila jsem se a ten
muZ mi rukou ukdzal zpdtky na druhou stranu.

Tenhle Zertik mi zachrdnil Zivot. Pozdeji jsem
se dozvedela, Ze ten muZ v bilém pldsti byl sdm
nechvalne zndmy doktor Mengele. “

*Ta je prece jeste krev a mliko.






Leopoldina Natanova
* December 28, 1926

“I was only sixteen and I was employed in the
lerezin Ghetto self-administration as a runnetr.

On an errand, I saw the much talked-about
Swiss Red Cross delegation. They were being shown
around by the cream of the local SS.

[ started running past them really fast. As I was
passing Heindel, one of the SS-men, I pushed him
with my elbow, as if by accident. I turned around
and saw him just stare back at me, without a word.
My mother then scolded me severely for this and she
was right. But I was very proud of what I did.

After the liberation, I returned home to Vienna.
Among the things I recovered were my late mother’s
clothes. I started wearing them and never bothered
to remove the yellow star they bore.

“Why don’t you take it off?”, people asked. “It’s
them who should be ashamed, not me,” I retorted”

,Bylo mi teprve Sestndct a v Terezine jsem
dostala prdci jako poslicek.

Jednou jsem na ceste zahlédla dlouho ocekdva-
nou delegaci Svycarského Cerveného kiize. Komisi
provddeli esesdcti pohlavdri.

Rozbehla jsem se jejich smerem a nabrala rych-
lost. KdyZ jsem mijela Heindela, jednoho z esesdku,
vrazila jsem do nej loktem, jakoby nechténe. KdyZ
jsem se otocila, on se na me jenom dival a nerekl ani
slovo. Maminka mi pak vynadala a mela pravdu.
Jd ale presto byla na svuj skutek pysnd.

Po osvobozeni jsem se vrdtila domu do
Vidne. Mezivecmi, které se zachrdnily, byly i Saty po
mamince. Zacala jsem je nosit a ani me nenapadlo
z nich pdrat hvezdu.

, Proc to nesundds? “, ptali se me casto. A jd na
to: ,,Jd se za nic stydet nemusim, at se stydej oni.






Jiri Richter
* December 4, 1919

“One afternoon, a messenger came to our
barracks in Auschwitz looking for me: “Richter, you
are the guitar player, right?”

Indeed, I was quite a decent player. I realized
that a friend, someone well-placed who wanted to
help me to some extra soup, must have put me on
the list of extras for the camp orchestra. Anyway,
[ didn’t have a choice, so I got up and followed the
messenger.

We made a sorry little band: Just me with a
guitar, a violinist and one or two other musicians.
As we reported for duty, we were in for a surprise:

Instead of just playing for S§S guards or some
camp personalities, we had to accompany an execu-
tion — with cheerful pre-war melodies. They were
giving out 25 blows with a baton on the behind,
for coming late to a call and alike. People usually
survived this — myself, I endured it three times.”

,Jedno odpoledne me prisel do naseho bloku
v Osvetimi hledat poslicek: , Richter, ty jsi ten
kytarista, je to tak?

Byla to pravda, hrdl jsem docela slusne. Doslo
mi, Ze to muselo byt dilo nejakého zndmého, nekoho
na vlivném miste, ktery mi chtel dopomoci k nejaké
polévce navic a zapsal me na seznam do ldgrkapely.
V kaZdém pripade jsem stejné nemeél na vybranou, a
tak jsem se zvedl a ndsledoval poslicka.

Byla to dost ubohd kapela: Jd s kytarou, hous-
lista a pak jeste jeden nebo dva hrdci. KdyZ jsme
dorazili na misto, prislo prekvapeni.

Mysleli jsme, Ze budeme hrdt pro strdze SS nebo
pro néjaké tdaborové prominenty. Misto toho jsme
doprovdzeli exekuci. Hrdli jsme a oni vypldceli
petadvacet ran holi na zadek tem, co prisli pozde na
appel. Lidé tenhle trest ale vetsinou preZili — sdm
jsem dostal asi trikrdt.






EliSka Rihova
* April 14, 1923

“My mother, Rose, managed to put me on one of

the last kindertransports to England. I was safe.

They couldn’t leave. Fanda, my father, decided
not to show up for a transport. Instead, he made
arrangements with the Homolkas, a brave Czech
family in a tiny village close to Pilsen. In their liv-
ing room, there was a little niche, big enough for two
to stand and a pot. They moved a cupboard in front
of it and filled it with clothes to hide the opening.

Once Homolkas’ son was taken to the hospital
with diphteria. The day after, two inspectors arrived
with orders to fumigate the house. My parents were
hiding in their cache as the window and door were
sealed. After the formaldehyde lamp was put on,
Mrs. Homolkova quickly invited the men for a meal
in the kitchen. Then she darted out of the house and
opened the window from outside. My parents, han-
kerchiefs on their mouths, were already waiting..”

»Moji matce, Ruzene, se podarilo me dostat do
jednoho z poslednich kindertransportu do Anglie.

Rodice ovsem odjet nemohli. Fanda, muj otec,
rozhodl, Ze do transportu nepujdou. Domluvil se
s rodinou Homolkovych, statecnymi sedldky
z Nechanic u Plzne. 'V jejich svetnici byl maly vykle-
nek, kde mohli stdt dva lidé a jeste hrnec. Vyklenek
zahradili velikou skrini a vlez do skryse zamaskovali
vSemoznym Satstvem.

Jednou Homolkovic syn onemocnel a odvez-
li ho do nemocnice se zdskrtem. Den nato prijeli
nehldsene dva lide provést desinfekci. Rodice byli
schovani za skrini. Okna i dvere byly utesneny
a formalinovd lampa zapdlena. Pani Homolkovd
rychle pozvala muZe do kuchyne na neco k snedku.
Sama vybehla do zahrady a otevrela okno 7 druhé
strany. Byl nejvyssi cas — rodice uZ cekali u okna s
kapesniky u ust a jedovaty dym stoupal ke stropu..






Dezider Salomon
* May 18, 1918

“We were some 200 Jewish boys from Hungary,
sent as slaves to the Doneck region in Russia to dig
trenches for the Wehrmacht.

The Russians were just across, on the other bank
of the Don river, also digging in. Over loudspeak-
ers, they were enticing us to run over. One night
[ took the chance — the odds were low, since few got
across the frozen river without catching a bullet.

I was lucky. And in for a big surprise: The
Russians sent me, as a Jew, straight to Siberia.
I ended up in Chrenovoj, one of the many camps.

There was simply nothing to eat there. We were
about to die from hunger. The Spanish prisoners
were the first to start:

They cut off what they could from the frozen dead
bodies and roasted it over campfires. Everyone fol-
lowed suit, we were eating one another to survive.”

,Bylo nds asi 200 Zidovskych kluku z Madarska.
Privezli nds jako otroky do Donské oblasti v Rusku,
kde jsme meli kopat zdkopy pro Wehrmacht.

Rusové byli primo naproti, na druhém brehu reky
Don, a delali to samé, opevnovali se. Pres tlampace
nds ldkali, abychom k nim prebehli. Jednu noc jsem
se odhodlal — Sance byly malé, jen asi jeden 7 deseti
se dostal pres zamrzlou reku, aniZ by koupil kulku.

Mel jsem Stesti. Pak me ale cekalo prekvape-
ni: Rusové mé, jako Zida, poslali primo na Sibir-
Dostal jsem se do tdbora jménem Chrenovoj.

Nebylo co jist — jednoduSe ndm prestali dd-
vat jakékoli jidlo. Umirali jsme hlady. Pak s tim
Spanelsti vezni zacali:

Wtdhli ze zmrzlé hromady télo, orezali, co se
dalo, a pekli to na ohni. Naucili nds to vSechny.
Jedli jsme sebe navzdjem, abychom preZili.“






Magdalena Sterecova
* October 5, 1911

“When Transylvania, where I was born, became
part of Hungary, our family decided to flee to Bu-
charest. Unlike elsewhere in Europe, Jews were tol-
erated in Romania. Few of us were sent away to the
camps. Sure, the regime was fascist and it had to
play ball with Adolf too. There was harrassment and
injustice, but we survived. There even was a Jewish
theater — and I used to go as much as I could.

There I met my future husband, Hugo, a Czech
Jew. He was managing a big printing factory in
Bucharest. After his German wife left him for
a Wehrmacht officer, we became close.

Once a group of workers, members of the fascist
party, came to his office to ask for leave — to join a
rampage around town, breaking into Jewish shops
and the like. They knew he was a Jew. They still
had to ask permission. He, of course, had to grant
it.. This is what wartime Romania was like for us.”

, KdyZ se mé rodné Sedmihradsko stalo sou-
&dsti Madarska, nase rodina se rozhodla utéct do
Bukuresti. Na rozdil od zbytku Evropy, byli Zidé
v Rumunsku tolerovdni. Jen mdlo z nds poslali do td-
boru. Samozrejme, reZim byl fasisticky a také musel
sekat dobrotu Adolfovi. Dely se iistrky a nespraved|-
nosti, ale preZili jsme. Dokonce jsme meli v Bukuresti
Zidovské divadlo — jd tam chodila hodné casto.

Tlam jsem se sezndmila s Hugem, Ceskym Zvia’em,
ktery byl reditelem tiskdrenského podniku. Sbli-
Zili jsme se poté, co mu jeho nemeckd Zena utekla
s dustojnikem Wehrmachtu.

Jednou za nim do kanceldre prisla skupina
delniku, Clenu fasistické organizace. PoZddali ho
o dovolenou — aby mohli jit po celéem meste rozbijet
Zidovské vylohy a tak podobné. Védéli, Ze je Zid.
Presto prisli prosit o svoleni. A Hugo sdm musel
souhlasit.. Takové bylo vdlecné Rumunsko. “






Sarlota Vesela
* November 10, 1920

“Our whole family was sent to Auschwitz
together. Through the cracks in the cattle car, I saw
scores of slow-moving people in striped clothes, with
no hair, in miserable shape. Some of them, as they
saw the train, started lifting both arms upwards.
[ thought this was some kind of a lunatic asylum.

The day after our arrival, my two sisters and
I started asking around about where our parents
were. “There, up there are your parents,” one of
the prisoners, a Polish girl, told me, and pointed her
arms to the sky.

We stuck together. The three of us slept in the
same bunk and watched out for each other. Anicka,
the oldest, worked as a helper in the kitchen. She
wore a long overcoat and into it she had sewn secret
pockets. Every evening she brought me and my sis-
ter Rose a potato or two. She was daily risking her
life to feed the two of us. We all survived.”

, Prijeli jsme do Osvetimi s celou rodinou.
Skrze skviry ve vagonu jsem videla skupinky poma-
lu se pohybujicich lidi v pruhovaném obleceni, bez
vlasu, v zuboZeném stavu. KdyZ si vsimli vlaku,
nekteri ukazovali rukama smerem nahoru. Myslela
jsem si, Ze jsme prijeli do nejakého bldzince.

Den po prijezdu jsme se — byly jsme tri sestry
— zacaly vyptdvat po naSich rodicich. ,, Tam mds
rodice, tam..,“ vekla mi nakonec jedna holka
z Polska, spoluvezenkyne , a ukazovala pritom ruka-
ma nahoru na oblohu.

DrZely jsme spolu. Spaly jsme vSechny tri vedle
sebe na jedné posteli a ddvaly jsme jedna na druhou
pozor, jak jen to bylo mozné. Anicka, nejstarsi, vy-
pomdhala v kuchyni a chodila pro brambory. Vsila
si tajné kapsicky do svého dlouhého kabdtu a kaZdy
vecer nosila mé a sestre Ruze néjaky ten brambor.
Denne tim riskovala Zivot! PreZily jsme vSechny.






Irma Weiglova
* April 23, 1906

“When my sister, Greta Paschovd, learned that
her husband was on the list for a transport out of
lerezin, she took her daughter, Zuzka, and went to
see the commander in charge, an SS-woman named
Hoppe who insisted on being called Dr. Hoppe.

“What does the Jewess want?” Hoppe asked.
Greta explained that they were a family and begged
the SS-woman to keep them together.

“So what, at least this way there will be no more
stinking Jews born, when the males and females are
separated,” was the answer.

“None of us stinks,” my sister responded. Hoppe
prompty dealt her a big slap on the face. Zuzka, a
girl of fifteen, jumped on the woman and started tear-
ing her hair, scratching, biting.. until she was disen-
gaged by two aides and her own terrified mother.

Next day, family was united - in the transport.”

, KdyZ se moje sestra, Greta Paschovd, dozve-
dela, Ze byl jeji manZel zarazen do transportu, vzala
s sebou svoji dceru Zuzku a vydala se za ndcelni-
ci DrdZdanskych kasdren, esesackou Hoppeovou,
kterd si nechdvala rikat Dr. Hoppeovd.

,Co si Zidovka preje?*, zeptala se Hoppeovd
Grety. Ta jivysvetlila, Ze jsou jedna rodina a popro-
sila esesacku, aby je nerozdelovala.

,No a co, takhle se alespon nebudou rodit
smradlavi Zidé, kdyz oddeélime Zeny od muzi,“ zné-
la odpovéd.

,Z nds nikdo nesmrdi,* rekla sestra hrde. Hop-
peovd ji na to okamZite vrazila velkou facku. Zuzka,
patndctileté devcdtko, na tu Zenu skocila, prisdla se
k ni a zacala ji skubat viasy, skrdbat a kousat.. neZ se
dvema adjutantkdm a matce podarilo ji odtrhnout.

Den poté byla rodina pospolu - v transportu. “






Stella Weinrebova
* October 25, 1914

“It was close to the end of the War when me and
my mother Leonora ended up in Birkenau.

I was quite quick-thinking and my German was
excellent. This helped a lot: I could find my way
around and “organize” ourselves a bit.

Suddenly, our block had to line up ouside.
“Selection!” The two rows grew quickly: I was sent
to one and mother to the other. No one told us which
was which, but I gathered that she was on the wrong
side.

[ furtively called out several times to her to run
over. When she finally noticed me, she just waved
her head from side to side. She must have been
paralysed by the moment. Without thinking, I made
it across to her and, against her will, dragged her
back to my side. Almost there, my heart froze as
[ spotted a soldier looking at me. He must have seen
it all.. Yet he just turned away and moved on.”

,Ke konci vdlky jsem se spolu s matkou,
Leonorou, dostala aZ do Birkenau.

Byla jsem Sikovnd a mluvila jsem perfektne
nemecky. To byla velkd vyhoda: Bylo tak lehcT se
rozkoukat a trochu sebe a matku ,,zorganizovat.“

Jednou nds blok musel nastoupit venku.
,Selekce!“ Dve rady rychle rostly: Me poslali
do jedné a maminku do druhé. Nikdo ndm nerekl,
kterd byla kterd, ale doslo mi, Ze mdma se octla na
té Spatné strane.

Nekolikrdt jsem na ni kradmo volala, aby se
vrdtila. KdyZ si me nakonec vsimla, jenom zakrou-
tila hlavou. Musela byt tou situaci iplné zmatend.
Bez premysleni jsem prebéhla k ni a proti jeji vuli ji
tdhla do mé rady. Kdyz uZ jsem byla skoro zpdtky,
ztuhla mi krev v Zildch. Vsimla jsem si totiZ vojdka,
ktery me sledoval. Musel to vSechno videt.. On se
ale otocil a odesel jinam.
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Vlastimila Zingerova
* August 16, 1908

“I met my first husband, Otto Weiss, in an out-
door swimming pool in Prague. He was a salesman,
a trader in hops, and something of a good looker.
Otto was a Jew yet felt Czech above all. The fact
that I was a “shikse,” not Jewish, wasn’t an issue.

We didn’t have any children, the times just didn’t
feel secure enough. When the Germans came, they
got worse. Otto lost his job, fortunately I kept mine
at one of Prague’s best tailors — Mrs. Bata, Tomas
Bata’s wife, was among my customers.

By the time I had to saw the stars on all of my
husband’s coats and jackets, people were advising
me to divorce him, to do the smart thing: “Divorce
with a Jew is just a formality,” someone told me.

I loved my husband and did nothing. Otto had to

go to Terezin for several weeks, then the war ended.
After he died in the fifties, I married Desider Zinger,
a Jewish doctor. Quite a coincidence, I realize..”

,e svym prvnim manzZelem, Ottou Weissem,
jsem se sezndmila na plovdrne v Praze. Byl obchod-
nikem, proddval chmel, hodne cestoval a byl to fe-
Sdk. Otto byl Zid, ale citil se byt predevsim Cechem.
To, Ze jd jsem byla , Sikze“ a ne Zidovka, nehrdlo
roli.

Nemeli jsme deti, proste na to nebyla doba. Kdy?Z
nds obsadili Nemci, vse se jeste zhorsilo. Otto prisel
o prdci. Nastesti jsem si udrZela tu svoji, proddvala
jsem v salonu Podolskd na Ndrodni tride. Oblékala
se u nds napriklad pani Batovd, ena Tomdse Bati.

Musela jsem manZelovi nasit hvezdy na vsech-
ny kabdty a saka. Lidé mi obcas radili, abych byla
rozumnd a nechala se rozvést: ,,Rozvodové rizeni
s Zidem je jen formalita,“ Fekl mi tenkrdt nékdo.

Neudelala jsem nic. Otto musel na pdr tydnu
do Terezina, pak vdlka skoncila. KdyZ v padesdtych
letech zemrel, provdala jsem se znovu za Desidera






Vilem Zvillinger
* March 1, 1920

“I was called into the very first transport. They
took us, one thousand young men from Ostrava, to
a deep forest close to the Polish-Russian border.
There, it felt as if the soldiers suddenly didn’t know
what to do with us — the concentration camp where
the railway tracks ended wasn’t nearly built yet.

After some nerve-wrecking hours, our guards
stepped aside and opened fire. They were shooting
mostly in the air. Everyone ran. After we were in
safe distance, me and my uncle caught our breath
and found our direction — freedom was close.

We swam across the Sam river and reached the
city of Sambor. There, the Jewish Community took
good care of us. They gave us clothes and food.
[ soon started going to high school again.

Next summer, the Soviet police picked us up at
night. We were indicted, — for “illegal border cross-
ing” — sentenced on the spot and sent to a Gulag.”

, Povolali me do prvniho transportu vubec. Nds
viak s tisicem mladych muzu z Ostravy se zastavil
v hlubokém lese pobli7 polsko-ruské hranice.
Wpadalo to, jakoZe ti vojdci presnée nevi, co s ndmi
maji udelat — pldnovany koncentrdk v miste, kde
koncily koleje, nebyl ani zdaleka dostaveny.

Po nekolika hodindch nejistoty od nds strdini
odstoupili a zahdjili palbu. Strileli ale vice méne do
vzduchu. VSichni se rozutekli. Kdyz jsme uz byli
v bezpecné vzddlenosti, jd a muj stryc jsme si
oddechli a zorientovali se — svoboda byla blizko.

Preplavali jsme reku Sam a dosli do mesta Sam-
boru. Mistni Zidovskd obec se o nds dobre posta-
rala — dali ndm obleceni a jidlo a dokonce jsem tam
znovu zacal chodit do gymnasia.

V léte si pro nds jednou v noci prisla sovetskd
policie. Obvinili nds z , ilegdlniho prechodu hra-
nic*, jeste ten den odsoudili a poslali do gulagu.



