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1 ' VHEY CALLED HIM Moishe the Beadle, as if his entire g
‘ ‘ llfc he had never had a surname?” %the lﬁg-of—1
all-trades in a Hasidic house of prayer, a 5 tx ews
= of Sighet—the little town in Transylvania where I spent my thld—

gzhood—werc fond of him. He was poor and lived in utter penuy-$* it

3

g As a rule, our townspeople, while they, did help th needé did

g( not particularly like thcm'gh dh%f:‘dﬁmwa(s%tflwc excep- = —g

- -uon. He stayed out of people’s way. His presence bothered no i
O

o one. He had mastcred the art of rendering himself 1n31gn1ﬁcant

O
S = invisible. n fon girenad public ) Jgsvwdo
g = Physmally, he as as awkward as a clown. His waiflik
made people smile. As for mc 1 liked hIS ide %eycs (5'1‘
ing off into the dlstancc c spoée httle&wc sang, of 14 Eﬁer
%‘i

“*  chanted, and the few s ’Qat es I ca t here and there spoke of
? divine suffering, of the ﬁlef:hmafi xile, where, according to
—_—
‘Kabbalah, it awaits its redemptlon linked to that of man,

I met him in 19 as almaost, thirteen and deeply observant.
By day I studied" 'f"“‘ ‘EFG?{?‘&?%EW I Wouldm
gogue to weep over the destruction of thc 'Iemplc m
m W\l){&
Jm«sc‘rmc, %chozlg oo 5 i devo
(m(,ﬁ\;} un. ﬁ&& W AQ ; ‘}h,!
and Wiokral wanerst (LRI
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%b guide me in my studies of Kabbalah.“You are too young for that. £

g the world of mysticism, a world fraught with peril. First you mus

%:Fbadvrce on public and even private matters was frequently sought.

A
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One day I asked my father to find me a master who co ld ,_L..
aimonides tells us that one must be thirty before venturing into &

study the basic subjects, those you are able to comprehend.”

My father was a cultured man, rather unsentimental. He rarely
displayed his feelings, not even within his family, and was mcre
i‘r;olved with the welfare of others than with that of his own kin.
The Jewish community of Sighet held him in highest esteem; his

A
&

There were four of us children. Hilda, the eldest; then Bea; I was
the third and the only son; Tzipora was the youngest.
My parents ran a store. Hilda and Bea helped with the wor
As for me, my place was in the house of study, or so they said.
“There are no Kabbalists in Sighet,” my father would often

i

tell me.
He wanted to_drive the idea of studying Kabbalah from my
mind. In Vmg.. cceeded on my own in finding a master for m

self in the person of Moishe the Beadle. < 1) (yiw (\l\ﬂ)f‘k'bpL

He had watched me one day as I prayed at dusk.

“Why do vou cry when you pray?” he asked, as though he
knew me well.

“] don’t know,” I answered, troubled.

I had never asked myself that question. I cried because . . .
because something inside me felt the need to cry. That was all
T knew. dedng @m KQGWQQEL ~D oM

“Why do you pray?” he asked aftcr a moment.

Why did T pray? Strange question. Why did 1 live? Why did

I breathe?

“I don’t know,” 1 told him, even more troubled and ill at ease

“I don t know.”

From that day saw him often. He explained to me, with

4

Wil o enme wakor & Gl and death

3

Wwnom Ugttable wi Gock Gundeidtandy

3

;5;*..
=
D

=

S

God nemo to Pave
N1ent g Wudn ouf
Y.

great emphasis, that every question possessed a power that was
lost in the answer . OZLJC_)
Man comes closer to God through the questions he asks H1mm
he liked to say. Therein lies truegdélogue Man asks and God (»
replies. But we don’t understand His replies. We cannot under- %’
stand them. Because they dwell in the depths cf our souls and re-
main there until we die. The re d
df addnwon — Qi thag.
- “And why do you pray, Moishe?” I asked him.

“I pray to the God within me for the strength to ask Him the
real questions.”

only within yourself.

yiggpion

We spoke that way almost every evening, remaining in the
synagogue long after gl] the faichful had gone, sitting in the gemi-
Sarkness where only a few half-burnt candles provided a ﬂlCl(Cl’-
ing light. Q,MOﬂl ',Paul'p? wmagﬂb —p

One evening, I told him how unhappy I was not to be able to

Qﬁu

e R

t\Rw,ﬁnd in Sighet a master to teach me the Zohar, the Kabbalistic \,aéc =

- works, the secrets of Jewish mysticism. He smiled i ndulgently

-~ chard through a gate other than his own. That would present a

4_already inside.” '

R

Dbeing has his own gate. He must not cir and wish to enter the or-

After a long silence, he said, “Th sand and o :
allowm entry into the stical truth. Every human 5&'
f_é

madw} Jgfw

C
o

it

danger not only for the one entering but also for those who are

And Moishe the Beadle, the poorest of the poor of Sighet,
spoke to me for hours on end about the Kabbalah’s revelations and
its mysteries, Thus began my initiation. "Together we would read,
over and over again, the same page of the Zohar. Not to learn it b |
heart but to dlscover@lhc very essence of dlvmlty &mnaﬂ V.

And in the course of those evenings I became convinced that jﬂ
Moishe the Beadle would help me enter eternity, into that time
when guestion and answer would become ONE., AV AL
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| | _ 7~ Day after day, night after night, he went from one Jewish “DJ'MM.
- 1'

‘ AL ‘ ouse to the next, telling his story and that of Malka, the young
= N 'ﬁfg\[, &dfﬂ,il?z% Jews were e)%QCllcd rom Sighet. girl who lay dying for three days, and that of Tobie, the tailor who
. AND THEN, One
{ onc gy ) beggcd to dle bcf ons weye killed. y o )
K %_And Moishe the Beadle was a forcigner. "g Z@(a 7 n’?‘h cfif/] fwhgtaMHoﬂﬂech —g
‘ G d into cattle cars by the Hungarian pohcc they Cned> el is cyes was gone. He ho Sf
L g: rammed 1nto the station platform, we too were crying. g<= Ionger sang. He no longer mentioned either God or Kabbalah. He > é
S 43 silently. Standing ond ¢ '::he horizon: all that was left was thick, spoke only of what he had seen” But people not only refused to _-_?-
. N . : r » e S Sy .
1 o The train disappeare ?Vc O Crarratonci believe his tales, they refused to listen. Some even msmuatcdj >
a% | dirty smoke. ‘QOMM muonc said, sighing, “What do you expect? that he only wanted their pity, that he was imagining things. Oth- < -%
1 2. Behind me, some G] o] | ers flatly said that he had gone mad. ¢
i That’s wargs=3% M{}{MC‘ _ As for Moishe. h d pleaded: -
| f The deportees were quickly forgotten. A few days after they . § lor Moishe, he wept and pleade -
e f rumored that they were in Galicia, working, and even “Jews, listen to me! That’s allT as#: of you. lNo money. No pity. g
? e left, it Was"”—"“‘t' nt with their fatc I — [ Just listen to me!” he kept shouting in syn gdgue, between the =
e —_— =
F that they were con prayer at dusk and the evening prayer. '

by. Then weeks,and morﬁs Life was normal _
Dazt; Wf.;l'lt YL ring Wlng gicw th r_homes. The Even I did not believe h%}ml often sat with him, after ser- %
again calm, reassu f____m_ugh._.ou__e,

shopkeepers were doing good business, the students lived among ~ vices, and hSteﬂed to his talgs, trying to Wndetstan hc But ~
their books, and the children played in the streets. all fe:lt Wéliil - I h [p /j(t miqk,{) d@f ,Ohfq__
‘Sﬁ One day, as T was about to enter the synagogue, I saw Mmsh(:éﬂ “They think I’'m mad,” (;:r Wh‘;f ered, and tears l}_{_g_{bg_[ig
S ) the Beadle sitting on a bench pear the entrance. {f ihaide aas wax, flowed from his eyes. i ;JPHE s melfn g/d‘m;
S He told me what had happened to him and his companions. ‘ﬂ.. Once, I asked him the question: “Why do you want people to
§ The Zain with the deportces had crossed_the Hungarian (borde = believe you so much? In your place I would not care whether they
- ! and, once in Polish territory, had been taken over by the Gestapo. E believed me or not . ho F(Iﬂ ?ﬂ/l .
The train had stopped. The Jews were ordered to get off and onto E He c_l(gjscd his eyes as 1 to(ésciape %une) 75 Le 0
waiting trucks. The trucks headed toward a forest. There every- I3 “You don’t’ undeistand;” he said in dcspalr “You cannot undes- X Maﬂlh !
' - - cand. [ d lougly. dedi back. Wh
Ubody was ordered to get out. They were forced to dig huge § _§._ar_1‘_ wis save mIraPCu Ru y%a?ccce ed in c.ommg ac . eref )%’
hes. When they had finished their work, the men from the (3 did I get my strength? 1 wanted to return to Sighet to describe to h
["enc - you my death so that vou misht rcadivourselvcs while there is stlll

hey shot their pris-
Gestapo began theirs. Without passion or haste, t | -
oners, who were forced to approach the trench one by one and @ timg Life? I no longer care to live. | am alope. But I wantcd to 313

> their necks. Infants were tossed inco the air and used as, targets for come back to warn you. Only no one is listening to me . 17 \47
the machine guns. This took place in the Galician forest, near Kolo- his was{Gward the ¢éndbof 19312 ' MW
. E— he, Moishe the Beadle, been able to cscape"’ By a. Thereafter, life seemed normal once again., London radio,
a
ma;; Clem:le was wounded in the leg and left for de a which we hstcned to every evening, announced encouraging ;—&Ve
mir

b h ~
K}QP\%O ces. ¢ Qﬁ/ olos o with Rinfine %ﬁéﬂ Q%W :
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i news: the daily bombings of Gcrmahy and Stalingrad, the prepa-

ration of the Second Front. And so the Jews of Sm,awalted
for better days that surely were soon to come, Z &.t

‘ : I continued to devote myself to my studies, Talmlud dllmng
the day and Kabbalah at night. My father took care of his business
and the community. My grandfather came to spend Rosh Ha-
shanah with us so as to attend the services of the cclebrat‘:ed
Rebbe of Borsche. My mother was beginning to think it was high

Hilda.
! time to find an appropriate match for
)Srhmﬁm’?l"[‘hus passed the year 1943] /Y)V\h‘;’lfﬂ:x.
s lea,den on

ho 4

SPRING 1944. Splendid news[f;:m the Russian Front. There
could no longer be any doubt: Germany would be defeated. It

was onl f, nths or weeks, perhaps.
i ar like so many others
The trees were in_bloom It was a yej . .y hets,
with its spring, its cngagcmcncs, 1t5 weddings, and its births. = Fu,

‘The people @ “The Red Army is advancing with

giant stndes . Hitler w1ll not be able to harm us, ¢ven if he

wants to. . me ﬁ‘téﬁm net Gocd

Yes, we even doubted his resolve to exterminate us.

Annihilate an entire people? Wipe out a population dispersed

Q throughout so many nations? So many millions of peopl BY
what means? In the middle of the twenticth centu 7 )

And thus my elders concerned themselves with all manner of

]

things—strategy, diplomacy, politics, and Zionism—but not with
their own fate.

Even Moishe the Beadle had fallen silent. He was weary of
talking. He would drift through synagogue or through the streets,

hunched over, eyes cast down, avoiding people’s gaze. f_','lé WW

i i ssible to buy emigration certificates
In those days it was ?‘,“H po y

&
o) ~PUMIST 500N fEVIVEd: ¢y
é‘The Germans will not come this far, They will stay in Budapcst

“m,sw i 4 Aiman

NIGHT

to Palestine. T had | asked father to sell thi ,tI idat
(0 estinge. asked my father to sell everything, to 1qu1 agaféhj’
everything, and to leave.
“l am too oldz my son,” he answered. “Too old to start a Start a new ?
life. Too old to start from scratch in some distant land .. " C&”fﬂ“‘? ‘[’6

(-Budapest radio announced that the Fascist party had seized 'blccdtﬁm
p .

ower. The regent Miklés Horthy was forccd to ask a leader of
the pro-Nazi Nyilas party to form a new government,

= Yc still were not worried. Of course Ke hag heard of the
&, Fascists, but it was all in the abstfacE Ty meant nothing more to us
fa)

than a change of ministry. AgfaAC o Q@&j’lm §

The next d?]r brought really d1$gu1ctmg news: German troops %
had énetratdﬁv nganan territory with the government’s approval.

Finally, p, ople began to worry in earnest. One of my fnends ] §

Mmshc Chalm Berkowitz, returned from the capital for Passover
and told us, “The Jews of Budapest live in an atmosphere of fear
and terror. Anti-Semitic acts take place every day, in the streets, §

§
gon the trains, T hc Fascists attack Jewish stores, synagoiues Thz

situation is becomlng very serious(, % L(]ﬂkﬂ(‘,

‘The news spread through Sighet like like wildfire. Soon tlgt
all people talked about. But not for long. O tlmlsMOn I i‘%

For strategic reasons, for political IEASONEL T 7y

In less than three days, German Army vehicles made their
appearance on our streets. [——iﬂ # P@]?{ ‘}gwh/(f}j'm UY'I. .
wbd, neal, oz il .

ANGUIsH. German soldiers-—with their steel helmets and their

~death’s-head emblem. Still, our first impressions of the Germans §
were M(’?Fhe officers were billeted in private \h;

homes, even in Jewish homes. Their attitude toward their hosts(

was distant but polite. They demanded the_impossible
(W&(fﬂom?% 3
stonkopf den thit yom

3ﬂd

R ) ueﬂ W%Wﬁ |
b nmwu A9 Heinichd muden |
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i made no offensive remarks, and sometimes even s at the

™ lady of the house. A German officer lodged in the Kahns' house

. across the street from us. We were told he was a charming man,
L ‘@g calm, likable, and polite. Three days after he moved in, he
brought Mrs. Kahn a box of chocolates. The optimists were jubi-

§ lant: “Wel@What did we tell yo@You wouldn’t believe us. There

they are, » Jour Germans. c}ﬂlajﬁ do vyou say now@thrc is their fa-

g mous cruel Rﬂui’(}ﬂk &\,{mt\fw)

S The Germans were already in our town, the Fascists were al-
| %‘ read in power, the Vcrdlct was alrca y out—and the Jews of
! =

& ¢

iFhet Wcre@ll_l@lh/ng.
i
o THE EIGHT DAYS of Passover g‘bﬁ’lﬂimn MIM

The weather was subhme My mother was busy in the
fmﬂd kitchen. The synagogues were no longer open. People gathered
_ in private homes: no need to provoke the Germans.
; Almost every rabbi’s home became a house of prayer. ﬂ()ﬂfd
3 We drank, w¢ ate, we sang. The Bible comman nds us to rejoice
durmg.the eight days of celebration, but our hearts were not in it.
We wished the holiday would end so as not to have to pretend:
On the seventh day of Passover, the curtain finally rose:"the
Germans arrested the leaders of the Jewish community. { ﬂlﬁ.@w NGO
From that moment on, everything happened ycgm? amckly.
Thc@? Yoward death had begun.
First edict: Jews were prohibited from leaving their residences
for three days, under penalty of death.
Moishe the Beadle came running to our house.
v “I warned you,” he shouted. And left without waiting for a
. ' 1esponse, f—'f‘- CLl (0
| The same day, the Hungarian police burst into every Jewish
home in town: a Jew was henceforth forbidden to own gold, jew-

v
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Fwealth | #bhuman: = poven

elry, or any valuablcs Evcrythmg had to be handed over to the

authorities, under penalty of death. My father went down to the

cellar and buried our savings. Wlwlﬂmn noﬂ.m&g@’f—
As for my mother, she went on tending to the many chores in

the house. Sometimes she would | stop and gaze at vs | sﬂencc )

Three days later, a new decree: ev ery Jew had to wear the yel-
low star.

Some prominent members of the community ¢came to consult

with my father, who had connections at the upper lcvg 8 of the

Hungarian police; they wanted to know what he thought 0

situation.[My; fathc[’sl view was that it was not all bleak, or per-

haps he just did not want to discourage the others, to throw salt

on their wonnds: g t@

“The yellow starfSo what{| It’s not lethad:%:,

PoopFather! Of what then did you d@ ﬂ]’tff'l C&ﬂ ﬁd’(hw
But new edicts were already being issued. We no longer had

the right to frequent restaurants or cafés, to travel by rail, to artend

synagogue, to be on the streets after six 0 ‘clock in the gﬁnmg
Then came the ghettos. F

TWO GHETTOS were created in Sighet. A large one in the center of
town occupied four streets, and another smaller one extended
over several alleyways on the outskirts of téwn. The street we
lived on, Serpent Street, was in the first ghetto We therefore
could remain in our house. But, as it occu ied a orner the win
dows facing the street outside the ghetto had to c sea cd \ﬁl@ﬂ
gave some of our rooms to relatives who had been driven out of

their homes. : now 1 qq,[ “[j(’j)
thtle by little life rctuw@‘he barbed wire that
. enc1rclcd us@wall did noc fill us wit real)car In fact @clt

this Was not a bad thlng, we were entirely among ourselves, A
e —

#@_@@; wifan o
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small Jewish r?p/’lﬁﬁe. . A Jewish Council was appointed, as well

as a Jewish police force, a welfare agency, a labor committee, a
health agency—a whole governmental apparatus.

People thought this was a good thing. We would no longer
have .to fook at all those hostile faces, endure those l_latc—ﬁllgd
stares. No more fear. No more anguish. We would live among
]dt;s-, am gbmtl;crs .

Of course, there stll were ul_ll'Eleasant moments. Evcrslr .day,
the Germg:js ‘é’an'rrlc lpoking for men to loadlcoal into the military
trains. Voluntéers for this kind of work were few. But ag?rt from

i
et ————

. that, the atmosphere was oddly peaceful and reassuring,. g tean ol

Most people thought that we would remain in the ghetto until
the end of the war, until the arcival of the Red Army. Afterward
everything would be as before. The ghetto was ruled l?y_ neither

German nor Jew; it was muled by delusion

#oclen = ;éefivi&%

(’(ﬂmmepu vty :ﬁJ jat«z , Gonall,
SOME TWO WEEKS before Dhavuot. A(siinny¢Spring day, peoplc&vﬂ
§hrolled (stemingly (@arefree through the @rowded Gireets. The Vel
exchanged @wcrful greetings. Children played games, rolling

S &—hazelnuts enythe sideﬁ‘lll’(s. Some schoolmates and I were in Ezra

Malik’s garden Et"‘delng Talmudic treatise.

Night fell Some twenty people had gathered in our courtyard.
My father was sharing some anecdotes and holding forth on his
opinion of the situation. He was a good storyteller.

, and Stern, a former shopkeeper
suddenly. the Eate g bR o T o
who now was a policemdn, eéntered and took my father aside. De

spite the growing darkness, I could see my father turn pale.

“What's wrongr” we asked. ‘

“I don’t know. T have been summoned to a special meeting
of the Council. Something must have happened.”

The story he had interrupted would remain{unfinished.

(v in fmawﬂtﬂl/

deduian ncken

NIGHT

“I'm going right now,” he said. “I'll return as soon as possible.
Pll tell you everything. Wait for me.”

We were ready to wait as long as necessary. The courtyard
turned into something like an antechamber to an operating room.
We stood, waiting for the door to open. Neighbors, hearing the ru-
mors, had joined us. We stared at our watches. Time had slowed
down, What was the meaning of such a long session? L{)m g no

“I have a bad feeling,” said my mother. “This afternoon I saw 0
new faces in the ghetto. Two German officers, I believe they were

Gestapo. Since we’ve been here, we have not seen a single of-
ficer...”

It was close to midnight. Nobody felt like going to sleep,
though some people briefly went to check on their homes. Others
left but asked to be called as soon as my father returned.

At last, the door opened and he appeared. His face was
drained of color. He was quickly surrounded. ' 0

“Tell ujTell us what’s happenin@Say somcthin@

At that moment, we were so anxious to hear something en-

couraging, a few words telling us that tl‘éjl‘t‘, as nothing to worry

about, that the meeting had been ro% , Just.a review of welfare
and health problems - . . But one glance at my father’s face left
no doubt. F# th

“The news is terrible,” he said at last., And then one word:
“Transports.” i)OJd)] ﬂ g ‘k,\\wﬂ%," —

The ghetto was to be liquidated entirely. Departures were to
take place street by street, starting the next day.

We wanted to know everything, every detail. We were
stunned, yet we wanted to fully absorb the bitter news.

“Where will they take ) N gyq WL

That was a secret. A secret for all, except one: the president of
the Jewish Council. But he would not tell, or condd not_tell. The
Gestapo had threatened to shoot him if he ralked. Lp 420(1 4

7 houtL
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“There are_rumors,” my father said, his voice Qreakingy “that
we are being taken somewhere in Hungary to work in the brick

factories. It seems that here, we are too close to the front . . .”
After 2 moment’s silence, he added:
“Bach of us will be allowed to bring his personal belong-
ings. A backpack, some food, a few items of clothing. Nothing .
else.”

Again, heavy silence. FU\DUWKP‘I, ()_J

“ d wake the neighbors,” said my father. “They must get

ready...” 0 th f OQE@P-

§ The shadows around me roused themselves as if from a deep
sleep and left silently in cvery direction.

% (uwp& ndueed |

.~ FOR A MOMENT, we remained alone. Suddenly Batia Reich, a rela-

o
£,
=

' %g(’tive who lived with us, entered the room: “Someone is knocking
g at the sealed window, the one that faces ontside!”

gﬂ’—“lt was only after the war that I found out who had knocked

that night. It was an inspector of the Hungarian police, a friend_of

my father’s. Before we entered the ghetto, he had told us, “Don’t

=L

worry. I'll warn you if there is danger.” Had he been able to speak

to us that night, we mighe still have been able to flee . . . But by
thectime) we succeeded in opening the window, it was too late.

There was nobody outside. ﬂ@gm: # W

perounificel |
THE GHETTO was awake. One after the other, the l1§}1:s were 520- m
i;g—:)n behind the windows. ”%W’J %ﬂu’-ﬁ‘ = M
I went into the house of one of my father’s friends. I woke the
head of the household, a man with a gray beard and the gaze of a
dreamer. His back was hunched over from untold nights spent

studying @wm man of {%M\H At # aehiry

14

NIGHT

“Get up, sir, get up! You must ready yourself for the journey.
‘Tomorrow you will be expelled, you and your family, vou and all
o l{llclo_tllc_r_lgzls. Where t@lcasc don’t ask me, sir, don’t ask ques-

w tons, God alone could answer you. For heaven’s sake, getup ...”
<~ He had no idea what I was talking about. He probably thought
1 had lost my mind. _

“What are you sayin@ Get ready for the journe G What jour-
nex@ Why@'What is happening@ Have you gone madh’}

Half asleep, he was staring at me, his eyes filled with terror, as
though he expected me to burst our laughing and tell him to go
back to bed.:[:Q_SE_c.p_In_iL_W. That nothing had happened. It
%was a?l in jest. .. {ocafl MDUVEP{M |

My throat was dry and the word# were choking me, paralyzing
%mm. There was nothing else to say. ~— }S]w’lc ¢

E Ac last he understood. He got out of bed and began to dress,

I.autofnaticallx. Then he went over to the bed where his wife lay
g £ sleeping and with infinite tenderness touched her forehead. She
>

4 opened her eyes and it seemed to me that a smile crossed her lips.

wl,

g\

%Thcn he went to wake his two children. They woke with a SEart,
.5 -torn from their dreams. I fled. ML’[E{]ZP] o

‘Time went hy quickly. It was already four o’clock in the morn-
@g, ing. My father was running right and left, exhausted, consoling

-~
o

(/4

" friends, checking with the Jewish Council just in case the ord G(j
had been rescinded. To the last moment, DCOﬁlC@Uﬂﬁ%ﬂ
The women were boiling eggs, roasting mear, pfeparing cakes,
sewing backpacks. The children were wandering about aimlessly,
not knowing what to do with themselves to stay out of the way of
the grown-ups. MO MO
Our backyard looked like a marketplace. Valuable objects,
precious rugs, sijver candlestickS, Bibles and other ritual objects

were strewn over the dusty grounds-—piriful relics that seemed
never to have had a home. All this under a magnificent blue sky,

fion

lopr off Enacle

7y
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Time wped brum onden tv chaon  Movtd in @

! By eighto clock in the morning, wearines: weariness had _e_t_tlem our

veins, our limbs, our brains, like molten lcad._,Wm the midst of
’ ing i ts. I quickl

prayer when suddenly there was shouting 10 the stree q v
unwound my phylacteries and ran to the window. Hungarian po-
lice had entered the ghetto and were yelling in the street neaiby.

i “All Jews, outside! Hurry!” .

| They were followed by Jewish police, who, their voices break-

i &= ing, told us:

! _H“The time has come . . . you must leave all this .. ."

Thc Hungarian police uaed their rifle butts, their clubs to n-

strike old men and women, children and cripples.

e -
o ALY
§§ One by one, the houses emptied and the streets filled with peo-
§ S - ple carrying bundles. By ten o’clock “clock, everyone was outside. The
pohce were | kmg roll calls, onc%}ﬂtwwe fwenty t es The heat
gg was ngresm&d%wcatﬂ‘e&eaamgd rom peo aces and bodies.
S Children were crying for water.

Water! There was water close by inside the houses, the back-

yards, but it was forbidden to break rank. (ra!M?ﬁ

“Water, Mother, I am thirscy!”
Some of the Jewish police surreptitiously went to fill a few

Jugs. My sisters and 1 were still allowed to move about, as we
were destined for the last convoy, and so we helped as best we

could.

AT LAST, at one o’clock in the aftcumon came the signal to leave.
Thcre Was JOY, Y€, [0Y. Pennlc%wqﬁave thought there could

be no greater-torment in God’s hell than that of bemg(ran _s/d?

here, on the sidewalk, among the bundles, in the mlddIc_(_)ifhE_llc

street under a blazing sun. Anything seemed preferable to that.

- 'They began to walk without another glance at the gbandoned
streets, the dead, empty houses, the gaidcns the tombstones . . .

Z)ch/? j( o W

~

T
yeRd 0’1

now howelono

J sutreal. It wa@a page{ﬁfrﬁ from a book, a

deodnac

NIGHT

On everyone’s back, there was a sack. In evcgonc’s eyes, tears

and distress, Slowly, heavily, the proceasmg adv towarcl the

gate of the ghetro. {7{:&;(]_ %@‘1
And there I was, on the sidewalk, Watchmg them file past, un- “Colem -

able to move. Here came the Chief Rabbi, hunched over, his face )

strange looking without a beard, a bundle on his back. His very

resenc enough tw makc the scene scem W{

al novel, per- RACC
haps, dealing with the capuwty in Babylon or the|Spanish Inq gonian

sition. W!Db)ﬂkcﬂﬁ nweﬂ F m
ffhev passed me by, one after the other, my teachers my

friends, the others, some of whom I had once feared, some of

whom [ had found ridiculous, all those whose lives T had shared

for years. There they went, defeated, their bundles, their lives in

tow, having left behind their homes, th61Qldh00@ d},@ @ﬁwmn
Lhey passed me by, like beaten dogs, with never a glance in
my direction. They must have envied me. gtoAve V. ro o tane
The procession dlsappcared around the corner. A few steps
more and they were beyond the ghetto @alls.; [+ '—h(m»’ civi
The street resembled fairgroundsf dés reed in haste. There G
was a little of everything: suitcases, briefcases, bags, knives, !
dishes, banknotes, papers, faded portraits. All the things one
planned to take along and finally left behind. They had ceased to
_matter. :;’—'ynza,m maiuwj DO,OIDDWLUYV:) |
Q_p_c_ rooms everywhcre aping doors and windows looked

out into thc. It all belonged to evervone since it no longer

belongcd to anyone. It was there for the takmg An o cn tombé’
A summer sun. Cowc hv@ gwtnm,() a ﬂ{-

by the o ",t

WE HAD SPENT the day without food. B;i we were not really hun- !'

gry. We were exhausted. /g@e,,a>
- ——

ry ‘ 1"5
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My father had accompanied the _E;portccs as far as the
ghetto’s gate, They first had been fierdedthrough the main syna-
gogue, where they were thoroughly searched to make sure they
WweIe not carrying away gold, silver, or any other valuables. There
had been incidents of hysteria and harsh blows,

“When will it be our turn?” | asked my father. _

“The day after tomorrow. Unless . . . things work out. A mira-
cle, perthaps . ..”

_-—-thre were the people being taken? Did anyone know ver?

No, the secret was well kept. \N o anAWing
lNight had fallgn.ll hat evening, we went to bed 'early. My fa-
LD Now paot tinoe—P dankngoo wpll

ther said: /
% “Sleep peacefully, children. Nothing will happen until the day

= after tomorrow, Tuesday.” . .
Monday went by like a small summer cloud, like a dream in

the first hours of dawn. OW(J@{C GP— dﬁ,;}h@'

<f Intent on preparing our backpacks, on baking breads and

cakes, we_no lQngeﬂtﬁougﬁf jabout anything. The verdict had
jikdgﬂm)’\k"

rbeen delivered.

thomndiveo

That evening, our mother made us go to bed early. To con-

serve our strength, she said. W |
It was to be the lasgnight?spcnt@ cur house. ’Q‘ﬂo-k'eg'h liid|

I was up at dawn. I _wanted to have time ro pray before

Al ndcant on God Kknanledse
My father had risen before all of us, g 1 tionl in
town. He returned around eight o’clock. Good news: we were not

&‘5%5

leaving,

leaving town today; we were only moving to the small ghetto.
That is where we were to wait for the last transport. We would be
the last to leave.

m e o'clock, the previous Sunday’s scenes were repeated.
Policemen wielding clubs were shouting; \Nﬂw {L()VLDM-—
“All Jews outside!”

Ié

NIGHT,
bt the tant
We were ready. I went out first. T did not want to look at my
SACY. —Ist L vant to ook
parents’ faces. I did not want to break into tears. We remained sit-

ting in the middle of the street, like the others two days earlier.

The (§ém'c,helhsh sun. The (éame thirst. Only there was no one
left to bring us water.

g

e

-

I looked at my house in which I had spent years seeking my.
God, fasting to hasten the coming of the Messiah, imagining what
my life would be like later, Yet I felt Jittle sadness. My mind was g g
empty. —Dend off it duit Cé Knop f 3
“Get up! Roli calll” mmm.ﬂ%_ OP np,&cd’(‘,m ~
-—%: rWe stood. We were counted. We sat down. We got up again.
Over and over. We waited impatiently to be taken away. What
(7,(1001"\(&

k)
&

> were they waiting fof? |F inally; the order came:
‘Forward! March!” '
- y father was crying. It was the first time 1 saw him cry. T had
never thought it possible. y mother, she was walking, her
ace a_mask, without a Wb_rg) deep in thought. I looked at my lit-
tle sister, Tzipora, her blond hair neatly combed, her red coat over .
her arm: a littie girl of seven. On her back a bag too heavy for her o= .
Se She was clenching her teeth; she already knew it was useless to 3 % l
- complain. Here and there, the police were lashing out with their -
clubs: “Faster!” 1 had no strength left. The journey had just he-

gun and [ already felt so weak ... L 0o nuch Po(\ O-QM/P-

A =
“Faster! Faster! Move, you lazy good-for-nothings!” the Hun- ‘%

garian police were screaming,

That was when I began to hate them, and my hatred remains 'éé

Y

4

H

our only link today. They were our first oppressors. They were : 5}
 Wthe first facd ffﬁl'ﬁﬁéﬁéh. Lo bevicen ot P S

They ordered us to run: We began to run. Who would have &.% ‘
_[:ﬂ(_)_l_lg_l_lt that we were so strong? From behind their windows,

el

. . . S

from behind_their shurters, our fellow citizens watched as we = b
<
_Q

v

.

I
passed. C ;]

protcehi |
0 gwot an f&ﬁmﬁﬁd-- Gtﬁoﬂl 2_ bb A
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i Q We finally arrived at our destination. Throwing down our bun-

dles, we dropped to the ground:
“Oh God, Master of the Universe, in YOU@OmPassmn

have crcy[_n us} ..

. (zaorefwe,
‘ § THE SMALL GHhF[O Only three days ago, éﬁle WCFC !nég'g
- here. People who g'gneﬁpthw \%’" %e—g)u in np(f;v d

been expelled. And we had already forgotten all about them.

me:DC’U;d

- The chaos was even greater here than in the large ghetto. Its

© 3 inhabitants evidently had been caught by surprise. I visited the
“"é ‘§ fooms that had been occupied by my Uncle Mendel’s family, On
g the table, a_half-finished bowl of soup. A platter of dough waiting
s

na’fm —p nea

to be baked. Everywhere on the floor there were books. Had my 3

uncle meant to take them along? |G Wﬂ,ﬂﬁd q,ummb

T /‘mﬁled in. (What a word') I went looking for wood, my mstcraﬁ
. C re Despite her fatigue, my mother began to prepare a mealsgty, ™
1o

- [
e cannot give up, we cannot give up, she kept (Peﬁl;a' h

Peaple’s morale was not so bad: we were beginning to gmlmw
the situation. There were those who even voiced optimism. The’j-@

Germans were running out otnmg/ to expel us, they argued . . .

Tragically for those who had already been deported, it would be

too late. As for us, chances were that we would be allowed to go on
with our miserable little lives until the end of the war. -

The ghetto was not guarded. One could enter and leave as one
pleased. Marnia, our former maid, came to see us. Sobbing, she
begged us to come with her to her village where she had prepared
a safe shelter.

My father wouldn’t hear of it. He told me and my big
sisters, “If you wish, go there. 1 shall stay here with your mother

and the little one . _\(_ aﬂ{& PANE-. o-gU’\,C (_

Narturally, we(rg%used;m be separatcd

Lp 3000;50\,\ 0 Mm&ldhﬂ

NIGH'T

NIGHT. No one was praying for the night to pass quickly. The
stars were but sparks of the i 1mmcnse (.,Ol’lﬂ ration that was con-
suming us. Were this conﬂag cétaﬁ'gmshcd one day,
nothing would be left in the sl{y but gxtinct stars and unseeing
eycs. ,

There was nothing else to do but to go to bed, in the beds of
those who had moved on. We needed to rest, to gather our

strength. &ga{n nw 1%,{-01
At daybreak, the gloom had lifred. T ood was more confi-

dent. There were o sa1d ‘!
“Who kﬁx’mey ma%e scndmg us away fo ﬁ gl?r own good.

The front is getting closer, we shall soon hear the guns. And then

surely the civilian population will be evacuated . . .” Yo
“They worry lest we join the partisans . . .” é :
“As far as I’'m concerned, this whole business of deportation is '

~nothing but a big faﬁ)ﬁ‘u&l. They just want to steal our g ‘
valuables and jewelry. They know that it has all been buried and
that they will have to dig to find it; so much easier to do when the g
owners are on vacation .. .” |

n vacatio

This kind of talk that nobody believed helped pass the time: _g (
The few days we spent here went by pleasantly enough, in rela- — E
tive calm. People rather got along. There no longer was any dis-
tinction between rich and Dboor, notables and the others; we were

all pecople condemned to the san;e fate—still unknown —%
T %
¥

SATURDAY the day of rest, was the day chosen for our expulsion. ~ j&m'[,”_; ;
‘The night before, we had sat down to the traditional F riday
mght meal. We had said the customary blessmgs over the bread

Abll ‘ﬁmdwd@ comﬁo n bnadifion
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and the wine and swallowed the food in silence. %Ve sensed that
wayowec 1n sience. '

we were gathered around the familial table for the last time. I

spent that night going over memories and ideas and was unable to
e et

fall asleep.

At dawn, we were in the street, ready to leave. This time,
there were no Hungarian police. It had been agreed that the Jew-
ish Council would handle everything by ieself. % Pﬁf e d,\feﬂ

Our convoy headed toward the main synagogue. The town
seemed deserted. But behind the shutters, our friends of yester-

oy ?f Gkﬂl day were probably waiting for the moment when they could loot

our homes.

Lowohadowi

The synagogue resembled a large railroad statfdn: baggage and

_":1 tears, The altar was shattered, the wall coverings shredded, the

_ES walls themselves bare. There were so many of us, we could hardly
-, :

the Sabbath—and it was as though we were there to attend ser-

& breathe. The twenty-four hoyrs we spent there were horrendous.
' ﬂ(%MM - .
~T'he men were dotwnsfairs, the women upstairs. It was Sacurday—

¢/

% vices. Forbidden to go outside, people relieved themselves in a
COINEr.

The next morning, we walked toward the station, where a

i gin

convoy of cattle cars was waiting. The Hungarian police@s

gclimb into the cars, eighty persons in each one. They handed us
: ésomc bread, a few pails of water. They checked the bars on the

<~windows to make sure they would not come loose. The cars were

sealed. One person was placed in charge of every car: if someone

néea’ b be {h

. managed to escape, that person would be shot.

f

Two Gestapo officers strolled down the length of the placform.

They were all smiles; all things considered, it had gone very

smoothly. ouﬂ{ e[ﬂl NOWL ‘&D\fl’l' WWW %M‘T/‘)

A prolonged whistle pierced the air. 'The wheels began to

grind. We were on our way. Lo olgnt ’
Vt’o?w%“m Cﬁ alence

2z

atesp/nent ~:§
YING DOWN was not an option, nor could we all sit down,
We decided to take tu:rz%s sit 1ng. There was little air. The &

lucky ones found themselves near a window; they could . «
watch the blooming countryside ﬂiE by.
After two days of travel, thirst bécarhe intolerable, as did the % g

e Jnoadom i enolavemert L&
recd of normal constraints, somg of the ypyn let, go of their -
" LR 33

ns and, under gover of darkness, carcsseﬁ’nne another,
without any thought of others, alone in the world. The others pre-

t

oo Resashg-

Al

i

_tended not to notice. Hhoin JDP«C(E(‘CJ

0
There was still some food left. But we &%v te engugh tojL
satisfy our hunger. Our principle was t({)u_éacon(fgigg,'yo Hve for
tomorrow. "Tomorrow could be worse yet. c‘fnaﬂ( ehanaatis

The train stopped in Kaschau, a small town on the Czechoslo-
vakian border. We realized then that we were not staying in Hun-
gary.E)ur cyes ogcncﬁ.—-\, y)o% ved &M

The door of the car slid aside. A German officer stépped in
accompanied by a Hungarian lieutenant, acting as his interpreter.

“From this moment on, you are under the aythority of the

2 Wﬁfmc&;”w




